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LIFE INSURANCE POLICY 
INSURES THEM  ALL!

LOOK AT THE AMAZING
1 LOW COST

A M ONTH

FOR THE ENTIRE FAMILY

THIS (B L U tT tU tfp P  POLICY in s u r es  fr o m  t w o  t o
SIX MEMBERS OF YOUR FAMILY . . . FOR AS MUCH AS . . .

1 , 4 2 2 ?? *2 , 8 4 4 !?  *4 , 2 6 6 ! !
For Natural or Ordinary Accidental Death For Auto Accidental Death For Travel Accidental Death
{The above figures represent the amount o f insurance provided by t he policy on a typical average* family of five persona)

Insures M en, W omen, Ch ildren— Ages 1-75
If aching hearts and unbearable grief were all that accompanied 
death . . . the burden would still be great. But added to that 
acrief and despair are the huge expenses that always follow the 
footsteps of tragedy. Y o u ll  need ready cash to see you through, 
and unless you  carry insurance on each member of your family, 
some time you ’re going to  have to face these financial burdens.

Com puted on Legal Reserve Basis
The G uarantee Reserve Policy is brand new .. .it. is acuiarllysound 
. .. figured out by leading Insurance experts without using the many 
misleading or confusing "trick clauses" and "hidden phrases”  that 
are contained In so many low cost policies: Seeing i's believing . . . 
that's why we want you to see the policy before you decide to keep 
It. We want to prove that this is the Policy you should have for your 
family's protection.

Parents, Children (Married or Unmarried), Brothers, 
Sisters, Grandparents, In-Laws, Included

NO MEDICAL EXAMINATIONQ UESTIO N S YOU W ILL  
WANT A N SW ERED !

1. Q. Does the death of one or more mem
bers o f the insured family cancel the 
Policy?

A. No. The policy remains In effect, 
insuring the balance of the Insured 
family, as long as premiums are 
paid.

Selling by mall saves agents’ commissions, 
branch offices, expenses, collection ex
penses . . . that's why from 2 to fi mem
bers of your family. Including relatives, 
may be Included In your G uarantee R e
serve Family Policy for a total cost of 
only $1.00 a month. You be the judge 
. . . decide for yourself without agents to

high pressure you . . . without embar
rassment or obligation.

Send the coupon below for details o f this 
Bound insurance offer made by the re
liable G uarantee Reserve Life Insurance 
com pany. Don't delay . . .  do it now. 
while you and your family are in good 
health.

2. Q. Hoic are premiums paid?
A. Pay your S i.00 premium monthly. 

Y ou  will rece ive  a receipt and 
premium notice each month. NO 
collectors will ever call on or bother 
you.

3. Q. In what States are policies issued by
Guarantee Reserve Life Insurance 
Company?

A. G uarantee Reserve Life Insurance 
Company is legally entitled to do 
business by mail In every State In 
the Union. It is Incorporated un
der iDdiaua Insurance laws.

4. Q. Is a M  edical Examination required? 
A. No. But any members of your

family who are not in good health 
cannot be Insured.

NO AGENT  
WILL  CALL
1 0 - D A Y  FREE  

I N S P E C T I O N  O F F E R
SEND NO 

MONE Y

M A I L  C O U P O N T O D A Y !
1 GUARANTEE RESERVE LIFE INSURANCE CO.

Guarantee Reserve Bldg., Dept. 56-C
1 Indianapolis, Indiana I
K  ( ) Please send me your
m  F R E E  10-D A Y  IN S P E C T IO N  O F F E R  1
0  N A M E .................................................................... * w  —

I  ST O R  R .F .D ................................

| C IT Y  & S T A T E ...........................



THAT I CA N  T R A IN  
.__  AT H O M E TOR

!  TRAINED 
THESE MEN
-  $10 TO $20 A W E E K

IN S P A R E  T IM E
jl L run-sired some, Radio 

jm A  sets when 1 was on my 
tenth lesson. I reail.v 
don’t see bow- you can 
give so much tor, such a 
small amount of money. 

—  -  I 'made $(>00 in a year
mid a half, and 1 have made an aver
age of- j  10 JO $»» a week - just snare 
rime.

JOHN .1 SvKltV
1520 Arapahoe St . Der-nei Co lilt ado

W O R K S  FO R S T A T E  
OF IL L IN O IS

If I had not taken your 
four si* I might still be 
doing wild jobs or dig
ging di relies, l a  Hi work
ing fur 'he Stale of 11 li 
no; s operating the 1;0<UC 
wad transmitter. If any- 
<iu wants to write me 
('<■ ii i st*. I sha 11 be gla d:' • - " K, f

il'i'l:-.S. Pa.sfielci, Springfield,

$200 TO $300 A MONTH 
IN OWN B U S IN E S S

Cor the ia-t two- \cats I 
have been in bu.sim.s.s for 
in.\ self making between 

.$'2W:M to .$;i0tl a month. 
Business has steadily, in
creased. I have X. II. I. 
to (hank for my start in

b* nit

C lip the coupon and m ail it. I ’m cer
tain I can tra in  you at hom e in  your 
spare tim e to be a R adio  Techn ician . 
I w ill send you a sam ple lesson free. 
E xam ine it. read it. see how  clear and 
easy it is to understand. See how my 
course is planned to help you get a 
good  jo b  in Radio, a you n g  grow in g  
field w ith a future. Y ou needn ’t give 
up your present job  or  spend a lo t o f  
m oney to become: a R adio T echn ician . 
1 train  you at hom e nights in your 
spare tim e.

Why Many Radio Technicians 
Make $30, $40, $50 a Week

Radio B roadcasting stations em ploy 
R adio T echn icians as operators, m ain 
tenance m en. etc. Radio m an u factu r
ers em ploy testers, inspectors, so r vice? 
men in good -pay  jobs. R adio  jobbers 
■;a'n<l dealers em ploy installation  and 
servicem en. Many R adio Techn icians 
open  their ow n R adio sales and re
pair businesses and m ake $:ut. S4n. J.li) 
a week. O thers hold their regular jobs 
and m ake to $10 a week fixing
R adios in span* time. A utom obile , po- 

aviation . com m ercial. Radio ; loud
speaker system s, electron ic devices, are 
other fields o fferin g  opportun ities  for 
which N. R. I. g ives the required 
know ledge o f  Radio. Television  prom 
ises to  open good  jobs soon.
Many Make $5 to $10 a Week Extra 
in Spare T im e While Learning

The day you enroll. In addition to my regular 
(Nmr.se., I start sending you Extra Money Job 
.Sheets —start showing you how to do Radio re

pair jobs. Tluuughout >our Course I send plans 
and direction-, which have helped many make $5 
hi $l.r£'a week In "Spare time while learning. 1 
semi special Radi o= . to conduct experi
ments and build circuits. -This-".50-’Sii training 
method makes learning -at home inietesthig. fas- 
<Ti-u.'ing. practical. YOU AUS() GET A MODERN.
! ‘ KO CESSION A L ALE-WA VE. ALL-PURPOSE 
SET SERVICING INSTRUMENT to help you 
makc-.morp rmmey fixing Radios -while learning and 
-e-u-ii-p you tor full time work after you graduate.

Find Ont What Radio, Television Offer
Act today. Mail the coupon for Sample Lesson 
and m-\ fi.4- page Rook -Rich Rewards in Radio.”  
They ppiiw out - Radio's spare time and full time 
oviportliii;’ ;>-s a’rid those coming in Television; tell 
atK-uif n,\ Course in Radio and Television: show 
more than 100 letters from men I trained telling 
what thev are doing and earning. Rea (l my 
moncA back agreement. Find bur. what Radio and 
Television offer you. MAIL COUPON in an en
velope. of paste on a ivos:tcai>rd--NOW!

J. E . SM ITH . Prwident 
National Radio 

Institute.
Dept. ICS9  

Washington. 0 . C.

* .
field.

ARLIE J, ITKil/HNER 
W. Texas Ave,. Goose Cieek. Texas

Draft Registrants!
. >ou A R E  called, and are then a 

Radio Technician, you’ll be eligible 
for a communications branch of. the 
service; in line for technical ratings 
with extia pay.
If you A R E  NOT called, you now have 
an opportunity to get. into Radio at 
a time when the Government is pour
ing millions of dollars into the Radio 
industry to buy Defense equipment, 
on top of boom civilian Radio busi
ness.
Either way—it’ s smart to train for 
RADIO NOW1

GOOD FOR BOTH 6 4  P A C E  B O O K  
S A M P L E  L E S S O N FREE

J. E . SM IT H , President, Dept. ICS9  
National Radio Institute, Washington, D. C.
Mail me FREE without obligation. Sample Lesson and 64- 
page-book •Rich Rewards in Radio”  (No salesman will call. 
VVrito Plainly.)

Name...  

Address. 

City........

Age.

State......................  2FR
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Complete Western Novel
The Double Circle Invasion..............................................Walt Coburn 8
Chalk-Eye Plunkett and his brand-blot gun-crew rode a thousand twisted miles to deal 
out their own special kind o f hell-on-earth to peace-loving Till Culbertson's Double Circle 
spread.

Three Western Novelettes
Reformation of the Two-Man Wild Bunch........................ Tom Roan 52
Why would a seasoned longrider like Dave Gambler stick up the Westbound Flyer—when 
he knew that the express-car safe contained only worthless counterfeit moneyf
Last Drive of the Longhorn Mutineers......................William R. Cox 66
The treacherous Eye-Bar-0 trail-outfit naturally believed that young Terry Glenn, green
horn, wouldn’t give them much trouble when the time came to pull their murder-play on 
the toughest trail-boss in Texas!
Carmody’s Hot-Lead Salesman............................ Robert E Mahaffay 88
Rebellious against his storekeeper dad’s counsel, Tim Carmody cut loose from the heritage 
he had always hated. . . . Until a nervy girl and a wounded oldster taught him a gold-camp 
counter-jumper must trade in blood as well as grub!

Three Western Short Stories
Boss of the Chisholm Trail..............................................Rolland Lynch 37
Men said that Jim Duryea had more nerve than sense when he dared the great Buckskin 
Frank Lawler, king o f plainsmen, to try to lead the Lasy S herd to Dodge.
A Nester Digs His Crave............................ William Benton Johnston 42
Must the searing memory of a bullet-shattered saddle-bum, pleading for  life, damn Clark 
Longstreet and his little nester family to years o f heartbreak?
Tame Your Own Wolves!....................................... Tom W. Blackburn 81
Wise in the ways o f killer-wolves, Sheriff Reed made his own bait to lure a two-legged 
lobo into a strange neiv kind of trap!

— And—
A Message from the Pioneers..........................................'.The Editors 4
The world has never been an easy place to live—and those pioneer cowmen knew it well!
Frontiersmen Who Made History.......................... Cedric W  Windas 51
The thrilling picture-story of Tom J. Smith, who backed his badge with bare fists—against 
the guns of Abilene’s  toughest badmen!
In the Saddle......................................................................A Department 96
A word from one o f the feiv still-living old-timers who helped to tame the laivless wilder
ness.

ALL STORIES NEW NO REPRINTS!

Published every month by Popular Publications, Inc., 2256 Grove Street., Chicago, Illinois. Editorial and executive offices 
205 East Forty-second Street, New York City. Harry Steeger. President and Secretary. Harold S. Goldsmith, Vice President 
and Treasurer. Entered as second-class matter November 30, 1935, at the post office at Chicago. 111., under the Act of March 
3, IK79. Title registration pending at U. S. Patent Office. Copyright. 1941 by Popular Publications. Inc. All rights reserved 
under Pan American Copyright Convention. Single copy price lOo. Yearly subscription in U. S. A. SI.20. Subscription 
8 e*2rt2£.nt’ " 5  ^a*t 42nd Street New York City. For advertising rates address Sam J. Perry, 205 E. 42nd St.. New York, 

Y. When submitting manuscripts kindly enclose stamped self-addressed envelopes for their return if found unavailable, and 
send them to 205 East 42nd Street, New York City. The publishers cannot accept responsibility for return of unsolicited 
manuscripts, although care will be exercised in handling them. Printed in II. S. A.



''THEN TO OUR HORROR,
we found that we were 
lost! Visions o f searching 
parties finding our bones, 
months afterward, flashed 
in my mind as we searched 
for the exit. The candles 
flickered out as the hours 
passed. Only the flashlight 
was left.

A true experience of w. B. BOLTON, Monett, Mo.
" A  MYSTERIOUS 'MANHOLE'
in the roof o f an Ozark 
mountain cavern we were 
exploring one day in
trigued us,”  writes Mr. 
Bolton. "With no sense of 
danger, we w rig g led  
through the hole and into 
the inky darkness o f  a 
cave beyond. For hours, 
we explored.

"AFTER SEVEN HOURS and a half o f hideous searching, we came upon the exit 
to safety. We had found our way back to life again, thanks to our flashlight 
and its dependable 'Eveready’ fresh DATED batteries! >>

The word "Eveready”  is a  registered trade-mark of National Carbon Company, Inc.

N A T I O N A L  C A R B O N  C O M P A N Y ,  I N C . ,  c
L a.-! ! { nihil ( .trim! t fT
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A Message from the Pioneers
WIT H  characteristic gloom, our 

friend settled back in his chair, 
took a cigarette and a drink. And 

then he was off.
“ A  hell of a world this turned out to

be,” he began. “ Look at it. The people 
of over half the so-called civilized nations 
are engaged in the happy occupation of 
figuring new ways of killing each other. 
And do you know how many guys are 
out of work right here and now ? There's 
no use for a gent to have brains or ability 
any more. . . . "

It always makes us a little sore to be 
exposed to another’s troubles when we're 
sure we’ve cornered the market with our 
own. “ Don’t be too tough on the world." 
we said. “ W e ’ve all got to fight a little 
harder; admit that conditions aren’t the 
same for any of us. but be willing to meet 
those conditions as best we know how . . . "

“ A lot you know about it,” he gloomed. 
“ All you do is to edit stories about a lot 
of dumb guys who chase cows, wear hair 
pants and shoot off guns. Cows grow 
easy; all you have to do is to feed ’em and 
water ’em and then rake in the dough 
when you sell ’em. A  pretty soft life, 
if you ask me. . . .”

That made us mad, and we snapped 
back: “ Why don’t you shut up until you 
know what you’re talking about? N o; 
we’ve never been a rancher, but we know 
a few. And if you think it’s a soft life, 
you’ve got another think coming. Cow
men have always had plenty of grief, 
which they couldn’t run away from. They 
had to use not only fighting guts, but their 
brains and initiative. Listen— ”

There was (we told him), that mysteri
ous but epic trail-drive, the details of 
which are lost to historians of the cattle 
country, but which was typical of the 
old-time cattleman’s daring in facing un
known odds. In a musty copy of a De
partment of Agriculture report for the 
4

year 1855, a newspaper item is quoted 
which remarks that a drive of a few hun
dred cattle passed through a Pennsylvania 
town from Texas— on their way to New 
York City!

Already, nine years before, however, a 
Texan named Edward Piper first headed 
’em North to Ohio, where he sold his herd 
at a good profit

Yet that strange drive to New York 
City from t,he rolling plains of brush coun
try of Texas somehow captures the im
agination. It was probably the longest 
cattle trek on record, but who made it or 
how many got through is not known. The 
profit or loss on that daring project is 
not the point. It showed a vision and a 
boldness which was— and still is— a pre
requisite to any kind of success— whether 
in the pioneer cattle industry, or in a 
more modern industrial and commercial 
world.

Charles Goodnight was another cow
man who wasn’t afraid to try the seem
ingly impossible when he joined up with 
Loving, to make his historic drive through 
hostile Comanche country to Horsehead 
Crossing. Previous to that drive, drovers 
and trail-crews had been forced to live 
off the country— and in dry weather, the 
suffering of both men, horses and cattle 
must have been severe. Cattle could fatten 
up at the end of the trail; but for those 
who had to “ eat their peck of trail dust” 
in the drags, it was a hardship which made 
even the strongest sag in the saddle.

To a man of Goodnight’s imagination, 
however, such a situation was a challenge, 
He built a huge wagon of Osage orange 
wood— a material that had been proved 
both light and strong by the Indians— and 
equipped it with water barrels. In it he 
also placed food and other articles needed 
on the drive. When a trail-crew must 
go without sleep for days on end, and at 
the same time maintain constant vigil
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— actual p h o 
to o f  th e  m an  
w h o  h o ld s  th e  

t i t l e .  " T h e  
W o r ld ’ s  M o s t  
Perfectly  D e 
v e lo p e d  M a n .”

15 Minutes a Day!
Give me kjust this 

and Vll prove I can m make you

ANEW MAN!
I’M “ trading-in”  old bodies for 

new! I’m taking men who know 
that the condition o f their arms, 
shoulders, chests and legs— their 
strength, “ wind,” and entlurance—  
is not 100'7c„ And I’m making NEW 
MEN of them. Right turn I ’m even 
training hundreds o f soldiers and 
sailors who KNOW theyVe got to 
get into shape F A ST!

•How do YOU measure up for the defense 
o f  your country? Have YOU the strong 
shoulders and hark that can haul for miles 
Uncle Sam 's standard 61 pounds o f  Army 
m an’s equipment? Or if home defense presses 
you into service, have you the he-man. 
strength and tireless energy that double
shifts o f working and watching may call for?

Now as Never Before You Need a 
Body That’s Ready for ANY Job in 

National Emergency !
Are you ALL M A N —tough-muscled, chi 

your toes every minute, with all the up-and- 
a t - ’em that can lick your weight in wildcats? 
Or do you want the help I can give you—the 
help that lias already worked such wonders 
for other fellows, everywhere?

All the world knows I was O N CE a skinny, 
97-lb. weakling. And NOW  it knows I won 
the title, “ The W orld ’s M ost Perfectly D evel
oped M an ." Against all comers! How did I 
do it? How do I work miracles in the bodies 
o f  other men in such quick time? The answer 
is Dynam ic Tension!

In Just 15 minutes a day, right in the privacy 
of your own home. I’ m ready to prove that 
Dynamic Tension can lay a new outfit of solid 
muscle over every inch of your body. Let rue put 
new, smashing power into your arms and shoul
ders—give you an armor-shield of stomach muscle 
that laughs at punches—strengthen your legs Into 
real columns of surging stamina. If lack or exer
cise or wrong living has weakened you inside. I'll 
get alter that condition, too, and ahow you how it 
• eels to LITE I

Charles Atlas—  
America’s Greatest 
“ Builder of Men’’
Amony all the physical Instruc

tors and “ conditioners of men”  
O N LY ONE NAM E STA N D S  
O UT— Charles Atlas!

TH A T is the name immediately 
thought of by men who WANT to 
attain a physique that will w ith
stand hardship and strain, ready 
for any possible emergency, per
sonal or national.

In every part of the country 
Charles Atlas is recognized as 
“ America’s Greatest Builder of 
Men.”  Almost two million men 
have written to him. Thousands 
upon thousands have put their 
physical development Into his 
ca^ehle hand*!

A n d  no w  th a t  th e  c a l l  i s  fo r  
m en ca p a b le  of h e lp in g  A m e r ic a  
m e et and  co n q u er a n y  n a t io n a l 
e m e rg e n cy , m an y  th o u sa n d *  of 
o th e rs  e v e n  th o se  a lre a d y  in  th e ir  
c o u n try ’ s  A rm y  and  N av y  a re  c a l l 
ing  upon C h a r le s  A t la s  to b u ild  
th e  k in d  of m en  A m e r ic a  
v i t a l ly  neede!

FREE This Famous Book that Tells You How to Get 
a Body that Men Respect and Women Admire

Alm ost two million men have sent for and read my book, “ E ver
lasting H ealth and Strength.”  I t  tells you exactly what Dynamic 
Tension can do. And it ’s packed with pictures that SHOW  you 
w hat it does. R E S U L T S  it has produced for other men. RESU LTS 
I want to  prove it can get for Y O U ! I f you are satisfied to take a 
back seat and be pushed around by other fellows week-in, week-out, 
you  d on 't  want this book. But if you want to "learn how you can 
actually becom e a N E W  M A N , right in the privacy o f your own 
hom e and in only 15 minutes a day, then m a n !—get this coupon 
into the mail to  me as fast as your legs can get to the letterbox! 
CHARLES ATLAS, Dept. 83C, 116 East 23rd St., New York City.

M A I L  T H I S  
COUPON NOW!

r — ——
| CH AR LES ATLAS,
| U S  E a s t  23rd S t . ,  New

I 
I 
I 
I 
I
I *
L

D e p t. S3C . 
Y o rk  C ity

I w ant the proof that your 
Tension”  w il l  h e lp  make a N e w  
a h e a lth y , h u sk y  b o d y  an d  b i g  m i 
S e n d  m e  y o u r  fre e  b o o k . ‘ ‘ E v er  
Strength” — a n d  full d e t a i ls  o f your

s c u la r  d e v e lo p m e n t , 
a s t i n g  Heal th  and  
T R I A L  O F F E R .

(Please print or w rite p lain ly )
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against savage raiders, hot coffee becomes 
almost as important as six-shooters and 
rifles.

When the bottom dropped out of the 
Texas beef market, Captain Richard King, 
who founded one of the greatest ranches 
of all time, didn’t sob into his beer. Hides, 
tallow and hoofs found a market, but there 
was still good beef going to the buzzards. 
King’s invention of injecting salt brine 
into the carcasses of his beef didn’t hap
pen to work out commercially, but that 
didn’t stop him from trying.

Another Texas cattleman, a few years 
later, however, improved on the idea and 
thereby.- founded one of the country’s 
great fortunes. He was Gail Borden, who 
got the happy notion that there would 
be a market for “ beef biscuit”— canned 
beef, probably dehydrated. He marketed 
it successfully in Galveston to the shipping 
trade.

They still tell the story of the herd boss 
in Northern Arizona who had gathered 
some two-thousand head at round-up, only 
to find that the river— which a day or so 
before had been a good watering place—  
was nothing but sunbaked sand. He got 
his trail-hands and sent them down to the 
stream-bed with part of the remuda.

“ Look out for quicksand,” he warned, 
then told them what to do to get water.

By driving the horses cautiously up 
and down the shifting, sinking sand, the 
hoofs of the herd started packing it. Soon 
water started seeping through. And be
fore long there was enough not only for 
the thirsty horses, but also for the cattle. 
And twenty-four hours later there seemed 
no moisture in that country for miles!

Only a few years ago, a young W yo
ming rancher who r a i s e d  blooded 
horses and polo ponies found himself with
out a market. Horse-buyers simply 
weren’t buying on the range. Even though

the young ranchers’ mounts were of a 
slightly better grade, the trick was to figure 
out some way to find a market— the same 
problem, it’s interesting to note, that ac
counted, years before, for such roaring 
end-of-trail towns as Abeline, Dodge and 
the rest.

His neighbors laughed when this en
terprising young man obtained a few 
trucks, fitted them to carry his horses from 
his ranch to the big Coast cities. “ If you 
want horses and ponies like these, I ’ll fur
nish ’em— and the price will be right!”  he 
told the prospective purchasers.

Selling horses like a drummer going 
around with his sample-cases was a new 
one on both customers and ranchers, but 
the idea worked! He made a good profit 
for that year— when other horse ranchers 
were bemoaning their fate and cursing 
“ conditions.”

“ So you see,”  we told Jim, “ the world 
may be cock-eyed, but tough times are 
nothing new. Somehow, someway, you 
and I have got to fight it out . . .  If we 
show the same kind of courage and ini
tiative as did those early cowmen, at least 
we’ll have the fun of making a good, hon
est fight, instead of sitting down and 
sobbing!”

Jim looked up, and there was a sort of 
tight grin on his face I ’d never seen there 
before, “ Maybe those old-timers did know 
a thing or two,” he said. “ Guess I ’ll go 
out and see if I can’t dope out some way 
to make myself useful. And maybe I ’ll 
get an idea— just like those old gents, 
who wouldn’t be licked by things they 
couldn’t help!”

Yes, we figure the epic story of the 
frontier West carries a message of man
hood for all of us; an efernal inspiration 
to guide us through the darker moments 
,of our own lives.

— T H E  E D ITO R S.
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I . C S M I T H l

NO MONEY DOWN
10 D A Y S  T R I A L

Easy Terms-9c a Day
No obligation. Send no money. Bee before you buy 
on wide-open JO day Trial. Pay on easiest terms 
—only 9c a day. You get this genuine late office 
model L. C. Smith beautifully rebuilt with all 
standard improvements—basket shift, standard 
84 character, 4-row keyboard, shift lock key, 
back spacer, 2 color ribbon, ribbon reverse, sten
cil cutting device, tabulator, etc. Ball Bearing 
throughout — quiet operation. THOUSANDS 
PAID $102.50—IT'S YOUHS FOB ONLY $31.85 
(CASH PRICE). No risk, money back guarantee.

2 YEAR GUARANTEE
Our 2 year ironclad guarantee is your assurance 
of satisfaction and long service I Our 30 years 
of Fair Dealing Backs This Guarantee.

WIDE CARRIAGE MODELS
The L. C. Smith with basket shift is the ma
chine used by schools, large corporations, and 
business houses the country over. A perfect all 
purpose typewriter for office work, correspondence, 
manifold work, etc. The wide carriage machine 
contains all modern improvements same as the 
regular carriage (illustrated) but it takes paper 
14 inches wide and has a writing  line of 12 
inches. The wide carriage machine is the model 
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It w j s  ambush, and they had ridden straight into it. Their only bet was to shoot their way
through. . . ,
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"I  never heard of any Culbertson in this country, an' I never heard of any such 
hen-yard spread as the Double Circle!" the chalk-eyed stranger sneered at 
young Clay Culbertson. "I'm  here, and if this range is claimed by that outfit, 

they better hunt another climate pronto, or argue it out over gun-sights!"

CHAPTER ONE

Hell-on-the-Hoof from Tascosa

C L A Y  CULBERTSON sat his 
horse on the scrub pine ridge and 
watched the big trail herd cross the 

Missouri River. He calculated that there 
must be better than three thousand head 
of cattle in the herd, and he had counted 
anyhow fifteen riders. A big herd and a 
full-sized crew of eowpunchers.

Clay watched them closely, because you
9
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could learn things, like how to handle a big 
herd in treacherous water, just by keep
ing your eyes wide open and not missing 
little details. That was the sort of thing 
that old Till Culbertson was always drill
ing into him— to keep his eyes open and 
his mouth shut, miss no bets and learn 
from older hands.

Old Till hated a smart-Ajeck kid, and 
young Clay’s twenty-one years had been 
filled with hard-earned lessons. He called 
old Till and the other cowmen “ sir,”  and 
right now he was picking up a lot of point
ers from those cowhands down yonder.

It was a rare treat to see those cattle 
take the river, hit swimming water and 
then wade ashore on the north side, where 
a couple of riders scattered them out to 
graze along the wide stretch of bottom
land where the 'breed hay crew had fin
ished putting up wild hay.

Then Clay Culbertson remembered what 
had fetched him here, and the reality of 
what he was watching hit him like a kick 
in the belly. Unless this was one of those 
cowman tricks that old Till Culbertson 
sometimes played to learn him another 
lesson the hard way, those cattle had 
no damned business down there.

The Hawley place was one of old Till's 
best winter line camps. If the 'breed crew 
hadn’t fenced those new haystacks, there 
would be hell to pay when those hungry 
cattle tore into ’em. It was up to young 
Clay to ride down yonder and find out 
why those cattle were there and who those 
cowpunchers were. If they had no right 
to be there. Clay had better see to it that 
they moved on and paid damages for any 
hay the cattle had eaten or tromped down.

The 'breeds, big Gregory Doney and 
his hay crew, weren’t in sight. Old Till 
had sent Clay down here with the cash 
money to pay them off. And until Clay 
had sighted that trail herd crossing over, 
he had been anticipating the fun he'd have, 
because always when the haying was done 
there would be a fiddler and a jug and a 
big dance. Clay liked these laughter-lov
ing 'breeds who were like overgrown kids 
when they “ made a dance.”  And some of 
those 'breed girls were almighty pretty.

NO W , as Clay rode down the long ridge 
and neared the log buildings and pole 

corrals, it gure looked like this trail out

fit were making themselves plenty wel
come.

The remuda grazed below the barn and 
cattle sheds. The mess-wagon and bed- 
wagon were pulled up in front of the main 
cabin, and the cook had a supper fire go
ing. Bedrolls lay scattered on the ground. 
The horse wrangler was throwing his 
cavvy together, heading them towards the 
pole corral for the outfit to catch their 
night horses. The cowpunchers on foot 
were gathered in a circle around a keg.

Clay heard a fiddle squeak, and he spot* 
ted Antoine Gladeau sitting on the seat 
of the bed wagon with his fiddle and a tin 
cup. Then he sighted big Gregory Doney 
and the others, all with tin cups. The wom
en and girls in the cabin were poking their 
heads out the windows, jabbering and 
laughing. Small youngsters peeked from 
behind the skirts of their mothers and 
sisters. All were dressed in their Sunday 
best.

The cowpunchers were a hard looking 
lot. Mostly they wore beards. Their 
clothes were still wet from swimming the 
herd across the river. They were filling 
tin cups from the whiskey keg, and mak
ing remarks directed at the prettiest 'breed 
girls.

Clay saw Rose Marie Doney, eighteen 
and pretty as a calendar picture, start for 
a bucket of water. Then a young cow- 
puncher took her bucket in one hand, and 
his free arm went around her slim waist. 
He kissed her, and she jerked free, slap
ping him hard across his grinning mouth.

Big Gregory Doney laughed as he talked 
to a man as huge as himself.'The man had 
a drooping gray-black 'mustache that 
dropped below the heavy stubble-whisk
ered line of his jaw. He waved his tin 
cup at the slim young cowpuncher who 
had tried to kiss Rose Marie. She had run 
back into the log cabin, leaving the young 
cowpuncher holding the big wooden 
bucket.

“ If you was after that bucket and noth
in’ else, Tug, you shore got ’er. She’s 
slipprier’n a Tascosa senorita, n o?”

As Clay rode up, the big man turned 
to look at him. He was holding his cup 
of whiskey in one hand, his other hand 
hooked by a thumb in a sagging cartridge 
belt. Clay stared into the queerest pair of 
eyes he had ever seen...
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The big man's right eye was opaque 
black. It stared a hole clear through Clay. 
But the man’s left eye was milk white, and 
the bronzed socket around it was badly 
scarred. Clay wondered if the milk eye 
was blind.

“ Well, young rooster!” the big man’s 
voice was a husky growl, “ Pull up the 
slack in your jaw. W e’re full-handed if 
you’re huntin’ a job. If you’re ridin’ the 
grub-line, light and rest your hull.”

Clay found his voice. “ I ain’t huntin’ 
ary job, sir. I ’m Clay Culbertson. My old 
man owns this ranch. Unless you got or
ders from Till Culbertson to camp here 
with them cattle, I’m teltin’ you to move 
on with your trail herd and pay for what 
damage your stock has done to our hay
stacks. You’re trespassin’ on-T ill Cul
bertson’s Double Circle range.”

For perhaps thirty seconds the big man 
stared at him. Then he gulped down his 
whiskey and let out a bellowing laugh.

“ Hear that, men? W e got orders to 
git to hell off this ranch! This bald-faced 
yearlin’ says it belongs to some feller 
named Till Culbertson. He claims it’s 
Double Circle Range. H a ! Any you boys 
ever hear of ary Till Culberson or his 
Double Circle iron? Nope. Never heard of 
the outfit, sonny. Now just swing that 
pony of yourn around and travel yon- 
derly. Ride on back home and tell your 
old man that Chalk Eye Plunkett from 
Tascosa, Texas never heard of him or his 
hen-yard brand. Tell him that Chalk Plun
kett taken a likin’ to this part of Montana 
Territory. That me and my Tascosa out
fit is locatin’ here.”

Clay felt the inside of his belly shrink 
into a hard. knot. He knew that his face 
looked white and scared and that his voice 
sounded weak and puny. The big chalk
eyed man was grinning, but his black eye 
glittered like a red coal.

Gregory looked uneasy. Antoine had 
quit fiddling and there was a silly grin on 
his moon face. The hard looking cow- 
punchers were grininng like they enjoyed 
the show.

“ This is Till Culbertson’s ranch.”  Clay 
tried to make his voice hard and steady. 
“ You and your outfit’s got no right here. 
I ’m stayin’ till— ”

“ You, T u g !”  Chalk Plunkett motioned 
to the beardless young cowpuncher who

had taken the ’breed girl’s bucket, “ Git 
on your horse. Double your wet rope and 
whup this young rooster ojrta sight.”

The young cowpuncher grinned. 1 le had 
stringy black hair and black eves and a 
long, lantern-jawed face. Yellow buck 
teeth showed when he grinned. He 
dropped the bucket and grabbing his sad
dle horn with both hands, vaulted into the 
saddle without using the left stirrup. He 
jerked his rope strap, shook a loop in his 
catch-rope that was wet from crossing the 
river, and spurred his horse towards Clay, 
swinging his loop down against his chaps 
to flatten it.

CLA Y  whirled his horse as the doubled 
rope swished across his back and 

shoulders. He grabbed the rope, crowded 
his horse against the young Texan’s, dal
lied the doubled rope around his saddle 
horn and jumped his horse off at a sharp 
angle.

The end of the young Texan’s rope was 
fastened to his saddle horn with a tie-loop 
and Clay’s horse pulled the slack taut 
with a jerk. The young Texan’s horse, 
taking the force broadside and off balance, 
was jerked off its feet. The Texan was 
thrown heavily.

.Clay let go the rope and spurred his 
horse back. He quit his saddle with a leap 
that landed him on top of the young 
Texan. They rolled on the ground in a 
tangle of flailing arms and kicking legs. 
The Texan’s horse scrambled to its feet 
and trotted off.

“ By G ar!”  bellowed big Gregory 
Doney, “ Dat Clay, she’s de wil’ cat!” 

Clay heard it and smashed a short hard 
right into the other cowboy’s nose. Blood 
spurted. A  jolting blow caught Clay in 
the eye. A hand grabbed his thick hair, 
and it felt as if his scalp was ripped loose.

He rolled over on his back and grabbed 
the young Texan’s throat, smashing at 
the bloody face until that torturing grip 
on his hair slacked. A thumb gouged at 
his eye and he grunted with pain. Kick
ing free, he scrambled to his feet and stag
gered backward until somebody gave him 
a hard shove that sent him stumbling 
forward.

The young Texan came up off the 
ground crouching, the four-inch blade of 
a clasp knife flashing from his hand.
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“ Rip ’is damn’ guts out, T u g !”  roared 
Chalk Plunkett.

Clay had a white man’s fear of a knife, 
but right now there was no time to get 
scared. The knife ripped his sleeve from 
shoulder to elbow as he caught his balance 
and rushed, fists swinging. The heavy 
blade bit again as he closed in, grabbing 
desperately now at the wrist above the 
red dripping steel. They dangled in an
other clinch, and the knife was raking at 
his back, ripping his buckskin jacket and 
the shirt beneath.

Clay grabbed the Texan’s wrist and 
hung on. He got his other hand free and 
now both his hands were clamped down 
on the knife-hand and wrist. The young 
Texan's teeth sank into his shoulder and 
clamped there like the jaws of a bull
dog.

Clay jerked a knee into the young Tex
an’s belly. Then he yanked and twisted at 
the Texan’s arm until the knife came loose. 
His fists pounded into the Texan’s 
face until the teeth let go. Hard fists 
rained short stabbing blows into his face. 
He grabbed the Texan’s throat in both 
hands and choked him until his tongue 
popped out and his eyes rolled white. Ilis 
face was a sickly gray.

Heavy hands jerked Clay off his man. 
flinging him against the rear wheel of the 
bed wagon. His head hit the iron wagon 
tire, and dimly he saw the big man throw 
a bucket of water on the cowpuncher he 
called Tug. Then Chalk Plunkett, his 
whiskered face black with fury, kicked 
the young Texan to his feet and shoved 
a gun into his hand.

Clay, dizzy and sick with pain, his eyes 
half blinded by blood, dirt and sweat, 
grabbed the wagon spokes and pulled him
self to his feet. He clawed for his six- 
shooter, but the gun had slipped from its 
holster during the fight.

l ie  saw the gleam of Tug’s yellow buck 
teeth; saw him thumb back the hammer 
of the long-barreled six-shooter.

Then a man on a big roan horse rode 
in between them.

The gun in Tug’s hand exploded as the 
man on horseback knocked it out of his 
hand. The heavy lead slug tore up dirt at 
Clay’s feet, ricocheting off with a snarling 
whine.

TH E  man on the roan horse had a six- 
shooter in his hand, and there was a 

thin-lipped grin on his freshly shaved 
face. His black mustache was carefully 
trimmed; he wore a red flannel shirt and 
a new hat. His spurs and bridle bit were 
silver mounted. Pointed tapaderos cov
ered the stirrups of his stamped saddle. 

'H e was a range dude, but he looked like 
he could make a fast hand anywhere. 
Water dripped from his clothes and his 
horse was still wet from the river.

His steel-gray eyes under heavy black 
brows flicked Clay with a quick glance, 
then went on to the big man.

“ Can’t that whelp of yours win a scrap 
without your backin’, Chalk? He had 
twenty-five pounds, six inches of reach 
and a toad-sticker by way of odds in his 
favor, but the tow-headed boy trimmed 
him. Then you kick the tow-head’s gun 
under the wagon, hand Tug a six-shooter 
and tell him to do himself a little murder 
job. Perhaps that's your idea of makin’ 
a man out of him. . . . ”

He turned to Clay. “ Your gun’s under 
the bed wagon, tow-head. Get it. If you 
want to shoot it out with Tug Plunkett 
I ’ll see you get an even break.”

Clay crawled under the wagon and 
picked up his six-shooter, wiping off the 
dirt.

“ One of these times, Dude,”  said Chalk 
Plunkett, “ you’ll horn into somethin’ and 
make a losin’. Fork that horse of yourn. 
Tug. Git the hell on out to the herd and 
stay there. I ’m ashamed to claim yuh. Git 
outa my sight!”

Clay’s nose was bleeding and blood 
oozed from his knife cuts. His aching eyes 
felt as if they were full of hot sand. He 
stood on spread legs that felt none too 
steady, his gun in his hand. He kept 
watching Tug Plunkett as the battered 
young Texan picked his gun up out of the 
dirt.

He was ready to shoot if Tug tried to 
get in a sneak shot at him. But Tug Plun
kett had had enough fighting. He got on 
his horse and rode off towards the river.

“ Go h’in de cabeen,”  said big Gregory 
Doney, “ De h’ol woman, he’ll fix you 
h’up, Clay.”

“ You get them haystacks fenced, Greg
ory?”  asked Clay.

The habit of obeying Old T ill’s orders
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was too strongly embedded in his cow- 
puncher brain to let anything make him 
forget why he had come here.

Big Gregory nodded. Clay shoved a 
bruised, grimy blood-spattered hand into 
his pocket where he had put the roll of 
money. The pocket was empty. The money 
must have fallen out on the ground during 
the fight. His stinging eyes searched the 
ground.

“ I had the money to pay you off . . . 
musta lost it here.’ ' He kicked the loose 
dirt with his hoot.

“ If you dropped any money around 
here,”  said the man on the roan horse, 
“ don’t expect to find it. Somebody's beat
en you to it. Finders keepers. That's the 
motto of this Tascosa outfit, tow-head. 
Mark it down to profit and loss.”

But big Gregory Doney had other ideas 
concerning his hay money. Till Culbert
son was a tight-fisted man concerning such 
matters. He had given Clay the money to 
pay off the hay crew. He was not putting 
out twice. And Gregory had his crew 
to pay off.

Gregory stood a few inches over six 
feet in his moccasins. He was all big bone 
and hard muscle. Whiskey always made 
big Gregory willing to take his own part 
anywhere.

HE TO O K  two long strides, grabbed a 
whiskered cowpuncher by the collar 

of his shirt. When the man reached for

his gun, Gregory’s open-handed blow was 
like the slap of a grizzly. Gregory shoved 
his hand in the cowpuncher’s chaps pocket 
and pulled out a roll of money held to
gether by a wide rubber band. He let go 
the man and grinned.

The cowpuncher, dizzy from the hard 
slap along the jaw, reached again for his 
gun. The man on the roan horse shook 
his head.

“ Come easy, go quick, Slim. Tuck in 
your shirt-tail. Get out on her with Tug.”

“ Are you ramroddin' this outfit, mis
ter?” asked Clay.

“ Chalk Plunkett's the ramrod. Better 
get pitched up. You're Heedin’ like a 
stuck hog. And when you're in shape to 
travel, hit the trail. Your luck's about 
played out.”

Marie Doney and her mother bathed 
and bandaged Clay’s knife wounds. Greg
ory was telling Antoine and the other 
'breeds to hook up their teams and get 
their women in the wagons that were al
ready loaded. There would be no big 
dance tonight.

The ’breeds welcomed but few white 
men at their dances. White men always 
tried to take their women away. That 
meant fights. These Texans were a tough 
outfit. Gregory had his hay money and 
he wanted to keep it.

Chalk Plunkett growled a protest. The 
man he had called Dude silenced him.

“ If you aim 4o locate here, Chalk, stay
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out of trouble with these ’breeds. Let ’em 
pull out. W e ’re strangers in a strange 
land. Walk easy. You wore out your wel
come at Tascosa. Profit by your past mis
takes. These ’breeds live along the river. 
They can be good neighbors. Handle ’em 
wrong and they’ll whittle on your cattle. 
Let ’em go.”

Clay rode away alone. As he rode 
through the scattered cattle he read a 
dozen different brands on less than a cou
ple of hundred head of longhorned cattle. 
None of the brands were vented, but all 
the cattle wore the same road brand— an 
X  on the left side of the rump.

IT W A S dusk when Clay Culbertson 
rode back up the scrub pine ridge and 

through the badlands to the head of the 
breaks. And it was almost daylight when 
he reached the Double Circle ranch at the 
foot of the Little Rockies.

Till Culbertson, a tall, rawboned, soft- 
spoken man. was at the corral with four 
cowpunchers. Breakfast was over and they 
Were catching their ho.rses. The cowman 
eyed the youngster who was his foster 
son ancPbore his name.

“ W here’s the pelt?” he asked.
“ Pelt?”
“ Pelt of the mountain lion you tangled 

with. You ’re a sight. Don't tell me you 
let them 'breeds run you off from their 
dance?”

The Double Circle cowpunchers were 
eying Clay and grinning. Clay’s battered 
face spread in a grimace that was meant 
for a grin.

“ There’s about three thousand head of 
Texas cattle turned loose on the Hawley 
place, Till.”  he said flatly. “ Fifteen-twenty 
men. The ramrod's a big feller with one 
white eye— name of Chalk-Eye Plunkett. 
There’s a fancy dressed cowhand called 
Dude that’s got somethin’ to do with the 
outfit. They’re from Tascosa, Texas.

“ I tried to put ’em off, but they run me 
off instead. The hay’s put up and fenced 
and Gregory’s paid off. That Texas trail 
herd’s in a dozen or more different brands 
and none of the brands vented. I got a 
list of the brands. This Chalk Plunkett 
said he’d never heard of Till Culbertson 
or the Double Circle. He said he’s locatin’ 
there at the Hawley place. They’re actin’ 
like they owned it.”

“ How many men did you kill, Clay?”  
a voice mocked.

The speaker was a young cowpuncher 
about Clay’s age. He had reddish hair 
and a skin that always looked sunburned 
and his eyes were green. His nose was 
thin, his mouth thin, and his lower jaw 
was long and angular. This was Till Cul
bertson’s son Roy.

“ I lost count after my gun went empty 
and I had to club ’em,”  said Clay, swing
ing to the ground and jerking at his latigo 
strap.

“ Come on to the house, Clay,”  said Till 
Culbertson, “ when you’ve ketched a fresh 
horse. The rest of you men git saddled and 
wait. You, too, R oy.”

“ I ’m goin’ to Landusky, Till,”  said 
Roy, his green eyes sullen.

“ You’re not goin’ nowheres. Cool your 
heels.”

Till Culbertson mounted and rode the 
hundred yards from the corral to the big 
log house. Plis face looked gray and lined. 
An inner worry darkened his steel gray 
eyes.

He was pouring himself a stiff drink 
of whiskey when Clay went into the big 
front room. Clay had never seen his foster 
father take a.drink until just before sup
per or after sundown.

“ Sit down. Clay,”  he said quietly, “ and 
tell me about this Tascosa outfit. What 
brands did you read on them cattle? What 
does this Chalk Plunkett and the Dude 
feller look like? Tell me all about it, un
less you’re too tuckered out. What in hell 
did they do to you, anyhow?”

Till Culbertson filled a glass with whis
key and told Clay to drink it down. Or
dinarily he was dead against Clay or his 
son Roy drinking. There had been an 
older son Bob, the pride of Till Culbert
son’s cowman heart, who years ago, had 
been shot to death in a drunken saloon 
quarrel.

“ I had a scrap with Tug Plunkett. His 
old man ribbed it. He pulled a knife. That’s 
how I got cut. Then his old man give him 
a gun. I ’d lost mine. Tug Plunkett was 
goin’ to gut-shoot me but the Dude feller 
knocked his gun out of his hand. . . .

“ Plere’s the listof brands. There’s more 
than that if a man had time to work the 
herd. Stands to reason if you find a dozen 
different irons amongst not more than
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two hundred head of cattle, there’s more 
brands amongst the rest, so I don’t think 
it’s a pool herd. Chalk Plunkett and the 
Dude feller might own it. The others are 
just common cow-hands, workin’ for 
wages. They all pack saddle guns and 
they’re hard lookin’.”

“ They got a right to look tough,”  said 
Till Culbertson, “ if they come from Tas- 
cosa.”

CHAPTER T W O

Stray-Dog Cowpuncher

Ti l l  Cu l b e r t s o n  kept walking
back and forth across the room, now 

and then firing questions at Clay. How 
many men had Chalk Plunkett in his out
fit? Was there any other men in the out
fit named Plunkett? Did those cattle all 
look like Texas longhorns? Did this Dude 
feller have a nick in one of his ears ? Ques
tions like that. . . . And Clay answered 
as best he could.

Clay was dead tired, half sick from 
pain, and he hadn’t eaten since yesterday 
morning before daybreak. But he sat up 
straight in his chair and let the slug of 
whiskey warm the inside of his empty 
belly.

Roy rode up to the house and came up 
on the porch. He opened the front door 
and would have come into the room but 
Till whirled on him and told him to get the 
hell out. Roy’s face got red'and he glared 
at Clay before he banged the door shut.

Clay saw Roy fork his horse and ride 
off at a lope, headed along the road to 
Landusky. But apparently Till Culbert
son was too worried to pay any attention 
to Roy. He even seemed to forget that 
Clay was still there in the big front room ; 
that he was bunged up and needed some 
grub and rest.

Till Culbertson filled his black corncob 
pipe and forgot to light it. He chewed the 
heavy stem and his hard blue eyes stared 
bleakly out the window without seeing 
anything. He stood there for a long time, 
stariJf out across the country, his back 
to Clay, big fists knotted.

Then he turned back to the cluttered 
table that served as a desk, and picked up 
Clay’s tally book with the list of brands

Clay had read on some of the trail herd 
cattle. His big forefinger stabbing at each 
brand he called off.

“ Bartlett’s Bradded B, from near 
Waco. Slaughter’s Long S. Here’s the 
LFD and X IT irons. The Casket brand 
from off in Jeff Davis County. This Lazy 
D is from the South Concho below San 
Angelo. The Kettle brand is plumb down 
on the lower Nueces. Here’s two irons 
from up in Fannin County.

“ You ketch on good, Clay. That’s no 
pool herd. Big outfits like the X IT  and 
Slaughter don’t pool with nobody when 
they go up the trail unless it’s mebby 
one-two irons that’s friends and neigh
bors. These irons is a scatterinent layout 
from half of Texas and both sides of the 
Pecos— the Hash Knife and Turkey 
Track. Big outfits.

Till Culbertson absently tamped down 
the tobacco in his still unlighted corncob. 
“ Looks like Plunkett and his Tascosa 
renegades played no favor-ites when the 
whittled on the trail herds that come up 
the Goodnight and Loving Trail or the 
Bacon and Potter Trail. They lopped off 
fifty-a-hundred head from different trail 
herds. Drove the cattle off and held ’em 
beyond Tascosa till they’d built a herd 
of their own. Burned Plunkett’s X  road 
iron on ’em and headed north. Trail out
fits can’t lose time layin’ over to ride after 
a few head of cattle that’s bin lost in a 
stampede or cut out of the herd of a dark 
night by some renegade in cahoots with 
them Tascosa rustlers. That’s how Chalk 
Plunkett built up his herd and dumped 
’em there on the Hawley place. A n ’ he’s 
fetched the Culbertson and Plunkett feud 
up from Tascosa with them cattle. Cold- 
trailed me here, by God, after twenty- 
years. Once I run, on account of the Lady 
and you two boys. But I’m done runnin’ 
now.”

Till Culbertson was thinking out loud, 
talking to himself. Then he noticed how 
white and drawn Clay looked, and the 
twinkle in his eye belied the growl in his 
deep chested voice.

“ Hit the hay, son. You look peaked as 
hell. I ’ll put your horse in the barn. The 
Chink will patch you up and feed you. 
He's better'n most, doctors. Git to your 
room and into the blankets. You done your 
damndest; no man kin do more.”
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And that was as close to any praise 
that the old cowman ever dealt out.

CLA Y  managed a grin as he went to his 
room in the big log house. There he 

and Roy shared a single room.
The Chink was the Chinese cook. His 

name was Ah Ling, but the cowpunchers 
called him Ah Hell. He cooked a good 
ranch meal and his herb poultices could 
draw the pain and fever out of a knife cut 
or bullet wound. He smoked queer smell
ing tobacco, rolled in thin funnel-shaped 
newspaper that he cut into rectangles with 
scissors.

During his spare hours he worked along 
the creek with pick and shovel and gold 
pan. Whenever he got to town he would 
locate a poker game. Ah Hell played a 
stiff brand of poker. Nobody knew how 
much money the long-queued Ah Hell had 
planted somewhere on the Double Circle 
ranch. Ah Hell had run a poker game in 
his cabin, until Till Culbertson put a stop 
to gambling and whiskey on the ranch.

Some drunken placer miners, years ago, 
had been about to hang the Chinaman 
when Till Culberston rode up and stopped 
the lynching. He had taken the China
man to the ranch and Ah Hell had stayed 
on as ranch cook. Ah Hell probably had 
enough money, dust and nuggets cached 
away to keep him in luxury the rest of his 
life. He was staying here out of some 
sort of Celestial loyalty to the big cow
man who had saved his life.

Ah Hell made Clay get into a big wood
en troughlike tub of hot water. Then he 
cleansed and poulticed the knife wounds. 
In a little while the throbbing pain left 
his body and he ate a hearty meal and 
dropped off into a dream filled slumber.

The sound of voices woke him just as 
it was getting dark outside. He had slept 
all day. He could hear the sound of men’s 
voices in the front room as he pulled on 
his clothes.

First came a flat-toned voice that sound
ed familiar but at that moment Clay could 
not quite place it.

“ That’s my proposition, Culbertson. It’s 
cash money on the barrel head. Take it or 
leave it.”

“ I ’m leavin’ it,”  Old Till growled. “ The 
Double Circle outfit ain’t for sale— not at 
your road-agent price. Or at any other

price. Take that word back to Chalk Plun
kett.”

“ I told you I'm notreppin ' for Plun
kett. I ’m dealin’ my own game, Cul-' 
bertson.”

“ Then you're double-crossin’ Plun
kett?”

“ I don’t like that term. I claim no 
friendship for Chalk Plunkett. Plunkett 
would shoot me in the back tonight if he 
got the chance. I ’m playing my own game, 
Culbertson.”

Clay placed that cold, flat-toned voice 
now. It belonged to the man called Dude.

“ I ’m not havin’ any part of it,”  Till 
Culbertson rumbled. “ I want no truck 
with you, mister. And I ’ll pass along a lit
tle hunk of advice that you’ll be wise to 
toiler: “ Last year the cowmen of Mon
tana Territory organized the Stock-grow
ers Association. W e aim to make it al
mighty tough on cattle rustlers and horse 
thieves. You and Plunkett are apt to git 
hamstrung.”

There was still that mocking note in 
Dude’s voice. “ You won’t call on your 
Stock-growers Association to pick up your 
old Texican feud with the Plunkett out
fit, Culbertson.”  It was a flat statement; 
not a question.

IN TH E  heavy silence following that 
remark Clay heard the tinkle of a bot

tle neck against a glass edge.
“ I kin set back,” sounded Till Culbert

son’s voice, “ and let the blizzards take care 
of Chalk Plunkett’s stolen herd. Winter 
will hit in a month or so. Them Texas 
cattle got here too late to git ’climated. 
There ain’t enough hay on the Hawley 
place to feed a third of ’em through the 
wnnter.

“ Them cattle won’t rustle like native 
steers. They won’t paw down through the 
Montana drifts to the feed. They’ll hump 
up with their rumps to the blizzard and 
die. It ain’t noways possible to winter 
three thousand head of cattle down yon
der. All I got to do is set back till the 
chinook wind in the spring cuts the drift, 
then tally out Plunkett’s-stolen tf#| herd 
by the dead carcasses piled up in the cou
lees and draws. This winter will whup 
Chalk Plunkett.”

Old Till Culbertson snorted. “ Not if he 
drifts his longhorns out of the brakes
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and spreads ’em out across your Double 
Circle range. You ’ve got other hay camps. 
Plunkett and his Tascosa cowhands are 
invadin’ your Double Circle range like 
locusts. Your only chance is to fight. And 
accordin’ to all reports you haven’t got 
a belly for fightin’. You let the Plunkett 
outfit run you out of Texas. Chalk Plun
kett aims to keep you on the run. I ’m 
offering you ten thousand dollars— ”

“ Y ou ’d better swaller your likker and 
git out, mister.”  Till Culbertson’s voice 
was a little too quiet. “ Git, while you’re 
able to walk outa this house on your purty 
laigs. I quit Texas for a reason, but that 
reason ain’t boldin’ my gun-hand now. 
I ’m done runnin’ .

“ Mebbyso you’re right about my not

As Dude turned, Till Culbertson’s six- 
shooter slid into sight. The cowman’s 
voice crackled like a whip-popper.

“ Drop it, Dude or by God— ”
The range dude dropped his ivory- 

handled gun. It clattered to the scrubbed 
pine board floor with a loud sound. The 
color drained from his too-handsome face. 
Then he smiled thinly, his eyes glinting in 
the lamplight.

“ Smart son you’ve got, Culbertson. 
Pick up the marbles, Clay. You play a 
neat game.”

CL A Y  came from behind the partly 
open door, his sock feet making no 

sound, his cocked six-shooter in his hand. 
His battered face was white.
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callin’ on the Stock Growers Association 
to back my play. I had a medicine talk 
with my cowhands this mornin’. They’re 
no pack of gun-totin’ killers— there ain’t 
what you might call a real curly wolf 
amongst them boys. But I ’ll match ’em 
ag’in Chalk Plunkett’s Tascosa bush
whackin’ rustlers. I aim to kill Chalk 
Plunkett when I cut his trail. And if you 
git in my way— ”

Clay heard Till Culbertson’s words die 
away. He heard Dude’s fiat-toned voice, 
low-pitched and deadly.

“ Your cowpunchers aren’t back yet. 
Your son- Roy is drunk in town. If this 
gun happened to go off, Culbertson, and 
a lead slug hit you where it would do the 
most good, I ’d see to it that Chalk Plun
kett got blamed for the killin’. Write out 
a bill of sale for your Double Circle outfit 
and I ’ll lay ten thousand dollars cash on 
the line. . . . ”

Clay did not pull on his boots. He 
slipped through the hallway to the door 
of the front room. As he thumbed back the 
hammer of the six-shooter, the click 
sounded loud in the tease silence. Dude’s 
back was towards him. The dobr hid Clay.

“ Drop.your gun, you Dude I”  Clay’s 
voice none tod steady. “ Shall I  kill lam , 
sir?”  . .  ; •

“ Clay makes a hand anywhere a man 
puts him,”  said Till Culbertson. “ He tells 
me you saved his life down at the Hawley 
place. That’s the only reason I ’m lettin’ 
you ride away from here alive. Pick up 
your fancy gun and git. The next time it 
fills your hand I ’m goin’ to make you use 
it. Clear out, Diamond.”

The range dude picked up his ivory- 
handled gun and shoved it into the carved 
Mexican holster.

“ Adios, Culbertson. So-long, Clay. 
You’ll do to take along.”

There was an arrogant swagger in his 
gait and his silver-mounted spurs tinkled 
mockingly as he let himself swiftly out 
the door.

Till Culbertson kicked the door shut and 
blew out the lighted lamp. From the dark
ened window they watched the man called 
Dude ride away in the moonlight toward 
Landusky.

Till Culbertson pulled the window shade 
back into place and told Clay to light the 
lamp. Clay used a glove to keep the hot 
lamp chimney from burning his fingers.

There was a faint grin on the tall cow
man’s rugged face as he poured out two 
small drinks. The eyes under his shaggy 
brows held a twinkle that belied the stern- 
Bned visage.
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“ That feller,”  he said, “ is a gamblin’ 
man named Dude Diamond. I seen him 
win a matched ropin’ for big money back 
at Tascosa. H e ’s a killer that don’t make 
a habit of losin’ his gun like he did just 
now. I ’m obliged to you, Clay. A  little 
drink won’t do neither of us any harm. 
Here’s how.”

Then he corked the bottle and put it 
away. The sparkle was gone from his eyes. 
“ H ow  much drinkin’ and gamblin’ has 
Roy bin doin’ on the sly, C lay?” he asked 
quietly.

“ I— I reckon you’d better take that 
up with Roy, sir.”

Till Culbertson scowled, then nodded. 
“ I aim to. I wasn’t askin’ you to be squeal
in’ on him behind his back. But it's sorta 
serious, because right now I ’m in a kind 
of a tight. I wouldn’t want Roy to be 
playin’ into their hands. Mebbyso I ’ve 
bin handlin’ you two boys wrong— ridin’ 
you with a spade bit. Givin’ you hell about 
drinkin’ and gamblin’ and hellin’ around 
town. Mebbe that keeps you from corn
in’ to me for advice or for help. . . .  If 
you get into a tight.

“ Take my oldest boy Bob. I give Bob 
his head. Let him run wild. Figgered he 
was doin’ what they call sowin’ his wild 
oats. That was down in Texas. I ’d bin 
a wild ’un when I was young, so I figgered 
he’d outgrow his hell-raisin’. Like as not 
he would have, but he got shot. It like to 
killed his mother. It was a gut-shot fer 
me. And it started a ruckus that wound 
up by my leavin’ Texas. Right then I 
swore I ’d not let you and Roy lay your
selves open to what happened to Bob. . . .

FO R  a moment the old cowman was 
silent. Then he continued: “ I bin 

hearin’ things. I know that you and Roy 
has bin into a little trouble here and there. 
That kinda news travels fast and grows 
bigger as it travels. I know you and Roy 
had a ruckus over one of Gregory Doney’s 
girls. That Injun whiskey had somethin’ 
to do with it, and the fight come off at a 
’breed dance. A  tinhorn gambler tried to 
collect a hundred dollars Roy owned him 
on a gamblin’ debt. And I know that you 
rode your horse into Pike Landusky’s 
saloon a time or two when you had a few 
shots of forty-rod under your belt. And  
I know that before you two boys fell out

over that ’breed girl you bucked your 
horses down the street at Landusky and 
emptied your guns at the moon.

“ I never let on I ’d found out. But it 
kinda fretted me. And now there’s trou
ble a-comin’ up and I ’m askin’ you boys 
to shake hands and bury your war clubs. 
You bin raised together. You, Clay, are 
like my own son. W hen I die you and 
Roy git this outfit as equal pardners. And 
right now you and Roy owe it to me to 
quit this damned foolishness and tend to 
business.

“ A  drink of good likker never hurt no 
white man. A  little hell raisin’ does you 
good. But till we git shut of Plunkett 
and his Tascosa outfit you boys has got 
to make hands. I ’m tellin’ you now. And  
I ’m tellin’ Roy when he gits back to the 
ranch tonight. You're both good boys. I 
want you to stick together like brothers, 
regardless. . . .  Now  git along to the 
barn, Clay, and tend to your chores.”

That was a long speech for Till Cul
bertson, and it meant that the big cow
man was almighty worried.

Clay got his boots and hat and went to 
the barn. Nobody but a stove-up old cow- 
puncher Uncle Ben, whose hard riding 
days were over, was there. Uncle Ben was 
the barn man. He had been a grown man 
when Till Culbertson was a boy. And he 
had come up the trail with Till Culbertson 
and his wife and young Roy and Clay 
when the two boys were hardly big enough 
to ride their horses.

Uncle Ben had a snowy white beard 
and hid a lot of his real feelings inside a 
rheumatic cranky shell.

“ W here’s the boys, Uncle Ben?”  Clay 
asked as he headed for the ladder that 
led up to the hayloft.

“ Roundin’ up the horses. Beef work 
starts in a week-ten days. They’re gather
in’ the cavvy and fetchin’ ’em in from the 
horsS camp. Hell, you know that. W hat 
you wastin’ time askin’ me fer?”

Clay grinned faintly. He noticed that 
Uncle Ben had buckled on a cartridge belt 
and his old wooden-handled six-shooter 
was in a holster instead of in the waist
band of his faded overalls. And a carbine 
leaned against the side of the harness 
room. Looked like Uncle Ben was ex
pecting trouble.

Clay tried to make his question sound
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casual. “ What was the ruckus down in 
Texas between Till and the Plunkett out
fit?”

“ Git the hell up in that loft and throw 
down some hay into them mangers!”  Un
cle Ben’s voice creaked like a rusty hinge. 
“ You kin ask more questions than a Phila
delphia lawyer. , . . Hold on, you ! got 
messed up with ’em at the Hawley place. 
Was there a mule-faced feller with red 
hair amongst ’em? He’d be gray by now, 
mebby? Green eyes?”

“ He might have bin back fetchin’ up 
the drags. There was some I didn’t see. 
Six or eight riders that hadn’t come to 
camp. W h y?”

‘“ Why? Why?’  Why, hell! Git that 
hay down. I ’m short-handed. Barn full of 
horses. Stalls to bed down. Pilin’ ten 
men’s work on a man. And you stand there 
a-bawlin’ ‘Why !’ ”

Clay climbed up into the loft. He heard 
Uncle Ben cussing and muttering down 
below.

UNCLE BEN knew the answers to all 
the questions that had bothered Clay 

since that day, ten years ago, when he 
found out by accident that Till Culbert
son was not his real father. Or that the 
soft-spoken, Bible-reading, little white- 
haired woman Till always called the Lady 
was not his mother.

He and Roy had always called him Till 
and said sir to him. They had called her 
Lady, and Till had treated him as he 
treated Roy. The Lady had always moth
ered him as she did her own son Roy. 
Only sometimes she would take his face 
in her two delicate white hands and look 
into his eyes and shake her head slowly 
from side to side, a troubled doubt in her 
deep green eyes.

The Lady had lived in a world all her 
own up until she died. Some terrible 
shock, some heart-tearing grief had turned 
her thick coppery hair snow white and 
had left her mind a blank. She spent her 
days sewing or reading her Bible. Some
times at night Roy and (Clay would hear 
her moaning and weeping. Then Till 
would be there, comforting her as best 
he could until what he called one of her 
bad spells was over. Sometimes it would 
be dawn when she was finally aAeep, and 
Till would come out of the bedroom look

ing like a man who had been through hell. 
His face gray and his eyes deep sunken 
and haggard.

And finally one morning about ten years 
ago Till Culbertson had walked out of 
the room, stumbling like a drunken man, 
his face as gray as old lead. He told the 
boys that the Lady was dead. That she 
had dropped off to sleep after one of her 
spells and would never wake up again.

After the funeral Clay had happened 
upon her Bible. He had turned back the 
worn leather cover. On the fly leaf that 
bore the records of births and deaths, 
right below the name Robert Culbertson 
and the date of his death, was the name 
Clay. After it, in Till’s bold handwriting 
the word “ Adopted,” that seared the 
boy’s eyes and burned a brand on his 
young heart.

It had been a tough blow on a ten year 
old kid, coming, as it had, right on top of 
the Lady’s death. And those kid hurts are 
almighty tragic.

He had read the other names in tlie 
Bible— dates of birth and death, like Bob’s 
death recorded. And opposite Clay’s name, 
the date of his adoption— the same date 
as Bob’s death.

Clay figured there was some connection 
with Bob’s killing and his adoption. It 
struck him then as bejng connected, and 
he had somehow gotten the idea that he 
was like some stray dog that was being 
taken care of out of pity.

The small boy had kept his hurt to 
himself. He had brooded over it, lying 
awake of a night long after Roy was 
asleep. Covertly, he had watched Till Cul
bertson and figured that he detected a 
difference between the cowman’s way of 
treating his own son and his faster-son. 
And when young Clay had thus tortured 
himself for a couple of weeks, he had 
slipped out of the house one night, sad
dled his pony and pulled out.

Till Culbertson.had caught up with him 
at the Cross P ranch, over on the Shon- 
kin range.

He had left a painfully scrawled and 
tear spotted note behind for Till and the 
cowman had it with him. There had been 
no whipping or scolding. Till had never 

' laid a hand in anger on his boys. But his 
lectures carried a lesson.

"Y ou  ain’t a stray dog, Clay,”  Till had
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quoted from the letter. “ I taken you and 
I ’m raisin’ you as my own son. When 
you’re old enough to savvy about such 
things I ’ll tell you all about it. Your father 
was a brave man, the gamest man I ever 
knowed. Your mother died when you was 
too young to remember. Your daddy got 
killed in a gun-fight. Y ou ’re like my own 
son, just the same as Roy. Don’t never 
git no other idee, son. Don’t never try 
to run off no more. When you come of 
age and kin rustle for yourself you kin 
pull out if you’ve a mind to. But till then 
you’re my son. Your name is Clay Cul
bertson.”

TIL L  had taken the boy on to Fort Ben
ton and had bought him his first pair ^

of copper-toed, red-topped boots. And js ------ ----------
there had been all the candy Clay could p a y  solemnly, 
eat —■— ’  “ t i , 0

Roy and Clay had always celebrated 
their birthdays together. And now Clay 
knew that was because Till Culbertson 
didn’t know the month and day, perhaps 
didn’t even know the year of Clay’s birth.
And he had never told Clay the name of 
his real father.

Clay had never asked what his father’s 
name had been. There was something 
about Till Culbertson’s manner that for
bade any such questions.

Clay had been quite a hero at the Dou
ble Circle ranch when Till fetched him 
back.

“ Milner was keepin’ him there at the 
P Cross ranch,”  Clay overheard Till tell
ing Uncle Ben, “ Had him jinglin’ horses.
. . .  Plumb acrost the Missouri River and 
over on the Shonkin. Traveled close to a 
hundred miles. H e’s a driftin’ chip off the 
hardwood block, Ben.”

Now Clay Culbertson was past twenty- 
one and he knew no more about his 
parentage than he had that night ten years 
ago when he ran away from the Double 
Circle ranch because he figured he was a 
stray dog. It was time Till was telling 
him something about it, but the habit of 
asking no questions was too strongly em
bedded in Clay now to broach the subject.

Clay shoveled hay down from the loft 
to the mangers below and came back down 
the ladder. Unde Ben had finished bed
ding the stalls and watering the ten head 
of horses stabled there.

Clay looked at the horses, then at Uncle 
Ben and the carbine the crippled old cow- 
puncher had cradled in the crook of his 
arm.

“ Lookin’ for bear, Uncle B en?”  
“ W olves,”  snapped the crotchetey old 

cowhand, spitting tobacco juice at a fly 
on the barn floor. “ Curly wolves. They 
prowl of a night. Damned if you ain’t 
shore chockfull of fool questions!” 

“ W e’re keepin’ a barn full of night 
horses tied up?”

“ They ain’t sheep that’s tied in the 
stalls. Better wrop a row hunk of beef 
on that black eye of yourn. Till says you 
got whittled on. What does the other 
rooster look like?”  There was a twinkle 
in Uncle Ben’s puckered eyes.

I look for him to die, Uncle Ben,”  said

The hell!”  Uncle Ben showed mild 
surprise. “ You up and shot ’im ?”

“ He bit a hunk outa my shoulders. If 
he swallowed it he’ll die of cannibal poi
son.”

Uncle Ben snorted, chuckled and spat 
again. The old cowpuncher liked Clay 
better than he did Roy. Roy got bossy at 
times. Uncle Ben squatted on his boot 
heels and acted like he might be about 
to say something. But the Double Circle 
cowpunchers came riding in and Uncle 
Ben told them to turn their horses into 
the lower pasture and go on to supper 
which was waiting.

“ You throwed the remuda into the big 
pasture?”  he asked the cowpuncher. Un
cle Ben liked to pretend that he ramrod- 
ded the outfit and gave orders.

“ What there was of ’em, old timer. 
There’s twenty odd head of horses miss- 
in’. Them two overgrowed ’breed boys 
at the horse camp got holt of a jug some- 
wheres last night. They was bleary-eyed 
and bedded down when he reached the 
horse camp this mornin’ . Till’s goin’ to 
have big fits and little ’uns.”

The Double Circle cowpuncher pulled 
his saddle from a sweat marked horse. He 
grinned mirthlessly at the old barn man. 
“ Mebbyso you’d like to break the bad 
news to Till.”

“ I ll  -take it first hand. W hat’s the bad
news?”

Till Culbertson had come around the 
corner of the big tog barn. The cow-
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puncher repeated what he had told Uncle 
Ben. Till cussed softly.

“ Git your suppers, boys. Where’s 
R oy?”

“ Ain’t seen him since he pulled out this 
mornin’. Till. He never showed up at the 
horse camp. I reckon he rode to town.”

“ Eat some supper, Clay,”  said Till 
Culbertson, “ then saddle your horse and 
ride to Landusky. Fetch Roy home.”

CH A P TE R  THREE

Brand o f Cain

T  W A S a job that Clay had no stomach 
for. Roy would be drunk and ugly. 

Since that fight they’d had over Rose 
Marie Doney at the ’breed dance a few 
months ago, the bad feeling between the 
two young cowpnnchers had been strained 
to the breaking point.

Rot-gut whiskey had caused the fight. 
Roy, half drunk and quarrelsome, had got
ten on the prod when Rose Marie refused 
to ride home from the dance with him 
about daybreak. Roy had been sober when 
he took her to the dance. But Rose Marie

had a dislike for drunken cowpnnchers.
Rose Marie was tall and slim and had 

a sprinkling of freckles across her small 
nose. She had brown eyes, and there were 
coppery high-lights to her thick black hair. 
She had something of big Gregory’s dis
position —  good-natured, quick-laughing, 
but with a mind of her own. There was 
nothing of the cowlike squaw docility 
about Rose Marie when her temper was 
rubbed the wrong way.

“ Clay’s taking me home,”  she had told 
Roy. And the way she had taken hold of 
Clay’s arm and looked up at him had 
turned Roy's anger on his foster-brother.

“ Clay,”  he had sneered, "w on ’t be in 
shape to take himself home when I git 
clone workin’ him over. Step out behind 
the shed, you tow-headed stray. You bin 
a-beggin’ for it a long time.”

Roy made a mistake when he called 
Clay a stray. Otherwise Clay would have 
just rolled his drunken foster-brother in 
the creek and sobered him up. But that 
word stray had hit Clay below the belt. 
When he finished beating Roy into holler
ing “ enough,”  he had taken Rose Marie 
Doney home.
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Since then the two boys had avoided 
one another, and Roy had promised to 
give Clay a whipping that would last him 
a lifetime.

Now Till had sent him to Landusky to 
fetch Roy back to the ranch. Clay knew 
that Roy was going to put up a nasty fight. 
It wasn’t a job that Clay relished. But 
when Till gave a man orders, he took 
’em.

R oy’s saddled horse stood at the long 
hitchrack in front of Pike Landusky’s sa
loon. Clay left his horse alongside Roy’s 
and went in. Some miners and two or 
three strange cowpunchers stood at the 
bar. Pike was serving drinks and rolling 
the dice with his customers.

Clay spotted Roy sitting in a poker game 
at a far corner table. Roy’s back was 
towards the door and he was too en
grossed in the poker game to take notice 
of Clay’s entrance. But the man who was 
banking.the game sat facing the door, his 
back to. the walL

T h a t ‘dealer was Dude Diamond. H e  
looked up, saw Clay, smiled thinly and 
went on dealing.

Roy Culbertson’s h a t. was tilted back 
on his thick reddish hair. H e mopped 
sweat from his forehead and poured him
self a drink from the bottle at his elbow.

“ H ow ’s about another five hundred, 
mister?” Roy’s voice was dry. “ The Dou
ble Circle’s good for it.”

“ And plenty more, I reckon,” smiled 
Dude Diamond. “ Make out an I.O .U . 
and sign it. The sky’s the limit, I don’t like 
to take any man’s paper, but I ’m making 
an exception tonight in your case. Make 
it out to Dude Diamond.” *

RO Y  turned his head. His face was 
flushed and there was a glassy look 

to his eyes. “ Fetch us a pen and ink, Pike. 
And— ” H e stopped short, his glassy stare 
suddenly fixed on Clay.

Clay stood between the bar and the 
poker game, halted uncertainly, held by 
the faint smile on Dude Diamond’s face.

Roy Culbertson kicked back his chair, 
gripping the edge of the green cloth-cov
ered table as he got to his feet. Then he let 
go the table. Turning, he faced Clay, a 
snarl twisting his lips, his cheeks gone 
chalky white with red blotches mottling 
his skin.

His hand dropped to the butt of his six- 
shooter.

“ You damned sneakin’ lyin’, coyotin’ 
stray— ”

Clay charged like a bull as Roy jerked 
his gun. There was a roar and the flash of 
burning powder stung Clay's face.

H e ducked, butting Roy in the belly and 
wrapping his arms around Roy’s. They 
struck the table with a jarring crash that 
upset it, spilling cards, stacks of poker 
chips, glasses and the bottle. Men quit 
their chairs, cussing as they grabbed at 
their chips and backed away from the 
fight.

Dude Diamond was on his feet with 
catlike swiftness, shoving banknotes and 
gold coins into his pockets. H e stepped 
back against the wall, his faint, thin-lipped 
smile unchanged, steel gray eyes watching 
the fighters as they rolled over on the 
floor.

Roy was too drunk to put up much of a 
fight. Clay grabbed the barrel of the smok
ing gun, twisted it from R oy’s hand, 
smashed Roy alongside the head with it, 
and scrambled to his feet with the gun in 
his hand as Roy went limp.

Roy Culbertson lay sprawled on his 
back, his mouth open, his eyes shut. The 
gunsight had cut a gash across his temple 
in front of his ear. Blood oozed from it.

“ It looks,” said Dude Diamond flatly, 
“ like you’ve killed your high-rollin’ 
brother.”

Pike Landusky came from behind the 
bar with .a wet bar towel. H e had little 
friendship for Till Culbertson. If Till’s 
boys killed one another, why, that was all 
right with him. But if the killing happened 
in his saloon Till Culbertson was going 
to raise hell.

Clay’s eyes stung as if they were full 
of hot needles. H is face was powder- 
burned. R oy’s bullet had nicked his hat 
crown.

H e stared down into Roy’s face and his 
belly tightened into a knot. He was breath
ing like a spent runner, gripping R oy’s 
gun.

H e thought of Till, and of Till’s oldest 
son Bob who had been killed in a whiskey 
fight. And he wondered if he would have 
the courage to ride back to the Double 
Circle ranch with R oy’s dead body and 
face Till Culbertson.
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“ By gar, she’s de bad hell of a 
theeng!”

Big Gregory Doney shouldered his way 
through the crowd. His big hand gripped 
Clay’s shoulder, then let go. Then the big 
half-breed grabbed the towel from Pike 
Landusky’s hand and he knelt beside 
R oy’s motionless form. He wiped away 
the trickle of blood and pulled open the 
front of Roy’s shirt, tearing the buttons 
off. He pressed his ear against R oy’s 
chest, listening for heart beats. Then he 
lifted his head, gathered Roy Culbert
son’s limp form in his arms and stalked 
swiftly out the door on his big moccasined 
feet.

“ She’s mabby dead, dat Roy. Come 
h’on, Clay. I got de wageen h’outside.”

BIG G REG O RY D O N E Y  lifted Roy’s 
bulk into his wagon, laying him on a 

pile of soogans and a red Hudson’s Bay 
blanket. Pie climbed into the wagon and 
told his squaw to turn the team around 
and head for the Double Circle ranch. l ie  
called to Clay to fetch Roy’s horse.

Clay mounted his horse and led Roy’s. 
Following the wagon down the street and 
down the road out of town. The Little 
Rockies threw dark shadows into the gulch 
and across the little mining and cowtown 
of Landusky.

A  couple of miles from town the wagon 
halted where the road crossed the creek. 
Big Gregory dipped water from the creek 
with a bucket.

Clay felt sick inside and he was shiver
ing like a man taken with a bad chill. He 
got off his horse and stood gripping the 
end-gate of the wagon, watching big 
Gregory’s shadowy movements.

“ Drive h’on to de ranch, h’ol woman,”  
said Gregory. “ Dat Roy she h’aint dead 
yet. But mebbyso she’ll die purty soon, 
by ga r!”

Clay followed the wagon, leading Roy’s 
horse. The wagon rattled. Now and then 
the iron tires hit a rock and tiny sparks 
flew out. Big Gregory had pillowed Roy’s 
head on a folded soogan.

Clay rode alongside the moving wagon 
and said something about going back to 
town and fetching the doctor. But Gregory 
said the doctor was dead drunk. And Clay 
knew that Ah Hell was a better hand than 
the whiskey-soaked Landusky medico, ~

Clay tried to remember bits of the Bible 
he had learned from listening to the lady 
read aloud in her soft voice. But the words 
got all jumbled up, and he had to ask God 
in his own words to not let Roy die.

That fifteen-mile stretch of mountain 
road to the Double Circle ranch seemed 
a million miles long. When they got there, 
and Clay saw a sliver of light behind the 
front room window blinds, his heart 
seemed to crawl up into his throat and 
lodge there like a huge dry lump.

He tried to call out as he swung off his 
horse and mounted the two steps to the 
porch but no sound came. It was big 
Gregory Doney, carrying Roy’s uncon
scious form as he’d carry a sleeping child, 
who called out to Till 'Culbertson to open 
the door.

Till yanked open the front door and 
held the lighted lamp. He bellowed for Ah 
Hell to come a-runnin’ . They carried Roy 
into the room the two boys had always 
shared and big Gregory eased Roy down 
onto the blankets. Roy moaned and 
moved his bandaged head from side to 
side. His bloodshot green eyes opened and 
he looked square at Clay and then at his 
father without any sign of recognition. 
His stiff lips moved. His voice was a 
croaking whisper.

“ Clay done it !”
Then he was muttering unintelligibly. 

And Clay found himself looking into the 
hard, pain-seared blue eyes of Till Cul
bertson. Till looked old and whipped. 
There was a grayish pallor shadowing his 
face.

“ I done it, sir. Hit ’im over the head 
with a gun.”

The Chinaman came in as Gregory was 
pulling Roy’s boots off. Till Culbertson’s 
voice sounded heavy and weary.

“ Put up the horses. Then set in the 
front room. I don’t want to hear no more 
now.”

Till Culbertson’s eyes had turned bleak. 
Clay felt like a murderer condemned to 
death by his own father.

GRE G O R Y followed him out and told 
his squaw to drive to the barn. Then 

the big half-breed sat down o n  the porch 
steps and lit his willow stemmed Hudson’s 
Bay pipe.

Uncle Bea lit the barn lantern and'
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tucked in his shirt tail. His hard, bright- 
puckered eyes studied Clay.

“ I had a scrap with Roy. He tried to 
shoot me. I hit him over the head with his 
own gun. I reckon R oy’s dyin’ .”

Uncle Ben took his arm and pulled him 
into the harness room. He pulled a jug 
from behind a stack of pack saddles and 
harness. Pulled the cork and shoved the 
jug at Clay.

“ Take a big slug, Clay. You look like 
you was dead on your laigs. If you killed 
that red-headed, green-eyed hellion he had 
’er a-comin’. Quit feelin’ sorry fer him. 
Come a showdown I ’ll tell Till Culbertson 
a few things. And I ’ll make that Chink 
talk, if I have to drag him all over the 
ranch by his Chinee pigtail.”

“ What’s Ah Hell got to do with R oy?”  
“ That,”  said Uncle Ben, “ is what I ’m 

shore aimin’ to find out. There’s bin some
thin’ goin’ on between that Chinee and 
Roy and it ain’t on the level. I got a way 
of makin’ that heathen talk. He’s got 
enough money hid out to buy and sell this 
outfit. Then why is he cookin’ here for 
forty a month? That pigtailed heathen is 
the slickest poker player that ever riffled 
a deck. H e’s panned gold along this crick. 
He hits the pipe, and I ain’t talkin’ about 
tobaccer.

“ I read in a book about them Chinee 
tongs and hatchet men. There’s Chinee 
gun-toters in San Francisco that don’t 
miss. Ah Hell owns a pearl-handled six- 
shooter. He gits opium in them packages 
from San Francisco. It ain’t all Chinee 
nuts and candy in ’em. . . .

“ Them Chinee figger they can’t git to 
their heathen happy huntin’ group's if you 
cut off their damn pigtail. They can’t git 
back to China without a pigtail. I read it 
in them books about The Pinkerton Boys 
in Chinatown. The Pinkerton Boys and 
the Hatchet Men is another ’un. . .

Old Uncle Ben was hopelessly side
tracked new. , The paper-backed novels 
that dealt with the Pinkerton Boys were 
the old cowhand’s library of literary gems. 
He felt towards Chinamen as some Tex
ans, remembering their Alamo, hate all 
Mexicans. Till was always keeping Uncle 
Ben from running Ah Hell off the ranch. 
Whenever the old barn man got on a 
drunk, Ah Hell hid out.
" Gregory’s squaw unhooked her pinto

team and tied them to the rear of the 
wagon, throwing some hay into the wagon 
box.

Clay walked slowly back to the house 
to wait for Till in the front room.

CHAPTER FOUR

Badlands Outcast

TIL L  C U LBE R TSO N  had watched 
big Gregory Doney carry his son Roy 

into the house. Roy had accused Clay, 
and Clay had said he’d hit Roy over the 
head with a gun. The cowman had con
nected the big half-breed and his pretty 
daughter Rose Marie with the fight. Roy 
stank of whiskey. Clay was cold sober. A  
sober man has no right to kill a drunken 
man. The fight had been over a 'breed 
girl. So thought Till Culbertson.

Ah Plell had worked over the uncon
scious cowpuncher, muttering to himself. 
His fingertips feeling for a skull fracture. 
He listened to Roy’s pulse and breathing 
and nodded to himself. Then shook his 
head. He shuffled back to his cabin on 
thick, felt-soled Chinese slippers. He 
mixed some herb concoction and fetched 
it back and got it down R oy’s throat. 
Then he ordered Till from the room and 
sat down beside the bed.

Till Culbertson was feeling the effects 
of more whiskey than he had drunk in 
years. The liquor, combined with worry 
and grief was warping his thoughts, dis
torting his reasoning powers. He took 
another drink and stalked out onto the 
porch to get fresh air. The sight of big 
Gregory Doney sitting there on the top 
step snapped his taut nerves.

“ You and your fiddlin’ and Injun likker 
and that girl of yourn have raised enough 
hell. Hit the trail! Git the hell ou.ta my 
sight! If that boy of mine dies, I'll kill 
yuh! Clear ou t!”

Big Gregory Doney got to his feet, a 
look of blank astonishment on his face. 
Then he turned and walked off without a 
word, just as Clay came from the barn. 
And Clay caugbi the brunt of the cow
man’s cold fury:

Till Culbertson stood there on the 
porch, the' lighted doorway behind him. 
His big hands were clenched and his face 
was like an ugly granite mask.
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“ I sent you to fetch Roy home. You’d 
give me your word that you and Roy 
would quit this damned janglin’ over a 
two-bit ’breed girl. You was sober and 
Roy was drunk. You had no call to whup 
him over the head with a gun. If Roy lives 
it won’t be no thanks to you. Right when 
I need the both of you, this happens. You 
got to whup him over the head with a gun 
on account of a damned little ’breed wench.

“ Y ou ’re so damned stuck on them 
’breeds, go on and throw in with ’em. Go 
on back to the squaw camp. Swill their 
rot-gut booze. Dance the Red River jig to 
a drunk ’breed fiddler’s tune. . . . ”

Clay stood there and took it, spread
legged and white-lipped. He was stunned 
by the ferocity of the cowman’s unwar
ranted attack.

Ah Hell appeared in the lighted door
way. He said something to Till and the 
cowman turned and went back into the 
house, slamming the door vigorously be
hind him.

“ By garv”  said big Gregory, “ She’s 
dronk, dat Till. Mabby loco. She’s don’t 
know what she’s talkin’ ’bout, by gar. I ’m 
think you better come h’on with h’ol Greg
ory, Clay. Bimeby she’ll be sober, dat 
Till.”

Clay nodded. His eyes were dulled with 
a deep sickening pain that made his heart 
feel like a lump of cold lead inside his 
ribs.

NCLE BEN stood there in the dark 
shadows of the big log barn, the echo 

of Till’s heavy voice still in his ears. He 
gripped Clay’s shoulder in a  gnarled 
hand.

“ Saddle a fresh horse. Clay, and drag 
it. It’s bin a good many years since I seen 
Till go off half-cocked thataway. He ain’t 
hisself. I don’t want him makin’ no more 
bad mistakes tonight. You go along with 
Gregory. Stay at his place. Keep your eyes 
peeled and your ears cocked. Them stolen 
horses is down yonder somewheres in the 
brakes, and if any man kin locate ’em, 
Gregory Doney kin.

“ When Till sobers up and cools off he’ll 
git the right of things. H e’s the squarest 
man in the world and we know it. But 
he’s plumb loco now with worry. Now 
don’t you fret none. Don’t quit Till. He 
shore needs you right now. Hell, he’s 
cussed me out worse’n he cussed you. I 
ain’t never quit ’im in a tight. I don’t aim 
to now.

“ Don’t be su’prised if I show up down 
at the Doney place, I got a ca’tridge or 
two with Chalk Plunkett’s brand on the 
lead. Take ’er easy, Clay. You and big 
Gregory be lookin’ fer Unde Ben about 
tomorrow night.”

Clay saddled a fresh horse and followed 
big Gregory's wagon into the badlands 
and along the wagon trail that led to the 
Missouri River.

He was young enough to fee! a little 
sorry for himself. Till had condemned him 
without giving him a fair chance to tell 
how the play had come up. Big Gregory 
and old Uncle Ben were the only friends 
he had on earth. And he somehow got the 
notion that behind Till Culbertson’s whis
key tirade there was a hidden reason that 
belonged to his own mysterious past.

Why hadn’t Till Culbertson or old 
Unde Ben ever told him the name of his
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real father? What was there about that 
past that had to be kept hidden and buried 
like it was a thing to be ashamed of ?

Clay remembered how the Lady used to 
take his face between her hands and stare 
so searchingly into his eyes and shake her 
head. W ho was he? What was his real 
name ? W hy had he been adopted ? What 
was the need of being so secretive about it 
all? What was it that Roy had found out 
within the past year or two that had made 
him begin to look at Clay like he hated 
him?

Twice now, when Roy Culbertson had 
been ornery and drunk, he had called Clay 
a damned stray. For ten years Roy had 
known that Clay was an adopted son but 
it hadn’t made any difference until the 
past year or so. And Roy was in the habit 
of bragging when he was drunk that some 
day he would own the Double Circle out
fit. While Till had repeated many a time 
that when he died the Double Circle would 
go equally to Roy and Clay. Roy knew 
something.

Maybe Uncle Ben was not just a child
ish old coot playing The Pinkerton Boys 
in Chinatown when he said Ah Hell was 
behind it. Ah Hell just about worshipped 
Till. And the old Chinaman knew that 
Roy was Till's real son. That Clay was 
Till's foster-son. Clay knew that Roy had 
borrowed money from Ah Hell to pay off 
gambling debts.. . .

AS they reached Gregory Doney’s place 
on the Missouri River, the sun rose 

irt a crimson streaked sky. Gregory’s big 
sons were nowhere in sight. Just the small
er kids. And Rose Marie was standing 
in the cabin doorway in a red checked 
gingham dress and bare legs 'and beaded 
moccasins. Reddish tints showed in her 
black hair where the sun hit it. Her brown 
eyes were warm, and a faint flush was on 
her freckled oval face. Rose Marie was 
the best looking girl in the cow country.

“ By ga r!”  boomed big Gregory’s hear
ty voice, “ H T m  shore forget to buy de 
grob h’in town. H T m  forget de red rib
bon, de beads for de moccasins, de candy 
for de kids.”

He climbed down over the wagon wheel 
and the youngsters swarmed up his long, 
tough muscled legs. Small hands probing 
his pockets. Shrill squeals as they found

sacks of candy. The squaw smiled and 
handed Rose Marie a bulky package 
wrapped in store paper, tied with red 
string. There was grub in the wagon.

“ By gar, H T m  forget de ho’l woman, 
he’s got de hay money, all but five dollars. 
H all I got left from dat hay money is 
one jug for to mak’ de dance. Ho, Rose 
Marie, you see who’s come along, hey? 
You got de catfish h’an’ de deer meat for 
breakfast? Dat Clay she’ll be hungry, I 
bet.”

The Doney cabin had dirt floors that 
had been wet down and packed until they 
were as hard as rock beneath the rag rugs, 
woven of gay colored cloth. Pots and pans 
and dishes were scoured till they shone. 
On the walls were holy pictures, brought 
home from the Mission school by the chil
dren. The place was cleaner than most 
white men’s ranch homes. Big Gregory 
was almighty proud of it all.

Clay had stopped here many times be
fore. Winter times, when he had stayed 
at the Hawley line camp, he had visited 
here. It was a good place to come to now. 
These ’breeds were a happv-go-lucky, 
carefree people. He needed their gaiety 
to drive that black brooding out of his 
system.

He put up his horse and washed up. 
When Pete and John and young Gregory 
got home they’d go swimming in the river. 
He asked Rose Marie where her brothers 
were. She pointed down the river towards 
the Hawley place.

“ I don’t know why they went. Don’t tell 
papa. They pulled out night before last, 
after papa went to Landusky for grub. I ’m 
scared for them. That Tug came for them 
and had a bottle and they talked at the 
barn. Tug came back last night but I 
wouldn’t let him in the cabin. He got mad 
and went away. He was drunk. He said 
I ’d better treat him good or it would be 
too bad for papa and the boys. He makes 
me scared, Clay. That Tug is tough. But 
don’t tell papa.”

Clay had stopped-at the Doney place 
when the meat they at£ was not venison 
but beef. “ Slow elk,”  they called it along 
the River, and no hide hung on the fence 
to show the ownership brand of the beef. 
But the Doneys looked after the Double 
Circle cattle and Till said they were wel
come to eat what beef they needed. Veni



THE DOUBLE CIRCLE INVASION 2 7

son and catfish didn’t make a good steady 
diet.

Gregory and his boys were crack shots. 
Their saddle guns were not in the gun rack 
in the log cabin bunkhouse. Clay remem
bered that some twenty-five head of Dou
ble Circle horses had been stolen. H e  
hoped that the Doney boys weren’t 
mixed up in it.

Big Gregory was worried about his 
three boys being done. He had held out 
their haying wages because he was afraid 
they’d blow their money in town or at the 
whiskey peddler’s across the river. He  
wanted them to buy horses or cattle with 
their earnings.

TH E Y  were eating breakfast when Pete 
and John and young Gregory rode up 

and turned loose their sweat-marked, leg- 
weary horses. Their eyes were bloodshot 
and they were a little tipsy. They ex
changed covert, meaning looks when they 
saw Clay.

“ W e  heard you killed R oy,”  said Pete 
Doney.

“ By gar, where you hear ’bout dat?”  
Big Gregory asked quickly.

“ One of them Texas fellers met us 
on the trail,”  said John Doney, giving 
Pete a sharp warning look. “ You kill 
him, Clay?”

“ Go soak your heads in the river,”  
Rose Marie said sharply. “ Clay didn’t 
kill anybody.”

Big Gregory swung his legs over the 
bench and quit the breakfast table. He 
stared hard at his three stalwart sons.

“ Somebody,”  he said, his face stern, 
“ she’s steal a bonch h’of dem Double 
Circle horses de night before las’. Mabby 
tonight, tomorrow night we steal dem 
horses back. Now wash de dronk from 
de heads h’an’ h’eat de grob.”

Clay quit the table and went outside. 
H e looked at the three gaunt-flanked 
horses that were enjoying the luxury 
of a roll after being ridden hard. They 
were not Doney horses. They wore 
blotched brands. And they looked like 
the Texas horses he had seen in the 
Plunkett remuda, smaller and lighter 
boned than the Montana horses.

Big Gregory noticed the strange horses 
and fired a sharp question at his big 
sons.

“ W e  traded for ’em ,”  said Pete. “ Got 
money to boot.” He pulled some crum
pled greenbacks from his overalls pocket.

Gregory scowled and grunted some
thing and loaded his long stemmed trade 
pipe with a mixture of tobacco and 
kinni-kinnik. His eyes looked worried.

C H A P T E R  FIVE

Into the Gun-Trap!

TH E  Doney boys, still in their ’teens 
were big, strapping ’breed youngsters 

who— according to Uncle Ben— had 
never had to do a hell of a lot of think
ing for themselves. Big Gregory had al
ways given them a whipping when he 
had a notion they deserved one. And 
after breakfast he took them around be
hind the barn, while Clay grabbed him
self a few hours sleep.

When Gregory came from behind the 
barn he had all the money Pete and 
John and young Gregory had had in their 
pockets. H e handed over a hundred 
dollars to his w ife,. holding out ten for 
another jug and tobacco.

Clay had not slept for two nights. It 
was dusk when he opened his eyes and 
Gregory told him he had been sleeping 
all day.

“ Lak h’ol ba’er h’in de winter! By gar, 
you mak’ de beeg sleep!”

The three Doney boys were gone. And  
Gregory had sent a younger boy Joe 
to the Double Circle ranch with a mes
sage for Uncle Ben. Some partly hidden 
excitement was working on the big half- 
breed. Clay took a quick dip*in the river 
and rubbed his knife cuts with some of 
A h Hell’s herb ointment that was al
ready healing the wounds with almost 
miraculous rapidity. He ate a big supper 
and drank a lot of steaming strong black 
coffee.

The big half-breed had cleaned his own 
saddle gun and Clay’s carbine. They 
saddled their horses and waited for 
Uncle Ben to show up.

W hen an hour or so had gone by and 
the little old cowpuncher did not show 
and young Joe Doney had not returned 
from the Double Circle with any kind 
of news, big Gregory began to fret. He  
told Clay that he had sent Pete and
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John and young Gregory to the Hawley 
place to get the horses that had been 

'stolen from the Double Circle horse 
camp, and that more stolen horses were 
being moved tonight. He’d found that 
organized horse thieves were holding a 
big bunch of stolen horses back in the 
badlands on the south side of the river. 
Some cowpunchers had been shot down 
when they tried to stop the horse thieves.

It was an organized move on the part 
of Chalk Plunkett and his Tascosa rene
gades and a horse thief gang who took 
orders from Dude Diamond to take over 
all the cow-country in the badlands on 
both sides of the river. They planned 
to wipe out the Double Circle and some 
other outfits buy out the ’breed ranch
ers like Gregory Doney with a jug of 
bad whiskey and a few dollars and some 
promises they’d break later on.

Pete and John and young Gregory 
had gotten all the information from 
young Tug Plunkett who bragged tough 
when he was drunk.

A  half-breed had stopped at the Doney 
place during the day while Clay was 
asleep, fetching news. The talk at Pike 
Landusky’s saloon was that Clay had 
killed Roy Culbertson. That Dude Dia
mond had bought up all of R oy ’s old 
gambling debts for less than half price. 
Together with what Dude Diamond had 
won from Roy playing poker, those 
gambling debts with Roy’s signature on 
the I.O .U .’s amounted to one hell of a 
lot of money— more money than Till 
Culbertson had in the bank.

According to the Landusky report, 
Dude Diamond held enough of R oy ’s 
gambling debts to give him at least a 
half interest in the Double Circle out
fit.

There was no actual law that could 
force payment on gambling debts. But in 
that frontier country such debts were 
honored. And Till Culbertson was a man 
whose strict code would demand that 
those poker debts of his son Roy be 
paid. Lacking cash money, Till would 
be forced to pay off with land, cattle 
and horses.

CCORDIN G to big Gregory, this 
Dude Diamond was no newcomer. 

Dude and a picked gang of outlaws

had holed-up in the Montana badlands 
for months. The fancy-dressed Dude had 
no actual interest in the Plunket trail 
herd. He had met Chalk Plunkett and 
his stolen herd about a week or ten days 
ago, and had driven some sort of out
law bargain with the chalk-eyed Plunk
ett, which had been all to the gambler’s 
advantage.

Chalk Plunkett and his Tascosa rene
gades had found themselves and their 
cattle in a neat trap set by Dude Dia
mond. There wasn’t a hell of a lot that 
Plunkett could do about it except fight. 
And Dude Diamond wasn’t ready to 
fight. The wily Dude was waiting for 
Till Culbertson and Chalk Plunkett to 
lock horns and fight it out. Let the Tas
cosa renegades and the Double Circle 
cowpunchers kill off one another. And 
when both outfits were crippled and ham
strung, Dude Diamond and his outlaws 
would ride down out of the badlands and 
claim the spoils.

Such was the news that big Gregory 
had sent to Uncle Ben in a letter he had 
dictated to Rose Marie, who had been 
to the mission school and knew how to 
write.

Pete, John and young Gregory had 
been hired, when they were well primed 
with Injun whiskey, to help run off a 
bunch of Double Circle horses. It was 
typical of big Gregory that he had taken 
their hard-earned money and had sent 
them to steal back the horses and throw 
them into the Double Circle horse pas
ture.

Clay had seen big Gregory send Pete, 
when Pete was fourteen, into a big cave 
to kill a mountain lion. Pete, with a big 
heavy octagon barreled .45-70 rifle longer 
than himself.

“ Go h’in h’an’ kill de lion," Gregory 
had told the boy.

Pete had been scared, but he had gone 
in. There had been a wait of what 
seemed hours, then the heavy cannon- 
loud report of the big black-powder gun. 
And after a time Pete had come out, 
dragging the dead carcass of the Kon 
with a bullet hole square between the 
yellow cat eyes.

The cave had been dark, Pete said. 
All he could see were the two eyes. It 
had been too dark to line his gun sights.



THE DOUBLE CIRCLE INVASION 29

But Pete Doney had barged in and killed 
his lion.

Now big Gregory had sent that same 
Pete and his brothers John and young 
Gregory to steal back those Double Circle 
horses. That was big Gregory Doney’s 
way.

Nor was big Gregory asking his sons 
to do a job he would not tackle him
self. He had been not much older than 
young Pete when he had climbed a tree 
after a wounded lion and had killed the 
lion with no other weapon than a hunt
ing knife. Gregory’s huge body still bore 
the lone white scars of that historic en
counter. Now big Gregory was ready 
to tackle the Plunkett outfit or Dude 
Diamond’s outlaws.

showed Clay the bear hide and explained 
how the job would be done. Clay was 
getting restless and uneasy. The palms 
of his hand were moist, and he wiped 
them along his thighs. Big Gregory took 
small, cautious nips at the jug. He had to 
watch himself that he did not drink too 
much.

Then they heard the sound of riders. 
Clay heaved a sigh of relief and started 
to walk out from the shadows, but Greg
ory pulled him back. The big half-breed 
was right. It was not Uncle Ben nor the 
three Double Circle cowpunchers out 
there in the darkness.

It was young Tug Plunkett and three 
of Plunkett’s Tascosa renegades who 
were coming up at a long trot.
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HE  W IS H E D  Uncle Ben would show 
up because the old cowpuncher knew 

better how to go about it. But if Uncle 
Ben did not show up in another hour. 
Gregory told Clay, they’d tackle the job 
without him. They would swim the river 
and stampede the big bunch of stolen 
horses Dude Diamond’s outlaws were 
holding in a hidden pasture over on 
Crooked Creek.

Gregory knew how the Indians stam
pede a bunch of horses of a moonlight 
night like this. He had ridden off that 
morning and killed a cinnamon bear, and 
now the fresh hide hung on the fence.

A  man on foot, wearing a bear hide 
and crawling through the brush with the 
wind taking the bear smell to a bunch 
of horses, would do the trick— if the 
wearer of the bear hide knew how to 
work it. A  few shots would keep the 
spooked horses running. There would 
be two-three men at the most on horse 
guard. They might have to loll those 
men.

A s  they squatted in the dark shadows 
behind the barn and waited fo r t h e  
coming of U nde Ben, K g  Gregory ■

BIG  Gregory pulled Clay down in be
hind a heavy red willow thicket and 

they watched Tug Plunkett and his men 
ride up to the lighted cabin. Tug Plunk
ett swung off his horse and pounded on 
the door. It opened and Rose Marie 
stood in the lighted doorway.

“ Where’s your brothers? W here’s 
your old man?”  Tug Plunkett’s voice 
was loud and harsh and ugly sounding. 
H e was half drunk.

"T h ey ’re gone. W hat do you want? 
Whew, you smell of whiskey!”

Tug Plunkett laughed. “ Just as I 
figgered, boys— no men folks home. 
Pickin’s ! Two of you set fire to the barn 
and haystacks. Turn loose what horses 
they left in the barn. Hatch, you run the 
squaw and the brats out. They’ll take to 
the brush. Set the cabin afire. I ’ll take 
care of this purty little squaw. W e ’ll 
learn them horse-stealin’ ’breeds better’n 
to double-cross the Plunkett outfit, damn 
their ’breed hides— ”

Tug grabbed Rose Marie by the arm 
and jerked her almost off her feet. His 
long'arm s,went around her. She fought 

' aji^v3dcat^ T u g -le t  out a howl of
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pain as she sank her white teeth in his 
cheek when he tried to kiss her. She 
broke away, jumped back into the cabin 
and slammed the door, barring it from 
the inside.

Tw o of the men rode at a lope towards 
the barn. One of them was laughing as he 
called back across his shoulder: "Skin 
your wildcat, Tug.”

Clay had jerked loose from Gregory’s 
grip on his shoulder. He ran from the 
brush, his carbine in his hands. Big Greg
ory’s gun cracked and one of the two 
riders heading for the barn jerked side
ways in his saddle.

Tug Plunkett made a grab at his bridle 
reins and his horse snorted and whirled. 
The other man at the cabin was cussing. 
Gregory took a shot at him and the man 
grabbed at his right shoulder, spurring 
his horse as he headed back the way he 
had come.

"Fill your hand, Tug Plunkett!”  
yelled Clay. “ Fight like a m an!”

Then he and Tug Plunkett were shoot
ing at one another.

A  slug cut the outer side of Clay’s 
thigh and he stumbled and went down on 
one knee. He dropped his carbine and 
jerked his six-shooter. Tug was weav
ing on widespread legs like a drunken 
man trying to keep his balance, as his 
six-shooter spat fire.

Clay went down on one knee and shot 
as fast as he could thumb back the ham
mer of his gun and puli the trigger. Tug 
Plunkett’s long legs buckled and the 
young Texan went down and lay on his 
face in the dirt, still gripping his gun in 
one outflung hand.

Big Gregory hauled Clay to his feet. 
A  dead man lay not more than two hun
dred feet away, between the cabin and 
barn. The other two Tascosa men had 
ridden off as fast as they could make 
their running horses travel. They were 
shouting that the drunken young Tug 
had pulled them into a damned bush
whacker gun-trap. To hell with the young 
smart-Alec whelp and his ’breed gals!

Tug Plunkett was dead. Later big 
Gregory counted five bullet holes in the 
young Texan’s body. And Clay had come 
out of his first gun-fight with a bullet 
rip in his leg and a ragged hole in the 
crown of his hat.

BIG G R E G O R Y ’S squaw and Rose 
Marie were fastening a tight band

age on Clay’s bullet-torn leg when Unde 
Ben and four Double Circle cowhands 
rode up out of the night.

“ You able to fork a horse, Clay?”  he 
snapped. “ Good! W e need every man 
we kin git. W e just come from the Haw
ley place. Nobody there. Chalk Plunkett 
and his Tascosa outfit is headed fer the 
Double Circle ranch. W e missed ’em on 
the road. They musta swung off to hit 
Landusky and pick up Dude Diamond 
and what’s left of Diamond’s horse-thief 
outlaws.

“ A  posse of cowmen raided their camp 
on Crooked Crick, shot it out with ’em 
and got back a big bunch of horses. Four- 
five outlaws got away and headed fer 
Landusky. Dude Diamond has to throw 
in strong now with Chalk Plunkett. 
They’ll ride down on Till Culbertson at 
the Double Circle ranch, shore as hell. 
Let’s git there!”

Rose Marie flung her arms around 
Clay’s neck and kissed him. He held her 
tightly for a moment and kissed her 
hard.

“ W e’ll git married at the mission 
when the dust clears,”  he grinned at 
her.

Uncle Ben pointed to Tug Plunkett’s 
dead body. “ W ho’s he?”

“ Tug Plunkett,”  said Clay. “ I shot 
’im.”

“ Well I ’ll be damned.”  H uh! Don’t 
brag about it. Git goin’ !”

“ Is Roy dead?”  Clay asked Uncle 
Ben when they got under way.

“ Don’t know, Clay. These boys rode 
up right after you pulled out. I taken 
’em and headed fer the Hawley place. 
W e met more riders. They was headed 
for the horse-thief hideout acrost the 
Missouri on Crooked Crick. W e lent ’em 
a hand, then crossed back and hit the 
Hawley place at dusk.

“ The drunk cook there said some of 
Dude Diamond’s men had crossed the 
river an hour ahead of us. That they’d 
changed horses and headed fer Lan
dusky with Chalk Plunkett and his Tas
cosa renegades to meet Dude. That they 
was goin’ to wipe out the Double Circle 
outfit, and young Tug taken three men 
and headed fer the Doney place.”
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A  grin split his weathered face. 
“ Seems that the three Doney boys had 
just about set the Plunkett outfit afoot 
when they run off the rernuda and some 
stolen Double Circle horses.

“ Hard to say what's bin goin’ on at 
the ranch. Mebbyso Roy’s dead. I dunno, 
and don’t give a damn. I didn’t git to 
drag that Chinee around by his long pig
tail. But he’s at the bottom of it, bet on 
that. H e ’s a Tong man. The Pinkerton 
Boys in Chinatown tells me how they 
smoke hop and choke a feller to death 
with a silken cord— ”

Half way between the Doney place 
and the Double Circle home ranch they 
sighted three riders hazing a big bunch 
of horses. Big Gregory grinned and fired 
off his gun three times. One of the riders 
answered the signal.

“ Dem fellers,”  said Gregory proudly, 
“ dey’Il be Pete h’an’ John h’an’ young 
Gregory.”

“ Tell ’em,”  said Uncle Ben, “ to throw 
them horses into the brakes and hold ’em 
till fu’ther orders. They got the bulk of 
Plunkett’s remuda.”

Gregory nodded, shake to his three 
sons, caught up with Uncle Ben and 
Clay and the Double Circle men.

They were ten miles from the ranch 
when young Joe Doney rode up out 
of the night. The ’breed boy’s face looked 
white and scared.

Gregory questioned the boy sharply. 
Young Joe gave quick replies. Some of 
the talk was in Cree. Big Gregory in
terpreted.

“ One beeg bonch of feller is mak’ beeg 
fight hat de ranch. Joe she’s ron lak hell 
h’on de horse.”

Uncle Ben cussed and rode on, his 
white whiskers bristling. Clay rode along
side the old cowpuncher. Gregory told 
young Joe where to find his brothers and 
the horses, for Joe to stay with Pete and 
John and young Gregory.

Uncle Ben was almighty worried. Clay 
shared the old cowhand’s troubled 
thoughts. They pushed their horses to 
the limit. They sighted a dull red glow in 
the sky and Uncle Ben groaned.

“ Them buzzards has set the ranch 
afire!”

They could make out the faint sound 
of distant gunfire. Their horses, pushed

to a long trot, seemed to be standing- still. 
Uncle Ben and Clay were riding in the 
lead as they followed the trail down a 
slant and into the brush and willows 
that lined the banks of a creek.

Guns blazed from the heavy buck
brush on both sides of the wagon trail. 
Big Gregory and the Double Circle cow- 
punchers came down the slant with their 
horses spurred to a run. It was an am
bush, and they had ridden into it.

Their only bet was to shoot their way 
through. They charged the hidden bush
whackers with a swift rush. Guns roared 
on all sides.

“ They got m e !”  snarled Uncle Ben. 
“ Keep a-goin’, C lay! Ride like hell! Ride, 
you damned young fool!”

But Clay had whirled his horse and 
charged into the brush shooting. The 
Double Circle cowpunchers were fighting 
like seasoned gun-slingers. The fight was 
fast and deadly, and it ended as abrupt
ly as it had begun.

Uncle Ben had been shot through the 
shoulder and through one leg. One of 
the Double Circle men had been killed. 
Big Gregory counted four dead bush
whackers, four horses with empty sad
dles.
. They took time to tie up Uncle Ben’s 
wounds despite his profane orders to go 
on and leave him. Big Gregory handed 
Uncle Ben a bottle and they left the 
wounded old warrior there in the brush 
beside the creek to take it easy until 
they could send a wagon for him. Then 
they shoved on.

CHAPTER SIX

Death Waits at the Double Circle Ranch

TH E  big log house at the Double Circle 
was a mass of flames. The barn 

doors were shut and from inside the 
bam a couple of guns were defending 
it. The bunkhouse was ablaze. But the 
log cook cabin with its. kitchen and eat
ing room was still intact. Somebody in
side was making a desperate stand.

Clay and big Gregory and *the Double 
Circle cowpunchers pulled up behind the 
strip of willows along the creek and 
sized up the situation. A s  near as they 
could tell by the blaze from the burn-
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ing "buildings, and by counting the occa
sional spurts of gun flame at the barn 
and cook cabin, there were no more than 
three men in the barn. Tw o men in the 
sod-roofed cook cabin. And at least ten 
men were scattered in the brush, behind 
the rows of cordwood, and in the shelter 
of the blacksmith shop who were spotted 
as Tascosa men or some of Dude Dia
mond’s outlaws.

Gregory, Clay and three Double Circle 
men sat their horses behind the willows. 
Clay grinned mirthlessly as he heard Till 
Culbertson’s voice shouting from the barn 
loft.

“ How you doin’, R o y ?”
And it seemed to Clay that he had 

never heard music that sounded sweeter 
than Roy Culbertson’s voice shouting an 
answer.

“ A in ’t had so much fun since me and 
Clay celebrated our first firecracker 
Fourth of July. Ah hell’s whittlin’ an
other notch on his gun. H e ’s a sharp
shooter. ”

“ Don’t waste your bullets!” Till 
shouted a grim warning. “ Shoot for 
their bellies!”

Till Culbertson and a man or two were 
making their stand at the barn. Roy and 
the Chinaman were inside the cook cabin. 
They would be running short of cart
ridges, Clay figured. And they were 
badly outnumbered.

A  case or two of ammunition kept in 
the bunkhouse now began exploding in
side the burning building, making a ter
rific racket. The flames and sparks shot 
high in the darkness, lighting up the 
whole ranch with a reddish glow.

Clay grabbed big Gregory’s arm and 
pointed. They could see Chalk Plunkett 
and Dude Diamond, saddle guns in their 
hands, standing in behind the long log 
walls of the shed where the wagons and 
haying machinery were kept. But the 
range was too far for any sort of accurate 
shooting.

“ If we could pick them two off,”  mut
tered Clay, sighting his carbine. But 
Gregory pulled his gun barrel down.

“ Not now. Too far. Bimeby we mak’ 
de beeg su’ptise. H oi’ de fire.”

The firing, had died down to an occa
sional shot. Plunkett and Dude Diamond 
were calling their men in behind the

long shed for some kind of a plan of 
attack. The fighting was at a deadlock. 
The invaders could not charge the barn 
or cook cabin without making targets of 
themselves. Till Culbertson and his bad
ly out-numbered outfit were making a 
tough stand.

The Tascosa men and Dude Dia
mond’s outlaws had left their saddled 
horses in a corral behind the brush. Big 
Gregory told Clay to wait and hold his 
fire. The big half-breed dismounted and 
slipped through the brush on foot. There 
was only one man guarding the saddled 
horses in the corral.

CL A Y  saw Gregory slip through the 
brush like an Indian stalking a wild 

animal. The man on guard rolled a 
cigarette. H e was holding a match flame 
cupped in his hands when the big half- 
breed crept up behind him and hit him 
over the head with the barrel of his 
carbine. The man dropped like a shot 
beef.

Gregory went in the corral. H e pulled 
off bridles and hackmores. Riding one 
horse, he drove the other saddled horses 
out through the corral gate and started 
them drifting across the open country. 
Big Gregory had set the invaders afoot. 
Then he rode back to the brush along 
the creek and turned the horse he had 
ridden loose to follow the other horses.

A  rider loomed up in the moonlight. 
Clay lowered his gun as he recognized old 
Uncle Ben. The tough old cowpuneher 
had followed them. And he proceeded to 
take charge right now, wounded, blood- 
spattered, and fighting drunk.

“ Yonder’s Dude Diamond and Chalk 
Plunkett and their curly wolves, bunched 
up behind the wagon shed, niakin’ war- 
medicine. Y e ’ll smoke ’em out into the 
open. The wind’s just right and the brush 
is dry. Set your fires in behind ’em. W e ’ll 
smoke them sons out into the open and 
ride ’em down. W here’s that big half- 
breed?”

Gregory came through the brush, just 
as the man he had knocked out at the 
corral came awake. The horse guard sat 
up, rubbad his head, then got to his 
feet. Letting out a wild yell.

Clay could see the man, plain as day 
in the reflection of the fire. H e was wav
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ing his gun and yelling, stumbling into 
the empty corral and out again, shout
ing hoarsely.

“ W e ’re afoot! They stole the horses! 
They hit me on the head and set us 
afoot! ”  he shouted, then began run
ning through the brush. He splashed 
across the creek, scrambled up the other 
bank and pawed through the willows.

“€rit in behind ’em,” Uncle Ben gave 
orders in a harsh whisper. “ Set the brush 
afire. The fire’ll take the shed. Shed 
ain’t worth a damn nohow. Needed fixin’ . 
This outfit’s needed new wagons fer 
years. Burn ’em out.

“ Only buildin’s left standin’ now is the 
cook cabin and barn. They’ll run fer the 
barn. Then you got ’em in the open. 
Pickin’s ! ”

Gregory was already going back 
through the brush, the Double Circle 
men right behind him. There was a stiff 
little wind, fanning half a dozen brush 
fires. Smoke and flames swept towards 
the long wagon shed where Chalk Plunk
ett was holding the luckless horse guard 
by the front of his shirt and pounding the 
man’s face with short, merciless blows. 
His Tascosa men moved around uneasily, 
talking, cussing.

Old U nde Ben, bandaged and blood- 
smeared, gripped his saddle horn. His 
puckered eyes were bloodshot. A  faint 
grin twisted his bearded face.

“ I ’m  all shot to hell, Clay. Mebby I ’m 
a goner. Listen to what I'm a-sayin’. It’s 
about you and Roy. Roy’s a Plunkett. 
H is daddy was Clay Plunkett. Clay 
married Till’s only sister, married her 
secret. Because the Culbertsons and 
Plunkett outfit was enemies.

“ You and Roy was born the same 
night, in the same cabin, durin’ the thick 
of the gun-fightin’ at Tascosa, where Cul
bertsons and Plunketts was a-killin’ one 
another.

6 6 T ’D B IN  shot bad. I was alone with 
them two wimmen— Clay’s wife 

and Till’s missus. I done the doctor job, 
fetched both them babies into the world. 
Clay Plunkett’s wife was a-dyin’, and 
Till’s missus was lyin’ there, white
faced and quiet with that queer sorta 
blank look in her eyes. Her mind was 
gone, though we never realized it till 
later.

“ Me all shot to hell and workin’ on 
whiskey, in ’tendin’ them two babies I 
got ’em mixed in the shuffle. Clay’s wife 
died. I give Till’s missus both you babies 
to nurse, left it up to her to claim her 
own. She kinda favored the one we 
named Roy fer Till’s daddy.

“ You was named fer Clay Plunkett, 
who got killed in the fightin’ that night. 
And it was only when you two boys 
commenced to grow up that me’n Till 
knowed we’d made a mistake. . . . Looky 
yonder ! See that big red-headed feller 
with Chalk? H e’s a Plunkett. One of 
the red Plunketts. See how he looks 
like Roy? Clay Plunkett was one of the 
red Plunketts. And you’re the spittin’ 
image of Till when he was your age. 
Hear me, Clay?”

Clay nodded, dazed. Then he gave a 
hoarse shout, pointing towards the barn. 
The rear of it was afire. The front doors 
were flung open, and saddled horses 
were being hazed out of the burning 
barn. They stampeded away.

There it MO extra charge for Vitamin A  in 
Smith Brothers Cough Drops. These delicious 
drops soil cost only it. (Black or Menthol)

Sm ith B ro s. Cough Drops are the 
only drops containing V IT A M IN  A
Vitamin A  (Carotene) raises the resistance o f 

mucous membranes o f  nose and throat to 
cold infections, when lack o f  resist* 
ancc is dm to Vitamin A deficiency. .



DIME WESTERN MAGAZINE

Clay shouted at Gregory and the 
Double Circle men to start shooting. 
They swung back on their horses and 
Clay led them as they charged the rear 
of the wagon shed, just as the flames 
caught the brush near the shed and 
drove Chalk Plunkett and. his men into 
the open. Plunkett and D u d e' ran into 
the shed and came out on horseback.

Big Gregory and the three D ouble. 
Circle men and the strip of blazing brush 
barred any retreat in that direction. Dude 
Diamond and Chalk Plunkett had to 
ride across the open strip between the 
blazing barn and the cook cabin. And the 
cook cabin was now ablaze. It had been 
fired at the same time that the barn 
had been set afire.

Clay saw the lanky red-headed man 
Uncle Ben had called a red Plunkett 
make a run for Chalk Plunkett. Chalk 
turned sideways in his saddle as the red
headed Plunkett grabbed his bridle reins. 
Chalk’s six-shooter blazed and the lanky 
red-headed Plunkett went down, shot in 
the head.

Then Till Culbertson, hazing the last 
of the horses, rode out of the blazing 
smoke filled barn, just as Clay rode out 
into the open to head off Chalk Plunkett 
and Dude Diamond. Clay let out a cow
boy yell.

Dude Diamond turned in his saddle, 
then tilted his gun and shot twice in the 
air.

"L iv e  a long time, young C lay !”  the 
range dude called in a hard, clear-toned 
voice. “ Live a long time, Clay Culbert
son ! I ’ll be needin’ you 1”

Clay lowered his gun. H e saw Till 
Culbertson and Chalk Plunkett riding at 
each other, their guns spewing flame. 
H e saw Till’s horse pile up, shot in the 
head. Till was thrown heavily. Chalk 
Plunkett rode at the fallen cowman.

Clay yelled, rode in between and took a 
bullet in the shoulder. H e rode straight 
at Chalk Plunkett, shooting as he rode. 
Then their horses collided.

Clay’s horse was thrown sideways and 
Clay went down. H e saw Chalk Plunk
ett’s ugly face, saw the big Tascosa man’s 
gun-barrel swing down to shoot.

Then a carbine cracked and Chalk 
Plunkett’s big frame jerked backwards. 
His heavy body hit the ground not tea

feet from where Clay was twisting loose 
from his stirrup as his horse scrambled 
to its legs.

Then Clay saw Roy, his smoking car
bine in his hand. Roy was blood-spattered 
and swaying unsteadily like a  drunken 
man.

“ M y last damned ca’tridge,”  Clay 
heard Roy shout. “ I was savin’ it for 
you, Clay. I ’m damned if I know what 
changed my mind.”

Roy coughed, blood spilling from his 
mouth. His knees gave way and he sat 
down, then rolled over and lay there 
on his side.

T \ U D E  D IA M O N D  was riding off, his 
E '  fancy six-shooter smoking, an ugly 
grin on his face. And somehow Clay 
knew that it was Dude’s shot that had 
finished Roy. Dude wanted the Double 
Circle outfit.

There was nothing now to stop Dude 
Diamond. The gambler was near the 
shelter of the brush. Uncle Ben was 
down somewhere and out of the fighting. 
Gregory and the Double Circle men had 
their own fight with the Tascosa rene
gades and Dude Diamond’s outlaws.

Dude Diamond pulled up, whirled his 
horse, and his flat-toned voice barked 
at Clay.

“ Till Culbertson’s dead. I just killed 
the red-headed whelp he calls Roy Cul
bertson. I ’m savin’ you. Y ou ’ll own the 
Double Circle. Y o u ’ll run it accordin’ to 
my orders. I ’ll show up now and then 
for pay-offs. String along with me and 
we’ll own this whole damned cow-coun
try. Weaken, and you’ll get what I just 
gave Roy— ”

There was a shrill cackling wail. 
Standing in front of the blazing cook 
cabin was a small weasened Chinaman in 
a loose fitting blouse. His long queue 
swung in the wind. There was a long- 
barreled, silver-mounted: pearl-handled 
six-shooter in his clawlike hand.

“ You killee Loyf You killee L o y !”  
Ah Hell screamed shrilly.

H e emptied his gun at the gambler. 
Dude Diamond caught the first slug in 
the belly. Dude’s first shot hit the China
man. Then his shot went wild. The gun 
fell from his hand and he slid off his 

. horse, landing in a heap on the ground.
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Ah Hell, the smoking six-shooter in his 
hand, shuffled slowly out to where Roy 
lay on the ground. His wrinkled yellow 
face was a mask of pain and stark grief. 
There was a widening red stain across 
the front of his white jacket.

H e squatted down on the ground, try
ing to wipe the flowing blood from Roy’s 
mouth, but A h Hell read death in Roy’s 
glazing green eyes.

A  thin wail was torn from the old 
Chinaman’s throat. Then a look of peace 
crossed the wrinkled yellow face. Ah 
H ell’s head bent forward and he toppled \ 
slowly, falling' beside the red-headed ; 
young cowboy whom he had worshipped j 
from childhood.

CH A P TE R  SEVEN

Echoes of Texas Guns

BIG  G R E G O R Y  got the Landusky 
doctor sobered up by the time the 

wagon carrying Uncle Ben, Till Cul
bertson, Clay and several Double Circle 
men— wounded survivors of the Double 
Circle battle— to town. Later, they buried 
Roy at the ranch and Ah Hell was 
buried' alongside Roy’s grave.

“ I ’ve known for a long time, I reckon,” 
Till Culbertson told Clay and Uncle 
Ben, “ that Clay was my own son. That 
Roy was Clay Plunkett’s boy. Mebbyso 
that’s what made me easier with Roy than 
ever I was on Clay. I didn’t want Clay 
to show no weak streaks like was croppin’ 
out in Roy. Clay was my own son and 
I wanted to be almighty proud of him. 
And when I thought my own son had 
showed a weak streak on account of a 
girl, it shore turned me inside out.”

“ It was the likker that done it.”  said 
Uncle Ben. “ You never could handle it.”  

“ M y son Bob was killed on account of 
booze,”  said Till. “ Him and Clay Plunk
ett got drunk at Tascosa. There was 
trouble over some cattle. Bob accused 
Clay Plunkett of sellin’ Double Circle 
cattle to Chalk and Red Plunkett. Clay 
Plunkett shot Bob and killed him.

“ Clay Plunkett was married to my only 
sister, Clay,”  Till Culbertson explained, 
“ and for a year or two it looked like he 
was plumb ag’in’ his cattle stealin* 
Plunkett kin. But Bob had bin right

Clay Plunkett was double-crossin’ me. 
And when Bob accused him, at Tascosa 
he was in the right. I knowed it.

“ There was other Culbertsons then 
and other Plunketts. W e tangled in a hell 
of a bloody cattle war.

“ It was me that killed Clay Plunkett, 
my sister Sue’s husband and the father 
of her baby boy. Though she died never 
knowin’ it. And I swore I ’d raise her 
son, Clay Plunkett’s boy, as my own. I 
done my best to keep that promise.

“ When you told me that the red
headed baby was mine, Ben, I never 
doubted it. But you never fooled the Lady. 
She knowed, even though her mind was 
gone, Losin’ Bob just before the baby 
was born like to killed her. Her hair 
turned white and her mind went kinda 
blank. But she always knowed that Clay, 
not Roy, was her own son. She told 
me that more than once in her own quiet 
little way. And she’d look at Clay and 
smile and shake her head, sayin’ to her
self that nobody could fool her. That 
Clay was her own flesh and blood boy.

“ Ah Hell taken some queer Chinee 
fancy to little Roy. Ah Hell figgered in 
his Chinee way that he owed his life to 
me. And because he figgered Roy was my 
own son, he done his best to give Roy 
everything.

“ Roy would show up drunk and Ah  
Hell would hide him in his cabin and 
sober him up. When Roy lost at gam
blin’ the Gjkrinaman paid off his debts.

“ Ah Hell brought Roy outa his last 
drunk. It was poison likker, not that 
crack on the head that ailed Roy. The 
Chinaman give him somethin’ that made 
him vomit the poison outa his belly. In 
an hour Roy was on his feet and sneakin’ 
a drink outa my bottle.

“ Roy told Ah Hell that he’d lost heavy 
to Dude Diamond. Ah Hell forked a 
horse and rode to town to buy up Roy’s 
I .O .U .’s

“ Dude Diamond wouldn’t sell R oy’s 
gamblin' debts. But when Ah Hell come 
right out and challenged Dude to gamble 
for ’em, that dude feller couldn’t back 
down to a damn’ Chink.

“ That game between A h  Hell and 
Dude Diamond was short and for high 
stakes. “Hie Chinaman cleaned Dude Dia
mond. H e won back R oy’s I. O . U .’s and
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burned ’em there in Pike Landusky’s 
saloon. Then he got on his horse and 
rode back to the ranch.

“ I reckon,” finished Till Culbertson, 
“ that if there’s a Chinee heaven, A h  Hell 
got there. ”

“ He still had his pigtail when he died.”  
said Uncle Ben, and then made a reluc
tant admission. “ Them Pinkerton Boys,” 
he said, “ said there was some Chinee 
fellers they could shore trust. Ah Hell 
musta belonged to that kind of a tong! ”

Ti l l  c u l b e r t s o n  said he was
almighty proud to have a girl like 

Rose Marie for a daughter-in-law. She 
and Clay could live at the Hawley place 
till their new log house was built at the 
Double Circle home ranch.

Clay was ramrodding the outfit as soon 
as he was able to ride, and he would 
have to spend his honeymoon sort of 
bunged up because as quick as he was 
able to make a hand he had those Tas- 
cosa steers to get located.

They’d need feeding, some of ’em. 
But Gregory and his boys had put up 
hay on their place and they savvied how 
to feed cattle. Gregory would winter 
some of those Texas cattle on shares. 
Gregory and his boys were hard to beat.

It was the biggest wedding ever held 
down on the Missouri River. Antoine 
Gladeau bought all new strings for his 
fiddle. Big Gregory and Till Culbertson 
furnished good whiskey. Fat ^teers were 
furnished for meat. The dance lasted as 
long as the fiddle did.

Clay Culbertson had always been 
close-mouthed. H e never told even Uncle 
Ben that he’d known Roy and A h  Hell

had somehow found out that he and not 
Clay was Till Culbertson’s real son, or 
that Roy had had a bullet with Clay’s 
name on it— the bullet that Roy had 
used to kill Chalk Plunkett.

Roy’s final gesture had been that of a 
brave man. It marked off all the other 
lesser things Roy had done to hurt his 
foster-brother.

Clay had found A h Hell’s buried gold 
and other things in the ashes of the 
Chinaman’s burned cabin. W ith the sacks 
of nuggets, gold dust and money, was 
a tintype picture of Clay Plunkett. It 
could have been a picture of Roy Culbert
son, the resemblance was so striking.

Clay Plunkett’s name was on the back, 
with this inscription: “ T o  Sue Culbert
son from Clay Plunkett. W ith Love.”

So A h Hell had known, and Roy had 
known. And Clay knew that not once but 
several times Roy had tried to kill him. 
Behind Roy had been the dark, enig
matic shadow of Ah Hell. Even though 
the Chinaman now knew that Roy was 
not the son of Till Culbertson, the habit 
of years had been too strong to put aside. 
A h Hell had always worshipped the red
headed boy.

It would always be a strong tempta
tion to tell old Uncle Ben that he had 
been right— that The Pinkerton Boys in 
Chinatown had been correct, in this in
stance, in their recital of the ways of the 
heathen Chinee.

But Clay Culbertson, from the time 
he had been a small boy, had never been 
much of a hand to talk. H e carved this 
on the wooden slab that marked R oy’s 
grave: “ Roy, W h o Gave H is Life For 
H is Brother.”

THE END



Boss of the Chisholm Trail
Not a man in that rough cow- 
town saloon ever thought they'd 
live to see the day when the 
mighty Buckskin Frank Lawler, 
king of the plainsmen, would 
back down from the challenge 
of a yearling cowpuncher like 
Jim Duryea. . . .  Or yet. that he 
would ever miss the chance to 
ruin the cowman who had made 
his life a lonely, embittered helll

A T  T H IS  meeting place of the herds 
beside the Red River, the drovers 
gathered of an evening at Black

jack’s Saloon in Trailtown. Here you could 
hear the latest news of the Texas salt- 
grass country, or get month-old informa
tion on die Chisholm Trail that stretched 
ahead to Dodge. Here also gathered men 
in buckskin, in levies and plaid shirts; 
Indians in feathered headdress, and nar
row-eyed men whose calling was the more 
obvious by the low hang of their guns. 

And this night, while the Blackjack
37
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was crowded with the flotsam of this wild 
country, the crew fresh in from the 
Staked Plains started the ball rolling.

The foreman of the drive said over his 
drink, “ W e  heard the Ace Syndicate, that 
was going to ship cattle out of Corpus 
Christi across the gulf and up the M is
sissippi to Saint Louie, went broke. ”

The buzz along the bar ceased and 
men’s  heads bent forward to look around 
at the speaker. Big Blackjack stopped his 
polishing of a whiskey glass and said, 
“ N o ! That was Buckskin Frank Law
ler’s scheme, wasn’t it? W hen did it hap
pen?” He poured a drink on the house 
for the Staked Plains foreman.

The drover swelled importantly and 
savored his whiskey and let the silence 
run. This was his dramatic moment and 
he took advantage of it.

“ Tw o or three months back,” he an
swered at last. “ Most of the critters died 
on the trip. They weren’t built for water 
travel. Hard enough to get ’em over the 
Trail. The four of five ranches that threw 
in with the scheme went belly-up. Buck
skin Frank sure lost his mocassins in that 
deal.”

“ Buckskin Frank Law ler!” murmured 
a salt grass puncher. “ The best damn’ 
longhorn trail boss ever to make the ride 
to Dodge. Must be pretty hard on him.” 

“ N ot too hard,” countered the Staked 
Plains man. “ H e’s tough as the leather 
he wears, and sharp as a coyote,”

“ There ain’t a drover on the trail that 
don’t know him,”  said Blackjack as he 
poured another drink on the house for 
the Plains man. “ H e was in Chisholm’s 
party when John broke the trail. H e  
knows every day’s drive from the Nueces 
country to Dodge. Half you foremen 
here rode with him at one time or anoth
er.”  H e looked up and down the bar as 
heads nodded confirmation.

“ A  real trailman!” agreed a tall hair
pin from the Panhandle. “ He could beat 
the best run made into Dodge by three 
weeks; never losing a head or gaunting a 
steer. You put plenty of time in the sad
dle riding for Buckskin Frank.”

"B u t you were a drover when you got 
to Dodge,”  said a stocky puncher from 
the Texas Big Bend. “ You knew how 
to run the Blackjack Forest and cross the 
Cimarron at flood. You got your nose 
sharpened for trail troubles even if you

was way back in the dust of his drag.”  
And so the eulogies were spoken over 

raw whiskey and Blackjackykept pouring 
drinks on the house. There was the smell 
of horse and liquor and tobacco smoke in 
here, and stoic Indians lined the walls. 
Serape-draped Mexicans dozed in the 
cool corners. Outside there was the 
muted lowing of the herds; and over that 
the rapid pounding of hoofs as a rider or 
cavalcade swept the street. But the at
tention inside now was on anecdotes about 
Buckskin Frank Lawler.

Everyone along the bar had jammed 
together in one group. That is, everyone 
but a broad-shouldered youngster at the 
door-end of the mahogany. H is first 
drink lay still untouched and his lips were 
drawn thin.

SO M E  had left the tables to join in on 
the yarns. There was one, straight 

as an Indian with face burned the color of 
lava rock, who did not move. H is big 
knuckled hands were on the table by his 
glass. He wore a buckskinjerkin and a 
black, flat crowned range, l,Z with chin 
strap. His hair fell frontier length to his 
shoulders and was shot with gray. The 
fringe on his buckskin sleeves wavered a 
little as his hands moved each time Frank 
Lawler’s name was boomed out.

A  Pecos man was saying, “ Buckskin 
will have to ride trail again, I guess. Catch 
on as a regular puncher with some herd.”  

"N o t  Lawler,” said Blackjack and blew 
on a glass. “ H e can get a trail boss job 
any time he wants it— ”

“ You’re right,”  said the youngster at 
the far end of the bar. H e drew quick 
attention with his interruption, because 
there was both anger and bitterness in 
his voice.

“ Right,”  he went on. “ And he’ll take 
it at the expense of someone else. H e ’ll 
go over everyone’s head to the soft spot. 
H e’d even get someone fired so he could 
have the jo b ; fired and left here in this 
hole.”

“ That’s pretty hard talk, Jim. . . . ”  
began the Pecos man.

"H a rd  talk for Buckskin Law ler?” 
echoed Jim Duryea harshly. H e  shuttled 
scorn-filled eyes from face to face. “ You  
know all about Lawler, all of you, eh? 
W ell, I  know him better than any one! 

"H e  and my father had trouble over
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water in the Pecos country. He hired gun- 
slarnmers and got the water and busted us 
flat; left us nothing but the land. He 
boasted that a Duryea would never get 
anywhere for causing him the trouble. 
And— he’s made good his brag!

“ I ’m riding the dust of the Lazy S herd 
drag because of him. No one will give 
me a command. W h y? Because Buck
skin Frank Lawler has spread the word 
not to. I ’ve been up the trail more times 
than any of you— at forty a month and 
beaus. W e  pulled into here without a 
foreman. His horse stepped into a prai- 
riedog hole and he busted a shoulder in 
the fall. But do I get yanked out of the 
drag and put in charge? N o ! Buckskin 
Frank Lawler is in the country, and you 
can bet he’ll rod the herd on to Dodge. 
But if he tries it, I ’ll gun him down on 
figh t!”

In the ensuing silence, the man in buck
skin at the table rose and came to the un
occupied section of- the bar between the 
group and Jim Duryea. He stood With 
his hands at his^ides and said directly at 
Jim, “ Y o u ^ ta lk in g  pretty wild.” 

Blackjack almost drooped the glass he

was polishing as he muttered, “ Buck
skin ! ”

Jim Duryea did not flinch as he faced 
Buckskin Frank Lawler. “ You’ve had 
your say about the Duryeas long 
enough,” he said flatly. “ You fought us 
and broke us over water rights that 
weren’t yours and you’ve kept me back 
in the drags of herds. Now it’ll take your 
gun to stop me again!”

The crowd at the bar became more com
pact as they squeezed together to get out 
of the line of fire.

“ It will, if needs be, Duryea,” said 
Lawler evenly. “ Your father fired the 
first shot that started the war.”

“ Because you were too stubborn to 
let surveyors in to run a line,” Jim said 
a little wildly. “ You were too damn’ cer
tain that water was on your range. W ell, 
that line has been run now by govern
ment men— and the water’s on Duryea 
property! I ’ll have money enough some 
day to restock, and I ’ll fence you out of 
the Pecos country! ”

Buckskin’s gray brows drew together. 
“ You say the water is located on Circle 
D range?”
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“ And when I get enough money to 
fence, not a head of Lawler Bar stock will 
drink a drop of i t !”

The longhorn boss’ shoulders settled a 
little and fire seemed to go out of him. 
H e looked down at the saloon floor and 
without raising his eyes to Jim Duryea 
again. Then he stalked from the saloon.

No one said anything as Jim shoved 
his untouched drink away from him and 
grinned his trumph. He turned and went 
to the street.

The group looked at each other, 
stunned. They’d never thought they’d see 
the day when Buckskin Frank Lawler 
would let a challenge go unanswered.

H E N  the lazy S herd splashed across 
the Red River and headed through 

Indian Territory toward the Canadian 
and Kingfisher, Jim Duryea rode at right 
point. H is chest was swelled and he felt 
mighty proud. H e was in command of the 
herd, his first, at one hundred and fifty 
a month.

The owner of the cattle had said before 
departing last night: “ The trip’s yours 
now, Duryea. I ’ll meet you in Dodge 
with buyers ready. Don’t push ’em too 
hard and gaunt ’em, but don’t come in 
behind those other herds, either. I want 
’em in prime shape, and the market’s 
high. If you hit it right there’ll be a 
bonus for you. Good luck!’’

That bonus sounded good to Jim. W ith  
it he could return to the Pecos country, 
restock the Circle R , and fence Pinto 
W ells against Lawler Bar stock.

A s he sat his horse high on the red 
chalk cliffs of the river and watched the 
last of the herd and the cook’s wagon 
crawl across, he wondered what had hap
pened to Buckskin Frank. H e guessed 
the old drover had ridden out to hide his 
shame of being faced down. W ell, it 
didn’t matter what he had done. Frank 
Lawler was finished on the trail, and Jim 
closed the man out of his mind.

He had responsibilities now— two thou
sand longhorns to get to Dodge. It was 
no small task, and it would call upon all 
the knowledge of the trail he possessed. 
W ith his riders hazy in the dust of the 
plodding herd, he swung in at point to 
lead the way.

This first night, with the cattle circling

to bed, Jim got a shock as he rode up to 
the fire at the cook’s wagon. Buckskin 
Frank Lawler was just returning from 
the creek with some buckets of water for 
the night-guards’ mounts that wouldn’t 
have time to be turned loose. Jim lit 
down in front of him.

“ W hat are you doing here?’’ he de
manded.

The dust of the drag was heavy on 
Buckskin’s cheeks, but his eyes were 
bright. “ I ’m your cavvy tender,”  he said, 
and there was a note of respect in his 
voice.

“ Meant to tell you first chance,”  said 
the cook between sips of a steaming ladle. 
“ The M ex ran off with some Injun gal, 
and this fella wanted the job. I hope I 
done right, boss.”

A  slow grin spread Jim’s lips. “ You  
did right,”  he said. “ Lawler, when you 
get everything finished, go out and cut 
the cook some spare firewood. There
won’t be any where we stop tomorrow 
night.”

Lawler nodded and s t e p j^  around 
Jim. The young trail-boss’ ^ i n  deep
ened. Buckskin Frank was going to get 
a dose of his own medicine on this trip. 
H e had pushed men to the breaking point 
to get his herd through. H e had pushed 
Jim Duryea back into the drag time after 
time, when the kid should have been given 
charge of a herd. So Jim meant to push 
Frank Lawler now ; and let Frank help 
make Jim a record. . . .

W hen the stretch-out cry was about to 
be flung this morning, Jim went to the 
cook’s wagon and said to Lawler, “ Put 
hackamores on the spare horses and trail 
them to the wagon. Saddle up one and 
ride the wheel points. I expect to keep 
all the bunch quitters in line. You were 
pretty good at teaching men how to do 
it, so I expect you can handle it alone.”  
He grinned maliciously.

Buckskin nodded.
Through the following days, Jim drove 

the oldster relentlessly. Buckskin’s leath
ery face became a little more seamed and 
his Indian-straight back began to bend a 
little, but he did not complain.

H e kept the cook in wood, saw to build- 
» g  the rope corral for the caw y at nights. 
H e tended injured hoof vasculars, shot 
and buried a horse that snapped a leg.
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And throughout the day, he rode hard 
after the bunch quitters; cattle that took 
a crazy notion to leave the main herd and 
rabbit into the brush.

At the Cimarron, he was walking a 
little closer to the ground than he had 
ever walked. But he was unceasing in his 
duties and untiring in the saddle during 
the day.

At the town on the bank of the river, 
Jim Druyea learned that rustlers were 
operating amid the Blackjack Forest. He 
learned that a herd of a thousand head 
had vanished ahead of him and the only 
trace was the bodies of the crew driving 
them.

When he gave the order to cross the 
river and begin the trek through the 
ominous forest, he had his men riding 
with rifles across the pommels of their 
saddles.

JIM felt his full responsibility now and 
it made him nervous. And greeJf*as 

he. was in command, he issued a lot of 
unnecessary warnings. The men felt his 
tension and grew tense themselves.

Three days from the river, a fight broke 
out over some spilled coffee. Ordinarily, 
it would have meant nothing. The quick 
savagery in the explosion proved the hair- 
trigger temper of the men. Jim waded 
into it and stopped it before it reached 
the killing point, but the men were more 
sullen now.

This fourth day, an hour before dusk, 
it happened.

Buckskin Frank Lawler and another 
waddie had just run a herd of ten bunch 
quitters back into the main body, where 
Jim Duryea rode point, when the group 
of riders came out of the forest.

Guns -flashed in their hands and they 
began swiftly racing parallel with the 
herd.

Jim knew a moment of indecision then. 
“ Start turning them in,” he shouted to 

his puncher. Then seeing Buckskin’s ac
tion, cried out: “ Put up that gun, you’ll 
stampede ’em.”

A s Lawler raised it and eared the ham
mer, Jim reined his horse sharply against 
the oldster’s and reached out. He missedflj 
Buckskin’s upraised hand. ,

The puncher who had ridden 'with 
Buckskin shouted: “ Put it away, Frank,

Let the damn’ fool lose the critters, after 
what he’s done to you !”

Buckskin’s gun bucked in his hand. 
The rapid reports stirred the sea of horns. 
Jim tried to get to him before he could 
draw his second weapon and empty that, 
but Frank’s twisting avoided him. The 
second string of shots brought a fright
ened low from the animals and the mass 
bolted with a thunder of hoofs and sharp 
clicking of horns.

Jim’s men came out of the dust pall 
and fanned about him. The herd was 
taking care ' of itself, running straight 
ahead, He lost his moment’s panic; for 
he knewhow to lead a fight. With a wave 
of his hand, he charged the oncoming 
raiders. The only way of telling friend 
from foe in the dust was the difference in 
mounts. The outlaws rode scrubby mus
tang stock.

We<mng in and out of the pall raised 
by tWWHnndering herd, Jim emptied sad
dle after saddle. He was unmindful of 
the pain of a bullet-creased leg. Bandana- 
masked faces swayed before him and there 
was the ugly spat of triggered guns. Little 
of it touched Jim. He wondered why 
Buckskin Frank Lawler had done this.

Then the fight was over as quickly as 
it had started. Leaving two Lazy S drov
ers among the fallen outlaws, Jim raced 
his men after the lumbering herd.

Finally, the onrush of the cattle began 
to slacken. It was impossible to keep them 
bunched, but a minimum of head were 
lost. They were all under control and 
circling to bed down for the evening, 
when Jim rode to the fire and lit gratefully 
down.

The cook looked up from kneading 
bannock and said, “ Pretty little run we 
had. The cattle took care of themselves.”

Jim nodded. “ I learned something,”  he 
said. “ W e didn’t waste time by milling 
them <»r get caught far apart. W e could 
all fight together. I won’t forget it very 
soon. Buckskin showed me how it was 
done.”

“ I heard tell,”  said the cook, “ he’s 
showed half these drovers how to get 
over the trail.”
■ Jim pondered that as he rode wearily 
Sack and buried his dead.

The rest of the way to Dodge, Jim 
(Continued on page 99)



A  NESTER DIGS HIS GRAVE
By William Benton Johnston

Cowan said, “ Y ou ’re not fool
enough to think Clark’s bluffing,

are you?”

In such simple things as a wom
an's smile, the trusting touch 
of children 's fingers, and the 
friendly lights of his ranch, did 
Clark Longstreet, nester, find his 
heaven-on-earth. . . . Until the 
bitter, burning memory of a bul
let-shattered man, pleading in 
vain for life, changed Clark's 
little w orld  into a b leak  and 

hopeless helL

TH E  road dipped down from the 
ridge and crossed the flats into Sah- 
wave, and Clark Longstreet’s wagon 

with its tall load of hay swayed gently 
along that rutted and dusty way.

Around him, the haze of Indian sum
mer lay over the land and there was a 
"faint, lingering smell of wood smoke. A  
distant and invisible touch of winter tern-
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pered the sun’s heat and the breeze had 
a faint, prophetic edge to it.

For Clark, this had been a good year, 
its rewards a full and gratifying compen
sation, for all its work and worries. His 
grain was harvested and sacked for mill
ing, the surplus sold at good prices; the 
barn was filled with winter feed. His few 
cattle were fat and healthy. There were 
no debts.

These things, Clark reflected, were the 
things a man looked upon with pride and 
satisfaction : fruit of his own labor, earned 
and deserved.

The wagon rumbled across the arroyo 
bridge and Clark swung it down Sah- 
wave’s single street to Preen’s Stable, 
there unloading the hay into the barn loft.

After that, he unhitched the team and 
led them out to the water trough. Wait
ing for the horses to drink their fill, he 
looked at the town, not liking it and eager 
to be on his way homeward.

Oliver Preen came out of the stable 
office and stood beside Clark. “ Here’s your 
money,”  he said. “ It’s prime hay and the 
wagon was loaded higher than customary 
— as usual. You’re a good man to do 
business with, Clark; I ’ll take another 
load whenever you want to bring it.”

Clark stabled his team and went along 
the street to the Emporium, speaking to 
Sam Griggs, behind the counter there, 
and giving him Ellen’s list.

“ Add a couple of pounds of candy to 
that,”  he told Griggs.

Going back to the stable, he saw Sher
iff Nicholson come out to the court house 
porch and stand there, waiting for him.

“ I reckon you’ll be coming in for Fred 
Harmon’s trial tomorrow,” the sheriff said 
when Clark came up.

Clark shook his head. “ I never cared 
much for things like that.”

The sheriff showed him a curious in
terest. “ I ’ve been hearing some strange 
talk the past two or three days; was going 
to ride out to your place this afternoon 
and ask you about it."

Clark’s glance was suddenly narrowed, 
questioning. “What kind of talk?”

Ni c h o l s o n  took the cigar out of his 
mouth and stared at ;the end o fjM ^  

“ Some of the boys are saying that 
saw Fred when he killed Charlie Thomp

son— and that you’re the only one who 
knows exactly how it happened.”

When Clark made no reply, Nicholson 
asked, “ Why didn’t you tell me about 
this ?”

“ I try to keep away from trouble, Sher
iff, and I don’t like taking sides in the 
quarrels of this town. I keep pretty busy 
looking after my own affairs.”

“ But this is your affair,”  Nicholson told 
him. “ You have the protection of the 
law, and it’s your duty to help enforce 
it. I ’ve got a summons here for you to 
appear as a witness tomorrow.”  He read 
the subpoena, added: “ Be here by nine 
o ’clock.”

Clark nodded and moved on to the barn 
and hitched up his team. He drove out 
of town slowly, his eyes thoughtful and 
vaguely troubled.

At the crest of the grade he turned 
northward along the ridge. Two horsemen 
eemrged from the pines, riding down the 
trail to meet him.

Even at this distance, Clark recognized 
the arrogant way Hal Harmon sat his 
saddle, and recognized the other man as 
Ben Cowan, foreman of Hannon’s H-and- 
a-Half ranch. Simultaneous with This 
recognition came the thought that these 
men had been waiting for him, and the 
quick, sure knowledge of what they want
ed turned Clark’s eyes dark and thought
ful.

Harmon pulled out to the left of the 
road, said, “ Just a minute, Longstreet.”

Clark tightened the lines and the horses 
stopped. Behind the wagon the dust boiled 
up, then drifted away.

Hal Hannon was a big man, with 
strong, rough-cut features; a man of high 
pride and a will made intractable by long 
years of dominating this range.

“ You’ve been subpoenaed as a witness 
at my son’s trial tomorrow, haven’t you?”  
he asked bluntly.

Clark said, “ Yes,”  and centered his at
tention on Ben Cowan, knowing that the 
H-and-a-Half foreman had the inherent 
ruthlessness of a killer; dangerous and 
touchy.

“ I don’t know what you saw in that 
back room at the Buckhorn,”  Harmon 
told Clark, “ but I do know that Fred 
didn’t shoot Charlie Thompson down in 
cold blood— and this country ain’t big
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enough to hold me and any damn man 
who testifies that he d id !”

BEN C O W A N  had shown a precise in
terest in building up a cigarette, but 

now it was finished and Clark saw his 
glance lift, bright and wicked.

“ The law-and-order crowd,”  Cowan 
said with deceptive mildness, “ are trying 
to make an example of Fred, not remem
bering how nice and easy the H-and-a- 
Half has been to them. Hell, Clark, many 
nights we come riding by your place after 
everything's dark and quiet, and I ’m al
ways particular to keep a tight rein on 
the boys. It’d be mighty easy for a 
dropped match or a thrown-away cigarette 
to burn you out or maybe for some of the 
wilder fellers to get & few drinks under 
their belts, an’ bounce a few bullets 
through the windows, where your wife and 
kids are sleeping.”

Clark said evenly, “ You go a long way 
around to make a threat, Ben.”

“ The H-and-a-Half don’t m a k e  
threats,”  Cowan answered in that same 
smooth tone. “ W e tell a man something. 
If he don’t believe it, we’re always oblig
ing enough to prove it to him. It would be 
a mighty good thing for you just to say 
you didn’t see the shooting, and let it 
go at that.”

Hal Harmon’s impatience ran high. 
“ T o  hell with *11 this talk,” he said. “ What 
I ’m telling you, Longstreet, is that if 
you have any idea of testifying that my 
son didn’t give Charlie a fair break, you’d 
better forget it— if you want to keep on 
living in East Valley. Understand?” 

Clark said dryly, “ It’s a pretty plain 
statement.”

Cowan drew a little closer and Clark 
saw the wild hunger in his eyes. His hand 
was on his gun-butt. He said, “ You’re 
not fool enough to think Hal’s bluffing, are 
you ?”

Clark said, “ No, I don’t think he’s bluf
fing.”

The glances of these two met and held, 
then Cowan wheeled his horse and fol
lowed Harmon down the trail.

The wagon rolled on.

TH IS, Clark reflected, was the way life - 
ran, like a road which lulls a team

ster with smooth, level stretches, then

throws up high, steep hills to remind him 
that struggle is a part of existence.

He remembered, with a wry twist of 
his lips, how his grandfather, a stern 
and pious old man, had said, “ The posses
sion of good things makes us soft, that’s 
why it’s easier to get ’em than it is to keep 
'em. Which is as it should be, for if every
thing was always right, here on earth, 
there wouldn’t be any use of looking for
ward to heaven.”

Clark applied the first of this to his own 
case. He and Ellen had spent the seven 
years of their married life in hard work 
and frugal living; honest people trying to 
make a place for themselves and their 
children. And now, when the longest pull 
was over and they had a moment to draw 
an easy breath, all that they had accom
plished was threatened by the brawling of 
a worthless saddle-bum and the dissolute, 
gun-reckless heir to the vast H-and-a-Half.

Clark thought regretfully of the events 
which had inadvertently sent him down 
the alley back of the Buckhorn that day, 
just as a gun threw its reports against 
those flimsy walls. He wished there was 
some way to erase the memory of what 
he had seen, but there was no way— no 
honorable way.

“ There are certain things a man must 
do,”  he told himself, not realizing how 
vital a part of his life this simple philoso
phy was, or how it helped him to a patient 
acceptance of present circumstances.

At Sweeten’s Gap, the trail dropped 
away from the ridge and Clark could see 
the long, narrow reach of East Valley. 
Its grasses were sun-yellowed and its 
floor lay flat and uutimbered except where 
a green line of cotton woods marked the 
winding course of the creek.

There, beside the stream, stood Clark’s 
house and its close huddled out-buildings; 
there were his fenced fields and strip of 
open range. Beyond rose the high lift of 
the Antelopes.

As he approached the house, Ellen 
came out to the yard gate and waited 
there, lifting. little Susan and steadying 
her so that she could stand on the fence 
and wave her chubby arms. 

gfcNeal ran out to meet the wagon, yelling 
P i! stumbling with six-year-old clumsi
ness; Capitan, the black shepherd, made 
circles around him, barking now and then.
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One of the horses snorted and shied, and 
Clark pulled him down and chuckled 
deep in his throat.

He stopped the wogan to give his young 
son his ride, reaching down and helping 
him climb over the tall wheel.

'  “ What did you bring us?” Neal asked, 
and Clark teased him by pretending to ig
nore the question.

, The boy made a grab at the package
on the wagon floor and Clark kicked it 
aside.

“ Oh, no, you don’t,”  he grinned, and 
sat there, watching the swift changes of 
childish excitement in Neal’s features.

HE STO PPED  at the yard gate and 
leaving Neal in proud possession of 

the lines, 'and stepped down from the 
wagon. He pushed his hat back and went 
to Ellen, matching her smile and putting 
his arm around her and kissing her.

Susan, the baby, touched his cheek with 
small, soft fingers and Clark took her and 
held her for a moment. Then he gave 
her back to Ellen and brought the package 
out of the wagon and left it on the porch.

Ellen asked, “ What’s going on in 
town?”

Clark said, “ Nothing much. Preen 
liked the hay; I ’m taking him another load 
early in the morning.”

He told Neal, “ You ’d better get out and 
jid e  herd on that package, there’s a long 
chance of some candy being inside it.”

Whereupon Neal jumped out of the 
wagon, landed flat-footed and rolled over 
in the dust, laughing. Pie scrambled up 
and ran into the yard, tugging at Ellen’s 
skirt to make her hurry.

In the barn, Clark unharnessed the 
horses and fed them; pushed* the wagon 
into the hallway so that he could fork 
down another load of hay from the loft. 
When these tasks were finished, he walked 
to the house for dinner.

It was long past mid-day, but Ellen 
had reckoned the time of his arrival and 
held the meal back. The children were 
stuffing candy and she picked up the sack.

“ You won’t want a bite of dinner,”  she 
told them.

Clark said, “ Aw, what difference does 
it make, just so they don’t get sick.”

OLD MR. BOSTON SAYS: “ MY APRICOT NECTAR IS SURE TO PLEASE YOU!”
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She wrinkled her nose at him and said, 
in mock disdain, “ You men!”  and put the 
candy out of the children’s reach.

She took one piece from the sack and 
pitched it to Clark. H e broke it in two, 
gave half of it to Neal and half to Susan. 
Then he sat down and lit his pipe and 
waited while Ellen finished preparing the 
food.

WA T C H IN G  her, Clark saw in her all 
the things he wanted to see in a 

woman. H e liked the soft run of her 
laughter and her manner of looking at 
him and smiling at him ; he liked her un
failing sense of humor and the way she 
had kept her youth.

She was a small woman, but she had 
strength and her fortitude always amazed 
him and sometimes made him a little 
ashamed. Her body had rounded and 
softened with maturity, yet she had a 
provocative grace and a way of glancing 
at him that never failed to make his blood 
run quicker and warmer.

She felt the weight of his attention and 
she looked at him, her eyes bright and the 
heat of this room coloring her softly mod
elled cheeks.

She smiled. " A  penny for your thoughts, 
M ister.”

Clark grinned at her. “ Never m ind," 
he said, and pulled his chair up to the 
table.

After the meal, he loaded the hay, then 
made a tour of the place, attending to in
numerable small tasks that he had intend
ed doing for a long time.

Ellen came out to the fence and leaned 
against it, said, “ Not only a handsome 
man, but a smart one. W h y this sudden 
energy?”

“ A  handsome fellow,”  Clark told her, 
gravely mocking, “ has lots of chances. So 
he should always leave things fixed up at 
home,- in case he decides to run away 
with a town-gal. Then he wouldn’t have 
to worry about how his poor wife was 
getting along.”

She said, “ Y ou ’d have to run a long 
way, Clark, to keep me from finding you 
and taking you back— and scratching the 
woman’s eyes out!”

H e laughed and moved on to p u fM  
new rope on the well-sweep, not wanting 
to stop and talk to her lest her deep un

derstanding discover something of his 
secret.

Ellen went back to the house and came 
out again, carrying Susan. She called 
Capitan and with Neal following her, 
walked beyond the wheat field, waiting 
while the dog brought in two milch cows.

Clark took advantage of that interval 
to go into the house and get his gunbelt 
from a closet and take it out to the barn.

H e lifted the revolver from the holster, 
feeling its weight and balance. Some al
most forgotten wildness tugged at him 
and swung him back to the day when he 
had drifted into Sahwave, a restless 
youngster without purpose or particular 
destination.

Upon that street he had passed Ellen, 
a small, dark-haired girl in a pink gingham 
dress, sitting in her father’s wagon outside 
the Emporium. A n  intuitive wisdom had 
touched Clark with the instant knowledge 
that, for him, there had never been— and 
never would be— another girl like this. 
W hen he turned his horse and rode back, 
Ellen had smiled at him . . .  yes, it had been 
a long time since he had worn this gun.

Carefully he cleaned the weapon and 
re-loaded it; he worked softness into the 
stiffened holster and slipped the gun in 
and out of it experimentally. Then he 
wrapped the belt around the holster and 
folded it inside a saddle-blanket, conceal
ing this in the load of hay.

TW IL IG H T  painted the colors of the 
valley gray beneath fading sun’s re

flection. Ellen was inside the house now 
and smoke rose from the kitchen flue; a 
lighted lamp etched out the windows in 
squares of pale yellow.

The children were in the yard and Clark 
joined them and played with them for a 
while. Letting them roll him about on 
the porch, he thought that times like these 
were to be remembered, for soon the 
kids would be grown up and past such 
things. . . .

W ie n  Ellen called out, “ Supper,”  Clark 
went to the kitchen with one child under 
each arm, both of them kicking, laughing 
and squealing.

k Ellen regarded them with mock severity. 
P'Outside and wash— all three— or I ’ll call 

in the pigs to sit at the table with you.”  
Supper over, dishes washed, darkness
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pressed close about the house and chill of 
night was beginning to make itself felt. 
But in this room there was warmth and the 
soft shine of lamplight.

Susan curled up on her mother’s lap 
and Neal, in his long nightgown, stood at 
her knee. Clark got the Bible and brought 
it to her, taking his seat and watching 
her turn the pages.

She found her place and began to read 
and Clark listened attentively, seeing the 
sweet, grave set of her features and won
dering, in spite of himself, if this was to 
be the last time he would hear her read 
to their children.

Presently Susan slept and Neal leaned 
heavily against Ellen’s knee. Clark lifted 
the boy and together he and Ellen went up 
to the front of the house and put the chil
dren to bed.

She joined Clark on the porch and they 
stood there, listening to the small noises 
that touched and echoed against the edge 
of the night.

She began to hum a gay little tune and 
Clark said, “ Happy, Ellen?”

She put her fingers on his arm. “  It’s the 
wind. I ’m always happy when it blows 
in from the south— if I can reach out my 
hand and touch you.”

Next morning, when dawn first showed 
against the summits eastward, Clark 
dressed and stood for a while, looking at 
sleeping children, before going out to the 
early breakfast Ellen had prepared for 
him.

Telling her good-bye, he held her in his 
arms so long that some part of her mind 
touched against his.

She said, intuitively, “ Is there some
thing wrong, dear?”

He said, “ No, of course not.”  And 
turned away to the barn.

HE D R O V E  across the fiats and at the 
crest of the ridge, he stopped and 

looked back at the valley, soft with the 
mists of early morning upon it still. A 
long time he looked, and the thought came 
to him that the course of a life is not 
to be measured in days or years, for time 
may fly so swiftly that a whole lifetime 
blurs into a single bright memory. While 
moments such as this could pile up thi ^ 
anxieties until even so brief ah late: 
became eternity.

He reached into the hay and took out 
his gunbelt and buckled it on, then spoke 
to the horses and drove on over the ridge.

Sahwave was beginning to stir with this 
day’s activities as Clark unloaded his hay 
and stabled his team.

Wagons and saddle ponies began to 
come in and soon there was a crowd on 
the street. Hal Harmon left Carmichael’s 
Restaurant with the lawyer who was to 
defend his son, and went down to the 
jail; presently Judge Hedgepeth and Tom 
Lyons, the state’s attorney, came out of 
the hotel and walked to the court house. 
The judge looked neither to the right 
nor left, completely indifferent to Sah
wave and to its people.

The H-and-a-Half riders arrived in a 
tight bunch, leaving their horses at the 
Buckhorn rack and following Ben Cowan 
through the batwing doors. After a 
while, they came out of the saloon, one or 
two at a time, and infiltrated into the 
crowd.

Clark met one of them, Joe Reneger, in 
front of Melton’s Hardware and the man’s 
eyebrows raised at Clark’s gunbelt. Then 
he wheeled and crossed the street to 
where another H-and-a-Half rider leaned 
against the corner of Preen’s Stable.

Clark moved on to the Buckhorn and 
ordered a drink, evincing no interest when 
Reneger and the other rider came in and 
lined up beside him at the bar.

Reneger said, “ One gun against twen
ty don’t make much sense.”

Clark centered his attention on the 
back-bar mirror. “ Maybe it will be one 
against two, then one— or none— against 
the other eighteen.”

The unexpectedness of this stiffened the 
two men, and Clark turned slowly to face 
them.

Reneger put his glass down carefully 
and the other man waited just as he was. 
About them was a general exodus from 
the bar, then through the room all talk 
and movement stopped. Outside noises 
became magnified and at the end of the 
street, the courthouse clock beat out nine 
measured strokes.

Impatience pushed Clark and he said, 
“ Nerve don’t grow; waiting on it never 

ade it any bigger.”
Thus the matter would have been 

forced, if Ben' Cowan had not shoved
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through the doors and spoken to the H - 
and-a-Half men sharply:

“ What the hell’s riding you fellows? 
Longstreet’s our friend. Besides,”  he 
added, “ it would make Fred’s case look 
pretty bad if something happened to the 
main witness just before trial.”

The two .men stepped back, leaving 
Clark and Ben Cowan standing there.

Cowan, said evenly, “ Have a drink, 
Clark?”

Just as smoothly, Clark said, “ No, 
thanks,”  and walked out to the street 
and down to the court house.

Clark said, “ No, Charlie Thompson was 
not armed. He was not wearing a gun- 
belt.”  --

A little murmur ran through the room 
and Fred Harmon's head sank closer to
the top of the table.

Tom Lyons turned to the defense coun
sel. “ Your witness,” he said.

The defense counsel studied Clark a 
moment, then asked a single question: 
“ Would it have been possible, Mister 
Longstreet, for Charlie Thompson to have 
dropped his gun— that it was lying on 
the floor, beyond your range of vision?”

TH E selection of the jury took all morn
ing and it was mid-afternoon when 

the sheriff called Clark’s name.
Fred Harmon, the prisoner, sat at a 

table with his father and his lawyer. Once 
in a while he cast a quick glance around 
the room, then went back to staring at 
the top of the table.

Clark was sworn in and took the stand, 
sitting there and looking down at the 
crowded courtroom.

“ And chancing to be outside this open 
window,”  Lyons summed up, “ you heard 
a shot. You looked into the back room o f 
the Buekhorn— and saw what?”

Clark said, “ Fred Harmon was stand
ing in the middle of the room, with a 
smoking gun in his hand. Charlie Thomp
son was leaning against the wall, his 
hands up to his face and begging Fred 
not to shoot him again.”

“ And what did the defendant, Fred 
Harmon, d o?”

"H e  shot Charlie again.”
“ The door leading from this back room 

to the main saloon was closed?”
“ Yes.”
“ Was there anybody in the room ex

cept Fred Harmon and Charlie Thomp
son?”

“ N o.”
Tom Lyons walked a step closer to 

Clark, turning and speaking so that every
one present could hear the next question: 
“ Was Charlie Thompson armed— did he 
have a revolver in his hand or in his 
holster?”

Silence cut through the room in one

“ It is a low window,”  Clark told him. 
“ There wasn’t any gun on the floor.” 

The lawyer said, “ That will be all.”  
When Clark stepped down from the 

stand, he felt the weight of Hal Harmon’s 
cold, unblinking stare. Going along the 
aisle, the eyes of the H-and-a-Half riders 
followed every step that he took.

A T  T H E  door, Ben Cowan leaned 
against the wall, perfectly still and 

his face devoid of any expression.
As Clark passed, Cowan murmured, 

“ W e’ll be out to see you some night, 
bucko. Real soon.”

Clark paused, and his words did not 
carry beyond the H-and-a-Half fore
man. “ I ’m taking it the quicker way, 
Ben. Now, if you want it.”

Cowan’s lips turned to a faint, satisfied 
smiling. “ Stick around till the trial’s 
over— if you’re that big a fool.”

Clark said, “ I ’m just that big a fool,”  
and walked out of the room.

A  group of H-and-a-Half men were at 
the entrance of Preen’s Stable. Clark 
glanced at them, then turned away to the 
lower end of the court yard and took a 
seat there.

The stage from Vinton" rolled in, 
stopped at the Wells-Fargo office and went 
on westward. Shadows lengthened and 
people began spilling out of the court 
house; a passing man said, “ Adjourned 
until nine in the morning.”

Clark saw H-and-a-Half men take their 
stands all along the street. Others saw 
it, too, and the crowd disintegrated quick-

quick, sure stroke and the sound of a people going their respective ways
■mmri'clearing his throat was loud against t 

sudden stillness.
without loitering.

Oliver Preen strolled by. “ I ’m sorry
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about this, Clark,”  he said. “ I wish I 
could help you.”

“ That’s all right, Oliver,”  Clark said.
Then Ben Cowan came down the mid

dle of the street, walking with deliberate 
slowness, his challenging glance searching 
out Clark; his manner arrogant and un
mistakable.

Clark got up and walked out to meet 
him, realizing the futility of his stand, but 
his mind steeled to a single, indomitable 
purpose.

Instantly he saw that they were not 
going to give him any chance at all.

HE SENSED that men were closing 
in behind him, and without moving 

his attention from Cowan, he saw Manuel 
Gorales leave the Buckhorn and angle 
across the street.

From the court house steps, the* Sabine 
Kid came slouching along, his hat on the

that was when Clark’s bullet caught him 
just below the heart. Cowan made a 
quick, jerky turn, the revolver dropped 
from his hand; then his knees buckled. He 
lay down, slowly and gently.

Clark whirled toward the Sabine Kid 
and was facing him when Hal Harmon 
came racing down the court house steps.

“ Stop it,”  he shouted. “ Stop it, I 
say.”

As Clark and the Kid did not move or 
let their attention wander, Harmon ran 
on to stand between them.

“ Fred broke down and confessed, 
boys,” Harmon gasped. “ H e’s asked the 
mercy of the court . . . Longstreet was 
telling the truth.”

He motioned for the Kid to put his 
gun away, and Clark saw that the ranch
er’s big shoulders were drooped and that 
he was sick with shame and disappoint
ment.
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back of his head, The group at Preen’s 
drifted forward, one man walking a little 
faster than the others. Sheriff Nicholson 
came out of the alley above the hardware 
store and instantly this group swung about 
and blocked him, surrounding him and 
holding him that way.

Westering sunlight shattered against 
tall peaks and shadows came racing over 
Sahwave. At the Buckhorn rack, a horse 
snorted and pulled back on its reins; 
somewhere a door slammed, and a little 
wind blew, stirred up the dust.

Ben Cowan stopped. Clark felt the hot 
pressure of this man’s eyes and could see 
that he was smiling.

Cowan said, “ I sure hope Fred Harmon 
is looking out a window, so that he can 
see this.”  Then Cowan swung up his 
gun with a smooth, practiced motion, but 
the urgent wildness in him drove him 
fast and his bullet made a close whine. g H p  
Clark’s face. He swung his gUnback,amr

“ You only did your duty,”  he told 
Clark bitterly. “ There’ll be no trouble be
tween you and the H-and-a-Half.”  He 
hesitated, then his voice came again: “ I— I 
wish to God that I could have had a son 
like you !”

Abruptly then he started back toward 
the court house, his steps dragging a lit
tle : a man suddenly turned old because his 
destroyed pride had been so vital a part 
of him.

Clark stood on, just as he was. After a 
moment the Sabine Kid said, “ All right, 
friend,”  and moved away.

Manuel Gorales went back to the Buck- 
horn, and the group holding Sheriff Nich
olson came up and stood around Ben 
Cowan’s body.

Whereupon Clark bolstered his gun and 
exchanged glances with the sheriff. 
Nicholson nodded, and Clark walked to 
Preen’s Stable, got his wagon and team 
and drove out of town.
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AT Sweeten’* Gap, he could see the 
lights of his own house making their 

bright and cheerful pattern against early 
darkness. He drove directly to the barn 
and put up his horses. At the yard gate 
Ellen was waiting.

Her voice came out to him, heavy with 
anxiety. “ Is there anything wrong. Clark 
— did you have-—have trouble?”

He said, very gently, “ A  little, but it’s 
all right now.” He went to her and took 
her in his arms, answering her questions 
softly, reassuringly.

He felt her body go rigid, then she 
relaxed and he held her like that.

Above them, the moon was full and its 
light lay on the benchlands like a silver 
mist. A  small wind moved through the 
night and there was a scent of sage and 
wild rose; eastward the peaks of the An
telopes were '.ail black fingers reaching 
up lit the stars.

Ellen stirred and turned her face to
ward the lower end of the vallcG ribVn 
she turned to him.

“ The wind is in the south again,”  she 
murmured.

Clark said, in a strangely choked voice, 
“ Yes— yes it is.”  He turned, her hand 
still in his, and led her into the house. . . .

s:
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• R e f o r m a t i o n  o f  t h e

The strangest partnership of the 
wild frontier was that of outlaw 
Dave Gambler and the Over
land Kid—father and son—who 
made their last and most peril
ous play to rob the Westbound 
Flier of counterfeit currency.. .  . 
Knowing that they must take 
their pay in a crooked banker's 

bushwhack lead!

CH A P TE R  O N E

Gun-Stop for the Westbound Flyer

RA IN  drooled whisperingly in the 
dark stillness that held the tall 
Wyoming hills in its grip. The 

wind came only occasionally, and then in 
deep, gulpy breaths, its quick gusts sob
bing in the high holes of the west wall 
of the canyon. As each gust passed on 
it left only the noise of the rain and the 
guarded sounds of the hoofs of two horses 
on the lonely and dangerously narrow 
little trail.

Midnight was almost at hand, and the 
clouds from the southwest were thicken
ing. By the end of another hour, Parson 
Dave Gambler figured, the coming storm 
would be letting loose with a fury that 
would last until dawn. And that suited 
the plans of Dave and the Overland Kid 
right down to the ground, for every trail
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of the high country would become hissing, 
frothing streams— good get-away weather.

Grizzled Parson Dave led the way, his 
tall, lean figure erect in his big bay’s sad
dle and his keen eyes watching the dark
ness to read all the signs. The Overland 
Kid kept eyes and ears tuned to the dark-i- 
ness behind them. A  slick-faced youth of

twenty, born on the gun-trail from an 
outlaw mother and fathered by that man 
ahead of him, he had no doubts as to the 
outcome of the night’s work.

“ There she burns, son.” Dave Gambler 
pulled rein at a bend in the trail where the 
canyon walls swung abruptly east and 
west, facing a long valley with a creek
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beyond railroad tracks and rumpled little 
hills and rimrocked knOlls beyond that.

The Kid drew up beside the older man 
and just to his left. Dave Gambler was 
pointing at a green switch light gleaming 
at them from the east.

“ The end of the sidin’ , it is, though the 
sidin’s rarely used. I ’ve studied all the 
lay of things, as you’d know I would be
fore I sent for you. Just ’round the bend 
is the telegraph shack. W e’ve just about 
time to look things over as a final make- 
sure before the Westbound whistles for 
the board. You know what to do. Mind 
you, now, watch your shootin’.”

“ You don’t need to tell me that each 
tim e!”  A  quick frown crossed the Over
land Kid’s cold and damp face. “ Ride on. 
I ’ll take care of the telegraph shack.”

“ I know,”  nodded the older man with 
grave patience, “ but you watch that tele
graph operator. They say he’s a cagey 
cuss an’ liable to go for a gun.”

“ If he does,”  a thin smile flicked across 
the Overland Kid's handsome face as he 
stared intently at the green light in the 
rain, “ I ’ll shoot it out of his hand.” 

“ That’s good, son. That’s your ma in 
you. You ain’t yet had to kill on a job, 
though you have done it elsewhere when 
jammed. All right,”  he thrust out his 
hand, “ I reckon I ’m plumb foolish to have 
doubts at times. Good luck, Johnny.” 

“ Good luck, D ad !”
The Kid thrust out his hand. For about 

three seconds they sat there, wet hands 
gripped, grim smiles on their faces—  
father and son who had been through hell 
together so many times in the past.

Suddenly the hands relaxed, slipping al
most reluctantly apart. Parson Dave 
Gambler rode on alone. Under his breath 
he was humming Rocked in the Cradle of 
the Deep.

THE telegraph office was a two-story 
shack on the north side of the tracks. 

The room below was used for oil and tools. 
An outside stairway led to the telegraph 
room.

The Overland K id hoped those stairs 
would not squeak as he eased out of the 
wet bushes after leaving his tall black 
horse in a pine thicket north of the old 
water tank. The call of a night bird on 
the creek below the tracks had sounded

the all clear signal to tell him to go ahead.
There was not much time left. Already 

the rails were making a faint humming 
sound. With the noiselessness of a prowl
ing cat, the masked Kid moved on up the 
stairway, thoroughly confident as to what 
the outcome of his part would be.

He dropped to his knees on the upper 
landing and glanced cautiously around be
fore peering through the keyhole at the 
burly, bushy-haired operator inside.

The first thing he noted was a big black 
Colt lying on the instrument board and 
within eighteen inches of the operator’s 
right hand.

The K id ’s hand stole to the door-knob, 
and, at that instant, a whistle blew in the 
distance, an infernally sad, long and deep
ly mournful wail to the night. The wet 
rails down there on the main line were 
beginning to pop now. The Westbound 
was coming fast, and the infernal door into 
the telegraph room was locked!

He slipped noiselessly back down the 
stairs with the headlight glare already be
ginning to show on the glistening hills. A 
frantic search followed until he stumbled 
upon an old keg that had once held rail
road spikes. He hurried back with it.

The operator was evidently telegraph
ing Crown Point when the Kid mounted 
his shaking perch and looked through the 
window.

He waited until the operator locked his 
key, and then with one swift punch of the 
black muzzle of an ivory-butted .45 in 
his right hand, he smashed the pane.

“  Steady, brother! ”  A  shot roared from 
the Kid’s big Colt even as he spoke, and 
the bullet drove straight to its mark. It 
sent the big black six-shooter from the 
instrument board to the floor. “ I take no 
pleasure in killing! Move fast! Open 
that d oor!”

“ What— what the hell!”  gasped the 
operator, staring at the muzzle of the big 
Colt and the cold eyes watching him 
through slits in the black mask at the win
dow. “ What the hell’s going on?”

THE K ID  drove him on to the door, 
made him open it, and then come out 

on the upper landing with his hands lifted.
“ W e’re stabbing the Westbound Flier 

tonight. Come on ! There’s a dozen men 
out here.”  He eased off the keg, and
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started backing down the stairs with the 
big operator following him.

Parson Dave appeared at that moment. 
In a few words the Kid told him of the 
big black Colt back there on the shack 
floor. Some of the train crew might find 
it and start to make trouble.

The older man sped away, darting up 
the stairs. A  moment later the Kid glanced 
back and saw that his dad had set the semi- 
phore on red to make certain that the 
Westbound would stop, though Black 
Rock was a regular stop for water.

Three minutes later the older man 
joined the Kid and his prisoner under 
the shadow of the water tank.

“ All right, Choctaw F’ Parson Dave 
Gambler grinned. Choctaw was the mis
leading name he always gave his son when 
on a job. “ Let your rooster head for the 
creek an’ keep on goin’. Don’t stop, an’ 
don’t come back, mister, until the train 
pulls out. The rest of our boys will blow 
you full of lead if you turn back. Get 
goin’, fella!”

That was the way to start a man, espe
cially if he was so scared he was actually 
turning green. The operator bolted, run
ning with his hands up and in terror of 
every shadowy bush.

A  minute later, the Westbound Flier’s 
ringing bell was drowning out all other 
sounds of the night, as the big locomotive 
came to a brake-chattering and air-hiss
ing halt under the water tank.

TH E  fireman threw down his shovel 
on the steel apron of the cab, and 

started climbing back over the coal to pull 
down the iron spout of the water tank. 
The conductor had dropped off the for

ward end of one of the coaches and was 
going up in the telegraph room with a 
handful of papers. The engineer started 
swinging down from the cab with a long- 
spouted oil can in his hand. It was at 
that moment— right when it was least ex
pected— that the fun began.

Shots awoke from the darkness, and 
with them came the yells as if a dozen 
men were popping out of the bushes at 
either side of the train, opening up with 
ruthless volleys to shoot down everything 
in sight. The engineer’s feet had just 
touched the ground. They were big feet, 
but they were nimble.

The man dropped his oil can with a 
startled yell, and immediate!}' headed for 
parts unknown. The fireman simply be
came a bird, going off the south side of 
the tender with a leap, and in a matter of 
seconds he plunged through the creek 
below the tracks and raced on for the 
safety of the rimrocked knolls.

“ Let ’em go, boys!”  bawled Parson 
Dave Gambler, making his voice reach 
every part of the train, as he shot and 
reloaded quickly. “ They’ve got wives an’ 
children at home! Hold your fire, Tracy, 
Jack, Sam, Wince, an’ Bullet!”  He fired 
twice more. “ Stop that, Ben! Stop it, 
Bush! Bring up the dynamite, Hank, 
Choctaw, Peter! It’s goin’ to be too bad 
on the pore devil in the express car! Go 
ahead, Choctaw, light the dynamite fuse 
an’ let’s get it over fast! Buck, dammit, 
you didn’t need to kill that man!”

There was an explosi®^ under the ex
press car at that moment that seemed to 
shake the entire train. Passengers in the 
rear coach must have thought that the ex
press car had been blown into sky-high
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wreckage. A  giant Christmas cannon 
firecracker could make people think any
thing if their nerves had been prepared 
for it, and all nerves here were prepared. 
Parson Dave Gambler had simply lighted 
the big cracker and tossed it under the for
ward trucks.

“ W ait! W ait!" The door of the ex
press car opened at the south side of the 
train. A  terrified express agent stood 
there with his hands lifted and eyes bulg
ing. “ I— I got— got— a family! Take—  
take what you want!”

“ Open the other door so my men on 
that side of the train can come in !”  yelled 
Parson Dave, again making every word 
roll clearly from one end of the train to 
the other. And the Kid backed his play 
by shooting into the air as his dad yelled. 
“ Shoot any passenger who sticks his head 
out of a window, boys!”

The Kid fired six more shots on the 
north side of the train as the door of the 
express car on that side was being opened. 
He shuffled cartridges into his guns, and 
leaped into the car. In a matter of sec
onds he was having the express agent un
lock the strong box.

When it was open, and the man inside 
had ducked through the door leading back 
into the coaches, the Overland Kid had 
the car to himself. The outlaw veteran 
outside kept up the shooting by darting 
back and forth under the car to send bullets 
whizzing along either side of the train and 
keep up the impression it was a mob 
at work inste^jgpf but two men.

MO N E Y ! was there, bag after fat
canvas bag of currency—dose to forty 

thousand dollars, if the tip-off had been 
correct. The Kid had come prepared. He 
opened some of the sacks and took a quick 
look to see that he was not being fooled, 
and then tied the bags together with small 
lengths of rope he had brought along from 
his saddle.

He was just swinging the bundles of 
bags across his shoulder, with half the 
bags to ride on his back and the other 
half to rest on his chest, when the door 
to the coaches swung open. A  slender, 
pale-haired girl with wild blue eyes came 
darting in.

For a moment the Kid was startled. He 
swore under his breath. What was this

girl, whom he’d been watching and hoping 
to meet for the past three days since he’d 
been in Lost Spur, doing here?

“ Don’t— please!”  she cried, allowing 
the door to swing closed behind her. “ It 
will ruin 11s ! It is the payroll for Little 
Eldorado Mine in Lost Spur! The men 
will go m ad! This is the second robbery 
in two months— !”

“ There’s insurance on this!”  snapped 
the Kid, backing toward the door. “ Don’t 
think you’re kidding us. The insurance 
will take care of your troubles.”

“ Insurance, yes,”  she cried bitterly. 
“ But it takes months to collect it! And 
before then our mine will be taken over by 
M cDood’s bank in Lost Spur. Oh, can’t 
you see? W e must have this money. 
They’ll foreclose in three days!”

She darted to him, and he caught her 
as her hands were sawing at the big six- 
shooters he had slipped back into their 
holsters. For a moment there was a quick 
struggle. The girl managed to free one of 
her hands. She reached up, slapping his 
face a furious blow.

The mask slipped a little to one side, and 
for two long seconds he was almost face 
to face with her and the girl's wild eyes 
staring at him.

“ Some men,”  he growled, “ would kill 
you for that. I ’ll take something else—  
something better.”

He sawed her closer in a powerful em
brace. His face lowered, eyes watching 
the door to the coaches. She was strug
gling when their lips met. She kept strug
gling, doing her best to kick him on* the 
shins.

A  second passed, another, another—  
three, four, five! His lips were still there 
as if glued to the girl’s. Suddenly she was 
limp in his arms.

“ There, n ow !”  he cried, placing her in 
the express agent’s big chair. ^'Thanks 
for the buggy ride, beautiful. I hope we 
meet again some time.”

With that he turned and leaped out the 
door, the sacks of money over his shoulder 
and both six-shooters blazing in the rain, 
sending bullets slapping harmlessly along 
the side of the train.

“ Hold them for twenty minutes, boys!”  
he yelled. “ Make them stay inside the 
coaches. Don’t waste any more lead un
less you see something to shoot a t !”
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CHAPTER T W O

Blood Buys Worthless Loot

TH E wind helped; it always did in a job 
like this. Howling gusts of it came 

through the trees and bushes like a tor
nado striking. The hoofs of the tall black 
and the bay made enough noise for a dozen 
wildly fleeing brutes as the father and son 
zig-zagged them through the brash. Noise 
and lots of it— the more the better now, to 
make the crowd back there think an army 
had struck, done its job, and was now 
pulling away.

It was not long before the scene of the 
hold-up was far behind them. Soon it was 
only the distant and almost tremulous 
wailing of the locomotive’s whistle that 
they could hear, and they knew the con
ductor had screwed up enough courage 
to try to call the panic-stricken engineer 
and fireman back to their posts.

“ Nice work, Johnny,”  complimented 
the older man when a chance came for 
him to speak. “ Pve always said two men 
are enough to stop a train where it’s just 
the express car involved. They’re tellin’ 
’emselves back there that all of a dozen 
men handled that job .”

By this time the storm was coming 
down with a fury that was threatening to 
wash away all the slopes of the mountains. 
Parson Dave Gambler was still leading the 
way through the bitterly sluicing wet dark
ness. Suddenly he was swinging to the 
left, leading the way up a narrow ledge.

“ You ’re going the wrong way, Dad,”  
warned the Overland Kid when they 
struck a high, wind-swept rim. “ W e 
should keep straight on like we came!”  

“ Follow,”  ordered the older man, “ an’ 
just leave things to me, johnny. I ’m sub
ject to quick changes on a job, as you 
know. There are a lot of things in this 
deal that you don’t yet know about, and 
back there therd^vere things I didn’t like.” 

“ There were things that I didn’t like 
worth a damn, either, Dad!”  frowned the 
Overland Kid when they pulled rein, high 
up under a giant overhang of rocks to 
breathe their horses. “ There was one 
thing for certain, and I guess I ’ll have a 
long time forgetting it, I  don’t know 
what the hell came over meinTfee%xpress 
car when that girl can* in .”  '"V  -•' ••y

“ I saw that,”  nodded Parson Dave, run
ning his hands inside the bosom of his old 
slicker to dry them on his clothing before 
trying to roll a cigarette. “ Yes, Johnny, 
I saw it all. A  love bug bit suddenly, 
maybe. I ’ve seen her eyein’ you an’ you 
eyein’ her in Lost Spur for the whole 
three days you were there after I sent for 
you. I didn’t tell you, but she’s Tom 
Bell’s daughter, an’ Long Tom Bell owns 
the Little Eldorado. Her name, if I didn’t 
miss it, is Nancy. Her daddy calls ’er 
Trixie. She’ll know you the next time, 
Johnny. And that’s goin’ to be bad.”

THE K ID  frowned, turning in his sad
dle and looked back at the rain-swept 

darkness, with the warmth of the girl’s lips 
and the tear-wet face haunting him. 
“ That’s what hurts. I won’t be able to go 
back into Lost Spur with you now. I ’ll 
have to keep burning timber and hills. I 
wish to hell you’d left me alone punching 
cows in Idaho. I liked that job— I al
ways do— and I don’t like this game, and 
you know I don’t. I don’t like it worth a 
damn!”

“ Never did,”  agreed the older man. 
“ You come by it honest, too, I reckon. 
It was the same with your mother, a month 
after I married her. It was just loyalty 
with her. Loyalty an’ cold-steel nerve. 
She’d hold the horses in front of any 
damn’ bank, in any kind of a gun-bust, no 
matter how thick the lead was flyin’. She 
never did quite forgive me for waitin’ un
til the man she was gojjjadPrnarry was 
right at the church housM por before I 
prodded ’im into a gun-figpFan’ killed ’im. 
She said I could have done it elsewhere. 
But now I reckon it doesn’t matter. Open 
up a couple of those money sacks, Johnny. 
I ’ll hold a match.”

“ What’s the matter with them?”  de
manded the Kid, looking at his father 
closely in the darkness as he swung the 
bags from his shoulder and placed them 
across his lap. “ You haven’t let me in on 
a lot of things in this deal, Dad.”

“ Didn’t have time.”  Parson Dave 
grinned. “ Couldn’t be seen talkin’ to you 
enough to give you the real low-down on 
a lot of things. Everything had to be 
done on the sly. Here, no match’ll last in 
this wind. Just let me put my hand in that 
h a g . ”  . .  ,



58 DIME WESTERN MAGAZINE

He slid the hand forward in the dark
ness. The Kid caught it, directing it into 
the mouth of one of the bags he had 
opened.

“ As I expected,”  nodded the older man 
after a few moments. “ I can tell by the 
feel— alius could tell. It’s counterfeit, 
Johnny— every dollar of it! A n ’ I ain’t 
disappointed!”

“ But— but—  ?”
“ W hy’d we do it, me knovvin’ ?”  Par

son Dave Gambler grinned in the dark
ness. “ Son, it’s a long story just begin- 
nin’ to unfold. Jack M cDood’s owner of 
the Miner-Stockmen Bank in Lost Spur. 
He worked out this deal, playin’ us both 
for a couple of suckers. He’s also a big 
dog with the crook in the Iron Jaw Bank, 
eighty miles up the railroad where Nancy 
an’ Long Tom Bell managed to get an
other loan.

“ You an’ me are to get a shade better 
than ten thousand extra when we meet 
certain folks at a certain place. M cDood’s 
to make it up, an’ then we're supposed to 
go on our way— right into a couple of six- 
by-three holes in the ground.

“ That answers the reason, doesn’t it, for 
me swingin’ off the trail we were sup
posed to ride? I don’t like bein’ double- 
crossed, an’ shot in the dark, Johnny. It 
sometimes makes me mad as hell.”  He 
was silent for a moment.

“ W ell,”  he was suddenly swinging off 
his bay to begin untying an oil-skinned 
bundle fron^^Wnd his saddle, “ I reckon 
we might t H p  change clothes here be
fore we pusM K ^ There’s a lot to tell you 
later, but theram be fightin’ to do before 
long, an’ not much time for talk until it’s 
done. If we happen to get shot, we want v 
the bullet holes in the right clothes, an’ not 
in these we robbed the train in. That’s 
why we’re changin’ .”

TW O  miles farther on they swung back 
toward the rim of the original narrow 

and high-walled canyon they had followed 
down to the telegraph shack. The storm 
was still hurling down, as though a dozen 
giant fire hoses were being turned upon 
them. In this weather no posse would be 
able to tell which way the hold-up men had 
gone. Besides, no posse could be rushed 
to the scene of the robbery before day
light. A  switch-engine crew would have

to be rushed to Crown Point from Jar ret 
Bend, eighty miles away, and then there 
would be the thirty-mile run on to the 
scene of the hold-up.

Rough country in these high hills made 
travel almost a nightmare. The telegraph 
shack was less than fifteen miles from 
Lost Spur, and yet if one reached it by 
stage and train he would have to travel 
more than fifty miles.

“ Right up here’s another dry place to 
leave the horses for a spell.”  Parson Dave 
Gambler turned when they were near the 
canyon rim, and led the way on to an
other high wall of bluffs with a huge, cave
like opening in the side of it. “ M cDood’s 
gun-dogs saw us go down that canyon to
night. Watchers are there now waitin’ 
for us with cocked guns in the dark.”  He 
chuckled grimly. “ I hate to disappoint 
people when they just can’t help thinkin’ 
they’re makin’ a plain, ordinary pet mon
key out of me.”

They were soon going on, leaving their 
horses behind them to wait in the dry. 
Lightning flashed and came crackling 
around them when they were on the rim 
of the canyon. Parson Dave Gambler 
swore. He did not like that business, and 
yet it showed him the dangerous wild ani
mal trail he was looking for.

In a few moments more they were on it, 
carefully making their way downward to
ward roaring water sweeping along the 
floor of the canyon in a raging flood.

Then a lull in tHe wind brought a 
guarded voice to them when they were 
just above a broad ledge trail.

“ Put out that cigarette, Charley,”  
growled the voice. “ They’ll be here any 
time now.”  '

“ Not if I know anything about kjdkin’ 
over a train,”  replied a second voice, “ An’ 
countin’ jobs in the past I must know a 
thing or two. It’ll take ’em time. I figure 
they’ll cut the engine an’ the express car 
loose, runnin’ ’em off dowllthe track about 
a mile or two, to— Damn1* The man’s 
voice jumped to a jerk of alarm. “ W hat’s 
the matter!”

“ Let ’em have it, Choctaw!”  answered 
the bellowing voice of Parson Dave 
Gambler. “ Cut ’em all dow n!”

In the lightning flashes, four men were 
outlined in the rocks just above a place 
where unsuspecting men on horseback
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would have to pass on the ledge and be 
targets no gunmen could miss. One of 
the men had a cigarette cupped in his hand. 
It went out in a flutter of sparks bouncing 
on the rocks, and the sudden, furious thun
der of shots roared out the noise of the 
storm.

“ Get ’em fast, Choctaw!”  Parson Dave 
Gambler had dropped to his knees, big 
guns roaring, his son right there just be
hind him and his guns flashing. “ I prom
ised a certain man we’d get them all.”

Three men went down as if dropped in 
a pile by enormous charges of buckshot. 
The fourth man plunged to his hands and 
knees. He was trying to get up again 
when Parson Dave’s bullets sent him 
plunging over the ledge to the rushing 
and roaring water below.

“ An’ that ends that!”  cried Parson 
Dave, rolling the dead men off the ledge. 
“ That was Buck Tracy, Sam Flack, Ben 
Yawl, an’ Peter Jodey. It was why I was 
yellin’ their names back there at' the job. 
I heard them plottin’ what they was goin’ 
to do to us. They didn’t figure, I reckon, 
that I ’d be slippin’ around McDood’s 
house at night to find a good place to listen. 
Their horses will be waitin’ just a shade 
farther on. I ’specially want Buck Tracy’s 
saddle bags. Everybody in Lost Spur 
knows ’em. They’ll look good full of that 
funny money.

“ You see, Johnny,”  he turned and 
slapped his son on the shoulder, “ I ’ve 
been thinkin’ about a lot of things since we 
separated. I know you liked the straight 
an’ narrow trail. I laid off to give you 
time to think it over— an’ consarn my old 
hide if I didn’t get to sorter likin’ the 
tame an’ peaceful life!”

“ And that,”  nodded the Overland Kid, 
“ was what you meant when you said it was 
to be the very last job? All outlaws have 
said that same thing— ”

“ Then went back to it, yes.”  Parson 
Dave Gambler chuckled. “ I’ve said it an’ 
gone back, but did I say it with a keen, 
clear mind like I ’ve.got in my head now? 
No, Johnny, I didn’t. You may think I ’m 
plumb loco, but I ’ve come to like bein’ 
tame. But there’s time to talk on the trail. 
W e ’re through here.”

He glanced over the ledge to the danger
ous water below when the lightning flashed 
again. “ That water’ll just about take them

to the scene of the job. The money prob
lem will be washed up in its own little way. 
They wanted that counterfeit, thought—  
bad. Didn’t want me livin’ with it. It 
would have looked sorter irregular for a 
bank to be passin’ out such stuff. But we 
can talk as we ride.”

C H A P T E R  T H R E E

Hell Rides to Lost Spur

THE little telegraph office in Lost Spur 
did not open until seven o ’clock in the 

morning. With more than twenty miles 
of rough stage trail between that high 
mountain town and Crown Point— and no 
one traveling the trail in such weather and 
at such a time of night— there was no op
portunity for the news of the robbery to 
come through until the office in Lone Spur 
opened its doors.

It was exceedingly convenient all the 
way around. With the storm clouds let 
up and the sun breaking through, there 
was a gleam of satisfaction in Jack M c
Dood’s face as he walked down the west 
side of the street just before eight o ’clock.

He was a tall man of fifty, lean, yet 
handsome in a cold, arrogant way, and 
dressed as a small town banker— neat and 
flawless. No one among the thoroughly 
respectable in all Lost Spur suspected that 
he carried a revolver under each armpit.

Lost Spur had the news of the robbery 
by this time. The saloons at either side 
of the street were teenjBtarivith the early 
morning crowds. C re^B w r the miners 
who worked Long T of^B ell’s Little El
dorado had been shut off for more than 
two weeks. But, by a miracle of unbe
lievable sympathy, it had been restored in 
the Texas Cowboy Saloon on the west 
side of the street and across from the 
bank, where men were drinking.

The news had gone to every quarter of 
the town. For the second time in two 
months there was to be no pay-day for the 
hard-working and hard-drinking men who 
dug silver and its sprinkling of gold for 
Long Tom Bell.

“ It looks like the Little Eldorado hold
up gangs are getting mean fast.”  Big Jim 
Buffer, a dark-bearded, neatly-dressed 
gunman of forty, had brought McDood 
the-news at seven-thirty to the back door
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of the fine log house on the knoll at the 
head of the town. “ I passed the word for 
the Hardrock Miner’s Friend and the 
Cowboy’s Square Deal to get sympathetic 
and start setting out the hard liquor.”  

“ But no free stuff,”  had warned Mc- 
Dood. “ Just sky-the-limit credit. It 
wants to look damned real this time, Jim, 
when Sheriff Bob Jackson comes storming 
in from Crown Point.”

“ It already looks damned real,”  grinned 
the gunman. “ The sheriff of Crown Point 
was tappin’ the wires the moment Dink 
Burrell opened the door to the telegraph 
office. Seems the Crown Point law was 
right excited about the train-robbery, an’ 
wanted to git in touch with Long Tom 
Bell. But just as Long Tom got news that 
the train had been robbed, he lit out fast.”  

McDood carefully placed the beaver hat 
on his head and chewed thoughtfully on 
an unlighted cigar. “ Mebbe he don’t want 
to face his miners when they don’t git 
paid for the second time,”  he grinned. 
“ A n ’ after the boys have sopped up enough 
of that red-eye on credit, can’t say that I ’d 
blame him none,”  he told Big Jim Butler 
as they walked down toward the bank.

And indeed as they reached the busi
ness section of town, it seemed as if his 
diagnosis had come true. Miners, already 
having taken aboard a number of drinks 
— through the generosity of Jack Mc- 
Dood’s trust— were milling in the street, 
a muttering, cursing, ugly crew.

Nor did it he^sootb  their tempers any 
when Big JisMpftler stood before them, 
after a cov ertfl^ k  at Jack McDood, and 
bellowed the news that Long Tom Bell—  
having received news of the second rob
bery— had apparently taken wings and fled 
the country.

It was the flash to the fire already try
ing to flame. But the more he thought 
about it, the more McDood was puzzled by 
it. He went on inside the bank with a 
frown on his face. On Saturdays the bank 
never opened for business until nine.

Pie closed the front door and locked it 
behind him, and moved on to his office in 
the rear corner of the one-story brick 
building to plop himself in his chair behind 
his desk.

Was it true? Had Long Tom Beil got 
scared and started to run for it? No, hell, 
n o ! That was impossible. The fool would

soon have the insurance check from the 
last robbery. Twenty-two thousand dol
lars there, and he would at least wait for 
that.

This time Bell had six trusted guards 
in Crown Point to ride herd on the stage. 
There would also be Old Joe Rice, the 
stage driver, another friend of Long Tom 
Bell’s, and a dangerous man with a gun.

There was something wrong. McDood 
gingerly plucked up a little corner of the 
shade over the rear window of his office, 
and peeped out.

So far, there had been no report from 
Buck Tracy, Sam Flack, Ben Yawl, and 
Peter Jodey. But those men would not 
fail. They had never failed, because any 
man who failed Jack McDood died with 
his boots on. The boys were simply care
ful. In due time they would be on hand 
with the bogus money, and the two who 
had been dupes would he dead and cov
ered under a rock pile somewhere.

Jack McDood took a drink from a bottle 
in the drawer of his desk, and tried to 
keep cool. Drinking in the early morning 
was not a habit of his. A  banker did not 
want old church-going women and string- 
haltered deacons smelling whiskey on his 
breath. But the drink helped, and he took 
another. For some reason he was as 
nervous as hell! -m*

He took two at once when the stage 
from Crown Point rattled in at eight- 
twenty, twenty minutes late. Nancy Bell 
was the only passenger, and the six horse
back guards were there looking like a 
gang ready for anything. McDood took 
careful pains that no one saw him as he 
peeped out the window.

“ A n ’ we ain’t to be paid agin!”  The 
crowd was after the girl, a swarming and 
yapping pack, the moment she stepped 
foot to ground. “ Another robbery— this 
time a train robbery— cornin’ right on top 
of— ”

“ Quiet, please!”  The girl held up her 
left hand. In her right hand was the big 
black bag she had had with her when she 
left Lone Spur. “ It was all a mistake! I 
was so excited I forgot. The money the 
bandits thought they took from the ex
press car was only paper stuffed in bags. 
I have the pay-roll right here. Listen: 
A t eleven o ’clock the pay window will 
open! Every man will receive every dime
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he has com ing! The Little Eldorado pays 
off before noon!”

“  W  ha-aa-aa-at!”

TH A T  long exclamation came from a 
score of throats and sounded as if a 

plank was being slowly ripped from the 
side of a house. Questions roared up, 
jumbling, everybody talking at once. 
Drunken miners coming out of saloons to 
start a fight were stopped in their tracks. 
Bullying scowls and brute leers turned to 
a look of amazement, then understanding, 
and suddenly a cheer was going up.

“ Bully for the gal!” “ Three cheers for 
Miss T rix ie ! Three cheers for Tom Bell 1” 

It was bedlam out there now, and Mc- 
Dood hastily clawed out his bottle again.

land Kid stood there, the Kid in front and 
Parson Dave just behind him. Over the 
Overland Kid’s left shoulder hung a pair 
of big saddle bags. McDood’s startled 
eyes did not need a second glance to tell 
him that those saddle bags belonged to 
Buck Tracy.

"H ow dy!” said the Overland Kid with 
a cigarette dangling in the right side of 
his mouth and a funny little smile on his 
face. “ You haven’t seen a ghost have 
you?”

“ You?”  McDood’s voice was a breath
less croak. “ You two? Good God, there’s 
been some mistake!”

“ Sure,”  chuckled Parson Dave, “ it was 
one big mistake. W e’re alive, an’ your 
gun-pups are dead. Watch his hands, son.

Another smashing, sweeping drama o f men beyond the law, fighting 
for justice as they see it, will appear in the April issue of 10 Story 
Western! Read I. L. Thompson’s great novel of night-riding, noose- 
wielding avengers— “ King of the Vigilantes!”  . . . April 10 Story 

Western will go on sale February 7th!

Hell, this couldn’t be I Those two fools 
who had been told to rob the train would 
not have come away without the money 
they risked their necks for.

McDood knew Parson Dave Gambler, 
and he knew of the Overland Kid. He had 
known Dave Gambler twelve years ago 
as the Psalm-Singing Bandit. It was the 
only name the law had for the man any
where. Without that Psalm-Singing 
Bandit monicker attached to him, no law.- 
man would know Parson Dave Gambler 
as anything but a quiet, soft-spoken man 
who always made it a point carefully and 
strictly to mind his own business.

“ And he knows me,”  muttered Mc
Dood with the whiskey beginning to take 
effect. “ Ten thousand I could collect on 
him— but then, th ey ’d be twenty thou
sand good dollars that he could collect on 
my head 1”

A  gentle but firm tapping on the back 
door brought him to his feet. He moved 
to it, and cracked it open— and his face 
turned the fiaded-yellow color of old 
parchment. . A  '-V

Parson Dave Gambler and the/Oyer-

He’s apt to go for a pop-pistol under 
his arm-pits. W e’ve come to swap some 
funny money for the real thing, Mister 
McDood. You know damn’ well that ain’t 
what they called you in Texas!”

McDOOD swore, but he opened the 
vault and started handing out the 

cash. Moisture was in l^Cg^es when he 
came to twenty thousand * liars. He wept 
scalding tears when the count reached 
thirty, and sobbed like a spoiled baby 
when it came to thirty-nine, five-hundred.

“ The poor little thing wanted forty-two, 
ninety-five to pay off in full.”  Parson 
Dave shook his head sadly. “ They cut 
her down some. But,”  he shook back 
his shoulders, “ you was to make it fifty 
thousand flat, an’ that’ll more’n take care 
of the double pay-roll.”

“ W hat!”
“ Quiet,”  ordered Parson Dave. “ W e’re 

callin’ the tune now. You tried to make a 
fool out of us when you thought you were 
forcin’ us to rob that train. Now do you 
want the whole town to know you’re 

Shark Finn, of Texas?
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“ Get the ten, five hundred to make up 
the fifty thousand. While you’re at it, 
bring those papers you hold agin’ the 
Little Eldorado. Mark them Paid in Full. 
Hurry. I ’m liable to get mad as hell if 
you monkey with me much longer.’ ’

McDood moved like a man in a daze. 
Both these men would kill. In cold terror 
he brought everything, and then watched 
them back away to the door.

“ Just one thing more,”  added Parson 
Dave. “ I never told you that Bob Jack- 
son, the sheriff of Crown Point, is a half 
brother of mine. I promised Bob I ’d be 
good when I came up here, so to sort of 
reassure him, the Kid and I dropped in on 
him directly after we met your gun-dogs. 
Seemed that we got there just about the 
time that Long Tom ’s daughter arrived 
on her way here, plumb heart-broke ac
count the robbery. But Bob Jackson took 
my word about just what happened. . . ,

“ Well, Shark, Long Tom got con
fidential news last night here that the in
surance money on the previous robbery 
was coming through Crown Point this 
mornin’, so he done met us there too. . .

Parson Dave’s mild blue eyes twinkled. 
“ Seemed like quite a fambly reunion, al
most. With the insurance check, plus 
what Bob could raise from the bank there, 
plus what some of his friends chipped in, 
we made up the pay-roll, and Nancy Bell 
took the stage back, with the money 
guarded, an’ my boy here ridin’ behind, 
sorta coverin’ the rear. Wouldn’t be sur
prised if Loijg T om ’s back in town right 
this minute. . *.

M cDood’s jaw dropped; his face be
coming crimson and deathly white by 
turns. His mouth opened, then closed, 
then opened again. But the only noise he 
could make was an inane gurgle some
where deep down behind his tonsils.

“ Yeah, Shark,”  Parson Dave continued 
calmly. “ My boy’s plumb in love with 
that little girl. W e aim to settle down 
here an’ be somebody. Good luck, Shark. 
W e ’ll be lookin’ for more of your gun- 
pups !”

NIN E  o ’clock came. On Saturdays the 
bank would be open until noon, just 

like the big town banks. The cashier ar
rived. Business was as usual, but M c
Dood paced the floor.

At exactly eleven o ’clock, the Little El
dorado was paying off with the Overland 
Kid beside the beautiful little Nancy Bell 
and Parson Dave sitting in the corner 
watching. McDood heard all about it and 
still paced the floor of his office. His gun
men had been in and out. God, this thing 
meant he was ruined!

“ Get them!” he had ordered, snarling 
at Big Jim Butler, and driven to it at last 
by a thousand fears. “ Put all the gang 
out for them and shoot them dead! Don’t 
leave them alive long enough to talk. It’s 
the only thing to save u s !

“ They brought in Tracy’s saddle bags. 
They didn’t even give me that phoney 
money back. Know what they’ll do? 
They’ll make the Iron Jaw Bank take it 
back, because it’s in Iron Jaw Bank bags. 
The bank had to make ail things look 
regular. They’ll saddle this whole thing 
on me, through Tracy. W e can’t let them 
get away with this. If we do, I tell you, 
we’re ruined! All because you fools were 
afraid to rob a train!”

“ Pie hasn’t told Bob Jackson who I am. 
It’s not his way. That will be his hole 
card to hold over my head. This is one 
time my smartness has struck a snag, be
cause that Psalm-Singing Bandit didn’t 
want to do this. Damn it, that fool actu
ally wants to go straight— and it looks 
like he’s going to do it !”

It was over at just a quarter after 
twelve. Every man employed by Tom 
Bell had received his money, and every

4 man was happy and swearing his loyal
5 utmost to Long Tom again, but there was 
• a strange tension over Lone Spur in spite 
I of it all.

BY  O N E  o ’clock Lost Spur was waiting 
for the blood, and knowing that the 

strange parson man and his son were go
ing to be on the receiving end of trouble. 
Somehow those two had saved the day for 
the Little Eldorado.

Every Little Eldorado miner had come 
to that conclusion. Those of the rougher 
element had also come to the conclusion 
that McDood was at last going to be 
forced into the open to shock the church
goers he had so long fooled.

Long Tom Bell and his daughter came 
down the street just before one. Both 
were nervous, and the girl kept looking
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back toward the Little Eldorado. Once it 
was certain that she was about to turn 
back, but her father took her arm.

“ That gal's scared,”  whispered a miner, 
“ an’ she’s been cryin’, too. I don't know 
what to make of all this, Alec. There’s 
somethin’ damn’ mean in the wind. Look 
down yonder. There’s Big Jim Butler 
leanin’ agin a corner of the bank like a 
half-asleep lizard. There’s Tom Payne 
hangin’ about the front door of the black
smith shop. Ike Ginley’s a little further 
down, standin’ in the door of the gun
smith’s. He went in there almost an hour 
ago with a Winchester. Then there's the 
three Hatton boys in the hallway of the 
livery stable, an’ Bunk Moore an’ Steve 
Good in the doorway of the saddle store. 
I think it’s time we got off the street.”  

“ It’s what I ’m thinkin’,”  nodded the 
second miner when he had a chance to 
speak. “ Yuh notice, 1 reckon, that ever’ 
cowboy in town has sorter quiet-like re
moved his hoss from this hitchrack an’ 
that, an’ there ain’t a hoss left on the street. 
Me, I ’m goin’ home to my wife an’ kids.” 

“ A  good idea!”  agreed the first speaker. 
“ I was in the Texas Cowboy. Rube Colter 
an’ Jack Pard are there among the others. 
The way they looked at me— well, I didn’t 
like it. Let’s g o !”

CHAPTER FOUR

Gunsmoke End for the Owlhoot Legion

jT T H E  tension was worse in Long Tom 
A  Bell’s big house on a knoll above the 

little creek at the lower end of town. Nancy 
Bell and her mother paced the floor with 
all thoughts of an already-late lunch for
gotten. Old Mary, the Sioux squaw who 
presided over the kitchen, had ceased call
ing them.

Something had come over Old Mary, 
and sent her to a chair in her favorite 
corner near the stove. Her old Lame W olf 
and Long Tom  Bell were upstairs clean
ing a pair of Winchesters and a regular 
pile o f six-shooters lying on a table.

The girl went from window to window 
to look out and up Lost Spur’s main 
street. “ Oh, it’s coming! It’s coming! 
Dad says it’s the only way to driye all the 
wolves out of this town.”

She kept pacing, bttrning

ories, a memory of that face in the express 
car, and of those lips glued to hers. It had 
left her speechless all the way from Black 
Rock to Crown Point, where Sheriff Jack- 
son met the train.

“ Whatever you’re thinkin’,”  the old 
sheriff had quietly warned, “ you keep it to 
yourself, Nancy. I ’m bankin’ my star on 
things. If I lose I ’m liable to be in deeper 
water than I can swim out of. You take 
the stage back to Lost Spur. . . .”

And now those two men who had 
saved the Little Eldorado mine might 
even be dead before another hour.

“ And if he dies,”  the girl told herself, 
her thoughts flying, the haunting memory 
of a last kiss up there in the rear office 
of the mines still going through her mind, 
“ I ’ll die. Mother! D ad!” Her voice lifted 
to almost a shriek. “ They’re coming! 
They’re leaving the office! He’s coming 
first!”

The Overland Kid had appeared up 
there on the mine office porch with a pump 
shotgun cradled across his left arm. From 
the distance the girl could see that his 
shoulders were slightly drooped. The 
thumbs of his right hand were'hooked 
over the broad buckles of his belts. A  
cigarette hung in the corner of his mouth, 
and his big hat sat at a don’t-give-a-dafnn 
angle on the side of his head.

“ N o! n o !” The girl was becoming 
hysterical a few moments later. “ Pie can’t ! 
He’s going it alone! Where is his father ? 
Mother, they— they can’t! Stop him, 
Dad! This is murder!”

“ Stop that, yourself, JVixie!”  Long 
Tom Bell had appeared on the stairs with 
big .45’s at his hips in their sagging 
cartridge belts and a Winchester cradled 
across his arm. “ W e ’re doing as we 
promised. .Y ou know what kind of a crack 
shot Lame W olf is, and I’m not rated so 
bad, myself. W e ’re taking a hand in this 
thing from windows upstairs.”

TH E Overland Kid was taking his time 
and watching all angles of the game 

as he strolled slowly down the street. A  
man in his boots had to let the other side 
start the fight. It would be the last fight 
he- would ever have to make. That was 
the hope that kept going through the Kid’s 
mincl.
: or even working around
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a mine for an honest living would beat the 
past, and this was the big chance to lay 
aside all old scores and to step forth on an
other and brighter road— if a man could 
come through alive. . . .

He saw a big man turn away from the 
corner of the bank. That was Big Jim 
Butler, Lost Spur’s fastest gunman.

The Kid saw him light a cigarette and 
hook his thumbs over the buckles of his 
belts as he turned up the street, walking 
slowly, acting like a man loafing some
where with no care of how long it would 
take him to get there.

It was the first mistake. Big Jim Butler 
was just a shade too casual for the blood- 
lessly pale color of his face.

Butler was the one to start the fight, that 
was clear. He would make the first play, 
opening up, and he would expect his man 
to stop dead-still in his tracks to go for 
his guns. That dead-still stop would be 
disastrous, for the Kid could already feel 
that he was being covered with guns from 
a dozen places.

Hidden gunmen, he guessed, were won
dering what had become of Parson Dave, 
but they would not know about that until 
the time came. For the Kid had not been 
the first one to leave the mine office.

Even as he was standing up there on 
the porch, he had been stalling, giving his 
father time to slip out the back door, crawl 
through the grass and weeds to a little 
ravine that would lead him down to the 
foot of the town's main street. Parson 
Dave was already in place— and this hell 
would be a two-sided hell when the fire
works were once started.

“ Hello, tinhorn!” Butler was wasting 
no time when he came within speaking dis
tance. “ I hear you’re championing Tom 
Bell in order to play up to that girl of his. 
Do you know what I call her, the damned 
little— ”

“ Far enough, Butler!”  The Kid leaped 
to the right, then back to the left. “ Let’s 
get it done, you damned snake!”

The Overland Kid’s right hand had 
darted downward. The six-shooter at this 
side of his hips did not leave its long hol
ster, as the muzzle tilted upward, spewing 
flame.

Big Jim Butler died right there in his 
tracks. Two bullets tore off the top of 
his head and sent him plunging to the

ground with a six-shooter still in his hand. 
It was the signal for hell to open up.

TPIE Kid did not w'ait. He was like a 
wildly pitching and swaying jumping- 

jack in the street, here, there and every
where, and never in the same place an in
stant.

He let go with his shotgun, firing two 
wicked blasts, and Bunk Moore and Steve 
Good, who had clawed for their guns, were 
off their feet in the doorway of the saddle 
store.

Lost Spur roared with it after that. Men 
were blazing away at that leaping, duck
ing and darting thing in the street, the 
bullets spurting up the dust all around 
him. He took up the street, bouncing this 
way and that, shooting while jumping, 
shooting while his feet were coming down 
to contact earth again.

Rube Colter and Jack Pard folded up 
and died in the doorway of the Texas 
Cowboy Saloon. At the moment they died 
it was Parson Dave Gambler who came 
darting in at the back door of the Texas 
Cowboy with an infernal shotgun, and the 
two big bartenders behind the bar died in 
their tracks, with faces and chests torn 
off by buckshot before they could wheel 
and snatch up six-shooters.

Shots were pouring from the upper 
windows of Long Tom Bell’s house. That 
house commanded the street and the shoot
ing was furious, but no one noticed it. 
Men not in the fight were seeking cover 
under tables and behind counters where 
they could be found— and that jumping- 
jack was still in command of the street, 
his six-shooters downing a man at every 
shot.

He went to his knees shooting it out 
with the three Hattons in the doorway of 
the livery stable. Then, rocking up and 
beginning to weave a little drunkenly, he 
•was firing at the deadly Tom Payne in 
the doorway of the blacksmith shop when 
he was again downed to his hands and 
knees. He came up for the second time 
with blood filling his eyes and his head 
singing.

Parson Dave Gambler appeared at that 
moment after tearing hell itself out of the 
Texas Cowboy Saloon. All Psalm-Sing« 
ing Bandit now, he was throwing lead 
right and left. He killed Ike Ginsley in
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the doorway of the gunsmith’s, then fin
ished off Tom Payne who was trying to 
get up with one of the Overland Kid’s 
slugs through his belly.

Somebody started to cheer. Miners who 
had never thought they would be in a gun- 
battle were suddenly taking part in it. By 
this time it seemed to the most of them that 
an hour had passed. As a matter of fact, 
the fight had not lasted four minutes.

It would have ended at once, but there 
was another man the miners had not 
reckoned on. . . .

He came out of the bank doorway with 
two six-shooters in his hands when Parson 
Dave Gambler turned to run up the street 
where his boy had gone down for the third 
time. It was Jack McDood, and the man 
was suddenly blazing away at the running 
Parson Dave. And that youthful figure in 
the dust was trying to get to his feet again.

Parson Dave Gambler must have had 
eyes in the back of his head. He whirled 
suddenly, and was going back toward the 
bank with a Colt roaring in each hand. 
He downed McDood with the first two 
shots, but he was a wild man still going on, 
still shooting—an old, crying man now 
screeching something in a high-cracked 
voice about his boy.

“Let me alone, I say!’’ Parson Dave 
was shouting. “Just bring me a shotgun 
an’ I’ll finish tearin’ ’im right on down 
through the ground! Straight on to hell! 
Let me alone. . . !”

HEN Sheriff Bob Jackson rode in 
from Crown Point with a dozen men 

at his heels, it was an hour after the fight. 
He swung out of his big saddle in front 
of Long Tom Payne’s house. “How did

T H E
•--------------- •

THE TRAIL AHEAD
That strange combination of 
saint and devil, Friar Robusto 

> ■  makes his most dangerous pil
grimage to roaring Jackass Bar— to collect 
from Its red-shirted brawling miners a for
tune in honest, untainted gold! You’ll want 
to read this great novelette— “ Friar Robusto’s 
Gold-Camp' Pilgrimage” by Harry F. Olm
sted, in the April issue. Also a smashing 
lead novel by Walt Cobum of the Montana

it end? Don’t tell me it went wrong!’’
“ The young fella got it the worst, I 

reckon,”  answered a miner. “I think he 
was dead when they carried 'im inside the 
house. Among other places he was shot 
through the head. The old man don’t seem 
bad hurt— ”

Jackson waited to hear no more. He 
plunged on into the house, so pale and 
wild-eyed he might have been shot. He 
skidded and almost felt on a rug in the hall, 
and then swung into a lower floor bedroom 
to his right to come to a quick halt with 
his hat in his hand.

“ Dave!”  he cried. “ Dave, did— did they 
get ’im?”

Parson Dave was sitting, stripped to the 
waist, in a chair. A doctor had finished 
work on the tall figure stretched full- 
length on the bed with Nancy Bell at one 
side and her mother at the other, while 
solemn Long Tom stood at the foot of the 
bed.

Parson Dave had a bullet wound high 
in his right shoulder. There was another 
in his forearm, and another hard scrape 
across the outer side of his right thigh.

“They got 'im, in a way, yes,” Parson 
Dave was finally answering. “Maybe I 
went crazy, ’cause I thought the boy was 
a goner when I saw that blood on his 
head. It was a hard scrape through the 
scalp. They got him in the leg twice, too, 
but the doc says no bones busted an’ he’s 
cornin’ through.”

A slow, hard grin worked its way across 
his face, “Just wait till he opens his eyes 
an’ looks up at that purty face above ’im. 
It takes a lot, as you might know from 
the past, Bob,” he winked, “to put a 
Gambler out of the race complete.”

END
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• LAST DRIVE OF THE

In the billowing dust and sweat 
of the thundering Eye-Bar-O trail 
drive, young Terry Glenn, Texas 
greenhorn, learned that even a 
tough trailman like Hay Carruth- 
ers is no match—alone—for a 
trail-crew bent on mutiny and 

minder! Terry fired off-hand, and Gate went down.
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LONGHORN MUTINEERS
A great hell-town novelette, by

William R. Cox
which came over the bar and tables of 
the Blood Bucket.

“Terry,” he said, “in a few years we’ll 
be able to retire rich. This bit o’ cattle is 
nothin’. Wait. We’ll be big people . . . .” 

Terry said, “I'm sick of the gambling 
tables. I got to get out and move around. 
I’m a greenhorn. I never sweat out a

CHAPTER ONE

Blood Barricade on the Longhorn Trail

IN the border town of Chronopolis 
young Terry Glenn dealt faro with 
his Colts in his lap and the bowie 

knife of his dead father strung in a lan
yard between his shoulder blades.

It was wild, new country, tough as the 
cowmen could make it, and the blood of 
a young man ran very swift. Peg Bot-’ 
tome, bald, short and one-legged since 
Bull Run, was Yankee-wise, investing 
more and more money in cattle,

6 7
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full day’s work in all of my life!”
He was widening in the shoulders, but 

his hands were soft and white from the 
dealing. He said, “ I can ride and rope. 
Hay Carruthers is taking a tough crew 
on the drive to Grant City. I ’m goin’ 
along with him.”

“ I wouldn’t stop you, son,”  said Peg 
Bottome. “ But you’re crazy to go through 
it. That’s a hell drive, up there. You don’t 
need to . . . .”

“ I know I don’t,”  said Terry, “ But 
you got cattle in with the Eye-Bar-O 
bunch. I ’m gonna try and make myself 
tough. I want to be part of this country. 
Dealin’ faro is all right— but it ain’t 
enough.”

“ That Blackie Daw and his mob is 
plenty tough,”  said Peg.

“ Hay Carruthers is tougher,”  said 
Terry. “ I ain’t worrying about danger. 
I can handle myself.”

Peg Bottome knew that Terry could 
handle himself He had seen his gun flash; 
had been thankful for the quick work of 
that bowie. But he also knew the pull of 
the trail, the long trail to thq north, where 
cattle were sold at huge profits, where the 
Texans were waxing rich through their 
untiring herding of the longhorns across 
prairie and stream.

He said, “ Miz Holley will be worryin’ . 
You know how we feel about you, boy. 
Y ou ’re gettin’ too restless.”

Terry Glenn had felt his restlessness 
grow as the gamblers and desperadoes 
had come and gone in Chronopolis. There 
had been times when the gun had settled 
in his hand, when the urge to kill had 
been strong . . . .  The trait would be hard, 
but that was the answer.

He had already bought the striped 
jeans, the shirt, the chaps. He had worked 
the new reata until it was soft and pliable. 
He was ashamed of his hands, so he 
bought a pair of buckskin gloves. In his 
belt was money enough.

He went home, and Miz Holley’s 
sharp, gray eyes did not flicker.

She said, “ I ’ve seen it cornin’, boy. 
And I know you’re right. It may be hard, 
but it’s a man’s job. Dealin’ faro in that 
sink of iniquity . . . .”

She knew Peg Bottome for the salt of 
Texas, but she never spoke anything but 
ill of the stout man.

Terry grinned and said, “ I'll be shovin’ 
along, ma’am.”

She kissed him once and there were no 
tears in her Spartan make-up, so she 
waved him away.

That was how young Terry Glenn rode 
the trail north, with Hay Carruthers, the 
hardest-bitten, softest-spoken driver of 
them all.

TH E R E  was a river, and it had been 
raining. Young Terry’s gloves were 

ripped to ribbons, but his hands were over 
the agony now. The end of the drive was 
in sight.

Hay Carruthers said, “ W e won’t try it 
tonight, boys. It’ll be lower in the morn- 
in’ .”

There were four of them in Blackie 
Daw’s crowd— Sandy Gate, Grab W ilk
ins, Rowel Peters and Gandy Corum. 
They were good hands, too, the best; 
partly because they were so reckless and 
fearless. They stood up to Play. Now the 
town was beckoning; red-eye, dance-hall 
girls, brawls and gaming. They were too 
long on the trail to tarry.

Blackie Daw had a reputation. He 
would ride for no man who was not 
as tough as he. There were those who 
said Blackie had packed a running iron 
himself many a time— and for his own 
profit. And there had been a stage rob
bery about which people whispered. He 
was a giant of a man, with a mess of hair 
and beard and distaste for soap and water.

He said, “ I know you ain’t scared of 
nothin’, Play. But you’re thinkin’ too 
much of the owners. W e don’t stand to 
lose but a,few cattle in that stream. The 
boys want to risk it.”

Hay said, " I  don’t risk no man’s life in 
boilin’ water. You ’ll see town quick 
enough.”

Blackie was courteous, but he argued. 
Young Terry sat his mustang, listening. 
He was learning, every day, about men 
alone, heroic in wind and storm, treasur
ing the cattle which would bring them 
their pay, but loyal above all else to their 
their outfit.

Tomorrow Blackie might be running 
off steers of the Eye-Bar-O, but today he 
would get them to market or die.

Yet here was another thing— the lust
ing of the cowhand for his fun. Hard fun,



69LAST DRIVE OF THE LONGHORN MUTINEERS f 
----------- —   ------- ----------------------------- --------- — —^

rough fun, but they loved it beyond all 
things. Days and weeks on the drive, they 
had been planning for it, and another 
extra twenty-four hours seemed a year to 
them.

Hay Carruthers was a hard man, but a 
fair one. He said, “ I know how the boys 
feel. But it’s plumb dangerous.”

Blackie said, “ I know you ain’t scared 
Hay. . .

Hay flushed. “ That’s twice you said 
that, Blackie. You wouldn’t mean nothin’ 
personal?”

Blackie said, “ You know I don’t mean 
to hooraw you, Hay. It’s just that the 
water ain’t that bad.”

Young Terry looked again at the foam- 
flecked, bank-full river. It was worse than 
any they had yet forded. There was an 
angry hiss to it, and there was fresh mud 
at the edges, where it had been churned 
by the restless current.

Hay Carruthers was stooped of shoul
der, but he was wide and tall and pierc
ing of eye. He said, “ W e wait.”

No one disputed him. The driver is 
boss of the trail herd. Blackie Daw’s face 
was impossible to read, but the younger 
men were resentful, Terry thought. They 
made camp and the chuck wagon gave off 
the aroma of coffee.

It was Blackie and his men who rode 
guard that night. There were ten in the 
crew, and the remaining four were wont 
to ride with Hay. Terry, worn from his 
duties and a trick on the herd last night, 
folded up beside the fire and slept. Hay 
Carruthers sat cross-legged, rolling and 
smoking cigarettes as Terry dropped off 
to sleep.

Later there were voices, and Terry 
half-awakened. He thought he recognized 
Blackie’s low but strident accents.

H e heard Hay remark, “ If you’re look
ing for trouble with me, Blackie, you’ll 
shore get it.”

He tried to awaken fully, but his young 
body was completely exhausted, and any
way, the boss could take care of Blackie 
and a dozen like him. Hadn’t Hay 
brought them all the way. safe and sound, 
without loss o f a man' or a horse, and with 
very few cattle lost? Through desert and 
across plain, over rivers and around the 
arid spots, and now on this shert-cuf tb 
Grant City, at the end of the trail ?

Blackie was trail-wise. He was a tough 
one, but he knew that he could not go too 
far without being blacklisted in every 
camp in the cattle country. Everyone 
knew Hay was a fair man. Blackie may 
have indulged in some extra-legal esca
pades, but the big man would have no idea 
of going bronc and joining up with the 
rustlers and renegades in the hills. Blackie 
was too smart for that.

So young Terry slept. . . .

AT  dawn, the coffee and jerkey was 
redolent, but not so attractive as for

merly, before he had eaten of it seven 
days a week, three times a day. l ie  
munched a biscuit and got stiffly about his 
work. That night would seem them in 
Grant, and he could order vegetables.

Hay Carruthers said, “ Get the wagon 
ready to roll before you wake up Blackie 
and the boys.”

Terry realized then with shame that he 
had been allowed to sleep through the 
watch, that the others had ridden herd 
while he snored.

He said, “ You shouldn’t of done it, 
Hay.”

The hard-bitten driver scowled and 
said, “ I plumb forgot you, kid. W e didn’t 
need you, anyway. Now jump on that 
cayuse and make sure we’re ready to 
start. The river ain’t safe yet, but I can't 
hold them no longer.”

Hay was worried, all right. He was 
driving fifty thousand dollars’ worth of 
beef on the hoof. He was responsible for 
every cent and pound of it, and the water 
certainly was rough. Terry went about 
his chores and when the sun was high, 
Blackie Daw and the others joined him.

Before the herd was started, Hay Car
ruthers rode to the water’s edge. Blackie 
and his men said, “ Here we g o !”  and 
rode furiously to the left, to house the 
herd into the narrow remnants of what 
had been a ford.

“ I ’m going in first,”  Carruthers said, 
“ I ’ve got to try it. It don’t look safe to 
me.”

He handed Terry an oil-skin-wrapped 
package. “ There’s the papers for the 
drive, son. Hold them till I try this . . . .  
Just a hunch, I reckon.”
■- He brooded a moment, slumping in the 
saddle to. which he had been almost born.
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Then he raised one hand in a half-salute 
and zigged his mustang. The horse went 
delicately but unafraid into the water, 
slipping a little in the mud.

Terry sat staring. The thing had sud
denly grown out of all proportion. In the 
rear the hands were whooping, urging the 
cattle, sending them into the river. Black- 
ie and his men were out of sight now, 
around a slight bend in the river, but 
Terry could hear them.

Hay Carruthers rode to midstream. 
His horse wast strong, and swam well, 
but Hay was looking downstream, to 
where—if the cows could not make it here 
—there must be another landing for them.

Then Terry saw the onrushing log. It 
had a branch attached, and Terry saw it 
plainly. He yelled, “Hay! Look out!”

But Hay was still peering downstream, 
worrying about his precious charges, and 
the heavy cottonwood log seemed to pick 
up speed. It nudged the flank of Hay’s 
horse. Hay saw his danger too late, and 
tried to get loose. The horse shrieked with 
pain, and there was a moment of red 
cloudiness in the stream.

Terry set spurs to his bronc. They were 
in the swift-moving current in a second. 
Hay and his mount were twisting in a 
sort of whirlpool now. For a moment it 
seemed that Hay would get loose. He 
leaned down and reached under water, 
but his spur was entangled in a cinch.

Terry was almost there. He yelled, 
“Get loose. I’ll pick you up if you get 
loose.”

He urged his own horse on. Hay came 
up straight out of the saddle, and the 
blood was plain now where the horse had 
been injured by the log. Terry shook out 
his rope. He had put the oilskin pack
age in his saddle bag, and now he took 
time to make sure of it. His mind was 
working very clearly.

He had taken great pains with the grass 
reata. It was limber and in his hands a 
sure weapon. He made a small swing with 
the medium loop and let go.

The rope snaked out. It was almost 
over Hay’s torso. Suddenly the boss 
threw up his hands. Even as Terry’s rope 
fell, Hay went out of the saddle and un
der water. The horse sank for a second, 
and reappeared, shooting down in the in
creased current.

Hay never came up. The water boiled 
and the cattle came drumming along, 
splashing into the stream, the riders yell
ing, confusion over all.

TE R R Y  turned the cayuse with little 
difficulty and swum him downstream. 

After a while they came to a place on the 
bank, and they scrambled out, soaked and 
shivering. He rode a mile or two farther 
down, scanning each bank, but there was 
no sight of Hay nor his horse.

Terry rode back. The herd had crossed 
and Blackie Daw was sitting in the sad
dle, waiting.

Sandy Gate, the little, old wry-neck 
trail-hand, was near-by.

Terry said. “Hay went down in the 
river.”

"Yep,” said Blackie.
“We oughta get him,” said Terry. 

“We just can’t ride off and leave Hay like
that.”

“No tellin’ where he’ll come up,” said 
Blackie. “Them steers got- to go to 
Grant.”

Terry started to speak of the oil-skin 
packet, then he noted the sharp eyes of 
Sandy Gates probing at him, and some
thing in Blackie’s waiting attitude warned 
him.

He said, “Hay was a good man. I don’t 
like this.”

“None of us likes it,” said Blackie. 
“Hay had the papers for the drive. The 
boys ’ll have to wait for their pay. We 
got to get the drive in, kid. If you wanta 
look for Hay, whyn’t you and Sandy try 
it. You can meet us in Grant.”

Terry said, “I wouldn’t like to leave 
him.”

“Take Sandy,” said Daw. “We’ll be 
in by night. We’ll look for you-all.” 

Sandy did not say anything. His eyes 
were small and black. He had Indian 
blood, they said, and Terry could believe 
it.

He did not like the eyes of Sandy 
Gates, prying into him.

The outfit was gone, harrying the cows 
toward town. He could go with them, 
consigning Hay Carruthers to the land 
and the water of his nativity—or he 
could go with Sandy Gates along the river 
bank.

He was very young, and this was new



LAST DRIVE OF THE LONGHORN MUTINEERS

to him— but he had dealt faro in Peg 
Bottome’s Blood Bucket since he was six
teen.

He said, “ All right. Let’s go, Sandy.”  
Blackie Daw raised a hand and rode 

away. He was a giant of a man, and he 
rode a big, strapping bay horse, a blooded 
animal with heavy legs, a stayer rather 
than a rumier.

CHAPTER T W O

Shot in the Back!

IT  was funny, Terry reflected, how 
Blackie had changed just in that hour, 

Hay had been the boss, and Blackie was 
just a big, tough hand with whiskers. But
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river where it bent once more. Terry took 
his eyes from the fast-moving stream. 
“ What do you mean, Sandy?”

“ I mean I want them papers,”  said 
Sandy. He did not draw his gun, but his 
hand clawed out, hovering over the hol
ster at his side. “ Hay give them to you. I 
want them, pronto!”

Terry said. “ What papers?”
He knew better than to try to draw. 

One of his hands was on the reins, the 
other too far from his gun. Sandy as 
good as had the drop on him— and he had 
seen the little badman kill a jack-rabbit 
with that six-shooter too many times.

“ In your saddle-bag,”  said Sandy. 
“ And no tricks, gambler. I know you and 
that bowie of yours.”

No pha«« of the W est, nor of cattle-work, called for so much courage or resourcefulness as did pushing a 
herd up the t ra i l . You ’ l l  read about a different k ind  of t ra il drive in  C liff F a r re l l ’s next novelette—of a 
stolen herd and a youngster who came back from  boothill to fight fo r i t !  N ext issue on sale Feb ruary 28th!

now that Hay was dead there was no 
doubt about Blackie’s leadership He 
would not have to seek it. It would be 
offered to him by every man in the trail- 
crew. Terry could feel the force of him, 
looking at his back, watching him ride 
away.

Sandy said, “ C’mon, kid. Get goin’. I 
want to join the boys in Grant. There’ll 
be hell to raise tomorrow night.”

He had a voice like a rasp. He was an 
old-timer, a whiskey-soaking swaggerer 
with a quick sixgun, and an intimate of 
Blackie Daw.

They rode down the river again, and 
Terry wondered why Blackie had sent his 
lieutenant upon such a non-profitable er
rand. His ideas about Blackie were un
dergoing a change.

There was no sign of Hay Carruthers. 
The two had ridden miles down the river 
and Sandy Gates was grumbling.

Terry said, “ You heard Blackie say to 
find him.”

“ Blackie didn’t say no such of a thing,”  
growled Gate, ragblack eyes were murky.

Terry said, ■ffpfejiieant for us to find 
him.”

“ Blackie dortjpgive  ̂a damn about Car
ruthers, and you know it,”  said Sandy.

They were in a clearing, feeing the

Terry said, “ You got me, Sandy. But 
those papers are no good to you. They’re 
just the ordinary drive lousiness. There’s 
no money in the packapf or anything else 
of value.”

“ Hand ’em over,”  said Sandy grimly.
Terry was careful with his hand. He 

undid the flap and reached into the bag. 
It was while he was fumbling for the oil
skin packet that he realized suddenly that 
in another moment he would be dead.

It was in the air. The fierce, black eyes, 
the mien of the little man on the horse, 
maybe the fact that Sandy had not drawn 
a weapon, were part of it. A  drawn six- 
gun was a bluff, but a holstered gun 
might come forth spitting lead. Terry 
knew about guns and gun-fighters. He 
had dealt cards to hundreds of them.

He said, “ I don’t see what you want 
with it, but here it is.”

Sandy said, “ Drop it on the ground, 
kid. No tricks!”

Terry opened his hand, letting the 
package fall. His own gaze, full upon the 
little man, detected no swerving of the 
black orbs prying at him. Sandy said, 
“ Now git goin’. And don’t ride to Grant. 
Remember that! ”

Terry said,. “ But I haven’t got any 
money, or anything.”
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"He had money in his belt. He had a 
Colt in his holster. His fingers were 
itching, but there was nothing he could
do.

HE  tried to sound frightened, arguing 
with the surly tough hand. “ You’ve 

got to give me a chance. I can’t back- 
trail and get through back home. I got no 
friends this far north of Chronopolis.”  

Sandy said, “ Turn and run, kid. Git 
goin’ !’ ’

The face was screwed up. A  long while 
ago Sandy had descended from a cayuse 
and landed upon his head, which had per
manently twisted his neck to one side. It 
gave him a remarkably fierce appearance 
now as he sat his horse and bade young 
Terry Glenn to run— Terry had an idea 
that he might shoot him in the back.

Terry clapped in his spurs and the ani
mal sprang into the air. It was running 
when it lit, and Terry was down on its 
neck, urging it on. There was a slippery 
place, and then the small opening in the 
trees. Terry made for it.

He heard the shot which whined over 
his head. That was within pistol range. 
His one hope wa|pio get out of sight be
fore Sandy could go for the rifle in its 
scabbard.

He would never know whether Sandy 
had meant to hit him, or only to scare 
him, but the aura of death had been 
around him there on the river bank.

Among the trees his horse was more 
cautious. He rode about a hundred yards. 
There was a large juniper, and there he 
stopped, flinging himself off the pony’s 
back. The rifle was in his hands.

The pony, reins dangling, would not go 
far. Terry braced himself against the 
bole of the tree, holding the rifle very 
steady.

He waited for some time. There was 
no sound. He whistled, and his pony came 
to him. He remounted and rode slowly 
towards the town of Grant.

There was no question of turning back. 
He had been shaken down by Sandy 
Gate. There would be no rest for him 
until he had found Sandy, met him on 
even terms and avenged himself. The 
Alabama blood of Terry Glenn had been 
well-seasoned with the six-gun Texas 
philosophy.

BL A C K IE  D A W  had set Sandy Gate 
upon him to get the oil-skin packet; 

that much was clear. The Eye-Bar-O 
cows would get to Grant, because no one 
could steal a branded herd that large. But 
there would be fifty thousand dollars to 
change hands, and Blackie would have 
the official papers. Blackie would say that 
Hay Carruthers had designated him to 
act for the Eye-Bar-O if anything hap
pened to Hay.

Peg Bottome owned part of that herd. 
Miz Holley had invested her few hard- 
earned dollars in it. The hot Alabama 
blood slowly burned in Terry Glenn’s 
veins.

A  mile along the road to Grant his 
anger abated and his brain began to work. 
He slowed down the pony in the midst of 
the wide trail left by the cattle. He turned - 
and went back to the river, then, lickety 
split over the short grass.

At the first bend he dropped rein. He 
dismounted and deliberately stripped off 
his clothing at the spot wherj Hay Car
ruthers had gone under water. The cur
rent was dying slowly to normal, now. 
He entered the stream naked, shivering 
as his skin met the cold of the water.

It was exhausting, diving beneath the 
surface, coming up to struggle against the 
current. He stuck at it until his lips 
turned blue. He drifted downstream al
ways diving.

He took one more deep breath, tried 
one last time. His clutching hands waved, 
touched damp cloth. He came up, his 
eyes blazing.

Down he went again, fumbling with the 
root which had entangled the cloth of 
Hay Carruthers clothing. When he came 
up again, he was towing the body.

It was the hardest task of all to haul 
the body up the slippery bank. Terry 
almost went for his horse and rope, but 
somehow he managed. The big trail boss 
lay on his back, stretched on the grass.

There was a startled look in the dead, 
staring eyes. It was growing dusk and 
Terry shook with cold. He bent and 
turned Carruthers upon his stomach, hat
ing the job, yet knowing worse was to 
come. A.

For a long moment he forgot the cold, 
forgot everything, staring at the hole in 
the blue shirt. There was a little blood



LAST DRIVE OF THE LONGHORN MUTINEERS 73

staining the cloth. He knew now why 
Hay had thrown up his hands and dis
appeared so quickly to his death in the 
river.

He went for his clothes. He had no 
idea what the Law would say. He knew 
only that Hay Carruthers had been shot 
in the back, that Blackie Daw wanted the 
drive papers, that he alone was aware of 
the facts. He knew better than to pack 
Hay’s body to Grant, where he was un
acquainted.

The hardest job of all was to dig a shal
low grave with the bowie knife which had 
been his father’s.

It was late in the evening, and the 
shadows of the cedars and the junipers 
were deep purple when he had finished. 
He muttered a brief prayer, covered 
Hay’s face with his own blanket and 
scratched and kicked the dirt back over 
the dead man.

He made a cairn of such stones as he 
could find. Then he mounted the cayuse 
and headed for Grant once more. There 
was trouble ahead, and young Terry 
Gleen was avid for it.

CHAPTER THREE

When a Lawman Dies

CHRONOPOLIS was no Sunday 
school settlement, but Grant, which 

had been only a wide place in the road 
until the cattle had made it a center, was 
a roaring hell-on-wheels. Along its one 
main street were fifty saloons and gam
bling houses and dance halls. Cowboys, 
buffalo hunters, Indians, Mexicans, and 
gamblers stalked the wooden boards of 
its sidewalks day and night. Grant never 
slept.

It was growing dusk of the second day 
after his discovery of the bullet-slain Hay 
Carruthers that Terry Glenn tethered his 
horse in the public corral and found food 
and cleanliness of a sort in the Bevoe 
House. It was full night when he walked 
out into the street of a million noises.

There was plenty of light from the 
lamps of the places, of amusement, from 
houses which threw fitful gleams upon 
the street. A  puncher rode in and punc
tuated the simmering excitement- widi 
sixguns aimed at the sky. Terry walked

slowly, looking right and left, searching 
for familiar figures.

His holster was tied down. He did not 
wear his gloves, and every so often he 
worked the fingers of his right hand with 
his left. Terry’s jaw was solid, and in 
his eye glimmered the light of battle.

Down the center of the street a man 
sauntered. Under one arm he carried 
a sawed-off shotgun. The other rested 
on his hip, so that he looked almost ef
feminate. His long, blond hair descended 
to his shoulders, and his mustache and 
trimmed beard were neatly combed.

Terry looked at him with interest, not
ing the star brightly polished upon the 
long, high-buttoned black coat.

The man said softly, “Looking for 
something, stranger ?”

“Yes,” said Terry. “For a man named 
Blackie Daw.”

“Ah!” said the man. “Blackie, eh?” 
I am Marshall Hagood, stranger. If you 
find Blackie, convey my best regards.”

Terry said, “You look like you were 
loaded for bear, Marshal.”

The man smiled, and Terry saw that 
he was as handsome as a picture, with 
white, even teeth and red lips.

“There are certain people in this town 
tonight who have—” the lawman broke 
o f f .

A window had gone up across the 
street, and the shotgun came up. Terry 
stepped back, unlimbering his own Colt. 
He saw a man dimly in the second-story 
window, detected the glint of metal. 
Without thinking, he fired a snap-shot.

The metal thing clattered. The man 
leaned slowly from the window-sill, then 
fell with great speed to the street.

Marshall Hagood stood stock-still, the 
shotgun steady. His voice was perfectly 
calm. “The light angle was bad from 
here. I reckon you saw him plain, 
stranger.”

Terry said, “I saw the gun. I. . . .”
The Marshal was already striding 

towards the building, in plain view, with 
no effort at concealment. Terry blew the 
smoke from his gun, then followed, try
ing to keep his own steps as firm and 
even as Hagood’s.

The man was dead. The marshal said, 
“You caught him in the head. It’s one 
of-those men came in with the Eye-Bar-
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O, I see. A bad lot. . . . Now, I wonder 
where Blackie Daw is.”

TERRY stared down at Grab Wilkins.
He was one of Blackie Daw’s riders, 

one of the men he had worked with those 
weeks coming up the trail. Now he stared 
back, unseeing, dead at Terry’s hand.

Marshall Hagood was saying, “I had 
a warning. There are a mob of high
binders in town tonight. There is some
thing big afoot, and they swore to kill 
me. I reckon this is the first attempt, 
but I never thought they would be so 
bold.”

His eyes were puzzled. A man came 
up, saw the body, went back into a saloon. 
Soon a deputy with a star upon his vest 
came running.

He said, “Blackie Daw ain’t around, 
Bill. Nobody’s seen him.”

“Send out the word,” said Hagood, 
“that I want him.”

Terry waited until the deputy had 
looked at the dead man and then had 
gone. He said, “Did Blackie sell the Eye- 
Bar-O herd yesterday?”

“Yes,” said Hagood. “What do you 
know about it? Who are you, stranger?” 

Terry said, “I’m Terry Glenn of 
Chronopolis. I rode up the trail with 
that- herd. My folks got money invested j 
in it.”

He told the marshal what had hap- : 
pened. —-

Hagood listened, his eyes never ceasing 
their patrol of the noisy street. Several 
men came and carried Grab Wilkins 
away. Nobody seemed particularly per
turbed. No man came near to the mar
shal, nor attempted to speak with him.

Hagood said, “Daw had the papers, 
all right. I happen to know about the 
deal. He got a fair price.”

Terry did not speak. He knew better 
than to make a direct accusation. Some
one had shot Hay Carruthers, but he 
could not prove it was Blackie. All five 
of the men who could logically have been 
suspected had been off to the left, riding 
the herd. Any one might have shot Hay.

Hagood said, “Just stick around, 
Glenn. Keep your gun cleared and your 
eyes open. There’ll be hell to pay in 
Grant tonight. I’m beginning to get 
some ideas.”

Pie nodded and moved back into the 
middle of the street. He was a very brave 
man, with his shotgun ready, courting 
death from every-dark alleyway. Terry 
reflected that he would not care to take 
first shot and miss Bill Hagood. He was 
an imposing sight, with bis long hair and 
his slow, graceful tread, moving along in 
the flickering light.

Terry pushed through the swinging 
doors of a gambling establishment and 
into the familiar atmosphere. A girl came 
close to him and spoke, but he shook his 
head without looking at her. He went to 
the bar and ordered whiskey. He felt the 
need of the drink. His hands were not 
steady, what with the long ride and the' 
sudden dealing of death.

The place was jammed. Terry leaned 
against the bar and searched it with his 
eyes. He saw none of the men he was 
looking for—Sandy Gate, Rowel Peters, 
Gandy Corum, Blackie. He saw dozens 
of tougher-seeming men, several black- 
frocked, pale-faced gamblers, but no one 
paid him any heed.

Yet there was a feeling in the air which 
went beyond the boisterous noise of the 
place. The tinny pjano seemed to be beat
ing out a warning. Bearded men strode 
by Terry and muttered to other tough
looking hangers-on.

A drunken cowpuncher staggered out 
between two shifty-eyed townsmen. 
Terry shook his head and paid for his 
drink.

A man sidled up and said, “You wanta 
see the elephant, stranger?” and Terry 
pushed his hand into the leering face, 
knocking the man backwards.

TN the street there was confusion, and 
-®- horsemen rode swiftly up and down. 
Terry saw Bill Hagood farther down, the 
shotgun still over his arm, his handsome 
face serene.

Then the horsemen were gone, and 
swift silence descended on the street. Peo
ple began to run for cover. Only Hagood 
remained, walking with the same slow, 
measured tread.

Terry’s hand itched. He kept to the 
shadow of the buildings as well as he 
could. The light shone on Hagood. 
Something was about to happen.

The lone rider seemed harmless
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enough. But a head popped out of a 
window and a long gun issued forth. 
Terry yelled, “ Look out, marshal!” as he 
made his draw.

It was a long carry for the .45, but he 
turned it loose. He tried one shot, two, 
but the rifle at the upstairs window was 
still leveled.

Terry started to run, awkwardly in his 
high-heeled boots. The horseman had 
picked up speed. Hagood was between 
the two fires. It was a trap.

As Terry ran on, Hagood sensed his 
danger and whirled to meet the horse
man. Terry fired again at the window. 
The rifle blazed and Hagood spun a little, 
going down on one knee. The horseman 
had an army carbine and was training it

Hagood, in the game battle of the man 
under his eyes, respect for the marshal 
had been born. Somehow he felt that the 
whole thing tied up with the death of 
Hay Carruthers. He wanted to know the 
killer of Hagood, knowing that Grab W il
kins had made one attempt upon the 
marshal’s life.

There was a hallway, and a door at the 
end. The attic was full of hardware im
plements, apparently it was used as a 
storeroom for the establishment below.

Terry heard a voice say, “ That’s the 
end of that crawlin’ son !’ ’

He thumbed back the hammer of the 
Colt and started past a pile of merchan
dise, going slowly. He could get to the 
door of the room and cover it. If there

Cowtowns, as William Cox aptly shows you in this novelette, are no place 
fo r  a weakling— but when a bunch o f tough-handed cowmen leave their 
own trail hamlet and swear they’ ll take a nearby nester community apart 
with smashing lead, there’s an epic battle in the offing! You’ ll go for  Ed 
Earl Repp’s great novel “ Sixgun Savior o f Doomed Range,”  in the March 

issue o f Ace High, Buy it today!

on the marshal, riding him down. Terry 
fired his last shot at-the man on the horse.

His fingers were steady as he reloaded, 
but he could scarcely take his eyes from 
Hagood. The man was superb, down on 
one knee, holding his shotgun. As the 
rider came nearer, the horse* shied. The 
shotgun banged, both barrels going off at 
once. The man and the horse went down 
backwards in the face of that thunderous 
roar.

Again the rifle spoke from the window. 
Terry went plunging across the street. 
He knew it was all up with Hagood. He 
got one glimpse of the indifferent, smiling 
features of the marshal as he turned slow
ly and fired the sixgun up at the window.

Then Terry was inside the building. 
It was a hardware store, and the stairs 
were in the back. There was a man be
hind the counter with a derringer; a pale, 
city man. Terry fired one shot at the 
man's belt buckle as the little gun threat
ened him. The roan folded up like an old 
rug.

Terry went up the stairs, careful that 
his heels should hot click to betray him. 
In the brief moment of his meeting with

were two men in there, he could down 
them both. He had to know . . . and he 
wanted fiercely to pay off for the peace 
officer.

He made two stealthy steps. He was 
aware at the last moment of movement, 
and tried to turn catlike to meet it. But 
the blow against his head was terrific, 
even through the felt of the Stetson.

He stumbled, and someone caught him 
and dragged him, but quietly, almost 
strangling him with a hand over his 
mouth and nose.

He tried to bite, and a fist bounced off 
his chin. Then he knew no more. . . .

CHAPTER FOUR
Death’s Rendezvous

W 'HEN  Terry Glenn awoke his mouth 
tasted like the inside of a sheepher- 

der’s glove and his head spun in a pin- 
wheel circle. He got to his feet, reaching 
instinctively for the life:preserver in the 
holster on his lean flank. To his amaze
ment, his fingers encountered the smooth
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butt of the gun. He had not been dis
armed.

He made a hasty inspection and found 
he was still in the storeroom of the hard
ware establishment. He was in a far 
corner, and he could see the door of the 
room from which Marshal Hagood had 
been shot. He staggered forward, going 
stubbornly toward that door.

At first the room seemed empty, then 
he was still in the storeroom of the hard- 
He struck a match saw the dead man’s 
sharp features starring at the ceiling. It 
was one of the punchers who had ridden 
with Hay Carruthers on the drive, a 
tough kind named Holly Jacobson. There 
was a hole in his head, made by a .45 
bullet, Terry thought.

There was no sound from the store 
below as Terry went quietly down, the 
Colt in his hand. Out in the street life 
went on, and the pianos of the houses up 
and down rattled their tunes. A quartette 
quavered out on O h , S usannah. The 
old nickel watch told Terry it was mid
night.

Yet someone must be thinking of Mar
shal Hagood, shot down keeping the 
peace in the middle of Grant’s main street. 
Somewhere forces must be gathering to 
wreak vengeance. Hagood had died as 
the result of a planned ambush. Surely 
the men who had hired him, the few re
spectable business people of the cowtown, 
must be planning revenge.

Terry stood on the sidewalk, reeling a 
little. His hat had prevented a fractured 
skull, but his jaw ached and his eyes 
were not as clear as he would have liked.

He decided he could think better on a 
horse. He went towards the public cor
ral, wondering why he had not been killed 
in the hardware storeroom, why his gun 
had not been taken, who had wanted 
Hagood killed, and how Grab Wilkins 
and the other Carruthers cowhands fitted 
into the picture.

Had there been a plot among them all 
to steal the fifty thousand dollars ? Where 
was Blackie Daw hiding? Where were 
wry-necked Sandy Gate, Rowel Peters, 
Gandy Corum ? Where was all the 
money ?

He got to_ the corral and gave the at
tended a silver dollar. As he selected 
his horse, the man, a Negro, came close

and whispered, “I was to give you this, 
mister.”

It was a folded bit of paper, scrawled 
in bad handwriting. Under the light of a 
lantern, Terry read it:

Saddle up, but don’t leave town. Meet
me in the Chisholm House at 1 :30.

It was unsigned, but addressed to 
Terry.

Terry saddled his horse and gave the 
Negro another dollar. The message could 
come only from someone who knew he 
was in Grant—which meant someone 
from the Carruther drive.

THE Chisholm House proved to be the 
gambling place in which Terry had 

stopped earlier in the evening. He saw 
now that it was the biggest of all the 
night-blooming houses. He went through 
the door, his step steady.

The first man he saw was Blackie Daw. 
The big trail-hand was leaning against 

the bar at the far end. Of Sandy Gate 
and the others there was no sign. Terry 
went slowly forward, his gun-hand itch
ing again.

He was dimly aware that the itching of 
that right hand was not a healthy sign. 
In his brief life, he had seen other men 
begin in that manner.

He had heard tales told of the James 
boys, the Daltons, of Billy Bonney and 
others, who had no yearning to be killers, 
but who had been coerced into the status 
of renegades by events beyond their con
trol. Young Terry Glenn had killed one 
man that night in defense of Marshal 
Hagood; and he had probably killed the 
waddie up on that second floor of the 
hardware store.

And now he was going towards Blackie 
Daw, and in his heart was the urge to 
kill again. He had no doubt about the 
outcome of a duel between himself and 
Daw. He had seen the big man shoot, 
knew he was fast and accurate. But 
Blackie had never seen Terry’s speed.

Even now, as he sidled down the bar, 
he was walking stealthily, looking for the 
edge. He wanted no one in his way. He 
wanted a clear way, a chance to back 
against the wall and hold off the mob 
while he made his escape. He would give
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Blackie a chance to fill his hand, then 
shoot for the belt buckle. After which he 
would get out before Gate and the others 
could come from the back room.

He thought that Blackie did not see 
him. He kept on the lee side of a tall 
puncher, edging along. He stepped out 
suddenly from behind a big cowhand and 
was alongside the black-whiskered Daw.

Blackie said, “Don’t make a break, kid. 
Don’t look around. Just talk naturally to 
me. I’m pretendin’ to be mad with you.” 

Blackie was scowling and his mouth 
made sneering grimaces, but the words 
were calm, and Blackie’s eyes were intent 
and very bright.

Terry caught his breath.
Blackie said, “That’s right. Now look 

scared, if you can. This is a tough, dan
gerous game, kid. There’s only you and 
me now that Hagood’s down. I couldn’t 
be sure about you until you made that 
play for the marshal. There's twenty or 
thirty gun men after this money, kid, and 
only us to stop ’em!”

Terry said, “I don’t understand what 
this is about.”

Blackie still seemed to berate him, but 
the words tumbled out of the whiskers 
in cadenced swing, even and incisive.

640ANDY GATE’S an outlaw, and a 
O  slick one. I rode the trail up here to 

get him. I pretended to be one of them— 
you musta heard the stories about me. I 
hate to say this, kid, and this is why I 
couldn’t take you in. But Hay Carruthers 
fell for a scheme of Sandy’s to steal the 
fifty thousand dollars, split it two ways 
and light out for South America.”

Terry said, “I don’t believe it.”
“You will,” said Daw patiently. “You 

got your gun, haven’t you? I’m the man 
who hit you in that store room.”

“Then you let Hagood get killed!” said 
Terry, tensely.

“There were seven men in that room,” 
said Blackie slowly.

“They were watching the door. The 
hardwareman was in with them. Out
side were a dozen more, and how you got 
through them, I don’t see. I reckon they 
thought you were a customer of the place 
when you walked in so bold. Hagood had 
been threatened—he’s a. brave man, but 
a stupid one in some ways. T warned him

not to make that play in tire street. They 
got him out there by threatenin’ him— 
knowin’ he would defy ’em. That Sandy's 
shrewd.”

Terry said, “But why should you be in 
all this? Why did you let Sandy go with 
me up the river? You knew he . . .”

Blackie said, “I’m a Texas Ranger, 
kid.” He reached negligently for a drink 
on the bar, and managed to let Terry see 
his palm. The star of the Rangers nestled 
there, blinking in the light of the chande
lier. “I had to go all the way with ’em. 
I figured you could take care of yourself; 
if you didn’t, I’d had to of let you go. I 
told you this is a desperate game. I got 
fifty thousand of the Eye-Bar-0 money 
to protect and a man to get—dead or 
alive!”

Terry sipped at his whiskey. “I don’t 
see how you’re going to protect the money 
and get the gang, if there’s so many of 
them.”

Blackie said, “I’m supposed to meet 
them in a room upstairs and split. They’ll 
be cornin’ in here soon, one and two at a 
time. Gate, Rowel Peters and Corum are 
the leaders, but they were all in on it. 
Carruthers was an honest man, but when 
he got on the drive with that crew, it was 
too much for him. Every one of them was 
ready to take to the hills. Sandy had no 
idea of splitting two ways with Hay. He 
was conning him around.”

Terry said, “It’s hard to believe that 
Hay___ ”

“You’ll find a lot like him out here,” 
said Blackie. There was a sad note in 
the big man’s voice. “Men who mean to 
go straight. Men who are brave and kind 
and good . . . but unable to stand off the 
temptation of easy money, easy women, 
the excitement. The Law’s got to come 
to this country. . . . ”

He shook himself. He said, “Go in the 
back. Wait a half hour, then drift in here. 
Maybe you can make those stairs. If you 
can, come up fast. I only want you to 
cover the stairs. They’ll be coming up 
after me plenty fast when I unlimber my 
guns.” -

Terry saw the weighted shoulder hol
ster under the loose coat. And two more 
guns hung from the heavy cartridge belt. 
Blackie smiled and said, “I have a der
ringer up my sleeve, too, and one in my
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vest pocket. There’ll be no time to re
load up there.”

“You’ll get killed!”
“Most prob’ly,” grinned Blackie. “Now 

I’m gonna order you out of here, and I 
want you to go.”

He raised his voice, saying, “You got 
your pay, Glenn, so don’t hang around 
me! I got no time for you!”

At least three men within hearing 
glanced at one another and nodded. Terry 
shrugged and turned away.

HE went out the front door without 
looking back. Down the street, he 

turned in between two buildings. He 
came back along the cluttered rear of 
buildings until he was behind the Chis
holm House.

He reconoitered, glancing at his watch. 
Upstairs there was a light in a single- 
windowed room. Blackie had said that 
he was to cover the stairs only . . . but 
of course there was no real reason why 
he should cover anything. There was 
almost certain death inside the Chisholm 
House that night, and Terry Glenn need 
take no part in it.

There had been killings enough. Hay 
Carruthers in the river; Grab Wilkins, 
Marshal Hagood, the cowhand in the 
hardware storeroom—and now Blackie 
Daw proved to be a Ranger. All hell 
would break loose any moment.

His trigger finger itched again. There 
it was; the killer instinct. . . .

He tried briefly to tell himself it was 
the stake in the money which Blackie was 
protecting—that he could not go home 
without Miz Holley’s share, without Peg 
Bottome’s share. But the stake was too 
small and Peg too wealthy, and he knew 
Miz Holley would say.

He went hastily to the corral and the 
horse neighed in friendly fashion as he 
mounted and rode out on to the street.

C H A P T E R  F IV E

Killer’s End

THE half hour had passed. Young 
Terry rode around to the back of the 

Chisholm House, his grass rope in his 
hand. He had toiled many hours, learn
ing to handle that reata. Blackie Daw had '

said to hold the stairs, but there was a 
projecting joist thrusting out from under 
the eaves of the building, and the rope 
made a hiss as Terry uncoiled it in the 
moonlight.

The horse stood quite still. Terry 
dropped the reins and made sure of the 
rope’s grip upon the joist. The rope grew 
taut in his hands.

He stood, balancing precariously upon 
the saddle. He placed one boot against 
the clapboards to steady himself. Then 
he went hand over hand, dangling, climb
ing the rope.

The window was wide to the night air.
From inside, Blackie Daw’s voice said, 

“You heard me, Sandy. You’re under 
arrest.”

Gate’s rasp was unmistakable. “Make 
your play, Blackie. Looks like you’re in 
the middle.”

Blackie said, “I’m taking you back, 
Sandy. That man in Plouston never had 
a chance. It’s a murder charge.”

“I’m taking that fifty thousand,” said 
Gate. “You’d better turn it loose now.”

Blackie said sharply, “I’ll turn loose. 
Hands up!”

Gate yelled, “Get him, Rowell!”
A gun crashed. Terry kicked himself 

away from the building, so that he swung 
wide. The rope brought him back in a 
pendulum swing. He entered feet first, 
sliding over the window sill. His gun was 
free as he landed.

Blackie Daw was against the wall. One 
of the hands was down, and one of 
Blackie’s guns smoked in his hand. Rowel 
Peters was drawing a bead upon Blackie.

Gate was nearest the door. As Terry 
made his spectacular entrance, Gate was 
going down on one knee, his twisted face 
mad with rage.

Terry said very calmly, “I’ve got 
Peters 1” And he let the hammer fall 
on the Colt.

Peters dropped his gun and sprawled. 
Gandy Corum was already spinning like 
a top as Blackie fired once more. Terry 
turned his gun against Sandy Gate.

But Sandy wasn’t there. The little man 
had taken one shot at Blackie, and was 
gone through the door.

Blackie steadied himself with a hand 
against the wall. Terry said, “You’re 
hit!”
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“In the flesh,” said Blackie. “I turned 
sideways.”

There was a torn place in the big man’s 
shirt on the left side, and blood welled 
through. Terry said, “Can you walk all 
right? I got a horse down below. There’s 
a rope.”

“Sandy’s gone for help. There’ll be a 
dozen tough ones, or more. Hagood was 
the Law,” said Blackie. “Nothin’ will 
stop this town now. It’s full of badmen.” 

Terry said, “Can you slide down?” 
Blackie moved experimentally. He said, 

“You’d better go first. Mebbe I couldn’t 
make it. You’d be alone up here.”

There was footsteps outside, ascending 
the stairs. Terry stepped into the open 
door. He said, “Hell, we an take them, 
from here until you get over the shock.” 

Blackie moved away from the wall. He 
was pale, but his hands were steady. He
said, “I can’t run. I got to get Sandy__ ”

Two big men came up the stairs with 
drawn guns. Terry said to them, “Back 
down!”

One of them fired and lead pounded 
into the lintel of the doorway. Terry’s 
Colt spoke, then again. The two men 
toppled backwards noisily, down the 
flight of stairs.

Blackie said, “That’s neat shootin’.” 
He walked slowly, the blood running 

down his blue jean pants, soaking the 
wide leather belt. He said, “Let’s not 
run. Let’s go on down and get them.” 

Terry said quietly, “Yes. Let’s go to 
them!”

THE itch in his hands was stronger, 
now, driving him. The two moved 

without haste, going down the stairs.

Gate looked up at them as they hit the 
landing. He shrieked, “There they are!” 

His long-barrelled revolver turned on 
them. Terry fired off-hand, and Gate 
went own. The boots of the desperadoes 
about him trampled his small body.

Blackie said, “Hold it “We're taking 
Sandy out of here!”

A man stepped away from the crowd 
and raisded his hands. He said, “My 
Gawd, they’ll down the lot of us!”

There was one shot from someone in 
the rear of the crowd, but it went wild. 
Blackie picked out a man .with gun half- 
raised and fired carefully. The gun 
dropped and the man moaned with the 
pain of a bullet-shattered wrist.

“Get ’em up! Against the wall, every
body!”

They obeyed. The calm, strong voice 
of the big man had them cowed. The 
pale, serene face of the youngster who 
held his gun so steadily sent them, their 
backs to the wall, their hands placed 
against the rough boards.

Blackie and Terry came on, still mov
ing slowly. Sandy Gate was a limp bun
dle of old clothes, lying alone on the floor. 
Terry shouldered him, noting that he 
breathed.

They backed out toward Daw’s horse, 
tethered at the end of the hitch rail. Gate 
sprawled over the pommel, inert. Terry 
searched him rapidly for hidden weapons.

Blackie said, “Ride for the trail. The 
TU outfit is coming in. There’ll be food 
and shelter with them until I can ride,” 

“I’ll follow you,” said Terry.
He went around behind the building, 

and found his pony munching sparse
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grass. He mounted and came back. Black- 
ie was going down the main street.

AS Terry overhauled the big man, it 
happened. He could see it all plainly. 

Sandy Gate had been more stunned than 
hurt. He came to, and immediately he 
acted, writhing like a snake and twisting. 
He plucked the gun from Blackic’s hol
ster before the Ranger knew that he ren
egade was conscious.

It was the act of a second. Terry was 
moving rapidly on the pony, on the left. 
His hand flashed back, and the bowie 
knife came like a faithful friend to his 
expert fingers free of its lanyard.

Gate’s throat gurgled as Blackie’s gun 
fell to earth. The little man flopped once 
and rolled from Blackie’s grasp. Terry 
dismounted.

He stood there, hearing the shouts of 
men behind, reckoning on the pursuit. 
Blackie Daw looked down on him and

clear away the cobwebs. He said, “I—I 
don’t like it, Blackie. Killing ain’t—” 

“Get up on that horse,” said Blackie. 
“We got to get out of here. Sandy 
Gate’s dead, and I’ve got the money in 

my belt. We’ll ride for the Fort.”
“I got to go home,” said young .Terry. 
“At the Fort,” said Blackie solemnly, 

‘they’ll give you a star. . . . They’ll give 
you a star,” he repeated, “and then the 
Law will be on your side. You’d better 
join up with the Rangers, Terry.” 

Terry threw a leg over the cayuse. 
He said, “Blackie, you're plumb right. I 
been a gambler, a cowpuncher an’ almost 
a killer. I better join the Rangers—be
fore I find the Rangers chasin’ me.” 

Blackie’s white teeth showed in a grin 
as he put out his strong-fingered hand. 
“C’mon,” he said. “We’re headin’ for the 
Fort. If I can’t bring Gate in as a pris
oner, I can sure do the next best thing. 
I can bring a damn’ good fightin’ partner 
back with me i” .

And he did!
said slowly, “You’re a killin’ fool, Terry.” 

Terry shook his head, as though to
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“ There was a mess of tanglin’ there for a minute 
as they grabbed their horses. . .

By Tom W. Blackburn

Tame Your Own Wolves!
Folks said there was only one 
w ay grizzled Sheriff Reed could 
hold onto the law job he needed. 
That was to get the flinty-eyed, 
surly young renegade to tell 
where his partners had ridden 
with the bank loot—if he had to 
singe the kid's feet to do it. But 
Emil Reed, wise in the ways of 
w o l v e s — both four- and two- 
legged—had a better idea. . . .

THEY had the kid in the jail office 
when grizzled Sheriff Reed rode in. 
He was a flinty-faced kid with emp

ty, tied-down holsters at his skinny thighs 
and a certain stubborn steel in the glare 
he turned on the crowd.

Hard John Hosking, the banker, had a 
bear grip on the twisted front of the kid’s 
shirt. Two other men had his arms cinched
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up mercilessly behind him. He was chalk- 
white, that kid; hurt and scared as hell. 
But he didn’t flinch, even when Hard 
John banged him on the ear.

“ Talk up, damn you !” Hard John 
shouted. “ Talk u p ! Where’s them pards 
of yours?”

Sheriff Emil Reed paused in the door
way, a silvery-haired man with an easy 
carriage and square, blunt features. There 
was no trace of fatigue on him to show 
that he had ridden the fur off Satan’s back 
all afternon since he’s gotten word, deep 
in the country, that a gang of renegades 
had looted Hosking’s bank here in Ole- 
quah in broad daylight.

“ Easy, John,”  Emil cautioned, riveting 
his glance on the banker’s grip.

Reluctantly, Hosking loosed his hold 
under the lawman’s steady stare, and 
stepped back.

“ Damn it, Reed,” he protested. “ Why 
can’t you be on hand when you’re needed ? 
If you’d been here . . . ”

Emil tossed his hat on the desk. “ Ole- 
quahs just one town, John,”  he reminded 
the banker gently. “ And Creek County 
is a big stretch of country. A  sheriff has 
to move around a little, sometimes. This 
kid now, is he a part of the gang ?”

Emil was aware of the pause before 
the banker answered. And he saw that 
everyone else seemed to be waiting Hard 
John's say before they made their own. 
Suddenly the banker’s jaw clamped and 
he jerked his head toward the prisoner. 
It was then that Emil saw the reason for 
Hard John’s temper and testy impatience.

There was a blue welt showing through 
the banker’s short hair— the ugly mark of 
a well-laid gun-barrel. Emil listened to 
Hosking’s words a bit more sympathet
ically now.

“ You ’re damn right,”  the banker ex
ploded. “ What do you want, Reed— a 
signed confession? There was a sight of 
horses on the street at noontime today 
because of the mail-train. Four men come 
into the bank. They shot Bob Clay dead 
in his cage and got me alongside the head 
when I popped out of my office. They 
cleaned the vault out and was onto the 
street when Watkins tumbled to ’em and 
opened up on ’em from his store. He was 
the first to spot this young devil!”

Emil looked at old man Watkins, and

the storeman nodded. “ I cut down on ’em 
as they made their horses, bunched by the 
bank. Reckon I missed man-meat, but I 
must have skinned a horse. They was a 
mess of tanglin’ there for a minute, and 
some dust. Then the four which come 
from the bank hit leather and fogged it—  
splittin’ four ways at the edge of town. 
I run over and found this kid under the 
one horse that was left. Looked like he’d 
been trampled a mite whiles the others 
was mountin’ . I got his guns afore he 
got his breath. . . . ”

Hard John said : “ Only one way to look 
at it, Emil. This kid was posted lookout 
and told to mind the horses. The others 
left him, but he’ll know where they’re 
headed, sure. W e ’re tryin’ to make him 
talk, and by God, we w ill! I ’ve seen a 
stubborn man learn how to talk before 
n ow !”

Sheriff Emil sat back on the edge of his 
desk, calculation running freely through 
him. Old Bob Clay was dead; the bank 
was likely ruined. Hosking was sore
headed and vengeful. There was a snarl 
to Watkin’s voice which must closely mir
ror the sentiment of all Olequah. He 
knew what they expected him to do about 
it all.

Yet a sheriff was supposed to be bound 
by the letter of the law. Bound by oath 
to be a human being without heart or 
sympathy or vengeance —  a machine 
geared to duty, sworn to mete out justice 
in equal portions to accused and accuser 
alike.

He turned to the boy. “ You heard 
what these men said, kid. What’s your 
side?”

The boy’s face was wooden, his glance 
a gray wall. “ Nothin’,’ he said distinctly. 
“ I got nothin’ to say at all.”

“ You see!”  Hard John roared. “ He 
won’t talk—won’t admit anything! W e 
go to make him open up, Em il!”

“ H ow ?”
“ H ow ? why . . . why . . ”  The bank

er’s glance flickered toward the rest for 
support. “ Beat him, maybe— anything— I 
don’t give a dam n! But we got to make 
him !”

Emil shook his head gravely. “ It ain’t 
in the statutes.”  He took the boy’s arm, 
“ Come on, kid.”

He led him toward the cell-block.
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EMIL didn’t try to follow the dim trail 
left by the outlaws. Even the town 

admitted that was useless. So he sat and 
listened.

It took to sundown to hear out every
body who had something to say about the 
robbery and about the silent prisoner. But 
finally the last of them was done, and 
Emil was alone in his office to do the 
thinking for which he felt a need.

He was troubled in many ways. First, 
there was himself, and he had no illusions. 
He had been a good sheriff because there 
had been peace in his county. But law
lessness had struck, and the test was 
now his. Long ago he had proved himself 
a good neighbor and a wise rancher.

He.hadn’t failed as a friend to the men 
who now looked to him in their loss. But 
should he be unable to prove his worth 
as a lawman, Olequah would—quite ac
cording to human nature—swiftly forget 
all that had gone before. The town would 
dispense with him in its own way.

And this kid—his only tool with which 
to accomplish the things the county would 
expect—was a flinty, savage youngster, 
almost inhuman in his bleakness. Like 
a wolf. And the evidence . . . Hell! What 
evidence the town had handed him about 
that kid was not enough—not near 
enough.

The boy had only to maintain his inno
cence and his silence and go free in a 
short course of time. An unwelcome 
enough conclusion, but obvious from the 
facts at hand. There was but one hope, 
that the boy, if he was guilty, would talk 
in the end, and talk freely.

After a while Emil went back to the 
cell block where the kid was pacing rest
lessly. But when he saw Emil’s shadow 
he stopped and dropped down on the cot, 
his face expressionless. Watching him, 
Emil grew slowly aware of a haunting 
feeling of recognition.

At first he couldn’t tag it in his mind, 
then it came. A slow smile crossed Emil’s 
face. He reached for a bag of tobacco and 
a packet of papers from his short pocket, 
flipped them through the bars at the kid, 
and went back to his office.

W olf and wolf-p'up-rthat was it!
Emil put his hat on and went down the 

street to the Chinaman’s, Maybe, this 
wouldn’t be so hard, after all. He s o tte d

on a counter stool and watched the China
man work up a tray with a thick steak, 
spuds, hot bread, pie and strong, black 
coffee. . . .

It was something like it had been out 
at the ranch last spring when that lone 
wolf had come down to haunt the calving- 
pasturc. A smooth, restless killer with 
unblinking eyes, like this kid. A wolf too 
cunning to be trapped, too sly to be shot, 
and always getting what it wanted.

Yet, when Emil had gotten the hang 
of it, it hadn’t been hard to get the big 
beast. It just took time. He took to leav
ing a big chunk of raw meat in the open, 
near the house. Meat the wolf didn’t have 
to kill. That curly, howling killer had 
come to the bait, avoiding it only the two 
times Emil had punched strychnine cap
sules into it. Almost human, that wolf 
had been. Avoiding the calves when it 
could get a free meal without the dangers 
of a lawless kill. And in the end, it came 
to expect that meat.

It was then that Emil began changing 
the times when he put it out. And gradu
ally he worked the time around until the 
beast came one morning when there was 
good shooting-light. Emil knew, then, that 
he could have made a sort of savage friend 
out of that wolf. But in a wolf there is 
no good, and Emil dropped it with a 
30-30 slug.

This kid, now. . . . Emil rang a piece 
of silver on the Chinaman’s counter and 
picked up the bountiful tray.

He was whistling when he opened the 
cell block and slid the supper onto the 
stool beside his prisoner’s cot. The mak
ings still lay on the floor where Emil had 
tossed them through the bars. He picked 
them up, whisked t£e cloth from the tray, 
and laid the makings beside the food. 
Only when the kid saw what lay under 
that cloth did the stoniness frozen into his 
face thaw a little.

“For me?” he gulped suspiciously. “All 
that—for me?”

“Why not?” asked Emil easily. “I eat 
that much for supper every night. What’s 
good enough for me is all right for you, 
ain’t it?”

The kid didn’t answer. He kept star
ing at the tray until Emil said , “Good 
night, son,” and went out, locking the 
door behind him.
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EM IL  was awake once or twice during 
the night. Each time he could hear 

the smooth, restless pacing of the kid. But 
in the morning the boy gave no sign of 
passing a sleepless night. He gave no 
greeting, nor any indication of willing
ness to talk about anything— the weather, 
the supper, himself or the robbery.

Emil brought him a breakfast big 
enough for two men. . . .  It had taken 
him weeks to win his wolf. . . .

Midmorning brought Hosking and 
Watkins to the jail office. Hard John was 
red-eyed and growling. “ How about it?” 
he demanded, jerking his head toward 
the cell block.

Emil shrugged. “ Seems he slept first 
rate. But be ain’t talked none, yet.”

Old man Watkins grunted savagely. 
“ Emil, Bob Clay’s wife’s a widow, and 
her with two kids half grown. If the 
money out of John’s vault ain’t back in 
sixty days, half of us in the valley will be 
bankrupt with the bank goin’ under. What 
the hell do we care how that kid slept? 
W e come down to work on him !”

Emil stared for a moment at a place on 
Watkin’s shirt where his wife had sewed 
a button out of line, so that the cloth 
bowed out and wrinkled. Directly he 
pushed his chair back and came to his feet.

“ I got as much money in John’s bank 
as any of the rest of you,”  he said quietly. 
“ I ’ve gone fishing with Bob Clay every 
spring for ten years, and I reckon him and 
me was as good friends as most. But I ’m 
sheriff here. It’s my job to turn up them 
bank robbers and murderers. But we 
won’t turn ’em up by beatin’ the tar out 
of a boy you fellers can’t even be sure 
was with ’em !”

“ He don’t deny it, does he?”  Hard 
John snapped.

“ H e don’t admit it, either,”  Emil 
pointed out stolidly. “ Can either of you—■ 
will either of you boys swear you know 
the kid was a part of that crew ? Or will 
you dig me up some gent that can?

The two townsmen looked at one an
other. It was a dead-center shot. Both of 
them were inherently honest— a pair of 
men just by nature, warped now only be
cause of the ruin which threatened them. 
For a long moment both were silent. 
Then one and the other shook his head. 

“ Not for sure,”  Watkins admitted

grudgingly. "Leastways, not so’s you 
could prove it. But I ’m as certain as hell 
he was holdin’ horses for ’em, and you 
know I never been a man to make mis
takes thataway!”

Emil nodded. “ I know,”  he said, and 
his voice held a jeering note. “ But you’re 
makin’ one this time. Chargin’ a kid on 
an assumption! Don’t either one of you 
damn’ fools realize that right this min
ute I got no legal right to hold that kid? 
Can’t do it more than a few days, anyhow 
— maybe on suspicion. If nothin’ turns 
up between now and then, I ’m lettin’ him 
go. And meanwhile, we’re leavin’ him 
be! H e’s a human being, just like you 
and me.”

Hard John Hosking bit a tag of loose 
leaf from his cigar, spat it out the door. 
“ Emil,”  he said with studied slowness, 
“ you named it. W e voted you in, and we 
got to stick with what you give us. But 
a man goes to pieces in this country 
mighty fast without friends. I got no 
call to read you your duty, nor to name 
your conscience. But by hell, mister, 
you’ll handle this kid right, or afore we’re 
done with you you’ll hate yourself!”

EM IL nodded. He understood this 
warning as well as he understood his 

own position. The banker and Watkins 
filed out the door, tight-lipped and angry. 
The sheriff watched them go.

They were friends, both of them— the 
accumulation of the best a man meets in 
a lifetime. Hosking had been right, too, 
about a man without friends. It made 
Emil think deeply of the wisdom of fancy
ing a kinship between a boy and a dead 
wolf— of backing a hunch these men could 
not understand.

But ten minutes after they left, the kid 
called to him from the cell block.

Emil went back, and he felt better. A  
sympathy came to him, an understanding 
of the hunger for many things this young
ster must have known up some dim back- 
trail. The kid was forward against the 
bars, his face still wooden, but there was 
a deepening of color in his opaque eyes.

“ Hand a broom in to me, sheriff,” he 
said thinly. "The place needs a muckin’ 
out.”

Emil got the broom and went back into 
the office to hide his satisfaction. But it
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tuckered out after a while. Through the 
rest of the day matters did not change. 
There were no more requests from the 
kid, no more talk. Emil brought supper 
again from the Chinaman’s. But nothing 
came of it. tie went out a little later onto 
the street for his own supper and found 
a queer awkwardness surrounding him in 
the town.

Little by little the thing came to him— 
little groups talking of Bob Clay and his 
family; lowered glances and frozen, puz
zled stares that turned toward the sheriff 
of Creek County. And a silent, yet clearly 
audible murmur of protest against a friend 
who protected a guilty man . . .  a mur
mur against the kid, himself.

It was, Emil reasoned out as he moved 
down the street, a natural progression of 
.events. Olequah was grown too solidly 
to raise a mob of the old brand which 
used to make its own law in the days of 
the Territory. But the old inclination 
was still there.

He had refused to follow a course his 
fellow townsmen felt was right. He had 
remembered how long it had been since 
violence had struck among them, and he 
had clung to the tenet, a portion of his own 
oath of office, which held a man should be 
presumed innocent of aqy charge until 
proved guilty.

That Olequah, on the other hand, 
should see only Bob Clay’s widow and 
their ruined bank and a prisoner, then 
bind the three inseparably together was 
—like the stony temper of the kid—a thing 
beyond Emil’s control. He cut his supper 
short and went back to the jail.

He found the kid against the cell-door 
bars, gripping them hard. “What’s stirrin’ 
the town, Tinbadge?” the kid demanded. 
“It got a bellyache?”

There was no visible concern in the 
words, just a fiat, bitter tonelessness. And 
even in here, Emil could sense the tension 
and condemnation he had felt on the 
street. He knew the kid could feel it too.

“Something like that,” he agreed ami
ably. And opening the _ boy’s cell, he 
stepped inside.

He sat down steely on the foot of the 
cot and waited until the boy looked at him. 
“Folks are some stirred up, -maybe as 
much at mg as._at 
gutted; the lyalley will go

we find the money. A fine woman, mother 
of two boys like yourself, lias been made 
a widow. . . .  It won’t be easy for a woman 
with two kids to make a go in this coun
try.”

“Tough?” the boy mocked harshly. 
“Me. I never even had a maw!”

“Yeah, tough,” Emil mused quietly. 
“Tough on a lot of us. My friends don’t 
like the way I’m handling this.”

The kid snorted. “You ain’t handlin’ 
it like a regular sheriff. A regular sheriff 
would have been hellin’ it all over the hills, 
lookin’ for shadows!”

“Or workin’ you over with a sack full 
of shot, or maybe a hot iron,” murmured 
Emil. “Well, each man to his own taste. 
But I’d sure like to lay my sights over the 
devils that made Mary Clay a widow!” 
He rose, and watching the kid from the 
cover of his brushy brows, he saw the 
thin lips twitch and pull together again.

Slowly, so as not to break the mood, 
Emil crossed to him, laid a hand on his 
shoulder. “Son, you could do a heap of 
good for this county by makin’ a little talk. 
Don’t you figger it might be a back- 
straightenin’ thing to do if you was to tell 
a man where he might run onto some bold 
jiggers that’d be likely better off dead?” 

He felt the tremble of the boy’s shoulder 
under his hand and he held his breath.

The kid finally said: “Sheriff, if I was 
workin’ for you. takin’ your bounty, eatin’ 
your grub—and there was no other grub 
to keep me from starvin’—wouldn’t you 
figger me a skunk if I crossed a deal on 
you, turned traitor, connived with a gent 
that was gunnin’ for you ?”

EMIL thought a long time. He could 
see this was an important question to 

the kid. And he could frame only one hon
est and logical answer. “I reckon,” he 
nodded, “I wouldn’t hold much for a man 
on my string who’d double-cross me or 
knife me in the back that way. Does that 
answer your question?”

“Yeah.” said the kid, and his shoulder 
was stiff again. “It does. Now I’ll answer 
yours. I couldn’t tell you where them 
robbers might be. Honest, I couldn’t!” * 

Emil went back into his office and sat 
down, disappointment keen inside of him. 

a pfinute, he had been close. And now 
of a hundred ways to an
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swer that question of the kid’s—ways 
which would have drawn a different con
clusion, would have brought different re
sults. Now he’d forever closed the kid’s 
mouth . . . .

He sat and smoked until the excitement 
of the town had reached its pitch and 
died away again. And he was glad once 
more that this wasn’t five or ten years ago, 
recalling that aroused men can be ugly.

After a while he stretched out on his 
cot, but sleep wouldn’t come. He rolled 
and tossed, his brain afire with restlessness 
and vague thoughts that eluded him.

With the first gray streaks of dawn, 
he came up, watery-eyed with fatigue. 
There was an idea in his head. An idea 
so fragile he dared not think about it too 
much. He pulled on his boots and went 
down to the silent livery barn. He found 
the kid’s pony, saddled it, and brought it 
to the rear of the jail.

Inside again, he opened the kid’s cell, 
roused him, and handed him his twin guns 
and a gold coin.

“Your pony’s out back,” he said. “I got 
only one word of advice. I’d quit hellin’ 
around. Find me a steady job and work at 
it. That way you’ll keep out of trouble!”

The kid looked at his guns and at the 
coin in his palm. His skinny fists clenched. 
“Thanks for the purty advice, Sheriff. 
You know where-at I could get said job? 
In ol’ man Watkins’ store, maybe?” He 
went bitter. “Or the bank? Or off of any 
jigger around here who knows I been in 
your lousy jail?”

Emil pulled out a pencil stub and a 
battered tally book, began to write. What 
he set down he tore out and handed to the 
kid. “The Coffee Pot spread is six miles 
or so west,” he said. “Give that note to 
my foreman and tell him I’ll see him in a 
few days. He’s to start you at thirty a 
month. You’ll get more when you earn 
it.”

The boy stared at the paper. He stared 
at Emil. Then he stared at the blank wall 
of the jailhouse. Finally he said: “So now 
I’m workin’ for you?”

“Yep,” said Emil. “I just hired me a 
hand that won’t double-cross me or slip 
a knife in my ribs when my back’s turned. 
You boys are hard to find. Now, get— 
before some son wakes up and takes a pot 
at you while you’re ridin’ past!”

The kid nodded and ducked. A moment 
later even the sound of his pony’s hoofs 
was stilled.

“I’ll betcha he’s laughin’,” gloomed 
Emil. “Laughin’ up his sleeve at me!”

ALL through the long morning hours, 
Emil brooded. He kept repeating to 

himself that the kid would take that note 
straight to Bill Evers, his foreman. But 
somehow repetition didn’t help Emil to be
lieve that hope fully. He remembered how 
uncertain he’d been about the wolf. Would 
it come for fits meat today? And how 
many times the wolf had crossed him up. 
This kid was foxier than any wolf that 
ever ran.

Mounting doubt and a strong curiosity 
disturbed Emil as the hours marched on. 
Just before noon Hard John Hosking 
came into the office. He saw the empty 
cell, nodded his head grimly.

“You’re the first damn’ fool I ever 
called a friend,” ground out the banker. 
“You turned him loose, and you lost us 
our only chance!”

“I give him a note to Bill Evers,” Emil 
protested, and realized how foolish this all 
must sound. “I’m puttin’ the kid to work 
on the Coffee Pot.”

Hard John took the cigar from his 
mouth, laughed in Emil’s face, and walked 
out

The day moved on. Shadows length
ened, and since he had no prisoner to 
watch and provide for, Emil presently got 
his horse from the livery and started for 
home. Gnawing curiosity made him ride 
more swiftly than usual.

He felt relieved when two horsemen 
hailed him at a creek crossing. But his 
relief was short-lived as Old Watkins and 
Hard John Hosking rode up to flank him.

“Where you bound, Reed?” Hard John 
asked.

Emil answered him tonelessly. “Fig- 
gered I’d sleep tonight at the ranch.”

The banker nodded, grimly. “We got a 
errand taking us thataway. We’ll ride 
along.”

The three bore up the ridge. A little 
later they came to the lane which swung 
off to Emil’s place. He pulled up there, 
and because he had been born and bred to 
this country, he stuck to its courtesy.

“You boys eaten?”
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Both shook their heads, and when Emil 
rode up the lane, they followed,

THE hands were at supper, and the kid 
was not there. Emil tried to tell him

self he was not disappointed, that he hadn’t 
expected it to be different. He nodded to 
Bill Evers, called on the cook to set out 
three more places, and sat down at the far 
end of the table.

There was a little talk for a while about 
what went on in town and what went on 
at the ranch and how affairs were in the 
hills. Emil took his part and hoped against 
hope that Bill Evers would mention the 
kid.

It was the banker who spoke of him 
first. “By the way, Bill,” he asked the 
foreman innocently, “your new hand go
ing to work out all right?”

Evers turned a blank face toward the 
banker. “What new hand?”

A brittle gleam came into Hard John’s 
eyes. “That kid Emil sent out today.

Evers shook his head, “You’re joshin’ 
me,” he protested.

He looked at Emil. “What is this,
boss?”

“Forget it,” snapped Emil, and looked 
at his plate.

The meal passed swiftly and in heavy 
silence. Led by Bill Evers, the hands quit 
the kitchen, leaving only the two towns
men and the sheriff at the board. Silence, 
rolling down from the hills, seemed to 
cram the room, making it unbearable.

Then the scrape of Hard John’s chair 
sounded like a thunderclap. “It’d be easi
est for you to resign, Emil,” the banker 
said heavily. “I’ll keep an eye out for a 
buyer for the Coffee Pot. . . . ”

Emil came also to his feet. He heard 
the banker’s words, gathered their full 
import. But he heard something else which 
drove Hard John’s talk from his mind. 
That sound kept growing until it became 
the shuffle of weary ponies moving up to 
the house.

Hosking and Watkins caught the sound, 
too, their faces turned up in curiosity. 
Then it stopped.

Emil moved over, impatiently now, and 
jerked open the door. Outside a good 
moon silhouetted a rider sitting loose and 
grim on a blown and weary horse. Arid

back of him were four other animals, each 
carrying a grisly burden.

Across the saddles of each, lashed tight, 
lay a dead man. The weaving, sagging 
figure on the first horse tried to straighten.

“Boss,” he croaked, “I got ’em! Like 
I said, I didn’t know where they were, 
first-off—but I nosed ’em out. In the 
saddle-bags you’ll find . . . ” He sighed 
and pitched off into Emil’s arms. . . .

Later, Old Man Watkins paced the 
porch and smoked; Hard John sat in a 
corner and counted the bank loot over 
and over while the medico from Olequah 
worked on the kid. Only once did Hard 
John speak.

“Pull him through, Doc,” he ordered. 
“No matter what it costs, pull him 
through. I’ll stand the bill.”

“Money can’t buy miracles, John!” the 
medico clipped without straightening 
above the shattered form before him. “This 
boy’s got three bad holes in him.”

There was a long silence after that. 
Finally the medico drew back.

“He’ll do,” he said quietly. “He’s near 
empty of blood, but he’s got guts to spare. 
With luck, he’ll be fit to ride in a month!”

* * *
Afterward, when the kid was sleep

ing and they were all gathered on Emil’s 
front porch, there was another surge of 
silence.

Emil stroked the square of his jaw to 
hide the little smile that came unbidden 
to his lips. These men were each of 
them thinking he had put something over 
on them—something neat and clever and 
not understandable. And Emil knew he 
wasn’t enough of a talking man to ever 
explain to them how it was that a bag 
of makings, a few meals, and a little hu
man consideration had brought this all 
to pass.

He couldn’t, for the life of him, explain 
it so that it would make sense. But he 
understood. And he held no rancor for 
the condemnation these men had been 
ready to lay upon him.

But he did blow up when both Wat
kins and Hard John Hosking came out 
with offers of good jobs for the kid.

“You go to hell, both of youl” Emil 
flared. “Go tame your own wolves. 
This’n is mine 1”



CARMODY'S HOT-LEAD
By Robert E. Mahaffay

a man who has used a .44 more than 
a little.

He kneed the long-legged buckskin 
up the slope and then pulled in, studying 
the scene below. He was young, in the 
neighborhood of twenty, and because his 
size wasn’t linked with arrogance or 
bluster, an observer was inclined to un
derestimate it.

Looking down at the two wagons pre
paring to cross the ford, a touch of 
scorn pulled at his lips. An old rebellion, 
restless and defiant, grew in his eyes.

The wagons were innocent enough. 
Their frayed canvas tops were beaten a

Tim Carmody's storekeeper dad 
used to say, "It takes courage to 
build up towns in the 
an' courage to fight the 
tains for gold — but 
that sell grub 
boys have to 
anybody
But young Tim, doubt ing  
that wisdom, must learn his 
own lesson in 
his own grim, 
hard-fought 
way.

CHAPTER ONE

Dead Men Load the Wagons

FROM beyond the rise came the 
churning uproar of running water 
and the rattle of wagon tires on 

rock. This trail crawling through rug
ged mountains into the heart of the 
Idaho goldfields had as bad a name as 
a trail could get, and big Tim Carmody 
eased his revolver in its holster. He did 
it with the smooth, off-hand gesture of 
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Crippen managed to shake 
out one shot. . . .

dirty gray by weather, their sides were 
warped and cracked but still holding 
stoutly together.

Along the sides in faded lettering were 
the words: “Tomlinson’s General Store.”

The old man with a worried expres
sion who had stepped down to scan the 
river crossing was probably Tomlinson. 
He wore no hat; his gray hair was as 
thin and wispy as his stoop-shouldered 
frame.

Fie was a fool, Tim Carmody reflect
ed. Only a fool or a fighter would ven
ture into the lawless reaches of these 
Idaho Mountains.

Tim Carmody wondered what brand 
of madness urged such men into the 
savagery of frontier outposts. He 
wouldn’t admit it, but he knew.

There had been a Carmody in Ken
tucky when it was a wilderness. A Car
mody had sold Kit Carson trade goods at 
Taos. Still later, another Carmody, his 
father, had trekked to California in the 
early days of that fabulous rush.

Now he was here, and according to re
port the Idaho goldfields were worse than 
the lot of the others thrown together. 
But young Tim Carmody, last of his line, 
wasn’t a storekeeper. He had a man to

89
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find, and a fighter’s reason for finding
him.

Tomlinson appeared willing to risk the 
crossing. He climbed back up to his seat, 
touched up the four mules with his whip. 
The tandem-hitched wagons lurched into 
the water.

The flow was swift and broken by 
black rocks against which the water 
boiled white. Maybe the ford was belly- 
deep on a horse in the middle, Carmody 
estimated; maybe more. The outfit would 
require handling, but it could be done.

The wagons rolled on, the current 
pounded at the wheels, throwing up 
spray.. The mules were scrambling a 
little on rocky footing, and there was 
danger of their being edged down out 
of the shallows.

Then Carmody swore. The old man 
stood to lose his outfit. He pushed the 
buckskin down the slope and into the 
river.

Tomlinson was nearly halfway across, 
and in trouble. A  shack-sized boulder 
split the line he had taken. He lacked the 
strength or firmness to hold the mules 
above it, and as a last resort elected to 
circle below.

Carmody’s roared warning was lost in 
the hissing racket of the river which 
was whipping now against the bottom 
of the wagon boxes.

A  steady hand might still have pulled 
the mules out of it, but the leader on 
the near side stumbled in a hole and went 
down. It was touch and go in an instant. 
The mule was up, but in the scramble 
he had tangled a foot in the harness.

He lunged wildly, throwing the others 
into confusion. The wagons jerked, 
skidded downstream, with Tomlinson 
sawing desperately at the reins. Foot by 
foot the outfit was being forced down.

Coming up as fast as he could, Car
mody got a glimpse of the old man’s 
white, scared face. Yet Tomlinson had 
nerve enough. He looped his lines over 
the brake handle and sprang down into 
the hard-hitting current, fighting toward 
the trapped mule.

How he made it in that thrashing ■ 
water Carmody never knew, but he did. 
The wispy old man got to the lunging 
mules, took a long breath and went under 
water. There wasn’t any other way.

That mule had to be freed or the rig was 
doomed.

He didn’t comeup. The foaming and 
muddy current churned over the spot.

Tim Carmody stood up in his saddle 
and dove for the place. The river slugged 
him with solid, freezing punches. He was 
cursing himself and the old man as he 
did it. Then his groping hands encoun
tered something yielding.

He staggered upright with Tomlinson, 
fought to the buckskin and flung the 
limp body across the saddle.

“ To hell with the wagons,”  he thought. 
“ They’re gone.”  He was still cursing 
himself when he went back. It wasn’t 
to save a foolish old storekeeper’s stock, 
he told himself. He didn’t give a damn 
about that. It was the mules.

He went down again, took his chances 
with the current which strove to hurl 
him under thrashing hoofs. He spread 
the loop in the trace chain, got the mule’s 
leg out of it. It was his hand on the 
near leader’s bridle, and his steadying 
voice, which pulled the outfit past the 
rock and on into shallow water.

The buckskin followed the wagons. The 
old man had almost slid back into the 
river when Carmody reached him to lift 
him down.

Though unconscious, Tomlinson was 
still breathing. Above his left ear the 
scalp was laid open to the bone where a 
shod hoof had slashed him. Carmody 
shrugged. Either there was a concus
sion, or there wasn’t. The only thing he 
could do was to stop the bleeding.

The first thing he did after that was 
to break his gun and wipe it dry. While 
he was lighting a fire to dry out his 
clothes, Tomlinson’s eyes fluttered open.

The old man whispered, “ Tell June. 
Tell— June— I— ”  That was all.

He drifted off again into unconscious
ness. Carmody growled and went to 
look at the wagons. They were jammed 
with canned goods, clothes, flour and 
bacon; supplies of every description.

This was a haul worth having. It must 
have cost eight or ten thousand, and 
God knew what it would bring if it 
could be got to the camps. And old 
Tomlinson had thought he could get it 
up there alone— or keep it after he got 
there 1
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NO M A N ’S life in these mountains 
was worth much, for gangs of plun

derers had moved in on the country. 
Prospectors were shot for their dust, 
stages looted, the roads watched. Mur
der was as easy as getting a drink of 
whiskey. Killers caught red-handed were 
set free by miners’ courts which would 
have paid with their lives for a guilty 
verdict.

Storekeepers were fools!
With the cold warmed out of his 

bones Tim Carmody made the old man 
as comfortable as he could in the back 
of the first wagon. Attempting to get 
him back to Lewiston was out of the 
question. There might or might not be a 
doctor in High Placer, the nearest camp. 
All Tim Carmody could do was try. He 
could take the wagons—

He was knotting, the buckskin’s reins 
to the tailgate of the second wagon when 
the notion hit him. He stood tljere with

would be in High Placer. Pie lounged 
on the hard seat, scanning the broken 
snow-draped peaks ahead. It was tough 
country— country that didn’t allow the 
hard glint in Tim Carmody’s eyes to 
relax.

He was an hour on his way when he 
found that he wasn’t going to get to 
High Placer without trouble.

TPIE glint of sunlight on metal showed 
him the watcher in a rocky cleft 

ahead. The watcher slid backward out 
of the rocks as he came on, and presently 
two riders came cantering forward.

Tim Carmody remained slouched 
where he was. He looked lazy and not 
very fast, and he wanted it to ride that 
way.

Both the strangers were bearded. The 
man in the lead was strong-shouldered, 
with eyes dark and keen under a wide- 
brimmed hat.

I f  yon like  th is story of the* seething conflict of a raw  gold-camp, you’ll also w ant to read about that 
unforgettable s izgun padre, J^ ria r Robusto, in  H a rry  F .  O lmsted's novelette of the roaring  days along the 
gold fro n tie r— “ F r ia r  Robusto’s Gold-Camp P ilg rim ag e .”  Reserve your copy of the A p r il issue now—on

sale Feb ruary 28th!

the leather in his hands, and his mouth 
twisted in a fighter’s grin.

He squinted at the wagons. He had 
hated what they represented once, hated 
it enough to run away from it. He still 
did. It was the rebellion those things 
had stirred in him which had driven him 
along reckless, hot-headed trails, which 
had hardened him.

But this chance had dropped into his 
lap. He could go into High Placer as a 
storekeeper! There was irony in that, but 
also a certain harsh justice. There would 
be no better way of finding what he was 
after. Big Tim Carmody grinned again.

The decision made, Carmody stripped 
the gear from the buckskin, sent it with 
a slap back across the river. It was a 
wrench, but he cached his saddle in a 
rocky gash beside the trail. His gun belt 
he weighed in his hand, at last stowing 
it away among the merchandise. The gun 
he slipped into a coat pocket. He got up 
onto the seat of thfefrrst wagon, let his 
whip run out e* i mtdes. A

In about three htraire, he '

At his gruff greeting Tim Carmody 
pulled in his mules and wiped sweat 
from his forehead. “Howdy. Trail get 
better between here an’ High Placer?” 

“Worse,” said the man with the scar, 
and jerked a thumb at the wagons. 
“What’s your load?”

Tim Carmody spoke slowly and 
amiably. “A little of just about every
thing, I reckon. I aim to set up a store 
in High Placer.”

The scarred man shook his head. 
“That’s one mighty bad camp.”

“Feller in Lewiston told me that too,” 
agreed Carmody. “ I  thought the sheriff 
headquartered there.”

Sheriff Blorn did, the scarred man ad
mitted. He launched into a further warn
ing and some desultory talk. His name 
was Crippen, he said. He and his part
ner, Griggs, were deputy sheriffs.

The partner had nothing to say. 
During his talk, Crippen’s dark eyes 

were appraising the outfit and examining 
Till}. Carmody for weapons. There was a 

r a scabbard at the side of
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the seat, but it was awkward to get at. 
He said abruptly, “What you may as 

well know, Carmody, is that' the job of 
keepin’ the law here is to big for the 
sheriff—or the money he gets.”

TIM CARMODY pulled a stubby 
black pipe from the breast pocket 

of his coat, reached slowly for the tobacco 
in his side pocket.

“So it’s like this,” Crippen continued. 
“Blorn pays the extra deputies he needs 
out of his own pocket. An’ to see he 
don’t lose by it, folks who git the benefit 
of the law’s protection chip in.”

“Good idea,” Carmody admitted. “For 
fellers that figger they need help.”

“You will,” said Crippen grimly. 
“Tryin’ to run a store—•”

“Hold on a minute,” Carmody broke 
in mildly. “How much of my money are 
you after?”

Crippen looked meaningfully at the 
wagons. “You’ve got plenty sunk in your 
stock, I’d say. Make it five hundred 
dollars.”

“Five hundred?” Carmody shrugged. 
“I’ll talk it over with the sheriff when I 
get there.”

Crippen leaned forward in the saddle. 
His dark eyes were hard and bright now.

“The sheriff don’t like to talk about 
it,” said Crippen. “You’ll pay now.” 

Tim Carmody’s voice was soft. “May
be you didn’t get what I meant. I was 
goin’ to tell the sheriff to go to hell.” 

Crippen stared, anger pouring into his 
eyes. It was Griggs who moved first. He 
drove a hand down to his holstered gun, 
began to snake it up. There was the crash 
of a shot, but it wasn’t Griggs’.

Tim Carmody hadn’t moved. He was 
still slouched a little, a hand in the 
side pocket of his coat where it had pre
sumably gone after tobacco.

There was a hole in the pocket now, 
and gunsmoke was spurting out of it. 
Griggs went backward out of his saddle, 
his forehead crushed.

Crippen had already begun his move, ' 
which contempt haa delayed. He saw 
what was happening, nut it was too late 
to stop, and he flung his hand desperate
ly for his gun. The one shot he man
aged to shake out went wild because two 
of Tim Carmody’s bullets struck him.

Tim Carmody steadied the teams be
fore he climbed down and examined the 
two dead men. He scrubbed for a mo
ment at his jaw before he decided to load 
them into the second wagon.

“ Sheriff’d like to see ’em—mebbe,” he 
told himself. “An’ I’d shore like to see 
this sheriff whose help comes so high.” 

He wondered, as the wagons began 
to roll again, if Sheriff Blorn had red 
hair. . . .

CHAPTER T W O

Afraid— or Crooked!

HIGH PLACER was a straggle of 
shacks rooted precariously on the 

north flank of Wolf River.
The camp’s single, meandering street 

was deserted. Carmody clucked to his 
mules. The wagons lurched and groaned 
over the wretched trail.

It was the unfamiliar racket of the 
outfit, it seemed, which finally pulled a 
man out of one of the shacks which a 
hand-lettered board proclaimed to be a 
saloon.

That man, however, was followed by 
others. They poured through the swing
ing doors, knotting up in the street, and 
had no more than a brief and disinterest
ed glance to spare for Carmody.

Tim Carmody pulled in his mules. 
A slender man with buck teeth growled 

angrily, “What kind of evidence does it 
take to convict, anyhow? They had him 
dead to rights!”

A companion snapped, “Shut up, you 
damn fool!”

“Sure!” replied the slender one scorn
fully. “Like the witnesses done! Three 
men saw Jannings beef Dan McLeod. 
Comes to a trial, an’ they all turn out to 
be blind! And the jury tickled as hell 
because they’re turin’ a murderer loose!” 

“But they won’t be worryin’ about bul
lets in their back! You—”

The speaker broke off as a tall, hawk- 
nosed man sauntered out of the saloon.

There was a subtle shifting among the 
onlookers, and the buck-toothed man was 
by himself in the street. His voice was 
unsteady with anger as he said, “You 
snake-wdggled out of that one, Jannings S” 

The fellow with the hawk nose,—-
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Jannings, eyed him with cool amusement. 
■'Bechtol, you run more to tongue than 
to brains. If you figger you’ve got some
thin’ to square, shake your gun.”

“Not here,” Bechtol snapped. “Your 
pals would have buzzard lead in my back 
too quick. Keep ’em with you, Jannings 
—because the first time you go off alone, 
I aim to be there!”

Jannings shrugged and turned away. 
The crowd began to break up.

Tim Carmody said mildly, “Any of 
you gents happen to be Sheriff Blorn?” 

Belated attention switched to him at 
once. A heavy-set man in his late forties, 
paunchy and flushed of face, wheeled to
ward him. “I’m Blorn, Who’re you?” 

Tim Carmody jerked a thumb at the 
lettering on the wagons. “You can read, 
can’t you?”

Blorn scowled. He appeared upset and 
angry. “Well?” he snapped.

“I ran into some trouble down the road 
a ways,” Tim offered apologetically.

“What the hell did you expect when 
you started up here?”
• Tim Carmody scraped reflectively at 
his jaw. “Doggoned if I know, exactly. 
But these two fellers—”

“What two fellers?”
“Cripes, I never seen ’em before. I 

brought ’em along, though, for you to 
look at.”

Tim Carmody swung down and went 
to the second wagon. The bodies of 
Griggs and Crippen he dumped without 
ceremony into the street.

BLORN stared, eyes bulging under 
bushy brows. “Damn it, Tomlin

son,” he exploded. “Crippen was a deputy 
of mine! Talk fast. Did- you kill him ?”

“Maybe,” Tim said. “I wasn’t alone, 
an’ we were all shootin’.” He held the 
black pipe in his left hand; his right was 
in his coat pocket. “Which reminds me. 
Mv pardner is bunged up pretty bad. If 
there’s a doctor—”

“There ain’t a sawbone inside of seven
ty-five miles.” Blorn roared. “An’ I 
asked you—who killed Crippen!”

Carmody shook his head. “I told you 
there was at a lot of shootin’. 'Just who 
shot who, I wouldn’t want to say. Point 
is, your deputy got what he had cornin’.” 

“It’ll take more’n your word to set
tle that!”

Carmody eyed him mildly. “Whose 
word you goin’ to take? Crippen’s? He 
stopped us this side of the river. Claimed 
he was collectin’ rake-off money for you.” 

Blorn said stormily, “That’s a lie!” 
There was an audible sound as Car

mody cocked the gun in his pocket. 
“Which?” he wanted to know. “My 
story, or Crippen’s?”

Blorn looked at the pocket and the 
powder-burned hole already in it. His 
face abruptly purpled.

“Don’t threaten me, damn you! I 
told you Crippen wore a law-badge—” 

Whatever else he had to say was 
checked by a curt remark from a man 
who had stepped into the doorway of 
the saloon. He was wide-shouldered, un
bearded, with a shock of curly black hair.

“Don’t make a jackass of yourself, 
Blorn,” he advised. “Can’t you tell a 
straight story when you hear one?”

The sheriff swung around. “Damn it, 
Toreen, he’s sayin’ that Crippen—”

“—was a crook. Sure. If he wasn’t, 
what was he doin’ paired up with Jack 
Griggs? If Griggs was in on it, it was a

Only a reckless bronc-rider like 
Wild Bill Bailey would make 
that man-killing ride on the 
Yellow Hammer dun— while a 
legion of blood-money, shoot- 
to -kill lawmen were trying to 

nail his hide to the fence! You’ll want to 
enjoy this great novelette of Walt Cobum’s—  
“Bronc-Buster Wanted— Dead Or Alive!”  in 
the March issue of Star lPelftemi which 
offers for your fiction fare five trt n t ,

plete novels of the frontier’s most dramatic 
gunsmoke days!
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raw deal. You know that as well as I 
do!”

Scowling, Blorn said nothing.
“Maybe I’m stickin’ my neck out,” 

Toreen continued, “but I’d say this boy 
deserves a vote of thanks. There’s been 
a rotten link in your law set-up, or you’d 
have had better luck than you’ve had. 
Crippen was it.”

Blorn was still angry. “Let it ride that 
way, then,” he said gruffly. He would 
have moved on, but Tim Carmody’s 
drawling inquiry stopped him.

“Ever been in California, Sheriff?”
“What is it to you?”
“Just curious,” Carmody was study

ing what he could see of Blorn’s hair 
beneath his hatbrim. It was more of a 
straw color than it was red, but there 
was a suggestion of red in it.

“I’ve been a hell of a lot of places,” 
Sheriff Blorn said grimly, and walked 
away.

Carmody lifted his eyes soberly to 
Toreen. “ ’Less I peddle my stuff out 
of the wagons I got to have a store. 
Anything you can recommend ?”

Toreen pointed across the street. 
“Right behind you. A feller thought this 
camp could support two saloons. Maybe 
it can, only he didn’t live long enough 
to find out.”

•

THE two bodies were removed from 
the street. Carmody went to ex

amine the rickety building. There were 
sleeping quarters at the back—a room 
like a closet with a broken cot in it— 
and it was there he carried Tomlinson.

The old man had not regained con
sciousness. It was likely, Tim reflected, 
that he never would. He repaired the 
cot, made Tomlinson as comfortable as 
he could.

He unhitched the mules, took them out 
back and hobbled them, then went to 
work unloading the wagons. Two hours 
of that and he stopped, and not because 
he was tired.

The sight of that miscellaneous collec
tion of goods, the feel of them and the 
smell of them stirred up old memories 
in him. He had hated the touch of them 
before, and he hated it now. He got 
out his pipe and chewed hard on it, like 
a bronc trying to spit out a bit.

He couldn’t help remembering his 
father, old Timothy. He remembered 
his steady, faded eyes behind their silver- 
rimmed spectacles, his gray beard, and his 
slow manner of talking.

It hadn’t bothered him' any* to be 
called a damned flour-sifter or a canned- 
bean peddler.

“Well, I dunno,” he’d say. “Country 
ain’t rightly settled till a man can come 
into it an’ do business. If he keeps gettin’ 
shot at an’ threatened an’ his stuff stole, 
then he’s in a hell of a bad spot. If some
body else don’t fix it, why, he’s got to.”
TT HADN’T bothered him, either, to 

have men pulling fortunes out of the 
creeks around him. “Huntin’ gold is all 
right,” old Timothy would say. “There’s 
plenty fellers won’t do nothin’ else. Only 
somebody’s got to see they git grub an’ 
stuff when they want it. There’s Car- 
modys been doin’ that for a long time. 
They had their troubles, but they always 
wound up still doin’ it.”

Timothy had gone down clinging to 
that creed. There had been gang-work in 
California too. They had tried to scare 
old Timothy and he wouldn’t scare.

The story was still told of how he had 
walked up to a revolver muzzle with a 
bottle of vinegar in each hand. A red
headed man had ruled the play, and with 
the jagged end of one of the bottles, 
Timothy had marked him before the re
volver had smashed out his life. That had 
broken Red-Head’s game, and he had 
fled California.

And young Tim Carmody, goldfield 
hard-case who had learned to handle a 
gun, had returned, but too late.

He had had a bitter time of it stand
ing in the deserted, empty store, think
ing that if he hadn’t run away old 
Timothy might still be alive He had 
wanted to square that somehow, and there 
was only one way, he figured, to do it. 
If he followed the red-head and paid off 
that debt, maybe Timothy would under
stand that he cared, even though during 
old Timothy’s lifetime he hadn’t seemed 
to.

With an angry shrug Tim Carmody 
stood up. He had spent a long time 
picking up the trail, but he was close 
now to the end of it. Strangely enough, it



CARMODY’S HOT-LEAD SALESMAN 95

had thrown him right into the middle of 
the thing he hated most!

Tim swore softly. He didn’t care 
what happened to old Tomlinson or his 
store. They were bait, to be used as he 
needed them and discarded when he was 
through.

He brought in the rest of the goods, 
stacking them haphazardly. It was dusk 
before he finished, and as he straightened 
above the last packing box he saw the 
slim figure of a boy standing in the dim 
doorway.

“Nothing doing, bub,” he said, “I 
won’t have my stuff unpacked till to
morrow.”

The boy didn’t move, and Tim looked 
up again, sharply. It was then that he 
saw the revolver in the boy’s fist, cocked 
and leveled at his, Tim Carmody’s, mid
riff.

“It isn’t your stuff,” the youngster said, 
in a curious husky voice, “any more than 
your name’s Tomlinson!”

CHAPTER THREE 

Trap for a Traitor

TIM CARMODY took a long breath, 
weighing what Sheriff Blorn could 

make of this. It would be just about 
what Blorn wanted. He said, “Put that 
cannon down, bub, and we’ll talk it over,” 

The gun was trembling a little, but not 
enough to invite rashness. “Don’t move,” 
the kid said. He came in, closing the door 
with his heel. “Stay where you are I” 
His voice broke, rising shrilly. “If you’ve 
killed him, I’ll—I’ll—”

Tim Carmody’s jaw went hard. In an
other instant the boy’s hysteria would 
drive him to gun-play.

-Before Carmody could move, another 
voice drifted across the gloom-shrouded 
room. It was feeble and cracked, and it 
came from the cubbyhole at the rear: 

“June! That you, June? I’m here—” 
The gun clattered to the floor. In a 

flash the youngster was past Carmody 
and into the bedroom where Tomlinson 
lay on his cot

Carmody didn’t look at them, but he 
could hear their voices,'-Swearingsoftly, 
he rummaged about until helatfrf.avfcamv, 
and a can of coal oil. He fdt i*ke:3r i- .

and that angered him. Pie wanted noth
ing to do with this old man and his 
daughter. They didn’t belong here; they 
were helpless, at the mercy of savage 
forces which, clearly would destroy them.

He heard the boy’s voice again, and he 
recognized it this time for a woman’s. 
“I’m sorry. Dad tells me you saved his 
life.”

In the lamplight, now that he knew, 
Tim Carmody could see her woman’s 
shape. She was older than he would have 
guessed, and in her dark eyes was a 
strangely stirring quality. He couldn’t 
help but imagine that, pulled from be
neath the shapeless man’s hat, with her 
throat free of the rough jumper collar, 
her face would be beautiful.

“I just happened to be there,” Car
mody told her indifferently.

“It was more than that, Dad says. He 
wants to talk to you. ”

Tim Carmody was acutely uncomforta
ble standing in that cramped little room, 
looking down at the frail old man on the 
cot. He was struck by the bitter thought 
that Timothy, dying, must have looked 
like that. Helpless and desperately hurt, 
yet with such an indomitable gleam in his 
faded eyes.

“Ain’t had a chance—to thank you, 
son,” Tomlinson whispered. “Don’t even 
know your name.”

“It’s Carmody.”
“Carmody ? That’s a good name. 

Storekeeper blood in ’em—an’ that’s good 
blood. There was a Carmody I heard 
about in California. Maybe—”

“There’s lots of Carmodys,” said Tim 
harshly. He felt the past reaching out 
for him, knew that he must ruthlessly 
beat it back. “Look,” he said. “This 
camp is no place for either of you. Get 
out.”

He saw color come into the girl’s 
cheeks; the old man’s pale lips stiffened.

“I can’t do that,” Tomlinson whispered, 
“I came here to set up store. I still aim 
to.”

"You wouldn’t last a week!” Carmody 
snapped.

Tomlinson chuckled. “We got lastin’ 
powers, me an’ June. Anyhow* we 
couldn’t go back if we wanted to. That’s 
nyferh Jung stayed beJhmd'irt Lewiston for 
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IN  T H E  S A D D L E
T  ONG ago we said to our authors: “ If you want to write our stories, they've got to be excit- 
^  ing, and they’ve got to be as much a part and parcel o f the Old West as you know how to 
make them. That’s taken for granted. But above all, they must deal with typical men and women 
who lived in those stirring pioneer times. Make your fiction characters out o f flesh-and-blood be
sides ink—make ’em honest-to-God real Western frontier folks!"

Looking back, we think that they’ve succeeded pretty well. For it isn’t unusual for us to get 
letters from readers who believe they have really known the purely fictional characters who appear 
in our stories. And others write in for information regarding the actual men whose names have 
made frontier history, and who have, from time to time, been portrayed by our authors.

Here is one such letter, and we pass it along, because we believe it holds general interest:

Editor, D im e Western
S ir : ,

I recall reading in a recent issue o f your m agazine 
a story  by D ane G regory  in w hich he m entioned the 
possible end of the Famous T om bstone outlaw  and 
killer, Curly Bill Broccius. That set m e thinking 
that the m any tim es I ’ ve read o f the wild days of 
T om bstone, and of its fam ous gunm en, I ’ve never 
been able to  find out w hat happened to the fam ous 
E arp  B rothers, or  to  D oc H olliday.

I f  you  can let me know  if any of the above m en
tioned men are still alive, or  w here and how  they 
happened to m eet their deaths, I ’ ll be obliged.

G eorge Treadw ell, E lyria , O hio

We sent Mr. Treadwell’s letter to George C. 
Bolds, who was a friend o f both Wyatt Earp 
and Bill Tilghman. Here’s his reply:

T his is w hat W y a tt  Earp told  m e personally in 
Santa Fe, som e fifty  years a go , concerning Bill 
B roccius:

“ The day that S heriff Behan cam e up to  the 
Oriental Saloon w ith a large posse, w ith w arrants 
for D oc H o llid a y ’ s and my. arrest after I avenged 
the death of m y brother M organ by killing Frank 
Stillwell, I had another man, Indian Charley, to  
find. H e had also been in on killing M organ. I  told 
Behan that I  would kill every  one o f the men who 
w ere im plicated in M org a n ’s m urder when I could 
find them . And I offered to  fight him there.

“ B than seem ed paralyzed with fear, and we rode 
out. I located Indian Charley and killed him.

“ W h en  Curly Bill and his outlaw s am bushed us, 
w c w ere within thirty feet o f the cutbank before 
Bill and his men opened up on us. I saw  Curly 
BilJ, and tak in g  good aim , I  pulled both triggers of 
m y shotgun. I sent eighteen bucksh ot into Curly 
B ill’s body at a distance o f  th irty feet. I saw him 
throw  up  his hands as he collapsed . I knew  I killed 
him, for it was im possible to m iss at that distance. 
M y clothes w ere shot to  rags, but I never received 
a scratch .”  ̂

A s  to  their various ends: The reckless D oc H olli
day  died, I  think, at Colorado Springs som e fifteen 
years after he and the Earps left T om bstone. H e 
died in bed with his boots off.
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W hen he knew bis tim e had com e, he sent for 
W y a tt  and said, “ I alw ays thought I  w ould pass 
out at the end of a six-shooter, but the deal didn ’ t 
com e up that w ay. I  never killed a m an that did 
n ot need k illing .

 ̂“ I  w ant you , as m y last request, to  take that old 
tin sign  out o f m y trunk. It used to  hang in front 
o f  m y office in D allas. Nail it to  a post at the head 
o f  m y g ra v e .”  W y a tt  did so ; the sign  read, “ D o c 
tor  J. D. H oliday, D entist” .

W y a tt  Earp spent 6ome tim e in D enver and G un
nison. H e ran a saloon in the K londike during the 
gold  rush. L ater he w ent to G oldfield and other 
tow ns that sprang up overn igh t during the gold  
stam pedes. D uring the last part o f  his life, he d is 
carded his guns and was try in g  to  forget the past. 
H e owned som e gold m in ing properties and som e oil 
wells. H e spent m ost o f  his tim e in his late years 
in V idal and L os Angeles. Y e t , w ith a ll the gun- 
battles he bad been in, he died in a bed w ith clean 
sheets on, during the early 1920’s.

V irg il Earp was Chief o f P olice at C olton, C olo
rado and died later in G oldfield. Jam es Earp held 
a position  w ith the W estern  C attlem en 's A ssoc ia 
tion for a long tim e, and died in Los A ngeles. 
W arren  Earp was in business in California. He 
w ent on  a trip to  W ilco x , A rizona  and was killed 
in a gam blin g  joint. T h us passed  a fam ily that will never be forg otten  in the O ld W est.

George C. Bolds

From what we have read of him, we agree 
that Wyatt Earp was typical o f the frontier— 
one who did as much for the law and justice 
through the sheer fearlessness and force o f his 
personality, as he did by increasing the popula
tion of Boothill.

We believe that in the next issue will be found 
fictional characters as colorful, as vital, and as 
interesting as were any of the actual men who 

( Continued on page 98)



L E A R N E D  Q U IC K L Y  A T H O M E *  B E S T  M ET H O D  B Y  F A R
I have learned more about music In a few Enclosed la my last examination sheet for 

months than I hoped to learn in two years. Tenor Banjo. I have taken lessons before 
Your lessons are highly practical. under teachers, but my Instructions with

*W . S-, Johnson C ity, III. you were by far the best.
*A. 0 .,  Minn.

S U R P R IS E D  F R IE N D S  
I want to say that my friends are greatly 

surprised at the different pieces I can al
ready play. I am very happy to have chosen 
your method of learning.

*B. P., Bronx, S. Y.

P L A Y S  ON R A D IO
I am happy to tell you that for four weeks 

I have been on the air over our local radio 
station. So thanks to your institution for 
such a wonderful course.

*W . H. 8 ., Alabama.

W O U LD N ’T  T A K E  11.000 FO R  C O U R S E  
The lessons are so simple. 1 have learned

to play by note In a little more than a 
month. I wouldn't take a thousand dollars
for my course.

*$. E. A ., Kansas C ity, Mo.

FO U N D  A CC O R D IO N  E A 8 Y
“ I've always wanted to play the piano

accordion." writes *H. E. from Canada. "But 
thought I'd never learn It. Then I read about 
your lessons. I don't know how to express 
my satisfaction.

T H O U S A N D S  NOW P L A Y
w h o  n e v e r  t h o u g h t  t h e y  e o u l d l

You, too, can play any instrument 
by this EASY A-B-C METHOD

YOU think it’s difficult to learn music? That's what 
thousands of others have thought! Just like you, they 

longed to play some instrument—-the piano, violin, guitar, 
saxophone or other favorites. But they denied themselves 
the pleasure— because they thought it took months and 
years o f  tedious study to learn.

A nd then they made an amazing discovery I They 
learned about a wonderful way to learn music at home— 
without a private teacher—without tedious study—and in 
a  surprisingly short time. They wrote to the U. S. School

DOESN’T IT LOOK SIMPLE?
W idow  W alt*

JUST strike the notes 
Indicated and you 

will actually be playing 
the opening bars of one 
of the world's favorite 
musical compositions! 
And it* s Just as easy to 
play other famous melo
dies, too. when you use 
the U. S. School print 
and picture Method.

* Actual pupil s' names on request. Pictures by Professional 
model*.

o f Music about this remarkable short-cut method. A  free 
print and picture sample actually showed them how easy 
it was to learn.

The result? Over 700.000 men and women have studied 
music at home thiB simple, A-B-C way. They have found 
the key to good timeB, popularity and profit.

And that’s what you can do. right now. Simply mail 
the coupon below. Get the proof that you, too, can learn 
to play your favorite instrument—quickly, easily, in spare 
time at home. Just read the fascinating illustrated booklet 
—examine the print and picture sample. If interested, tear 
out the coupon now, before you turn the page. (Instru
ments supplied when needed, cash or credit.) U. S. School 
o f  Music, 8678 Brunswick Bldg., New York City.

Fo rty-th ird  year. (Estab lished  1898)

SEND FOR FREE PRINT AND PICTURE SAMPLE

U . S . School of Musio, 3673 B runsw ick  B id s . ,  N . Y . C.
I am Interested In music study, particularly in the Instru
ment indicated below. Please send me your free booklet, 
"How to Learn Music at Home" and your Print and Picture 
Sample. (Do you have instrument.......................................).
Piano
Violin
G uitar
Cello

Mandolin
Saxophone
Clarinet
Trumpet

Trombone
Banjo
Ukulele
Cornet

Piano  Accordion 
P la in  Acoordion 
H aw aiian  G u ita r 
Other Instrum ent

City ................................................... State.,..
□  Check here if under 16 years of ajs.
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DIM E W E ST E R N  M A G A Z IN EFlush Poisons From 
Kidneys and Stop 

Getting Up Nights
B e H ealthier, H ap p ier—

L iv e  L o n g e r
W h e n  y o u  c a n  g e t  f o r  35 c e n t s  a  s a f e ,  e f f i c ie n t  

a n d  h a r m le s s  s t im u l a n t  a n d  d i u r e t i c  t h a t  s h o u l d  
flu sh  fr o m  y o u r  k i d n e y s  th e  w a s le ' m a t t e r ,  p o i 
s o n s  a n d  a c id  t h a t  a r e  n o w  d o in g ' y o u  h a r m , w h y  
c o n t i n u e  t o  b r e a k  y o u r  r e s t f u l  s l e e p  b y  g e t t i n g  
UP t h r o u g h  th e  n i g h t ?

D on't be an EA SY  M A R K  and accept a sub
stitu te— A sk  for Gold Medal H aarlem  Oil Cap- 
Stales. G ET GOLD M ED AI-— the original— the  
genuine. Look for the Gold M edal on the box—  
35 cents.

O t h e r  s y m p t o m s  o f  w e a k  k i d n e y s  a n d  i r r i 
t a t e d  bladder m a y  b e  b a c k a c h e ,  p u f f y  e y e s ,  
s h i f t i n g  p a in s ,  b u r n i n g  o r  s c a n t y  p a s s a g e .  D o n ’t 
a c c e p t  a s u b s t i t u t e

M A N W I U T E D
H A N D L E  O NE OF O UR BIG P A Y  R O U TE S  

S e ll to  S to r e s  on  N ew  Plan
Carry a complete ■■ Wholesale Supply House”  in 
your hand. Let us start you making Big Money 
in permanent business of your own. Show 
Storekeepers in  every business how to DO.UBL 
profits on Nationally Advertised Goods. Ove 
200 Products. No experience needed. We sup
ply everything. Free Book gives amazing facts. 
W o rld ’s Products Co.. Dept. 69-J. Spenear. Ind .

_  B E C O M E  AN E X P E R T

ACCOUNTANT
icntlve Accountants and C .P .A .’a earn to^OOO to $10,000 a yea*, 
oaa&ds of firms now! them. Abont 20,000 Certified Public Account

ants la the U . 8 . W o train yon thoroly ot home to spare time foe 
CLP. A . examinations or ex ecu tiv e  aceoantin j? positions. Previous ex- 
m rience unnecessary. Personal train ing under supervision o f  sta ff or 
O T P .A .’ b . including member® of the American Institute o f  Accoun£  anta.Writo for free book, Accountancy, the Profession That Pays.
L aS a lle  E x ten sion  U n iv ers ity , Dept. 3334-H, C h icago  

A C orresp on dence I n s t itu t io n  _______

rllilH/mnsTER gi
'  V

CAN

A * .

C ar O w ners! M eet M aster Glaze— the sensationally different 
lu ster fo r  n ew  and used cars! N ot a wax —  not an oil polish 
— not a p a in t!— noth ing that “ sm ears”  over the surface. 
M A S T E R  G L A Z E  is a  unique discovery  —  a  cream y liquid 

— quick and easy to  app ly ! G ives a hard, 
g lass-like surface. Even gasoline cannot dull 
it !  Lasts Bix m onths to  a  year! A m azing 
lu ster—beautiful, sparkling clean and bril
lian t! D oesn ’t  finger-m ark—doesn 't smear! 
A  m atch box fu ll glazes an entire car. Seals

A G E N T S
An a □ □ su al 
oppor ton ity  ! 
Q u ick , flashy 
demonstrator. 
B ig p r o f i t s .  
Good territory. 
W rite  tod a y !

the pores— protects! N O T H IN G  L IK E  IT I 
r n r r  sample  Write now for FREE BOOK- rntt O f f e r l  LET and FREE T R IA L OF -

________________ FER. Just pend your name and address. Write
MASTER GLAZE CO., 7720-229 W. Harwood Are., Milwaukee. Ws.
9 8

(Continued from page 96) 
rode the range or risked their lives on the dusty 
streets of untamed towns.

For example, Ray Nafziger’s novel deals with 
young Chan Gorman—a youngster who had been 
raised among the tough-handed cowmen of the 
Kit Carson Mountains, then adopted by Big 
Brad Bayliss who only wanted him as man-of- 
all-work—without pay. For' hho%hCg-years, this 
-youngster had been bullied and abused,, until one 
day Chan saw the heavy-set man whipping an
other In o', as he had So often brutally beaten 
Chart in the past. Chan took the kid's part, only 
to tangle in a violent duel with Bayliss.

“ So y ou ’re lookin g for sh ow d ow n ?”  rasped B ig 
B rad at Chan. victualled and clothed you
here in the valley, because you  were the brat son 
o f m y w ile 's  sister, and this is the return we g it! 
Y ou r paw was a n o -good  m ountain cow b oy  that 
hoped to feather hisseli a soft nest by m arry in ’ a 
girl due to  inherit a farm. Y our paw figgered he 
was too good  to do any w ork that..cou ldn 't be done 
from  the saddle. A nd you 're  his kind—the loafin ’ 
son o f a n o -good  m ountain c o w b o y !”

H e rushed tow ard Chan, his b ig  fists flailing. 
Chan dodged, pum m elling the heavier man with 

rapierlike _ blow s of his fists, until angered at the 
youngster 's  dodging, B ig Brad closed his sinewy 
arm s about Chan, intending to break his back.

Chan '-cop-id have brought up a knee to  break the 
hold, but instead lie tore an arm free and knifed a 
blow  dow n on the back o f B ayliss ’ bull-like neck 
as One would kill a jack  rabbi c. B ig  Brad went 
dow n, and as he lay there a m om ent, his clawing 
fingers found and closed about the handle o i a 
pitch fork , half concealed in the loose hay.

Suddenly lie cam e to his knees, and then to hiS 
feet, gripping the fork in both hands. “ G ot you 
n o w '”  lie exulted. “ G oin ’ to  kill y o u ! ’ *

A  p itch fork is a dangerous, n deadly weapon. 
The sharpened tines o f smqpitdit ’Bi'-ight steel can be 
as ugly a weapon as a bayonet. Ciiaw. -Gorman saw 
death gleam ing in those si eel points, but he wasn’t 
running from  Big Brad. H is eye caught sight of 
another fork stuck in tire side of the haystack. He 
stepped back and whipped it out. G laring, Big 
Brad grow led, then lunged in. . . .

That is the opening of one of the most tensely 
dramatic novels, we have read in a long time. In 
it one may meet those reckless men who lived 
out their lives according to their own grim rules 
of justice. Set against the starkly picturesque 
background of the high peaks of that rough cat
tle country, this story brings to life the full rich 
flavor of high adventure that was found only on 
that colorful frontier.

Cliff Farrell writes a powerful novelette of 
cattlemen’s bullet-feud; Dee Linford also appears 
with another salty long story of the eternal con
flict fanned to flame by sheep and cows—and in 
addition, there’ll be other strong stories o f the 
men who fought and rode to gunsmoke immor
tality.

The next issue — dated April — is published
February 28th!



B O S S  O F  T H E  C H I S H O L M  T R A I L

( Concluded from page 41)
Duryea came to know why the men, like 
those in Blackjack’s Trailtown Saloon 
held Buckskin Frank Lawler in such high 
esteem. Fie knew how to handle things 
when they came up. He didn’t debate, he 
acted.

A T  DODGE, with the cattle in the pens, 
and five hundred dollars of bonus in 

his hand, Jim sought out Buckskin Frank. 
He said, “ I don’t understand why you 
pulled me out of the hole. You could 
have smashed me for all time.”

“ Some things come before personal 
grudges,”  said Buckskin.

“ W hy did you even come along?” went 
on Jim. “ You must have known you’d 
get the pushing of your life under me. 
You must have taken on too much red
eye— ”

“ I was broke,”  confessed the oldster. 
“ And I never drink more than one glass 
in any one day. That Mississippi River 
deal busted me out of my ranch and all 
my holdings. I needed the forty a month 
and beans, no matter how hard it was 
going to come.”

“ But you could have had command in
stead of— ”

“ Could have, yes. When you told me 
about the water, I figured I had another 
debt to pay. I know what it means to be 
busted out. Well, I won’t be again. I ’m 
taking five hundred head on to Montana 
for a fella. I hear there’s good grazing 
land to be had for the staking.”

Jim stared straight ahead for a moment. 
Then he said slowly, humbly: “ I’d like 
to ride north with you.”

Buckskin nodded. “ I need a good man 
to make into a foreman,”  he said.

Jim looked at the money in his hand. 
“ Maybe there’s room for a couple of fellas 
that would go partners.”

“ Maybe.”
“ Half of this bonus is yours,” said Jim. 

“ You earned it. W e could buy a few head 
of our own and take ’em along.”

Buckskin Frank Lawler thrust out his 
hand and Jim took it. “ Maybe we could 
buy some of the Lazy S stock,”  grinned 
Buckskin. “ You brought ’em in pretty 
prim e!”

E L E C T R IC I T Y
ON REAL MOTORS, GENERATORS, ETC.

12 W EEKS’
“ Learn by Doing”  Training 
Right Here in Coyne Shops

Send coupon now and I ’ll tell you all about my quick, easy 
way to train for a better job and a real future in the giant 
field of ELECTRICITY. I'll not only tell you about my 
training but 1 11 tell you how you can get this training without 
laying out a lot of money. You can get training first— then 
start paying for it in easy monthly payments starting 60 days 
after your regular training period is over. My training — plus 
my unusual offer — is your chance to get started towards a 
real job and a real future. Don't dream about better pay and 
a good job — prepare now to get it.

QUICKER, EA SIER  WAY
Here in my big COYNE Chicago training shops you are 
trained on real electrical machinery and equipment—not by 
correspondence or embarrassing reciting but by actual Prac
tical work. First you are told how to do a thing—Then you are 
shown how to do it—Then you do the work yourself under the 
guidance of expert instructors. By my method of instruction 
you don’t need previous experience or advanced education.

EARN W HILE LEARNING
EMPLOYMENT HELP AFTER GRADUATION
If you are short of money and need part-time work to help 
pay for your room and board while training, my Employment 
Department will help you get a part time job. After gradu
ation, you get FREE Lifetime Employment Service.

G E T  T H E  FA CTS
Don’t 
NOW.
photographs which tell you about COYNE Practical Train
ing and how you can get this training first, and pay for it 
later. It shows you how easy it is to learn by the COYNE 
method. It will also tell you about my part time work plan— 
about my graduate employment service, lifetime member
ship privileges and many other facta you will 
want to know. Don’ t delay  — mall 
coupon TODAY.

H . C . L E W IS , P re sid e n t  
COYNE E LEC TR IC A L S C H O O L  
5 0 0  S . P aulina S t . ,  D e p t. 31*70. C h icago  
- -M A I L  THIS COUPON TODAY—
H. C. LEWIS, President,
COYNE ELECTRICAL SCHOOL 
500 S. Paulina St., Dept. 31*76. Chicago

Please send me your Big Free Book and details of your 
* ‘Pay Tuition After Graduation Plan," the Radio Course, 
and other plans to help a fellow get ahead.

NAME.................................................................

ADDRESS...........................................................

CITY....................................................STATE.
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M a k e s  M a n y  F e e l  O l d
Do you feel older than you are or suffer from  Getting 

Up Nights, Backache, Nervousness, Leg Pains, Dizziness, 
Swollen A n kles, Rheumatic Pains. Burning, scanty or 
frequent passages? I f  so, remember that your Kidneys 
are vital to your health and that these symptoms may be 
due to non-organic and non-systemic Kidney and Bladder 
troubles— in such cases C Y S T E X  (a physician's prescrip
tion) usually gives prompt and joyous relief by helping 
the Kidneys flush out poisonous excess acids and wastes. 
You have everything to gain and nothing to lose in trying 
Cystex. A n  iron-clad guarantee wrapped around each 
package assures a refund o f your money on return of 
empty package unless fully satisfied. Don’t take chances 
on any Kidney medicine that is not guaranteed . Don’t 

delay. Get Cystex (Siss-tex) 
*from  your druggist today. Only 
b 35c. Guarantee protects you. 

r Helps Flesh Wldwys

G e t t i n g  U p  N i g h t s

un any xviuney u ia u cu icCystex:
w  Helps Flash Wldweya

MAKE MONEY
JF/WNASH CUSTOM tailoreo clothes
Be your own Sales Manager, hake 
orders, earn money with this fa 
mous make of clothes. High quality 
men’s tailoring at popular prices.

Wri-he in today. 
Territories open.

THE A. NASH COMPANY
1914 ElM-STREET • C1N^Njim“ Q.H10

m m *

Original
s o n g

WANTED
POEMS
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sny subject, for Immediate con
sideration. Don't delay— send 
your poem at once to 
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M E T A L  C A S T  P R O D U C T S  C O .,  D e p t . T
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ASTHMAW. K. STERLINE.^M

Treatment mailed 
on FREE TRIAL- If
satisfied, send II; If 
not, It's Free. Write 
for treatment today.

610 Ohio 1*8,  Sidney, OHIO

WOMEN are amazed at easy, fast.
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Diamond. Seif-heating, instant heat 
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(Continued from page 95)
— to sell off everything we couldn't bring 
up here.”

The old man closed his eyes for a mo
ment. “ I'll he able to pay you,”  he said 
haltingly. ” 1 figured maybe you ’d give 
me an' June a band, till— ”

The words were like prison walls to 
Tim Carmody. “ I'll hell) yon get out of 
here,”  he said. “ That, and hotif&fg-more !”

H E W E N T  out of the room without 
looking at the girl. He wanted a 

drink or a fight— anything that would get 
him out of this place haunted by the past.

He stood in the darkened street, look
ing up and down for a moment, then 
went across and into the saloon.

It was a rough place with a plank 
bar and half dozen rudely-constructed ta
llies. The single room was smoky, and 
the smell of whiskey strong. The hawk- 
nosed J,armings sat at cue of the tables 
with four miners, engaged in a listless 
game of stud. Over in a corner, half 
hidden by tattered newspaper, was the 
slender man with the buck teeth, Bechtol.

Carmody stepped to the bar, and To- 
reen pushed out bottle and glass. When 
he attempted to pay, Toreen shook his 
head. ‘ ‘ Not tonight. That job
you did on Crippen an' Griggs earns you 
free likker.”

Tim Carmody shrugged. “ Luck.” 
Toreen was leaning casually on the 

bar, his big shoulders hunched forward 
a little. There was something impressive 
about the man’s shock of black hair and 
the strong mold of his face. He had 
shaved since Tim ’s, arrival.

“ Nobody with just luck could kill a 
pair of gun-hands like Griggs and Crip
pen.”  Toreen’s voice was low. “ This 
country needs men like you, Tomlinson. 
If you hadn’t come here, I ’ve have gone 
over after you.”

The error of the name Tim wasn’t yet 
ready to correct, and he refused to lift 
his eyes lest they betray it.

“ No need to tell you,”  said the saloon- 
man. “ what a devil’s mess these hills are 
in. There's a gang gutting this country. 
A  gang one man can’t buck.”

"One man runs the gang,”  Tim said. 
“ Yeah. One man— but with twenty



CARMODY’S H O T-LEA D  SALESM AN

trigger-fingers beliind him !” growled 
Toreen. “ Some of us— not twenty, but 
some— figger the law’s the law, even if it 
takes Vigilantes to make it stick!”

T H E fighting quality showed in Tim 
Carmody’s jaw as he set his glass 

down. He understood the offer being 
made him, and that much depended on his 
answer.

“ It’s been done before,”  he said. 
“ There’s times when no other way is 
worth a damn.”

A  man at the other end of the bar rat
tled his glass. Toreen went down to him. 
When he came back there was a gleam 
in his light blue eyes. He filled Carmody’s 
glass and took a drink himself.

“ Maybe,”  Toreen suggested, “ you knew 
Blorn in California.”

Tim could feel the boring pressure of 
the saloonkeeper’s inspection. He said, 
“ I ’ve never seen him before in my life.”  

“ But you might, maybe be looking for 
someone from California,”  Toreen per
sisted. “ There’s talk here that Blorn 
pulled out of there for a damned good 
reason.”

Tim Carmody waited silently. He could 
feel the heat of old anger stirring in his 
blood.

“ Maybe,”  Toreen was drawling, “ it 
struck you as mighty queer Blorn’s depu
ty could be crooked, without Blorn know- 
in’ about it.”

Tim Carmody looked up, his gray eyes 
steady. “ You’re sayin’ that Blorn is the 
one man?”

“ If I didn’t know it, I wouldn’t say 
it.”  Toreen’s voice was dry and even. 
“ W e ’re tanglin’ with Blorn tonight. Do 
you wrant to come in on it?”

Tim Carmody’s trail had been a long 
one, and this was the end of it. That 
knowledge hammered his bitterness, his 
resentment, his hardness, into a single 
purpose.

“ I don’t want a part of what happens 
to Blorn,”  he said. “ I want all of it !”

T O R E E N  moved his wide shoulders.
“ It can be fixed that way. There’ll 

be work enough for everybody.”  He 
touched the bottle again, and Tim shook 
his head. “ Up on Moose Creek there’s

a wage-slave 
I F  you wish
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a feller that really hit pay-dirt. H e’s had 
his warnings, an’ he’s told ’em to go to 
hell. Blorn an’ his gun-hawks aim to 
jump him tonight. Never mind how I 
know. I do. When Blorn makes his 
play, he's goiiV’ to find a hell of a lot of 
grief jumpin' right hack at him.”

■‘ How soon?”
“ Take a walk around an' then feme 

hack. I'll be here, ,or someone else will 
be. W e can’t all pull out together. Have 
you got a horse?”

Tim Carmody growled as he thought 
of the good buckskin he had turned back- 
on the trail. “ No-,’'’

“ I ’ll dig one up for you.” Toreen 
looked pleased. He ran broad fingers 
through his black hair. Something about 
the .gesture fascinated and troubled Tim 
(fanundy. “ Let me get the lights out. 
and then come back,”  Toreen said.

F.latinn still goaded Carm.ody as he 
stepped out into the stjeef. It was a 
thing demanding physical outlet, and he 
began to walk with a driving stride. He 
could head the heavy rumble of the river 
on his left. The .stars were out. hanging 
bright and cold and still in the infinite 
depths of black sky.

He had come a long way to pay the 
debt he owed old T fnp^tep,...-. The payoff 
was in his hands. l ie  thought of it as 
something tangible, something his sinewy 
fingers could wrench and break.

He came hack along the darkened 
straggle of buildings. A  light was still 
burning in the improvised store, but the 
saloon was dark.

He hadn't planned to stop. He had 
crowded the girl and her father out of 
his mind altogether. But June Tomlinson 
was standing in the doorway, and some
thing about the glimpse he got of her lace 
pulled him that way.

STE PPIN G  inside and closing the door, 
he was aware instantly of her wo

manhood. It was a force subtle and 
strong which moved him, and which with 
an effort of will he rejected.

The light on her face clearly empha
sized the curl of her lashes, the gentle
ness of her throat, the appeal of her 
dark eyes.

Carmody brought his mincl away from



C A R M O D Y ’ S  H O T -L E A D  S A L E S M A N

that. He said bluntly, “ Decided, have 
you ?”

She said, “ Yes,”  very clearly. And 
then, “ W e ’re not leaving.”

It was then he saw the fear she was 
struggling not to show. One of her 
hands was behind her. She was holding 
something in it, concealing it.

Carmody jerked his head. “ What have 
you got there?”

“ Nothing.”
“ Let me see it.”
“ It’s nothing, I tell you.”
Tim Carmody was still in the grip of 

his own emotions; he was unreasonably 
angered by her defiance; he had had an 
extra drink. He took one step, caught 
her wrist, pulled it to him, and took the 
slip of paper from her resisting fingers.

Those same fingers slapped hard at 
his cheek. The girl’s voice was low and 
furious: “ You’re drunk!”

He didn’t answer or move. His eyes 
were on the printed message the note 
bore. There was something deadly about 
its brusqueness:

W e want a thousand dollars. This time 
we’ll get it. Have it ready.

“ Have you got that much money?” 
he demanded. Her chin tilted up, and he 
knew that she had. “ You’ll have to pay 
it,”  he told her savagely. “ Either that— 
or get ou t!”

She whispered, “ What kind of man 
are you ?”

“ What can you do to stop them?” 
he flung back at her. “ You, and a hurt 
old man— dyin’, likely! You can’t— ” 

“ Dad’s hurt, but he isn’t a coward!” 
The word was meant to sting, and it 

did. It lifted resentment and hard stub
bornness in Tim Carmody. “ I told you 
what I ’d do for you,” he blurted. “ Take 
it or leave it !”

There was fibre to this girl that Tim 
Carmody could feel. It was a kind of 
unshakable courage that the softness of 
her lips and the warmth of her eyes con
cealed.

“ Yes, you told us,”  she said. “ A  
strong man— a gun-fighter— telling a girl 
and a weak old man what he would do 
for them. Telling them to whine for

m m
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scraps, or else run like whipped dogs-!”
Fury blazed in her eyes now. “ Well, 

we’re not going to do it! W e ’re not the 
kind of gun-carrying cowards that your 
gold-camps breed. W e’re storekeepers! 
W e won't run and we won’t be bullied 
and we’ll fight if we have to! W e don’t 
need your kind to help u s ; we're afraid 
we’d catch the yellow streak you hard- 
cases think every man has. Now—  get 
ou t!”

She was at the door, flinging it open. 
“ Get out,”  she said again. “ W e don’t 
want you.”

Her eyes were wet! Tim Carmody 
could see that. There was sickness in 
him, but his pride and the bitter anger 
of whiskey were stronger.

He went out into the street. The door 
shut behind him with the snap of an ex
ploding shell.

C H A P TE R  FO U R

Storekeeper Blood

fT T M  C A R M O D Y  stopped there, his 
breath coming hard as he cut grim

ly across toward the darkened saloon. 
Then, in the shadows, he heard the rest
less stamping of a pony. A  voice mur
mured, “ This way, Tomlinson.”

It wasn’t Toreen’s voice, but that was 
all right. With his forearm Carmody 
brushed the bulk of the gun in his pocket. 
He made out a tall figure in the dark
ness, and the shapes of two horses.

Carmody took the reins and stepped 
up into the saddle. The stirrups were 
short, and he dropped them a notch. 
“ How far is this place?”

Eight— ten miles, some of it steep 
goin’. ”

They drifted quietly out of the camp, 
up a sharp pitch on which the hoofs rang 
like hammers, and then into stunted tim
ber. Carmody’s tall guide rode at his 
left stirrup, hardly more than a head in 
the lead,

Tim Carmody strove to focus his at
tention on what lay before him. This was 
the pay-off he had promised; this was 
what he had waited for, fought for, dedi
cated his life to. The moment to come 
would square accounts for old Timothy.



CARMODY’S HOT-LEAD SALESMAN

For anguished months he had thrown 
into this pursuit al! of his resolution, his 
courage, his strength. The debt he owed 
Timothy had been burned into him with 
the hot iron of remorse. That debt would 
only be paid when he had the red-haired 
murderer of Timothy in his gun-sights.

Tim Carmody waited for that thought 
to lift him and grip him. But strangely, 
the surge of high elation, which should 
have wiped out his other thoughts, didn’t 
come.

They were still climbing, the hoofs rat
tling on loose rock. Black ridges enclosed 
them, seeming to tower inward, as if on 
the verge of roaring collapse.

The man at Carmody’s side said, “ You 
hear anythin’ ?’ ’

“ N o.”
“ I thought I heard a bronc follerin us. 

I’ll drop back a little an’ see.”
The guide fell behind. When he caught 

up again, he came up on Carmodv’s right 
side instead of the left, and he didn’t pull 
ahead as he had before. That touched a 
chord in Carmody’s gun-training, but it 
was a chord drowned almost instantly by 
the force of another thought. A  bitter 
thought— the recognition of a fact that 
howled and slashed in his head.

Because the thing he had fought so 
savagely to achieve wasn’t the thing that 
would pay his debt to old Timothy.

There was storekeeper blood in the 
Carmodys. Old Timothy had had the 
same kind of calm courage that June 
Tomlinson had shown, and that old 
Tomlinson had. Timothy couldn’t be bul
lied, he couldn’t be run out. Neither could 
they.

Timothy had died because he was that 
kind of man. Timothy had been helpless; 
so were they. Timothy hadn’t quit or 
submitted; neither would the Tomlinsons.

Despite the cold, the sweat came out 
now oft Carmody’s forehead in scalding 
drops. There was only one way the debt 
could be paid.

Tim Carmody said hoarsely, “I’m goin’ 
back.” That was all.

And the man beside him said, “No, 
you’re sot goin’ anywhere.”

In the cool darkness there was ,the 
whisper of metal against smooth leather 
as a gun was drawn, • “
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8.25-20 6 .7 5  4.95
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32X8 9 .9 5  2.75
84x7 8 .9 5  8.25
88x7 9 -4 5  8.96
86x8 » .* S  8.96
40x8 1 1 .9 0  4.1fi
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EVERY TIRE 
GUARANTEED
Our G uarantee
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Order TodayDEALERS

WANTED
SE N D  O N L Y  $ 1 .0 0  D E P O SIT  on each tire ordered. 
($3.00 on each Truck Tire.) We ship balance C. O. D. 
Deduct S  p er  c e n t if cash i8 sent in full with order. To 
fill order promptly we may substitute brands if neces
sary. ALL TUBES BRAND NEW— GUARANTEED—

PERRY-FIELD TIRE & RUBBER CO.
3 3 2 8 - 3 0  S . M ich igan  A v o .,  D e p t. 41T 1-A . C h ica g o

L e m o n  J u i c e  R e c ip e  C h e c k s  
R h e u m a t i c  P a i n  Q u i c k l y

I f  you suffer from rheumatic or neuritis pain, try this 
simple inexpensive home recipe. Get a package of Ru-Ex 
Compound, a two week’s supply, mix it with a quart of 
water, add the juice of 4 lemons. Often within 48 hours 
— sometimes overnight — splendid results are obtained. 
I f  the pains do not quickly leave you, return the empty 
package and Ru-Ex will cost you nothing to try. It  is 
sold under an absolute money-back guarantee. Ru-Ex  
Compound is for sale by drug stores everywhere.

R U P T U R E D ?
Get Relief This Proven Way

W hy try to worry along with trusses that gouge your 
flesh— press heavily on hips and spine— enlarge opening— 
fail to hold rupture? You need the Cluthe. No leg-straps 
or cutting belts. Automatic adjustable pad holds at real 
opening— follows every body movement with instant In
creased support in case o f strain. Cannot slip whether at 
work or play. Light. W aterproof. Can be worn in bath. 
Send for amazing FREE book. “ Advice To Ruptured”  and 
details o f  liberal truthful 60-day trial offer. A lso endorse
ments from  grateful users in your neighborhood. W rite: 

CLUTHE SONS, Dept. 15, Bloomfield, New Jersey.

T H E  tone of voice and the sound were 
things Tim Carmody had heard be

fore. They cut like a knife through his 
emotion, because the instinct of self-pres
ervation was bound up in them.

Ill that narrow fragment of time Tim 
Carmody was again the practised gun 
fighter. The voice, at long last, he recog
nized ; it belonged to the hawk-nosed Jan- 
nings. Jannings had come up on his right 
side deliberately, planning this. And 
Jannings could block Carmody’s draw, 
as he pulled and killed without hurry.

Only one possible move was right, and 
only a man who had fought before could 
unerringly select it in one flashing instant.

Tim Carmody made no effort to grap
ple or draw. He rolled down past his 
mount’s left shoulder. The explosion of 
Jannings’ gun blasted him on over.

The bullet hit Carmody glancingly in 
the side as he fell. His horse bolted, 
jumping on ahead. Falling, Carmody 
had stabbed automatically for his gun 
pocket, and he had the revolver in his 
hand when he hit. He lay on his side, 
not stirring. In the dead blackness he 
would be hard to locate.

He heard the shuffling of Jannings’ 
pony. That stopped almost at once. In 
the quiet, whichever man moved first 
would likely die.

The stillness lasted, however, only 
long enough for that fact to be cata
logued. A  rider on the trail behind them 
had advanced from a muffling bed of pine 
needles onto rock. He was coming up 
recklessly at a sharp trot.

A  voice lifted: “ Start when you’re 
ready Jannings!”

It was a voice Carmody remembered. 
It belonged to Bechtol, the slender man 
who had scorned the outcome of the 
false trial in High Placer and had prom
ised Jannings a showdown.

Jannings was too shrewd to answer. 
He could afford to wait, to make his 
shot count because Bechtol was taking 
the risk. Bechtol— brave, reckless, or 
both— was gambling on getting in a shot 
at close quarters before he died. He 
was coming on steadily, not more than 
fifteen paces distant.

Carmody said evenly, “ Y ou ’re as good 
as dead, Jannings.”

106



C A R M O D Y ’S H O T-LEA D  SALESM AN

He got a spitting snarl of gunfire in 
reply. At once thunder broke and crashed 
in that narrow defile in the hills.

Jannings’ slug churned dirt by Car- 
mody’s cheek. Carmody’s gun slashed 
bullets to the right and left of the flash. 
Down-trail, Bechtol too was shooting.
F IVE seconds of turmoil, and then quiet 

again. Tim was certain he had heard 
a man plunge from saddle to ground; but 
which of the two it was, he couldn’t 
tell.

“I think,” he heard Bechtol say, “we 
done ourselves a job, Tomlinson.”

The name’s Carmody,” Tim said. 
“Tomlinson was good for a while, but 
not now.” He got up awkwardly, and 
the whipping pain in his side told him 
that he had broken bones there.

He could make out the shape of Bech
tol, stepping down and bending over a 
huddled figure on the ground.

“Finished,” Bechtol said. “I hope to 
hell it was my slug did it.”

“It was,” said Carmody, who knew 
better. “Now, friend, I need a horse. I 
need it now and I need it bad. I want 
yours.”

Bechtol straightened suspiciously. 
“What for?”

Carmody said grimly, "The game was 
rigged for High Placer tonight. They 
bluffed me out of town, an' like a damn 
fool I fell for it. I want to get back in 
before it’s over.”

“It won’t even start, Carmody. Not 
without Jannings. He was the High 
Mogul of the hell-raisers in this part of 
the country.”

Carmody jerked out an oath. “He may 
have looked like it, but he wasn’t. I’m 
not guessing—I know! Do I get the 
horse ?”

Bechtol chuckled. “No. But I’ll catch 
Jannings’ pony for you. Shootin’ don’t 
trouble him much. He ain’t far.”

Bechtol was right. In a matter of less 
than three minutes he was back, handing 
a pair of reins to Carmody. Tim got up 
into the saddle, setting his jaw against 
the worrying bullet-wound in his side. 
The blood was cold and clammy by the 
time it got down to his boot top.

“Maybe,” Bechtol suggested, “if

MY OFFER IS AMAZING
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Springfield. Ohio.
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_____________________ Patentt_____________________

IN VENTORS— Don’t delay. Protect your idea with a 
Patent. Secure “ Patent Guide”  and “ Record o f Inven
tion”  form FREE. Preliminary information furnished 
without obligation. W rite CLARENCE A. O’BRIEN, 
Registered Patent Attorney, 1C26 Adams Building, Wash
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INVENTORS—Delays are dangerous— secure protection 
now. Get new Free copyrighted booklet “ How To Protect 
Your Invention.”  No charge for preliminary information. 
McMorrow and Berman, Registered Patent Attorneys,
150-D Barrister Building, Washington, D. C.____________

PATEN T your invention. Your ideas may be worth 
money. Responsible firm— 66 years’ experience. W RITE 
FOR FREE BOOKS of patent facts. C, A . SNOW & CO., 
613 Snow Building, Washington, D. C .___________________

PA TEN TS: Low* cost. Book and advice free. L. F.
Randolph, Dept. 573, Washington, D, C.
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there’s somthin’ to tell, you better spill it 
’fore we get there.”

“ No time,”  Carmody snapped. “ Get 
to that camp as fast as you can. What 
there is to see you’ll see quick enough!”

Bechtol was a good man. He knew that 
trail, and he wasn’t afraid to ride it. 
Carmody stuck behind him, guided some
times by the flying shape of him ahead, 
hut more often by the beat of hoofs.

The racket of their passage faded away 
soggily into pine thickets then roared high 
to roll and echo among naked canyons. 
Tim Carmody cursed himself for having 
left High Placer at all.

There were still four miles to cover, 
some of that distance so steep that the 
horses took it sliding on their haunches, 
some of it through shoulder high brush, 
ail of it tortuous.

He would be late, Carmody kept tell
ing himself; too late. He was convinced 
they had overshot their mark, when Bech
tol yelled something over his shoulder.

Tim Carmody drove his bootheels 
home, pulled up abreast of Bechtol. They
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were on the rocky pitch that slid down 
into the camp. Muffled and faint over 
the sound of their own riding came a 
thudding crash. Gunfire!

CA R M O D Y  swore at the queer light
ness in his head. He held his re

loaded gun in his hand now, gripping it 
hard, afraid that if he relaxed he wouldn’t 
again be able to force his fingers around 
it.

The saddle was queer or the horse was 
queer. One or the other was weaving 
from side to side, trying to make him 
fall, and he had to concentrate on not fall
ing because he had riding, and a lot of it. 
still to do.

Bechtol was shouting at him. The 
sheep-headed idiot! Why didn’t he just 
ride?

A  beam of light whisked out into 
Tim Carmody’s eyes. It came through 
a doorway that he wouldn’t have recog
nized because it was smashed and broken.

What he did recognize was the stack 
of boxes and sacks which had evidently 
been piled as a barricade behind the door.

Tim Carmody put his horse back on 
it haunches in a smother of dust just 
beyond that doorway. Maybe it was the 
bullet humming past his head that did it. 
but he was laughing.

It was good to be on solid ground, 
walking in, with a gun bucking in your 
fist.

There were two bodies lying in the 
street. There were three gun-hands— 
guards, he figured— who aimed to hold 
that street against all comers.

One of them was shooting it out with 
Bechtol. Carmody walked in, hunched 
over, toward the other two. A  bullet 
nipped his coat. He shot twice; without 
looking he saw the successive lances of 
flame. One of the two guards went down. 
Carmody shot again..

The third guard was unhit, but he 
had had enough. He turned and rabbited 
along the front of the store. Carmody 
heard Bechtol yelling and saw him run
ning toward him.

Carmody stepped across the timber, 
scrambling a little as he kicked a way 
through the tangle of boxes. The laugh 
was still on his lips.
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[
“I a in t” “He don’t ”
"It's me r  “You w as ? 

“Can't hardly^

W hat A re YOUR  
Mistakes in English?

They may offend others as 
much as these offend you

I F someone you met for the first time made the mistakes 
in English shown above, what would you think of 
h im ? W ould he inspire your respect? W ould you be 

inclined to make a friend o f him ? Would you care to 
introduce him to others as a close friend o f yours?

These errors are easy for you to see. Perhaps, how
ever, you make other mistakes which offend other people 
aa much as these would offend you. How do you know 
that you do not mispronounce certain words? Are you 
always sure that the things you say and write are gram 
matically correct? To you they may seem correct, but 
others may know they are wrong.

Unfortunately, .people will not correct you when you 
make m is ta k e sa ll they do is to  make a mental reserva
tion about you. * “ H e Is ignorant and uncultured," they 
think. So you really have no way o f telling when your 
English offends others.

FREE — Book on English
Sherwin Corty, perhaps the beat known teacher of practical Eng

lish, has perfected and patented a remarkable device which will 
. quickly find and correct mistakes you unconsciously make. Cor- 
' rect English soon becomes a HABIT.- '

Mr. Cody's remarkable new invention, the 100% Self-Correcting 
Method, has already improved the English of more than 100,000 
people. No useless mica, no tedious copying, no hard study. Only 
IB  minutes a day required. You learn by creating the HABIT of 
using correct English. Nothing like Mr. Cody’s method has ever 
been used before I

A new book, "How You Can Master Good English in 15 
Minutes a Day," is ready. It explains Mr. Cody's surprisingly 
easy method. Get a copy free and learn how to stop making em
barrassing errors. You do not want others to judge you unfairly. 
Merely mail the coupon or a postal card. SHERWIN CODY 
SCHOOL OF ENGLISH, 203 Searle Building, Rochester, N. Y.
S H E R W IN  C O D Y  SC H O O L O F E N G L IS H  
203 S earle  B u ild in g , Rochester, N. Y .
Please send me your free book, "How You Can Master Good 
English in 15 Minutes a Day."

Name,

It didn’t change when he saw Toreen.

TH E R E  were little trickles of blood 
running down the saloonman’s 

smooth-shaven left cheek. Birdshot, 
Carniody guessed, from the puny shot
gun lying across Tomlinson’s cot which 
bad been dragged into the front room. 
Carmody wondered where in hell that 
weapon had come from. Tomlinson was 
lying back on the blankets, his mouth 
open.

Toreen was trying to get back across 
the room to put out the lamp.

Tim Carmody said, “ This way, Toreen!” 
Toreen got his gun around and trig

gered, but there was already one of Tim 
Carmody’s bullets in his head. . . .

Tim Carmody went down on his hands 
and knees into darkness. From far off 
he heard Bechtol’s voice, and then he 
heard June Tomlinson calling. . . .

The darkness was a long time going 
away. It was exploding, Tim thought, 
into fire. The fire was in his throat; 
it was whiskey that Bechtol was forcing 
between his lips.

They didn't want him to get up, but 
he did. He was big Tim Carmody, and 
it took more than one bullet to keep a 
Carmody down. “ W e took ’em, Bech
tol. W e sure as hell took ’em !”

Bechtol had a bandage around his 
head, but he chuckled. “ I kep’ thinkin’ 
we’d have to pitch into twenty of ’em. 
Toreen always said— ”

“ I reckon Toreen tallied his gun- 
hawks two or three times— so folks’d be 
more apt to shy away.” Carmody walked 
slowly and carefully to where Toreen lay.
He knelt down and opened the man’s 
coat and his shirt. What he was looking 
for was there. ■

It had been the hair which had tripped . 
a trigger deep down in Tim Carmody’s  ̂
mind. Toreen’s black hair was dull and 
lifeless, because it had been dyed. And ■ 
the careful shaving. . . . His beard, of 
course, would be red. It didn’t matter 
now, Tim  thought. It was a small thing 
compared to what he had found.

Address,

D If 18 yean oc under check bore for Booklet A.

¥ T E  G O T up and turned around. June 
was by his side, and he reached out 

to touch her shoulder. He said a little
1 1 0
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haltingly, “ Kid, that old man of yours 
has the right kind of nerve. Is he— ’ ’ 

She nodded. “ He just fainted when 
the gun kicked him.”

There were more people in the store 
now. Bechtol seemed to be speaking for 
them when he said, “ Listen, Carmody. 
The sheriff— Blorn, you know— ”

“ I was goin’ to ask you about him.”  
“ He was square enough,”  Bechtol said 

quickly. “ He just didn’t know what to 
do. He tried to buck this game, an’ they 
got him. He was one of the fellers lyn’ 
out in the street.”

Carmody nodded. Before he could 
speak, Bechtol said, “ What I ’m gettin’ at, 
Carmody, is that we’ll need a new sheriff, 
a man we can bank on. W e kind of 
figgered-------”

Grinning, Carmody shook his head. 
“ If it’s a lawman you’re lookin’ for, you 
fellers don’t have to go any farther than 
Bechtol there. He’s got the kind of fight- 
in’ guts it takes, an’ the savvy. Me— 
hell, I ’m just a storekeeper.”

It made him feel good, somehow, to 
say that. He waved a hand around the 
wrecked store. “ From now on,”  he said, 
“ this outfit goes under the name of 
Tomlinson— Tomlinson and Carmody. 
A n ’ maybe— maybe right soon— we’ll be 
callin’ it Tomlinson, Carmody and Car
m ody.”

He was looking at June Tomlinson as 
he said it, and he wondered if the smile 
in her eyes could rightly be termed an 
acceptance.

TH E  END

MUSIC ,
L E S S O N S , *

, t __
'«* v r

t-. ■ X
» • * * 0 * W * l  . . BARN MORI. .1 .  . SUCCKCD I

j W o - Q .g O i a - N ,  1825 t u t  83rd 8 t .  CMa.no. m lnol.

NATIONAL ACADEMY OF MUSIC
I earn Profitable Profession 

at Home

MAK9 * f COMOS AT *****

i s

: M t u s *
aa m v u r c TTUMim

Put this Rad . _ _____________
In  Tou r P rasant C a b in e t . . .

FACTORY-TO- YOU 
SAVES up to 50%

MIDWEST
R A D I O - P H O N O
C O M B I N A T I O N

TELEVISION ADAPTATION 
PREQUOtCY MODULATION

T hrilling  W o r id  -  W id e  
F o r e ig n  N e w t  DIRECTI

50
UIHT

22
COMPLETE 

RADIO-PHONO 

CHASSIS 
mn! speaker

mm kmmFKE 
p m - r  
I t e r  m s .

M ID W E S T  RAD IO  C O R P O R A T IO N
CINCINNATI.  OHIO

UP < A f  TRADE-IN (On many 
TO & v  models up to 18 tubes) 
TTNJOY listening to fine record- 

ings on electric phonograph—  
delight in amazing ocean-spanning 
radio. Make records on Home 
R e co rd e r  (sent F R E E  fo r  a 
limited time). Big FREE catalog 
pictures beautiful 1941 Factory- 
To-You radio chassis and console 
values—-from 6 to  18 tubes—up to  
5 B ands—in clu d in g  A utom atic 
R e c o r d  -  C h a n g in g  R a d i o -  
P h on ogra p h s , H om e Recorder, 
etc.LiberalTrade-In! Write today.

SVCE/ON SPONGE
C l e a n » Cars Neve W a y l
A M A Z IN G  IN V E N T IO N ! B a n is h e s  a u to -w a s h , 
ln g  d r u d g e r y . C le a n s  l in o le u m , w o o d w o r k ,  w in 
d o w s  l ik e  a f la s h . A u to  o w n e r s ,  h o u s e w iv e s  
w i l d  a b o u t  i t .  H O T  S E L L E R  F O R  A G E N T S  
A N D  D I S T R I B U T O R S . H u s t le r s  c l e a n in g  u p

f ir s t  p e r s o n  in  e a c h  lo 
cality who writes. N o  o b l ig a t i o n .  G e t  d e t a i ls .  
Be first— send in your name TODAY! 
K R IS T E E  C O .. 667 K r h t w  B ld « ., A kro n . 0 .

I ll



o 3 Questions
only you can answer:

\

1 .

2.

3.

DO YOU REMEMBER THE FIRST TIME YOU EVER SAW 
THE COUPON BELOW?

ARE YOU SATISFIED WITH THE PROGRESS YOU'VE 
MADE IN YOUR WORK SINCE THEN?

WHAT ARE YOU GOING TO DO ABOUT IT?

Only you can answer those questions. But before you answer No. 3, read 
this: During the past 50 years, more than four million men have mailed 
that sam e coupon and enrolled for low-cost I. C. S. training — and thou
sands oi them have become top-notchers and key-m en in business and  
industry. Right now, 100.000 men are studying modern I. C. S. Courses 
in 400 diiierent subjects. It isn't too late ior y o u  to mail this coupon, and 
learn how you can become a trained man, making a  trained man's payl

I 8 9 l * i g 4 i—  *  H 1 "  *
B O X 3279-G , SC R A N TO N , PEN N A.

Without cost or obligation, please send me a copy of your booklet, “Who Wins and 
Why,” and full particulars about the course before which I have marked X : 

TECHNICAL AND INDUSTRIAL COURSES_j Agriculture □  Air Brake □  Cotton Manufacturing C  Mfg. o f Pulp and Paper
□  Air Conditioning □  Diesel Engines □  Marine Engines
□  Architectural Drafting □  Electrical Drafting □  Mechanical Draf*>"-□  Architecture O  Electrical Engineering rn ’ '□  Auto Engine Tune-up 0  Electric Lighting
□  Auto Technician O  Fire Bosnea
□  Aviation □Boilerm aking 0  Foundry Work
n  ' leering □  Fruit C ~ - - :imatin«r

_____ u non
□  Eriiitfe Engineering
□  Building Estimating
□  Chemistry
□  Civil Engineering
□  Coal Mining
G  Concrete Engineering 
Q  Contracting and Building

□  Accounting □  AdvertisingG  Bookkeeping
□  Bu.siueA.T ‘ 'orrcspondence
□  Ru-une** Management
□  Cartooning □  Civil Service

H ^ -  T,y  W orkU  E ru it  G row in n - r-i I r  ,

a onnvent;ons_ . - . ouliom G Radio Servi«
b u s in e s s  c o u r s e sO College Preparatory □  Foremauship

□  Commercial □  France □  Grade School
C  Cost Accounting 5  * * i*tB School □  Illustrating□  ( '.  P. Accounting □  1 euering Show Cards
□  First Year College C  Manairituc Men at W ork

HOME ECONOMICS COURSES□  Home Dressmaking
□  Professional Dressmaking and Designing
............. A

B S S S iS fg - , , .

M -^“ '  igation 
H  f,|‘ rte r n n ia k in g  

g  Poultry §  P!u“ bia«

D P i d d l r W o r k ^ S  •g  Radio, GeneraIL^ flUO*r,n«  
□  Radio Operating 
u  I{ii‘ho Sen i.-iugr n i ip fr - ,  *

D R .  R . Section Foreman
□  R. H. Signalmen B G  Refrigeration□  Sauitary Engineering
□  Sheet Metal Work
O  Steam Electric 0  Steam Engine# D  Steam Fitting 
D  Structural Drafting
□  Structural Engineering 
Q  Surveying ami Mapping 
Q  Telegraph Engineering 
Q  Textile Designing
□  Tool making
□  Welding, Electric and Gaa
□  W oolen Manufacturing

D  Railway Poetal CleTk 
O  Salesmanship
G  Secretarial
□  Sign Lettering
□  Traffic Management O  SpanUb

......................................................... State...............................P resen t .........„r»..................Canadian residents tend coupon to International Correspondence Schools f'onadian, Lim ited, 
British residents send coupon to 1. C. 8 7 1  Kingsway, London. W n  °

~..Age„...........Address..................

..................P resent Position.ondence School* •

C  T<v ,Room r ^ e.ĉ 4ri“


