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Up
to 5 lbs. Week With Dr. Phillips 

Plan

Reduce to a slimmer more graceful figure the way Dr.
Phillips recommends— without starving— without missing 
a single meal! Here for you Now— a scientific way which 
guarantees you can lose as much weight as you wish— or 
you pay nothing! N o Drugs, No Starvation, No Exercises or 
Laxatives. The Amazing thing is that it is so easy to follow 
— simple and safe to lose those ugly, fatty bulges. Each and 
every week you lose pounds safely until you reach the 
weight that most becomes you. Now at last you have the 
doctors’ new modern way to reduce— To acquire that 
dreamed about silhouette, an improved slimmer, excit
ing more graceful figure. Simply chew delicious im
proved Formula Dr. Phillips Kelpidine Chewing Gum and 
follow Dr. Phillips Plan. This wholesome, tasty delicious 
Kelpidine Chewing Gum contains Hexitol, reduces appetite and 
is sugar free. Hexitol is a new discovery and contains no fat 
and no available carbohydrates. Enjoy chewing this delicious gum 
and reduce with Dr. Phillips Plan. Try it for 12 days, then step on 
the scale. You’ll hardly believe your eyes. Good for men too.

12
D A Y

SUPPLY
O N L Y

Mail the coupon now! Test the amazing Dr. Phillips KELPIDINE CH EW IN C  
CU M  REDUCING PLAN for 10 days at our expense. If after 10 days your 
friends, your mirror and your scale do not tell you that you have lost weight 
and look slimmer you pay nothing.

M oney-Back  Guarantee! 10 Day Free Trial!

AMERICAN HEALTHAIDS CO., Dept. CH-9, 318 Market St., Newark, N. J.

Just mail us your name and address, and $1.00 cash, check or money-order. You will receive a 12 day supply 
of KELPID INE C H E W IN G  G U M  (improved Formula), end Dr. Phillips Reducing Plan postage prepaid.

N A M E ................................................................................. AD D R ESS..........................................................

STATE..................................................................................C IT Y .......................................................... ......

□  Send me Special 24 day supply and FREE 12 day package for $2.00. I understand that if I am not delighted 
with KELPID INE C H E W IN G  G U M  and Dr. Phillips Reducing Plan, I can return in 10 days for full purchase 

price refund.

SENT ON APPROVAL —  MAIL COUPON NOW!



YOU PRACTICE COMMUNICATIONS YOU PRACTICE SERVICING

Today's Good Job Maker
TV now reaches from coast-to-coast. Over 15 million TV sets are now 
in use; 108 TV stations are operating and 1800 new TV stations have 
been authorized. This means more jobs, good pay jobs with bright fu
tures. Now is the time to get ready for success in TV. Find out what 
Radio-Television offers you. Mail coupon now for my 2 Books FREE!

I TRA INED  
THESE MEN

Mot G row ing  Butinott
" I  am brooming an expert 

* • * 0 ®  T t le tn c ia n  as well at 
£: Radiotrician Without your
| practical course I feel this
smtP JKk would ha\* been m.possi

ble My business continues to grow." 
—Philip G Brogan, Louisville, Ky

G o o d  Job  with Station

“ I am Broadcast Engineer ■ 
at WLPM Another tech- 
nician and I have opened 
a Radio-TV service shop 
In our spare time Big TV 
tales here As a result we h 
work than we can handle " — J. H. 
Bangley, Jr., Suffolk, Va.

Pra ites N R I at Bost C ou rse
vas a high school stu- 

Kdent when I enrolled. My 
g friends began to bring 

r Radios to me. I real- 
i ixed a profit of $300 by the 

time 1 completed the course."—John 
Hopper, Nitro, West Va

G e fs Flrtt Jo b  Thro N R I

"My first )ob was operatoc 
with KDLR. obtained for 
me by your Graduate Ser- 
n w  Dept I am now Chief 
Engineer in charge of 
Radio Equipment for Police and Fire 
Department ”—T. S- Norton, Hamil-

NR! Training Leads to 
Good Jobs Like These

: Chief 
ian, Chief 

tor, Power 
Recording 
, Remote 
Operator.

Do you want a good pay job, a bright future, security? Then get 
into the fast growing RADIO-TELEVISION industry. Hundreds I’v# 
trained are successful RADIO-TELEVISION TECHNICIANS. Most 
had no previous experience, many no more than grammar school 
education. Keep your job while training at home. Learn RADIO
TELEVISION principles from easv-to-understand lessons. Get prac
tical experience on actual equipment you build with parts I send you.

Moke Extra Money in Spare Time While Training
The day you enroll I start sending you SPECIAL BOOKLETS that 
show you how to service neighbors' Radios in spare time while train
ing. Use MULTITESTER you build to help service sets, gerpractical 
experience working on circuits common to b*th Radio and Television. 
Find out how you can realize your ambition to be successful in th# 
prosperous RADIO-TELEVISION industry. Even without Television, 
the industry is bigger than ever before. 105 million home and auto 
Radios, over 2900 Radio Stations, expanding Aviation and Police Radio. 
Micro-Wave Relay, FM and Television are making opportunities for 
Servicing and Communications Technicians.

Mail Coupon —  Find Out What Radio-TV Offers You
Send for my FREE DOUBLE OFFER. Cut out and mail coupon below. 
Send in envelope or paste on postal. You will get actual Servicing 
Lesson to prove it’s practical to learn at home. You'll also receive my 
64-page Book, “ How to Be a Success i> Radio-Television.” Read what 
my graduates are doing, earning, see photos of equipment you practice 
with at home. J. E. Smith, President. Dept.gRQ 
National Radio Institute, Washington 9. D. C.

Good /orBoth-TREE

t+m c, icin g : Home
and Auto Radio

■ H H ® i « ^ ^ ^ P .A .  Systems. Tele- 
vision Receivers, Electronic Controls.
FM Radios. In Radio Plants: Design 
Assistant, Transmitter Design Techni 
cian, Tester, Serviceman. Service Man
ager. Ship and Harbor Radio: Chief 
Operator. Assistant Operator, Radio
telephone Operator. Government Radio 
Operator in Army, Navy, Marine Corps 
Coast Guard, Forestry Service Dis 
patcher, Airways Radio Operator. Avia 
tion Radio: Transmitter Technician. Re
ceiver Technician, Airport Transmitter

-  - c |  MR. J. E. S M IT H . President, Dept. 3 K Q
| N ational Rad io Institute. W ashington »JD. C.

|Mail me Sample Lesson and 64-pape Book.
.  “ How to Be a Success in Radio-Television.”
■ Both FREE (No salesman will call Please
■ write plainly.)

| Name .......................................................
t  I  A d d r e s s ...............................................................

►Jcity..........................................  Zone State
^  ^  Approved Under G

ator, 
mitter 
Television 
nician, Remote 
trol Operator, 
vice and 
nance Technician.

Tested Way to Better Pay

with Kits I Send You
B u ild  This Transmitter
Aft part of my Communications 
Course I send you parts to build 
the low power Broadcasting 
Transmitter shown at the right. 
Use it to get practical experi
ence putting a station "on the 
air,”  perform procedures re
quired of Broadcast Station 
operators. You build many other 
pieces of equipment with kits 1 
send. 1 train you for your FCC 
Commercial Operator's License.

with Kits I Send You
Build This Tester
You build this Multitester from 
parts 1 send, use it to earn 
extra money in your spar# 
time fixing neighbors' Radio*. 
I also send you speaker, tube*, 
chassis, transformer, loop an
tenna. everything you need to 
build a modern Radio and 
other equipment. You get prae- 

„  tical experience working with 
circuits common to both Radio 
and Television. All equipment 
is yours to keep. See and road 
about it in my FREE 64-page 
book. Just cut out and mall 
coupon belowl
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How I foxed 
the Navy

b y A rthur Godfrey

The Navy almost scuttled me. I shudder to 
think of it. My crazy career could have ended 
right there. Who knows, I might still be bum
ming Chesterfields instead of selling them.

To be scuttled by the Navy you’ve either 
got to do something wrong or neglect to do 
something right. They’ve got you both ways. 
For my part, I neglected to finish high school.

Ordinarily, a man can get along without a 
•high school diploma. Plenty of men have. But 
not in the Navy. At least not in the U. S. Navy 
Materiel School at Bellevue, D. C., back in 
1929. In those days a bluejacket had to have 
a mind like Einstein’s. And I didn’t.

“ Godfrey,”  said the lieutenant a few days 
after I’d checked in, “ either you learn mathe
matics and learn it fast or out you go. I’ll give 
you six weeks.”  This, I figured, was it. For a 
guy who had to take off his shoes to count

above ten, it was an impossible assignment 
I was ready to turn in my bell-bottoms. But 

an ad in a magazine stopped me. Here, it said, 
is your chance to get special training in almost 
any subject—mathematics included. I hopped 
on it. Within a week I was enrolled with the 
International Correspondence Schools studying 
algebra, geometry and trig for all I was worth.

Came week-end liberty, I studied. Came a 
holiday, I studied. Came the end of the six 
weeks, I was top, man in the class. Within 
six weeks I had mastered two years of high 
school math, thanks to the training I’d gotten. 

I.C.S. made the impossible—easy!

get expert o rnrr DflfWC Free, illustrated catalog on career that interests you. Also 36-page, pocket- 
GUIDANCE L rllLC DUUlVO size guide to advancement, "H o w  to Succeed." Just mail the coupon!

I N T E R N A T I O N A L  C O R R E S P O N D E N C E  S C H O O L S
BOX 3967-B. SCRANTON 9. PENNA.

Without cost or obligation, send me "HOW to SUCCEED” and the booklet about the course BEFORE which I have marked X:
A R T  □  Heating

□  Commercial Art □  Steam Fitting
□  Magazine and Book □  Air Conditioning

Illustrating □  Electrician
□  Cartooning B U S I N E S S
□  Show Card and Sign Lettering □  Business Administration
□  Fashion Illustrating 

A U T O M O T I V E
□  Automobile, Mechanic
□  Auto-Elec. Technician
□  Auto Body Rebuilding 
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□  Diesel— Gas Engines 

A V I A T I O N
□  Aeronautical Engineering Jr.
□  Aircraft Engine Mechanic
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□  Estimating
□  Carpenter and Mill Work
□  Carpenter Foreman
□  Reading Blueprints
□  House Planning
□  Plumbing
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□  Accounting
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□  Stenography and Typing
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□  Federal Tax
□  Business Correspondence _
□  Personnel and Labor Relations □  Electrical Drafting
□  Advertising □  Mechanical Drafting
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□  Radio Operation
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□  Locomotive Engineer
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□  Rayon Manufacture
□  Woolen Manufacture
□  Loom Fixing

□  Lineman 
H I G H  S C H O O L

□  High School Subjects
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□  Diesel-Electric . . . .  .
□  Electric Light and Power MILLIONTH STUDENT
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Occupation—
Special tuition rates to members of the U. S. Armed Forces. Canadian residents send 
coupon to International Correspondence Schools Canadian, Ltd., Montreal, Canada



T R A I L
B L A Z E R S

Guns and blood weren’t enough. It took 
a special magic to tame the wild Apaches

W HEN Geronimo was supposed to sur
render at John Slaughter’s border 

ranch, but fled again when a white bootlegger 
sold his men whisky, General George Crook 
had had enough of the Apaches. He had spent 
nearly eight years of what he called “the 
hardest work in my life” as head of that 
Arizona department, and so requested of his 
superior in Washington, General Phil Sheri
dan, that he be relieved from its command.

The request was granted by return wire 
and General Nelson Miles, at Fort Leaven
worth, Kansas, was ordered to Arizona to 
take command of the department. As a 
soldier and Indian fighter, Miles had no equal 
in America. He had whipped the Sioux and 
Cheyennes into submission after the Custer 
slaughter. He had, against his personal 
wishes, subdued the Nez Perces, most honor
able of all tribes. He had gone into the 
Staked Plains of Texas in the dead of winter 
and ripped the Comanches apart. Now his 
final job was Geronimo’s renegade Apache 
band. General Miles went at it with the 
thoroughness of a typically great soldier.

His first act was to set up fifty-one helio- 
stat stations on mountain tops in Arizona and 
New Mexico Territories, flashing messages 
up to thirty-five miles by use of mirrors. 
He then scoured the entire Department of 
Arizona for the two men he needed, and 
found them both at Fort Huachuca. They 
were Captain Lawton and Lieutenant—later 
General—Leonard Wood. Both had the out
standing quality of believing that in a show
down of strength and endurance they could 
beat the Apache at his own game.

Miles then selected the finest packers to be 
found anywhere, the best and most trust
worthy Chiricahua Apache scouts, and took

the cream of infantry soldiers from all posts 
in both territories. Just as they set out, 
Geronimo started the ball rolling with a 
murderous, bloody-handed slaughter in a 
village in Northern Mexico—and the chas» 
was on.

As usual, Geronimo and Natchez, son of the 
now dead but great Cochise, hit straight for 
the rock crags of the Sierra Madres, leaving 
behind their horses with throats cut when 
the terrain became too rough for animals to 
climb. Like monkeys the raiders climbed, 
and like monkeys Lawton and his men fol
lowed. He marched his men up to thirty-six 
hours without food—and on one occasion 
they opened veins in their arms and drank 
their own warm blood. Their moccasins wore 
out and their feet bled, but Lawton never let 
up. When the Apache scouts themselves be
gan to play out, Lawton grimly drove on the 
harder, certain the end was near.

But the wily Geronimo swung north again 
and Lawton doggedly followed him back into 
New Mexico, replenished food and other 
supplies and kept right on going. He had 
himself lost fifty-five pounds of weight, 
thinned down to a mere hundred and eighty. 
In the various clashes with the band he after
ward counted every empty, cartridge and 
every full round left to make certain his 
scouts had not, as on previous occasions, 
sold their bullets to Geronimo for one dollar 
per round.

He was, however, getting results. Wounded 
began to come in first, followed later by 
weaker Apaches who knew when they were 
licked. But Geronimo and Natches grimly 
hit for the Sierra Madres again and Lawton 
just as grimly followed once more and 
brought him to bay.



Finally, one day, a worn-out Apache wom
an staggered into camp and said the two 
chiefs wanted to talk. Tom Horn, the inter
preter and scout—later hanged in Cheyenne 
as a hired killer for the big cattle interests— 
sent back word that one of the officers, Cap
tain Crawford, would talk to them in two 
days.

Then came the tragic attack upon Lawton’s 
camp by Mexican troops, who saw the Apache 
scouts and thought them members of Ger- 
onimo’s band. In that fight Captain Crawford 
was shot through the front of the head. Law- 
ton found him sitting with his back to a tree, 
but still alive. With victory in his grasp and 
a dying fellow officer on his hands, Lawton 
was forced to start the trek back to his pack 
train many miles away. He was out of 
ammunition.

Captain Crawford died on the second day. 
His last conscious act was when Captain 
Maus, holding him in his arms, assured him

take care of his affairs, and then begged 
him to try to speak. Crawford lifted one 
hand weakly to signify that he couldn’t, but 
that he understood. He never regained con
sciousness, passing away while slung in a 
travois between two mules, the army system 
of transporting wounded.

Lawton carried him until the body began 
to decompose and had to be buried in a small 
Mexican village near the border. He then 
marched to the nearest base of supplies and, 
with fresh mules and more fresh scouts, 
turned right around and went back after 
Geronimo and Natchez, who had been rest
ing.

He Asked 
Permission to Stay

Major William E. Barber, USMC

E ight thousand marines lay be
sieged at Yudam-ni; three thousand 
more were at Hagaru-ri, preparing a 
breakthrough. Guarding a frozen moun
tain pass between them, Major Barber, 
with only a company, held their fate 
in his hands. Encirclement threatened 
him. But he asked permission to stay, 
and for five days he held the pass 
against attack. When relief came, only 
eighty-four men could walk away. But 
Major Barber had saved a division.

“ I know,”  says Major Barber, “ that 
you realize what hard jobs our men are 
doing in America’s armed forces. May
be you haven’t realized that you’re 
helping those men — whenever you 
invest in Defense Bonds. For Bonds 
strengthen our economy —  to produce 
the arms and food and care that make 
our men secure.”  ,

Peace is for the strong! For peace and 
prosperity sat e with V. S. Defense Bonds!

Now E Bonds pay 3 % ! Now, improved 
Series E Bonds start paying interest after 
6 months. And average 3% interest, com
pounded semiannually when held to 
maturity! Also, all maturing E Bonds auto
matically go on earning—at the new rate— 
for 10 more years. Today, start investing in 
U. S. Series E Defense Bonds through the 
Payroll Savings Plan at work.

[Turn page]



Exciting N«w Westerns From

POPULAR LIBRARY
T H E  R E A D I N G  H A B I T  O F  T H E  N A T I O N

CHAFFEE OF ROARING HORSE
by Ernest Hay cox

The powerful, action-packed story 
of Jim Chaffee— a rawhider who 
lived on violence— and his lone-handed 
fight against range injustice.

INCIDENT AT SUN MOUNTAIN
by Todhunter Ballard

Ken English found hell for sale 
in booming, brawling Nevada—and 
bought it with slashing fists and 
booming guns.

DESERT OF THE DAMNED
by Nelson Nye

The tense, dramatic story of a desert 
manhunt—of a man who broke with his 
renegade friends and found himself 
bucking them as well as the Rangers!

HIGH MESA
by Tex Grady

Disguised as a cowhand, U. S. Army . 
Captain Jeff Macon takes a job on the 
Lazy A Ranch to find out who is trying to 
stir up border warfare and runs headlong 
intj> a deadly game of six-gun violence.

TEXAS RAWHIDER
by Jack Barton

Kincaid and his guns were Texas-made.
And only a tough Texan with guts 
to spare could have held down the 
job as trouble shooter for the 
D & MN railroad on the wild frontier.

On Sale At All Newsstands........ 25c

At the end of a five-month campaign, 
after more than a thousand miles on 
foot under almost intolerable conditions of 
heat and cold and suffering from hunger and 
thirst, the once-invincible Geronimo was 
ready to quit.

He sent word to Captain Lawton that if 
they could run him down in the Sierra 
Madres, as they had done, there was no 
other place he could flee to.

He had been beaten at his own game—out
fought, out-marched, out-endured. Lawton 
had proved beyond a doubt that a trained 
soldier was superior to the Apache when the 
chips were down.

Geronimo came in, insisting on surrender
ing only to General Miles in person, and 
fully expecting that he and all of his men 
would be shot immediately—proving how 
desperate was his frame of mind. Natchez, 
however, remembering he was the son of 
Cochise the great, still held out.

The dogged Captain Lawton was already 
getting his worn-out, footsore soldiers ready 
to go back, when a fortunate occurrence took 
place.

Geronimo happened to see one of the helio- 
stat blinkers and asked General Miles what 
it was. When it was explained that Miles 
could contact Fort Bowie, his headquarters, 
where Geronimo’s brother was held as a 
hostage, and receive an answer in four hours 
the Apache was incredulous. To prove it, 
the general ordered a message sent to Bowie 
for Geronimo, asking about his brother, and 
received the reply that he was well and wait
ing for the others.

That was enough for the raider! He mut
tered something to one of his men, who 
jumped on a horse and raced away toward 
the mountains. “He said,” the interpreter told 
General Miles, “for Natchez to come in quick. 
That there is a thing here he is afraid of and 
does not understand.”

He had seen the heliostat flashes many 
times, thought them evil spirits and carefully 
avoided the places!

Four days later Captain Lawton, now a 
mere forty pounds underweight, and recently 
promoted Captain Leonard Wood, a much 
smaller man who was then thirty .pounds 
underweight, stood at tiny Bowie Station and 
watched the train disappear eastward, carry
ing Geronimo to exile in Florida. Sheer guts 
and doggedness had ended the Apache wars 
for all time.

—William Hopson
8



THOUSANDS NOW PLAY
who never thought they could!

"Opened Door to 
Popularity"

" I  was able to play many 
pieces In a short time. Family 
and friends certainly surprised. 
Course opened door to populari
ty, wider circle of friends. Re
cently I entered amateur con
test—won First Prize.” —Peter 
U. Kozyra. Manitoba, Canada

Course Inspires Music 
Circle

8hown above is Miss Mildred 
Cade, of Houston, Texas. She 
and a number of her friends 
are so enthusiastic about the 
U. 8. School of Music's quick 
easy way of learning that 
they've ALL taken It up.

Plays Banjo in a  Short 
Time

“ Enjoy your lessons for the 
Tenor Banjo; am progressing 
rapidly. Lessons are so simple, 
anyone can understand; yet so 
thorough I have learned to play 
by note in little more than a 
month 1”  — Andrew Schneider, 
Hanna. Wyoming.

"C an 't Thank Your School 
Enough"

“ Never studied music before. 
Your method Is easy; being your 
own teacher is best. After 4 
lessons, I could play a few 
pieces. Now play any piece I 
like. Can’t thank you enough.”  
—Rose Boyer, Blackwell. Mo.

Loams Faster Without 
Teacher

“ I have no special talent — 
but thanks to you I play my
Jultar better than many who 

ave taken lessons from teach
ers longer, and naturally at 
higher cost.”  — Myrella-Mu- 
auette Saint Andre, Montreal, 
Canada.

Now a Famous Orchestra 
Leader

“ I got my start In music with a U. 8. School Course. How easy 
it Is to learn to read notes, play 
an Instrument, this ‘teach-your- 
se lf way! I ’ve enrolled my two 
daughters.”  — Lawrence Welk.

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 long to 
play some Instrument — the piano, ac
cordion, violin, guitar, saxophone or 
some other favorite. But they denied 
themselves the pleasure — because they 
thought it took months and years of 
tedious study to learn!

Lea rn  in  S p a re  Tim e a t  H om e
And then they made an amazing dis

covery! 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 of 
Music for the facts about this remark
able short-cut method. And the facts 
opened their eyes! They were amazed to 
find how easy It was to learn!
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positions by note. It’s all so clearly ex
plained—so EASY to understand—that 
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Get the proof that you, too, can learn 
to play your favorite Instrument — 
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The result? Over 900,000 men and 

women have taken up music at home 
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p lied  when needed, cash or cred
it.) I f  interested tear out the 
coupon now , before you turn 
(he page. U. S. SCHOOL OF 
MUSIC, Studio C 2 5 9 1 0 , Port 
W ashington, N. Y. (55th  Suc
cessfu l Year.)
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Please don’t confuse our 
method with any systems 
claiming to teach “ without 
music”  or “ by ear.”  We 
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to play real music, any 
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U. S. SCHOOL OF MUSIC, Studio C 25910 
Port W ashington, N. Y.
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Fighting
Camels

of the

F ron tie r
By D. HATFIELD

OWADAYS we modern Americans snap 
a knob and our television flashes on. 

Miraculously, it seems, we have a wrestling 
match right in our own living room. But in 
frontier America, in 1856, an even more ex
citing event inspired a wrestling match.

The odd wrestlers of the frontier were 
shaggy and ugly and humpbacked. They 
slobbered and cried and wrestled with amaz
ing dexterity. The dusty baked lands of the 
Southwest were their arenas and their au
diences were entertainment-hungry fron
tiersmen. These odd wrestlers went down in 
history, but they have been almost entirely 
forgotten.

In 1856 a strange cargo—34 ugly camels and 
3 foreign camel drivers—was unloaded at 
Indianola, Texas.. These camels were to be 
tested as beasts of burden in the arid South
west where the scarcity of water and grass 
rendered other animals unsatisfactory. The 
camel experiment, being pushed by Secretary 
of War, JeffSrson Davis, was hoped to be an 
answer to the snarled transportation problem.

A base of operations was appointed at a 
frontier outpost, Camp Verde, Texas, about 
60 miles from San Antonio. The fort was a 
calvary post and the calvarymen soon de
veloped a dislike for the invading ships-of- 
the-desert because their horses and mules 
would bolt and stampede at the sight or 
scent of a camel. Although the camel proved 
he could travel many miles carrying heavy

loads and required less water and food than 
horses or mules, many horsemen spat in 
disgust at the mention of the camel’s good 
points.

But the skeptical Texas frontiersmen soon 
learned that some of the camels had an in
teresting attribute—they could wrestle! The 
Turk caretakers, who emigrated with the 
camels, had taught them this sport which was 
a delight in some Oriental countries. Trained 
to throw its opponent by getting its gro
tesquely long neck under the opponent’s fore
leg, then violently wrenching that leg to one 
side, the attacking camel would often spill 
its opponent hard.

Disdainfull calvarymen of Fort Davis, 
Texas, once matched a huge army mule 
against a champion wrestling camel, and the 
betting ran high. The mule acted first by 
kicking the big camel in the side and (it was 
later discovered) breaking several of the 
camel’s ribs. It seemed as if the camel bettors 
had just lost a month’s wages. Then, in true 
Oriental fashion, with one dexterous twist 
the camel threw the mule to the ground. The 
camel leaped on its opponent and was finally 
called off by the animal’s Turk trainer. The 
mule’s back had been snapped and he had to 
be shot.

The colorful drama of the camels in our 
Southwest was destined to failure, thus end
ing what certainly must have been the 
strangest wrestling ever seen in this country.



Tom Otis knew he shouldn't 

trust this girl with the gleaming 

black hair, but somehow he 

couldn't seem to help himsell . . .



Dancehall Gal
A  Novel by L E W IS  B . P A T T E N

CHAPTER I

Fixed Auction

THE crowd stood silent, stunned. Heat 
beat down on the dusty street, form

ing a pool between the two rows of false- 
fronted buildings. The auctioneer poured 
a glassful of tepid water and drank it. His 
face, what could be seen of it around his 
black beard, was brick-red. He mopped 
his streaming brow.

Beside the auctioneer stood Will Geier, 
the banker, cool, amused, triumphant. 
Something inside young rancher, Tom Otis, 
welled up so strongly that he pushed
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through the crowd toward the auctioneer’s 
raised platform. The crowd made way for 
him. He went up the two steps and stopped 
before Will Geier.

What does a man say to another who 
has just stolen the best ranch in the coun
try from him? What does he say when he 
holds only a busted flush and the other 
man a handful of aces?

There was nothing much Tom Otis 
could say. But there was one thing he 
could do.

He said, “Geier, get your hands up! I’m 
going to beat you to a pulp!”

His words were clear, and they halted 
the crowd which turned, watching. Geier 
took a step away, and Tom Otis’s left whis
tled through thin air close to the banker’s 
head. But Tom’s right, following through, 
made a sodden, solid crack against Geier’s 
jaw. Geier fell back, tripped on the edge 
of the platform and sprawled into the 
street, yelling:

“ Sheriff! Sheriff!”
Tom was after him, running. An out

stretched foot tripped him, and he 
sprawled on top of Geier. His hands were 
reaching for Geier’s throat when a gun 
muzzle dug savagely against his ribs, and 
a wild voice yelled:

“Get off him! Damn you, get off him!”
Tom Otis came to his feet. Geier, surg

ing up full of rage, swung a left and right 
into Tom’s face, driving him back again to 
the platform. Sheriff Yarbo held a gun on 
Tom, yelling:

“Let him alone, or by hell I’ll kill you!”
And a certain decisiveness in the law

man’s voice told Tom he really would. 
Tom came to his feet, debating between 
Yarbo and Geier. A couple of men from 
the crowd seized Geier’s arms. Then Lily 
Street, from the Colorado dancehall 
stepped between Tom and the sheriff de
liberately.

Yarbo spoke from behind her. “ Get out 
of town, Otis! Get out and stay out!”

THE wildness in Tom Otis urged him to 
take Yarbo, take Geier, take the 

whole town, now while the mood was on 
him. Instead, he whirled and broke back
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through the crowd, hurrying his steps. He 
had to get away—had to, before he lost 
what little judgment remained to him.

He heard Lily call his name, but he did 
not slow his swiftly striding pace. Sympa
thy was one thing he couldn’t stand right 
now. He heard her running behind him, 
and curbed his impulse for further speed. 
He’d been robbed blind today. He’d been 
robbed and he’d stood and taken it. But 
he would not let the town see him running 
from a woman.

He turned to face her. His face was 
white, even in this heat. He was a big 
man, lean as whang-leather and almost as 
brown. His hair was yellow, his eyes an 
odd shade of blue—a light blue. Eyes that 
caught the attention and held it. Right 
now, they were like two blue marbles, 
cold and hard.

Behind Lily he could see the crowd be
ginning to break up. Forming into small 
groups, they gave vent to their indigna
tion in low whispers, whispers that died as 
Will Geier put his red-eyed, furious gaze 
upon them. The banker stuffed a bunch of 
papers into a leather briefcase and, with a 
short nod to the auctioneer, strode toward 
the bank.

There was sympathy in Lily Street’s 
brown eyes, but she had the good sense 
not to mention it. She said, “Well, that’s 
over. What will you do now, Tom?”

He shrugged, and his hard-planed face 
settled into lines of bitterness. “ I know 
what I want to do, and if I don’t get out of 
town, I’m likely to do it.”

She said, “Will you wait until I can 
change my clothes? I want to talk to you.” 

Refusal was on the tip of his tongue. 
Lily touched his arm. Her hand was soft, 
but her grip was firm. “ Please, Tom.”

He shrugged. “ All right. Hurry up.” 
Lily ran lightly across the street and 

into the hotel. Tom looked downstreet. 
The crowd was spreading out, some of the 
men coming toward him. With anger and 
frustration boiling in him he crossed the 
street and stood in the shade of the hotel. 
Fishing in his shirt pocket he withdrew a 
sack of tobacco and rolled a cigarette with 
shaking fingers.
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Impatiently, he turned and stared 

through the hotel window. There was the 
handbill, pasted against the inside of the 
window.

AUCTION!

Below that in smaller letters was the 
announcement:

August 27th. The Anchor Ranch will be 
auctioned to the highest bidder. 27.000 acres 
deeded, 64,000 acres in state leases. To satisfy 
mortgage held by the Union Bank of Adams 
City, Colorado.

There was some small print at the bot
tom of the sheet, listing livestock and 
equipment. Tom didn’t read that.

And now the auction was over. Tom 
Otis looked north, away from the river. 
Everywhere he saw the rims, the towering, 
massive borders of rimrock that marked 
the boundaries of Anchor range. No one 
could look north out of Adams City with
out looking at the Anchor. Now it be
longed to Will Geier—to Banker Geier 
who had stolen it legally for less than a 
quarter of its value. And Tom Otis himself 
was a drifter, without even a job. A gun 
and a small handful of silver coins. That 
was all he had left to show for having 
owned the Anchor.

Anger was like a core of glowing coals 
in his brain. Anger because of the way this 
had been done. A couple of men ap
proached him, seemed about to speak, but 
his scowl drove them away, made them 
veer off toward the open doors of the sa
loon.

The stableman came around the hotel 
from the stable at the rear, leading Lily 
Street’s dainty chestnut gelding. Tom Otis 
took the reins. Lily came out of the hotel, 
and he helped her up into the side-saddle.

Lily wore a straight riding skirt and a 
checkered shirt waist that was like a man’s 
shirt. Her gleaming dark hair was piled up 
atop her head. She was pale. Tom mounted 
and followed her north along Main to the 
edge of town.

EITHER spoke until they cleared the 
limits of the town. Tom, as though 

realizing that he was riding Ijy habit

toward the Anchor, veered away from the 
road, heading around town toward the 
river.

This was the town dump, littered with 
scrap lumber, old plaster, tin cans and bot
tles. The horses picked their way daintily 
through the rubble.

Lily asked, “What was it you wanted to 
do in town, Tom?”

His laugh was harsh. “Don’t be a fool, 
Lily. I wanted to kill Will Geier. Maybe 
I’ll do it yet.”

Lily remained silent.
At the edge of the dump, something 

bright orange in the bottom of a shallow 
wash caught Tom’s eye. His glance flicked 
away, darted back involuntarily. Some
thing about that color was familiar. He had 
ridden almost past when a breeze stirred, 
stirred the orange something at the bottom 
of that wash. He reined aside, looking 
down.

What rage he had felt before was puny 
compared to the fury that tore through 
him now like a holocaust. But his voice 
was still, tight.

“Lily. Come here.”
Her horse ranged up beside his. She 

looked down. She said, “Tom! Oh, no!”
Tom swung to the ground, climbed" 

down into the wash. When he came back 
out, he held a handful of paper handbills, 
only a part of the bunch that lay in the 
bottom of the wash.

He said, “This is why there were no big 
out-of-town crowds in town today. This is 
why there weren’t any bids besides Will 
Geier’s.”

The handbills announcing the sale were 
supposed to have gone upriver to all the 
towns for a hundred miles, and downriver 
as far as Moab, Utah. If they’d gone where 
they’d been supposed to go, there’d have 
been a dozen bidders for the Anchor, bid
ders who knew the worth of the Anchor’s 
lush grass and fat cattle, and who had the 
cash to back their bids. If these handbills 
had gone out as they were supposed to, 
Tom Otis would be richer this afternoon 
by forty or fifty thousand dollars, maybe 
more.

He said, “I thought Geier was rushing



this auction. Now I know why. He didn’t 
want word of the auction to get noised 
around by word of mouth.”

Still holding the handbilLs, he swung to 
saddle. His mouth was a thin, straight line. 
There was murder in his eyes. Their lids 
narrowed dangerously.

He reined his horse around, leaned for
ward preparatory to touching spurs to the 
animal’s sides. Lily Street’s voice was al
most a scream:

“Tom! Wait!”
He looked at her. She rode over and 

caught his horse’s head. Fright stared at 
him out of her eyes. Her lips were blood-
1 ss.

She cried, “Tom, I don’t blame you! I 
don’t blame you for wanting to kill him. 
But what will it get you? Everybody 
knows how you feel, but killing him is no 
solution. It won’t get the Anchor back for 
you. You’ll go to jail and they’ll hang you. 
Geier’s no saddlebum you can kill in a 
fight. Tom, please!”

His face didn’t relax, but the resolution 
drained out of him. She was right, of 
course. Will Geier was a big man in west
ern Colorado. A moneyed man, one with a 
lot of political influence.
* Tom’s voice held the essence of bitter

ness. “So I just forget about these? So I 
just sit back and let him steal the An
chor?”

“I don’t know. Oh, Tom, I don’t know! 
But don’t do anything today. Promise me 
that. Promise me you won’t do anything 
today.”

Tom Otis felt like a man who has been 
struck by a rattlesnake, then asked to 
spare the snake. He could feel tightness 
building up in his nerves, pressure on the 
increase in his tortured brain. Too many 
things had happened in the past two 
weeks.

First, his father, old Bob, had been 
thrown, and dragged to death on the way 
to town. As though that were not enough, 
Geier had immediately demanded pay
ment on Bob Otis’s note, already overdue.

TOM had started a cattle roundup, but 
Geier had stopped it. A roundup and
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drive, he’d said, would take a month and 
a half. He couldn’t wait that long. His 
bank, he’d claimed, was in serious finan
cial difficulties. The bank had notes of 
its own to meet. He’d said he had planned 
to borrow what he needed from a Denver 
bank, using the Anchor mortgage as se
curity, but with old Bob gone the Anchor 
had become a bad risk for a bank three 
hundred miles away. He’d been regretful, 
but behind that mask of regret and reluc
tance, Tom had sensed Geier’s smiling tri
umph.

Maybe eventually Tom could have re
conciled himself to losing the Anchor. But 
he would never reconcile himself to this— 
this stealing the Anchor for a ten-thou- 
sand-dollar mortgage simply because it 
had been rigged so that no competing bid
ders had been present.

Also, Geier’s story that he was desper
ate for cash was now a proved lie. For if 
his story had been true, he would not have 
been interested in bidding on the Anchor 
himself.

Tom was slowly being forced to the con
clusion that it had been a steal from the 
beginning. A carefully engineered steal.

He growled savagely, “ I’ll get it back. 
I’ll never quit until I’ve got it back.”

Lily was insistent, pleading, “Tom, think 
it out before you do anything. Please, 
Tom!”

He nodded shortly, reluctantly. “All 
right.”

He turned in his saddle and stuffed the 
handful of handbills into his saddlebags. 
Lily reined her horse toward the river, not 
looking back. After hesitating a moment, 
Tom followed.

The sun was like a hot iron against his 
neck. Heat waves rose shimmering from 
the gray-green sagebrush that covered the 
land. The river was a broad, sluggish rib
bon of muddy brown.

Lily dismounted in the shade of a giant 
cottonwood and dropped her reins. Her 
horse wandered off and began to crop 
grass. She looked up at Tom, her eyes tell
ing him nothing of her feelings, her de
sires. She sank down on the ground, brac
ing herself with her hands behind her.
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Tom glowered out at the sluggish river.
Lily said, “ Sit down, Tom,” and he 

turned to look at her.
She was a small girl. Standing, she came 

just to the hollow of Tom’s throat, but her 
body was full-rounded. Just now, the top 
button of her tight shirt waist came un
buttoned and he could see the full, lush 
ripeness of her breasts. She had brown 
eyes, dark hair, skin that was white and 
smooth and unblemished. The eyes were 
wise, too, much too wise for her years. She 
knew men and what it was that drove 
them. Though Tom could not know it, 
right now she was thinking of one thing 
that drove men, that could make them 
forget.

She said again, “Sit down, Tom,” and he 
sank down beside her. She hitched herself 
closer to him, until one of her thighs 
touched his.

Something stirred in him besides the 
anger. Her fragrance was sweet. She put 
her small hand on Tom’s arm and he un
derstood that she was offering him some
thing.

Swiftly he turned. His arms closed about 
her. Her own arms went about him, and 
she fell back. Tom put his lips down sav
agely against her, hungrily.

There was neither hesitation nor retreat 
in Lily. Burning fire ran in Tom Otis’s 
veins. He drew away, breathing fast. Lily 
had always been friendly toward Tom, but 
this was the first time she had shown any 
special interest in him. He knew a nagging 
suspicion.

He asked harshly, “What was that for?”
Lily’s eyes were cool. She said, “Maybe 

I thought you’d had enough taken from 
you today. Maybe I wanted to give you 
something. But you spoiled it.” She didn’t 
meet his eyes.

Before he could stop her, she sprang to 
her feet. Lightly she ran to her horse, as 
lightly mounted to her saddle.

Tom said, “Wait a minute!”
He tried to catch the bridle of her horse, 

but she whirled the animal around and 
drummed her heels against his side. She 
left Tom staring after her, his heart 
thumping wildly. He scowled and cursed.

He kicked a rock and hurt his toe.
For the first time today, a light grin 

twisted his long mouth. Yet his eyes were 
puzzled. Perhaps her reason, for wanting 
to had been sympathy for him. But she 
wanted something from him, too. Of that 
he was sure.

He mounted and rode back toward 
town.

CHAPTER II

Friends?

R IDING slowly, Tom Otis came back 
into Adams City. Lily’s actions had 

puzzled him, but she had stirred him as 
well. He was no different from other men 
in the country, and they all wanted Lily. 
It was hard for Tom to put out of his mind 
the incontrovertible fact that she had of
fered herself to him. Why? Because she 
felt sorry for him? A consolation prize?

He laughed, and the laugh was not 
pleasant.

He dismounted before the Ringold Dry 
Goods Store and looped his reins about 
the rail. As he climbed to the shady walk, 
he was conscious that the sun was sinking 
fast in the west. He went past Ringold’s 
and mounted the outside staircase that led 
up to Phil Wickware’s office.

Wickware was Adams City’s only law
yer. He was a friend of Geier’s, but he had 
also been a friend of old Bob Otis’s.

His office door was open. Tom stepped 
off the high landing and into the dimmer 
depths of the room which was furnished 
with an oak roll-top desk, a swivel chair 
and a long, leather-covered sofa. A huge 
brass spittoon sat beside the desk.

Wickware sat in the swivel chair with 
his booted feet on the desk. He didn’t look 
like a lawyer. He looked more like a law
man, or a well-to-do cattleman. He was 
getting bald, paunchy, but there was sharp 
intelligence in his eyes.

He said, “Pull out a chair, Tom.”
Tom hooked a chair with his boot and



pulled it toward him. Straddling it, he sat 
down, leaning his arms on its back. He 
said, “Geier didn’t post a single handbill 
except in Adams City. They’re all laying 
in a wash out on the dump. That’s the rea
son there weren’t any bidders but him.” 

“The hell! You sure?”
“ Uh-huh. Now what do I do about it?” 
Wickware scratched his nose. He grunt

ed regretfully, “Not a damned thing. Geier 
discharged his responsibility when he post
ed notices in Adams City. You can’t touch 
him for not covering the country with 
them.”

Tom snorted, angered, “Now’s a hell of 
a fine time to tell me that!”

“You didn’t ask before,” Wickware said 
gently, then went on, “Normally, nobody 
has to worry about it. The bank should 
have seen to it that it was done in their 
own interest as well as yours. The auction
eer should have seen to it that it was done, 
if only from the standpoint of his commis
sion. Somebody slipped up, I guess.”

“Yeah. Somebody slipped up, all right. 
Somebody slipped up and I’m out the dif
ference between what the Anchor’s worth 
and Geier’s lousy mortgage. Hell, Wick
ware, I don’t know about these things. I’ve 
been raised as a cowman, not a lawyer. 
I’ve been going crazy ever since old Bob 
died. I couldn’t seem to think of anything 
until the funeral was over. Then Geier 
came around and told me there was a past- 
due mortgage on the Anchor. I tried to 
get a drive started, but he stopped me. You 
know all that.” .

As Wickware nodded, Tom heard steps 
ascending the outside staircase. He said 
bitterly, “There’s nothing I can do then, 
legally?”

“Not a thing. Not a damned thing, Tom.” 
“Then I’ll do it some other way.”
A short, stout, tightly corseted woman 

came from the landing outside into the of
fice. She was breathing hard. She gave 
Tom a reserved smile as he offered her his 
chair.

She said to Wickware, “ I was down at 
Ringold’s, and I thought I’d come up and 
wait until you were ready to go home.” 
Her eyes flicked Otis. “How are you,
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Tom?” She sank into the chair.

He said, “I’m fine, Mrs. Wickware,” 
thinking that her tone was considerably 
less cordial than it had been the last time 
he’d seen her.
’  “What are you going to do, Tom?”

He shrugged. “Haven’t had time to think 
about it.” He could feel anger stirring 
again, an anger all the more violent be
cause it was so helpless.

ORA WICKWARE saw the resent
ment in his twisting face and said 

sharply, “Nothing foolish, I hope.”
Tom said sourly, more so than he in

tended, and sarcastically, “ No, of course 
not. Nothing foolish. Let him take the 
Anchor away from me, but don’t do any
thing foolish. What do you mean by fool
ish, Mrs. Wickware? Killing Geier?” 

Wickware said reprovingly, “Tom!” 
“I’m sorry. But why is everybody so 

damned worried about Geier?” Tom Otis 
knew he was getting nowhere here, and 
admitted that it was probably his own 
fault. He went to the door. “Good-by,” he 
said, and stepped out onto the landing.

As he went down the stairs, he was con
scious of the uneasy silence behind him. 
His wild rage of the afternoon was gone, 
but his anger was not gone. Nor was the 
desire to do something, anything, to lessen 
the shock of realization that he was help
less.

At the bottom of the stairs he paused, 
fished his tobacco from his pocket and 
rolled a cigarette. He touched a match to 
it.

The sun was full down now, but the 
clouds above the mesa in the west were 
red-gold, flaming. A girl came out of Rin
gold’s and started toward the stairway. 
She was a younger, slimmer edition of 
Mrs. Wickware and because of her youth 
was prettier, but in twenty years she 
would look as her mother looked now. She 
saw Tom, and for an instant the smile froze 
on her face. She recovered and turned to 
him.

“Tom!” Lucy Wickware exclaimed. “ I 
had hoped I’d see you. Will you come to 
supper tonight?”
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“ I ’ll kill you if you won’t okay this shipment!"

He could not have explained the reluc
tance he felt. He ought to appreciate this 
evidence that his losing the Anchor made 
no difference in the way this girl felt 
toward him. Yet there was something 
wrong, and he couldn’t put his finger on it.

Lucy said, “W ell?”
Tom Otis smiled a little. That gentle, 

impatient tone. Just like her mother’s. He 
said, “You sort of took me by surprise. I 
guess I’ve had too much on my mind this 
afternoon.”

Suddenly he had it, what had bothered 
him a few minutes before. It was Lucy’s 
mother. At another time she would have 
asked Tom to supper herself, but she 
hadn’t. Weil, why should he blame her for

that? Wasn’t it natural for a mother to 
want security and plenty for her daugh
ter? Maybe Mrs. Wickware was Waiting to 
see what Tom would do, how he would 
take what had happened to him.

He said, “Some other time, Lucy. 
Thanks just the same.”

She could hardly conceal her relief. 
Tom’s lips tightened. She stood for just a 
rpoment more, plainly uncomfortable.

At last she said, “Tom, we’re all so sorry 
for what happened this afternoon. Have 
you any plans?”

He shook his head. He had no plans. 
All he had was anger, and resentment. 
Maybe that would be enough. Maybe 
plans would come later.



He said, “ I haven’t had time to make 
any plans. But I’m not going to tuck 
my tail between my legs and slink out of 
town, if that’s what you mean.”

Lucy put a hand on his arm. “Don’t 
do anything foolish, Tom.”

The repetition of her mother’s caution 
suddenly angered him more. But he said 
nothing. Lucy gazed into his face a mo
ment longer, then turned and ran up the 
stairs to her father’s office.

Tom had been going with Lucy for 
more than a year. Almost everyone had 
taken it for granted they’d be married. 
He had accepted the idea himself, with 
some pleasure if not with outright en
thusiasm.

Now the complexity of his own feelings 
puzzled him. The Wickwares, mother and 
daughter, had made it plain enough in 
their indirect way that he was no longer 
particularly eligible. Perhaps he should 
have felt relieved, but he did not. Instead, 
he knew a combined feeling of hurt and 
increased resentment. It was hard to face 
the knowledge that his position and pos
sessions were the main reasons for the 
liking and respect that his friends had for 
him.

HE TURNED toward the river, feeling 
the need for a drink. Down, at the 

end of town, he could see the big black 
and white sign of the Ute Saloon. Color 
faded from the clouds as he walked, and 
by the time he reached the saloon, purple 
dusk lay over the town.

The heat of the day lessened, and be
came the pleasant warmth of a summer 
evening.

The saloon was almost deserted. One 
man stood at the bar, the big, black-beard
ed auctioneer. He turned to look at Tom, 
but instantly glanced back to the bottle 
before him.

Tom stepped up to the bar ten feet away 
from him.

The proprietor, Noah Shults, white- 
aproned and clean-shaven, moved along 
the bar, bringing a bottle and glass. He 
poured a drink and set it before Tom.

He said in a low tone, “That was a
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damned dirty steal this afternoon, Tom. 
What you going to do about it?”

Tom shrugged. “What can I do?” He 
was beginning to recognize the extreme 
danger of giving vent to his feelings. A 
man did not go around making threats 
if he had any sense. He drank the whisky 
at a gulp and Noah poured him another, 
clucking sympathetically.

At a movement to his right, Tom 
glanced toward the auctioneer. A sudden 
thought struck him. He picked up his 
glass and the bottle and moved along the 
bar.

The auctioneer’s eyes widened with 
something that looked like fear.

Tom said, “Friend, I’d like to discuss 
the matter of your commission on that 
sale this afternoon. I found about a hun
dred handbills up at the dump on the 
edge of town. That means Geier didn’t 
advertise the auction properly. It means 
that instead of your getting a commission 
on forty or fifty thousand dollars, you 
got a commission on ten. What do you 
think of that?”

The man wet his thick lips. He stood a 
full inch taller than Tom, weighed a full 
fifty pounds more. But a lot of that was 
fat.

He mumbled, “I’m not complaining. I 
guess such things happen.” Hastily he 
tossed off his drink and turned toward 
the door, saying lamely, “Well, I’ve got a 
long ride to make.”

But Tom caught his arm. His grip was 
savage.

He said, “Damn you, don’t walk away 
when I’m talking to you!”

The auctioneer began to bluster. He 
yanked away, and as Tom moved to close 
with him again, the auctioneer’s fist made 
solid contact with his jaw. The man’s 
whole two hundred pounds was behind 
the blow, and Tom staggered back.

The pain of the blow went unnoticed, 
though, in'the sudden surge of triumph 
that he felt. He began to grin, and stepped 
in close. Here was something a man could 
fight.

And when the fight was over, there was 
something here to be learned.

WESTERN
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CHAPTER III

Better Than Bail

OAH SHULTS yelled, “ Hey!” but it 
was a futile protest. Tom’s left 

smacked cleanly against the auctioneer’s 
bearded jaw. His eyes were narrowed, 
and action seemed to release all the pent- 
up tension in his tight-strung nerves in 
one glorious instant. He bored in, taking 
the flurry of the big man’s blows impar
tially on his shoulders and head. His right 
cocked up and smashed solidly against the 
big-man’s cheekbone.

The auctioneer staggered back against 
a table. Tom followed, but the big man 
felt the back of a chair with his hands 
behind him, and was raising it as he 
brought it around. Tom tried to stop, but 
when he saw he could not he raised his 
arms, and took part of the blow’s force 
on them. His right arm went numb as 
a chair rung crashed against it.

The chair drove his arms down, and 
shattered on his head. Tom went to his 
knees. Immediately the big man came 
on, his knee raising to smash Tom’s jaw. 
Tom dived aside, rolled back and with 
both arms took the auctioneer’s feet out 
from under him.

He got up, still staggered by that blow 
from the chair. The big man lumbered 
to his feet. As he straightened, Tom moved 
in and delivered a slashing flurry of blows 
to eyes and jaw.- Blood welled from a 
gash over the auctioneer’s left eye. Blood 
streamed from his nose.

Tom ducked one of his wild swings, 
and came in again. His fists drove like 
steam pistons, with lightning regularity. 
There was no pausing and no hesitation 
in Tom Otis now. The smack of his fists 
was like the rolling of a drum. The auc
tioneer tried to put up a defense, but 
Tom kept him off-balance, driving him 
back, forcing him to cover up, with no 
retaliation.

With the man’s back against the bar,

Tom paused for the briefest instant, cock
ing his right back and bringing it for
ward and up with all the strength of his 
shoulder and back behind it. It landed 
on the side of the bearded giant’s jaw 
with a crack that could have been heard 
in the street. The auctioneer’s eyes 
crossed, and glazed, and he slumped down 
against the bar.

Tom was panting hard. He leaned on 
the bar for a moment, drawing great, 
gasping breaths of air into his lungs.

The auctioneer stirred, and groaned. 
Tom yanked him to his feet. Beneath his 
sweaty shirt his muscles corded and 
bulged with the effort. He propped the 
auctioneer against the bar and spoke, his 
words clipped and short.

He said, “You act like you were in on 
the whole thing.”

The man shook his head dumbly. Tom 
shrugged. “All right. We’ll try it again. 
Only there won’t be any knockout blows. 
I’ll just beat the rest of you to a pulp.”

The auctioneer’s eyes were watching 
him with a kind of dazed, animal cunning. 
His hand snaked under his coat for his 
gun. Tom caught the hand as it came out, 
swung around, bringing the hand up over 
his shoulder. He stooped, bringing the 
hand down violently. He felt a crack as 
he dislocated the elbow, then the auc
tioneer flew over his head and across the 
room. The gun, a two-shot derringer, 
clattered to the floor at his feet.

Walking easily, Tom crossed the room. 
The auctioneer stared up at him like a 
whipped dog. His eyes were red, slitted 
and venomous.

Tom said, “Ready to talk about it now?”
For a moment defiance lingered in the 

auctioneer, but when it went, it went with 
a rush.

Tom asked, “ Geier took care of you on 
the commission deal, is that it?”

The man nodded.
Tom asked, “How much did you get?”
”A thousand dollars.”
“What do you usually work for on a 

deal this size?”
“Two per cent.”
Tom looked toward the bar. He said,
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“You heard him. Noah. He got a thousand 
dollars for a ten-thousand-dollar sale. But 
a thousand dollars is two per cent of fifty 
thousand. That’s what the Anchor should 
have brought That, and more.”

iKJUDDENLY Tom had a feeling that 
^3  ̂ someone was watching him. His back 
was to the door, and he swung around 
uneasilv. Don Yarbo. the sheriff, stood 
iust inside the batwings.

Tom said “You heard it. too, didn’t you, 
Sheriff?”

The sheriff nodded. Tom swung back 
to the auctioneer. He said, “ Get out of 
here! Ride while I feel like letting you.”

The auctioneer slunk out of the saloon. 
The doors closed behind him. Tom 
thought. I’m getting somewhere now.

Yarbo’s eyes were cold. He was a small 
man. cocky as a banty rooster. He wore 
a single gun low on his right side, tied 
to his thigh. His gold-Dlated star shone 
brightly in the lamp glow as he stroked 
his long brown mustache.

He said. “You pull anything more like 
this and I’ll throw vou in jail. You’re a 
sorehead about the Anchor, but you better 
slow down unless you want to stretch 
rope.”

Yarbo’s words were like coal-oil 
dunmed upon the smoldering coals of 
Tom’s anger. It flamed into raging fury. 
Blood crimsoned Tom’s face. There was 
no restraint and no caution left in him. 
Only blind, savage rage. All he could 
think was. Geier’s even got the law in his 
pocket.

He came across the saloon floor in a 
foolish, furious rush. Yarbo stepped back. 
His hand snaked down after the gun, fast 
as light. The gun was out and raised 
when Tom Otis came within range. It 
glinted dull blue as it flashed downward.

The barrel cracked hard against Tom’s 
skull. Before his eyes, light flashed briefly, 
crazily, and then the darkness came. .

When he came to, he recognized *he 
sharp, unpleasant odor of disinfectant. 
And he knew immediately that he was in 
jail, for that was the only place around 
where that odor could be found. Tom had

never been there before himself, but he’d 
bailed out Anchor punchers often enough 
after a pay-day drunk.

He was lying on a bare cot. The wire 
springs of the cot bit cruelly into his flesh. 
He sat up, swinging his feet to the floor. 
A thousand sledges began beating against 
his skull, and his vision blurred. He 
dropped his head into his hands.

Across the cell, on the other cot, an
other man was snoring softly. Tom raised 
his head and looked at him, but didn’t 
recognize the man. He’d never seen him 
before. He was a big man, red-haired, 
unshaven and dirty.

Tom thought, saddle tramp, and dis
missed the fellow from his thoughts.

He got up and wandered to the window. 
From the position of the sun, he judged 
that it must be near ten o ’clock. He’d 
been out cold for over fourteen hours! 
That was some whack Yarbo had given 
him.

Gradually the events of the past day be
gan to come back. The auction, Lily, the 
auctioneer. Last night he’d thought he 
was getting somewhere. Now he doubted 
it. How could he get anywhere when the 
man who had robbed him had all of the 
law on his side?

A chair squeaked in the iail office, and 
Tom heard the door open. He heard a low 
murmur of voices—Yarbo’s, a woman’s, 
another man’s. He couldn’t distinguish 
words.

But after a few moments of that, Yarbo 
came to the cell door and unlocked it. He 
asked sourly, “Drunk all slept off?”

Tom scowled at him.. He said, “Damn 
you, you know I wasn’t drunk.”

Yarbo only shrugged. He grunted, 
“Come on,” and stood aside while Tom 
staggered from the cell.

Tom went through the open door and 
into the sheriff’s office. Lily Street stood 
there watching him, and just behind her 
was old Doc Willis.

Lily said, “ Sit down, Tom. Doc wants 
to look at your head.” There was com
passion in her eyes, but there was anger, 
too, lurking in their depths.

Tom began to understand. Lily had
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missed him this morning, and had made 
some inquiries. Noah had probably told 
her about what had happened. Lily had 
come to the jail to see him and he’d still 
been unconscious. So Lily had gone after 
the doc.

IT WAS as simple as that, but Tom 
looked at Lily with something different 

in his eyes.
Doc Willis said gruffly, “Sit down. 

You’re damn near six inches taller than 
I am. How can I see your head 'way up 
there?” Tom sat down.

Yarbo slumped down into his swivel 
chair, scowling fiercely.

mustache. “Well, hell, if it’s that impor
tant. Well, sure, Lily.”

Tom was becoming increasingly puzzled 
as Lily said to Yarbo, “Get him his gun 
and whatever else you took away from 
him last night.”

The sheriff shuffled across the office. He 
got Tom’s gun and belt down off a board 
and took a pocket knife and some keys 
and small change out of a drawer. He 
handed these to Tom with a surly scowl 
on his face.

Tom shoved the knife and coins into 
his pocket. He belted on the gun and 
followed Lily out into the blinding heat, 
into the dazzling sunlight. Again pain
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Doc Willis probed at the bump on Tom’s 
head with gentle fingers, but even so, it 
hurt like hell. It made the flashing lights 
reel around in front of his eyes again. 
Doc opened one of Tom’s eyes with thumb 
and forefingers and stared into it.

He straightened. “ Concussion. Bad 
one.” He turned to the sheriff, his voice 
accusing. “Tom could have died in there 
last night. You’re damned lucky he 
didn’t.” He looked back at Tom. “ Think 
you can walk over to the hotel?”

Yarbo sprang to his feet. “Wait a min
ute! I didn’t say he could go. He jumped 
me last night. I’m going to hold him a 
while.”

Doc snorted. Tom stood up. He looked 
from the sheriff to Doc and back again. 

Doc said, “Release him to my—”
Lily interrupted, “ Wait a minute, Doc.” 

She walked over to the sheriff’s desk Her 
voice was soft, silky, as she said, “ I’m not 
asking you to release him, Sheriff. I’m tell
ing you to. Don’t you understand that?” 

Yarbo flushed and began to tug at his

shot through his head. He blinked his 
eyes, held them slitted to let in a minimum 
of light.

Getting to the hotel was a kind of night
mare. His thoughts fuzzed and blurred. 
But once there and in a room he remem
bered Doc clipping hair from his skull, 
washing and bandaging the gaping wound 
there. He recalled Lily leaving the room 
while he slipped out of his clothes. Then 
he was on the bed, and sinking into the 
intoxicating, cushioned void of sleep.

He dreamed of Lily Street, the dance- 
hall singer, warm and tight against him. 
He dreamed of Lily Street with the hard
ness of steel in her voice. He dreamed 
of Lily Street, whose unsuspected influ
ence could make the sheriff, against his 
will, release a prisoner.

In his dreams, she was all human qual
ities assembled in one person—compas
sion, love, gentleness, guile, power and 
ruthlessness. And when he awoke at dark, 
it was with Lily Street in his mind.

He lay and thought about her. Her con



cern for him was not based on either love 
or simple compassion. He was convinced 
of that. Lily wanted something, some
thing that only Tom Otis could give her.

And what was that? He shook his head, 
surprised that it no longer ached. He 
hadn’t an answer to his question, but he 
had a feeling that it would not be long in 
coming.
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CHAPTER IV 

Not Broke—Not Beat!

TOM OTIS lay on the bed, reluctant to 
move for a long time. It seemed good 

to be still and quiet. He heard the night 
sounds begin out in the Adams City 
streets. He heard a bunch of Anchor 
punchers come whooping into town, rec
ognizing their voices. He heard the bell 
on the courthouse toll seven. It occurred 
to him suddenly that this was Saturday 
night.

He got up cautiously, but except for an 
odd, light feeling in his head, everything 
seemed normal. He pulled the shade and 
touched a match to the lamp wick. The 
chimney was sooty, but he didn’t try to 
clean it.

He went over and stared at himself in 
the cracked mirror. Thick yellow stubble 
covered his face. His eyes were bloodshot. 
He grinned when he saw the way his head 
was swathed with bandages.

Slipping into his trousers and boots he 
poured cold water from a pitcher into a 
basin and washed. He was drying his face 
when he heard a knock on the door. But 
before he answered it, he belted on his 
gun. Then he flung the door open quickly, 
ready.

Lily stood there, smiling. “ Still alive?” 
She stepped inside, closed the door be
hind her. “I was getting worried about 
you.”

“I think I’ll live.”
Lily’s beauty, in spite of the worldly- 

wisdom in her eyes, was lively and strik

ing, vivid. Her lips were full and red, her 
teeth gleamed white, her eyes were bright. 
She was dressed for- work in a low-cut 
satin gown. Her shoulders and the ex
posed part of her breasts were creamy 
and smooth. Her breath came just a little 
fast, probably from the climb upstairs.

When a woman wants to be kissed, it is 
unmistakable. Tom Otis reached for her, 
and she came to him willingly, eagerly. 
Instead of stirring Tom, though, the kiss 
angered him. He bore down harder, bruis
ing her lips, crushing her against him with 
all his strength.

When he released her, he looked down 
at her and said harshly, “You’ve been in 
Adams City for more than a year. In all 
that time I never got closer to you than 
five feet. Isn’t this kind of sudden? And 
kind of unusual? Most everybody else I 
know seems to have sort of lost interest in 
me since I lost the Anchor. Odd, but you 
didn’t want much to do with me when I 
had the ranch. Now, all of a sudden, 
you’re about the only friend I have, and 
you’re interested in hearts and flowers, 
too. What’s the deal?”

He had acted brutally and he had spo
ken brutally. But Lily only smiled. She 
stepped over to the mirror and patted 
her hair into place. When she turned 
back, her eyes showed him her approval.

She said, “Geier’s the deal.” And sud
denly, her eyes lost their softness and 
became hard and hating.

Comprehension began to come to Tom. 
Lily hated Geier, too. Lily had her own 
ax to grind, and she wanted Tom Otis to 
turn the grindstone. Refusal was on the 
tip of his tongue, then he recalled the calm 
way Lily had ordered Yarbo to release 
him this morning. Had it not been for 
her, he’d still be lying in that stinking 
cell.

Also, he had got a pretty good glimpse 
of the way the cards were stacked against 
him. He had glimpsed failure for himself 
plainly enough in the way Geier had the 
steal of the Anchor rigged. An ally could 
do him no harm, and might make possible 
what he could not accomplish alone.

He began to grin. “You hate him too,
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then? Mind telling me why?”

Lily shook her head. Her eyes were as 
hard as agate. “You don’t need to know 
that. It’s enough that, for the moment, 
our interests seem to be the same. I help 
you, and you help me. Is it a deal?”

He shrugged. “All right.” He crossed 
the room and got his shirt, slipped it on 
and tucked it into his pants. He went back 
to Lily and stood looking down at her. 
“Maybe I won’t be as much help as you 
expect. Right now, I’m wandering around 
in a box canyon. Damned if I can see the 
way out.” ,

L ILY smiled enigmatically. “There’s a 
way.” She turned and opened the 

door. “ I’ve got to go to work. I’ll meet you 
down by the river where we were yester
day a little after midnight. Then we can 
talk about it.”

“All right.” He watched her go, hips 
swaying slightly, shoulders straight. He 
scratched his bearded face.

He got his hat and tried it on. He 
couldn’t pull it down over the bandages. 
Shrugging, he sailed it onto the bed and 
•went out, closing the door.

In the hotel lobby he passed half a 
dozen men who were supposed to be his 
friends.

Four of them studiously avoided seeing 
him. The other two nodded shortly.

Outside, he paused long enough to roll 
a cigarette and light it. In the match flare, 
his face was somber, bitter. He dropped 
the match and crossed the street to the 
barber shop.

There was a man in the chair, his face 
hidden by a steaming towel, and two men 
were waiting on the long bench. One was 
Hal Boyd, foreman of the Anchor. He 
threw down the paper he was reading, 
and a broad grin suddenly spread over his 
face.

“Tom! Boy, how you making it?”
He moved aside to make room and Tom 

sat down beside him. Tom shrugged, 
smiling. Boyd’s steadfastness gave him a 
warm feeling he had not felt since he’d 
lost the Anchor. It restored a good bit 
of his faith in human nature, lost so com
pletely these past two days. It told him 
that all friendship was not based on what 
a man owns.

“What you going to do, Tom?” asked 
Boyd.

“Get a job, I reckon. I haven’t thought 
about it too much. I’ve been trying to 
figure a way out of the fix I’m in.” He told 
Boyd quickly about the steal that Geier 
had rigged, and ended, “ I’m flat broke, 
except for what’s in my pockets. Dad let 
what we had in the bank dwindle down to 
nothing. He was operating on credit alto
gether just before he was killed.”

“Did Geier take on the Anchor’s debts?” 
Boyd inquired.

Tom laughed bitterly. “ What do you 
think?” He shook his head. “ No. That’ll 
be up to me, I reckon. But I’m damned 
if I know how I’ll ever get them paid on 
a puncher’s wages.”

Thinking of the Anchor’s debts, of his 
own wealth—the few coins in his pocket
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—suddenly made Tom think of something 
else. He said, “Wait a minute! Wait a 
minute! I just thought of something!” 

“What?” Hal Boyd was puzzled.
“My T O brand. Hal. I’ve just remem

bered my T O cattle. They’re mine, and 
they don’t go with Anchor.”

When Tom had been fourteen, his father 
had begun paying him wages, and he had 
begun doing a man’s work on the Anchor. 
During the summer months when he 
hadn’t been in school, he’d drawn wages. 
Only old Bob had given him his wages in 
cattle. A yearling heifer for every month 
he worked. And Tom had branded them 
T O, the initials of his name.

As the years had passed, his small herd 
had increased. He’d traded his bull calves 
to his father for heifer calves. They were 
his own, those T O cattle, yet he had 
never really considered them his own. 
He’d thought of them as part of the An
chor, just as he himself was part of the 
Anchor. They had eaten Anchor grass 
and had run with Anchor herds.

Tom said thoughtfully, “Geier’s never 
going to agree that they’re mine.”

Hal Boyd agreed, grinning. “ No, sir. 
Not Geier.”

“Then I’ll take them. If I try to go 
through the courts to get them, it’ll take 
ten years and by that time, Geier’d see to 
it that there weren’t any left.”

Boyd laid a hand on his arm. “ Don’t 
talk so damned loud. You know how fast 
news travels in this town.”

T OM said, “You’re right,” but he wasn’t 
thinking about that. He was feeling 

a sudden, soaring, searing excitement. 
He’d been in a box canyon and hadn’t 
seen any Way out. But this changed 
things. A man who wasn’t broke, wasn’t 
beat!

The man in the barber chair got up 
and went over to the mirror and began to 
put on the tie. Harvey Reuter, clerk in 
Ringold’s store. He nodded at Tom as he 
went out. Hal Boyd took the chair.

Tom sat staring at the floor. The more 
he thought about it. the less question re
mained in his mind. He had thought of

the cattle more as Anchor cattle than his 
own. But they weren’t Anchor cattle. 
They were Tom Otis’s cattle, taken as 
wages for his work through the years. 
He tried to remember what the T O count 
had been last year. Something over four 
hundred, he remembered.

Damn it, damn it, damn it! Whv hadn’t 
he thought of the T O cattle before? Then 
he remembered that Geier had refused 
to allow him time for a drive. He couldn’t 
have got the T O cattle any quicker than 
he could the Anchor cattle. Even if he’d 
thought about them, he would still have 
been unable to save the Anchor.

But the T O cattle gave him something 
to fight with. He was frowning with con
centration when Hal Bovd got out of the 
chair. The other man who had been wait
ing had left, apparently tired of waiting.

Tom told Hal, “Wait for me,” and as he 
got into the chair he was thinking that if 
he could round up a crew on promises, 
he could start tomorrow to gather his T O 
cattle. They were scattered from one end 
of the Anchor to the other, and it would 
take either a damned good crew or a lot of 
time to get them. He’d never get them all, 
but he’d probably get most of them.

The barber dropped the chair back and 
began to lather his face. He put steaming 
towels on it, took them off and lathered 
up again. Boyd had gone back to reading 
his newspaper. The barber shaved Tom 
quickly, expertlv. He put stinging bay 
rum on Tom’s face, and Tom got out of 
the chair.

When Tom went out of the shop with 
Hal Boyd, the street was busy. It was 
not yet eight, and Ringold’s was still open. 
Tom sat down on the bench in front of the 
barber shop. Boyd sat down beside him 
and began to roll a smoke.

Tom said, “How many of the crew will 
quit the Anchor and pitch in with me?”

Boyd was thoughtful. He was apparent
ly shuffling the members of the crew in 
his mind. Finally he said, “ I think I can 
count on four of them.”

Tom smiled. Four wasn’t many out of 
twenty. But it was a hell of a lot more' 
than none. And it was enough. He said,
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“I won’t be able to pay any of you until 
the job’s done. So it’s kind of specula
tive.”

Hal Boyd shrugged, grinning. “When 
do we start?”

“Tomorrow morning.”
Boyd got up. He was almost a head 

shorter than Tom, was broad and squat. 
Nearing forty, he was beginning to put 
pounds over the lean, tough rawhide of 
his muscles. But the muscles were still 
there. His face was broad and cheerful. 
Except for a little hair at each side of his 
head, he was bald.

He took off his hat, scrubbed his bald 
pate with his knuckles, and said, “ I’ll be 
riding, then. Where you want to meet 
us?”

“At the head of the Ute trail. We’ll 
start there and work back toward Blue 
River. We’ll take ’em out on that side. 
We can drive to the railroad at Arnolds- 
ville.”

“We’ll be there.”
Boyd strode off in the direction of the- 

livery stable. Tom sat watching the crowd 
stream past in the street. He looked across 
at the darkened windows of the bank. He 
didn’t know exactly what he hoped to 
accomplish by this roundup and drive, 
but he knew that at least he’d be doing 
something. He’d be getting something 
that belonged to him, perhaps even the 
means of striking back at Geier.

He got up and strolled across the street 
toward the Colorado Saloon where Lily 
Street worked, unaware that a man was 
watching him from a dark passageway 
between the Colorado Saloon and the sad
dle shop next door.

CHAPTER V 

Shot From the Dark

A T LEAST twice as big as the Ute, 
the Colorado was the fanciest saloon 

in Adams City. It was the only saloon in 
town that boasted both gambling tables

and dancing girls. On Saturday night, it 
filled up about nine and kept running that 
way right up until one in the morning, 
closing time. But Lily got off at midnight.

As Tom stepped into the light that shone 
into the street from the windows of the 
Colorado, an odd feeling of uneasiness 
assailed him. He glanced quickly to right 
and left, seeing nothing. But as his eyes 
flicked back to the door of the Colorado, 
he caught the gleam of light on metal from 
the corner of his eye.

Instantly his full glance went to that 
spot. The glint was gone, but a shadow 
figure that lurked there between the two 
buildings was not.

It took but an instant for his mind to 
realize that a man who would lurk in 
darkness like that was potentially dan
gerous. And with that realization came 
the memory of that glint of light on metal.

Feeling foolish, but somehow compelled, 
Tom jumped quickly to one side, draw
ing his own gun. A flash blossomed in the 
dark passageway, and sharp pain seared 
along Tom’s side. His gun centered on the 
passageway, and he triggered two fast 
shots at the flash. Then he jumped aside 
again, quickly.

He heard the sound of running feet 
from the mouth of the passageway. 
Though reluctant, he ran into the passage
way. Behind him he heard a shout. A  
quick, over-the-shoulder glance showed 
him a group collecting in the mouth of 
the passageway. Ahead of him, the foot
steps were receding. He stopped and went 
back to the street.

Lily was there, and Mike McGill, owner 
of the Colorado. There were a dozen or 
more other people, too—ranchers, punch
ers, storekeepers.

Tom said, “Somebody took a shot at 
me.”

He’d been calm enough during the 
shooting, but now his hands began to 
shake. He holstered his gun, felt of his 
side, and grimaced with pain. Lily pulled 
him into the Colorado. She took him back 
through the saloon to Mike McGill’s office, 
sat down and pulled out his shirt tail as 
though she owned him. She got a towel
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and mopped at his bloody side.

Tom yelped, “Ouch! Damn it, be care
ful!”

Her voice was sharp. “An inch to the 
left and I wouldn’t have to be careful.” 

She dampened the towel and sponged 
off the blood, poured whisky on the wound 
and put a clean towel on for a compress. 
Then she tucked back his shirt tail to hold 
the towel in place.

She was smiling now. “Painful but 
hardly serious. Who did it?”

“How do I know? He got away.” 
“What’ve you been up to since I saw 

you last? Why should Geier want to kill 
you?”

“Who said it was Geier?”
“I said it was.” And she repeated, 

“What’s happened since I last saw you?” 
Tom stared at her. He glared, growing 

angry, and not quite knowing why. May
be it was the way she talked to him. 
Maybe it was her cool assurance. Maybe 
it was only his own confusion.

He said, “ I went to the barber shop for 
a shave. I ran into Hal Boyd there, and 
we got to talking.”

“What about?”
“T O cattle.”
“What brand is that?”
He told her, “ My own brand. Geier 

can’t claim my T O cattle belong with the 
Anchor. Hal and I decided to make a 
gather and drive all the T O stuff we could 
find to the railroad at Arnoldsville.” Lily 
was frowning, so Tom said somewhat de
fensively, “They’re mine. There’s around 
five hundred of them. They’d bring me 
close to ten thousand in Denver.”

“And you decided all this in the barber 
shop?” Her tone had become contemptu
ous. “Who was there besides you two?”

TOM’S anger increased, but he forced 
himself to speak quietly. “ Harvey 

Reuter. The barber. Another hombre—” 
He frowned.

Lily asked, “What’s the matter?”
“That one got tired of waiting and left.” 
“Who was he?”
Tom frowned. “ I don’t know his name. 

He lives downriver about fifteen miles.

Got a two-bit outfit and runs his cattle 
along the river bottom.”

Mike McGill came in. He was a scrawny 
little Irishman with a head of bushy white 
hair. His eyes were blue and guileless. 
When he wanted them to be. Right now 
thev were sharp and shrewd.

“You know who shot you?” he de
manded.

Tom shook his bead. He stood up. “I’m 
all right now.” He went to the door and 
Lily walked with him. In the hallway 
outside, she whispered, “ Midnight,” and 
Tom nodded.

He went on out and found a seat at a 
table next to the wall. Lily Street came 
on for her first number about ten minutes 
later. She sang Susanna, and afterward, 
Gentle Annie. Her voice was sweet and 
throaty. She was animated during the 
Susanna number, dreamy and sad as she 
sang Gentle Annie. As always, the ap
plause was thunderous.

Tom puzzled about her for a few mo
ments, then his thoughts returned to the 
Anchor and to Will Geier. There was only 
one believable explanation for the shoot
ing tonight. The man in the barber shop 
had run to Geier with the news that Tom 
intended to gather T O cattle. And Geier 
had sent someone to kill him.

This was the first indication that Geier’s 
position was not unassailable.

Either Geier felt shaky, or he simply 
hated to lose the T O cattle to Tom. It 
was one or the other, or a combination of 
both. Geier would know that Tom Otis, 
broke, could hardly be any particular 
threat to his security. But Tom Otis, with 
ten thousand dollars in his jeans could 
be a considerable threat.

Either way, it added up that Geier 
would not stop with this single, abortive 
threat against his life. There would be 
other attempts. It was up to Tom, then, to 
walk carefully and see that none of them 
succeeded.

The saloon door banged open. Tom 
glanced toward the sound. He saw Will 
Geier standing there before the doors, 
searching the room with his black-browed, 
restless glance.
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Geier did not look like a banker. He was 

younger than most bankers, for one thing. 
He was big, for another. His shoulders 
bulged against his black broadcloth coat. 
He wore a small mustache and his smile 
could be affable and winning. Just now 
it was not. It was cold and angry.

He saw Tom and wheeled toward him. 
Tom leaned back in his chair. Without 
waiting for an invitation, Geier came up 
to him, pulled out a chair and sat down.

He said, “So you’re sore about the An
chor. Yarbo says you’re making some 
wild accusations.”

Tom grinned. He could not remember 
ever having seen Will Geier before when

Geier took a moment to digest this. 
Then he stood up, glaring down at the 
rancher. He started to turn awav, but his 
anger was too much for him. He swung 
back and said in a low voice: “ Don’t try 
to take those T O  cattle, Tom Otis!” But 
his eyes showed his instant knowledge 
that he had gone too far.

Tom said, rising, “ So that fellow in the 
barber shop did run to you. And you sent 
someone to kill me!"

He moved out around the table, wanting 
more than anything else to smash his big 
fist into Geier’s mouth. Geier backed 
away a couple of steps.

Tom didn’t quite know what stopped
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S cu} bI)AuaIl  Sjolttl SaijA,:

When a cowpoke gits so lonesome he starts 
talkin’ to the lizards, he still ain’t crazy. But when 
the lizards start answerin’ him, he’d better look out.

he was not confident and sure. Geier was 
neither just now.

Tom said, “Wild accusations?” accent
ing the “wild.”

“Yes, wild. I hired a man to take these 
handbills downriver, and I hired another 
to take them east. I paid each of them 
twenty-five dollars and their expenses to 
do it. Tom, it’s not my fault they didn’t 
do what they were paid to do.”

Tom grinned tightly. “ No, it isn’t, is it? 
But it saved you close to forty thousand 
dollars. A good break for you, wasn’t 
it?”

Geier flushed. He leaned forward, his 
eyes narrowed. He said, “Don’t push me 
too far, Tom.”

OTIS grinned again. There was a tight 
feeling in his stomach, a tingling 

feeling in the back of his neck that he 
found oddly pleasant.

He said softly, “Geier, I’ll push you 
right off the Anchor.”

him. Some native caution, perhaps. Some 
remembrance of Yarbo and of Yarbo’s 
stinking jail. If he started a row with 
Geier now, it would be just what the man 
wanted. So he held himself still, saying 
only:

“You’re afraid of me, aren’t you, Geier? 
So afraid, you’d hire a man to kill me.”
. “You’re crazy! You haven’t got any

thing I want. Why should I want you 
dead?” Geier scowled, whirled around, 
marched to the doors and banged through 
them. Tom watched the doors swing for a 
moment, then he followed.

He walked slowly through the Saturday 
night crowd toward the livery barn. He 
supposed someone had put his horse up 
after he’d been thrown in jail. Noah Shults 
probably.

There was a kid on duty at the stable. 
A kid of about thirteen. His voice was a 
kid’s voice, but changing, and every once 
in a while it broke and gave off a couple 
of deep notes. Whenever it did, the kid



would flush painfully.
He said, “ Sure, Mr. Otis. Your horse is 

here. Noah Shults brought him night be
fore last. I’ll get him for you.”

He went back into the gloomy stable 
and after several minutes returned, lead
ing Tom’s horse. Tom mounted and rode 
out into the street.

He didn’t have anything particular to do 
between now and midnight, and he didn’t 
feel like drinking. He didn’t much feel 
like company either, so he decided to ride 
down along the river a way.

He was heading down a side street 
toward the edge of town when a call came 
out of the darkness to him.

“Tom!”
A woman’s voice. Lucy Wickware’s 

voice. He was passing the Wickware 
house. Lucy must have been sitting on the 
porch. He reined over.

Lucy came down the walk to the gate. 
Out of courtesy and not because he want
ed to, Tom dismounted. He pulled his 
reins through the brass ring on the hitch
ing post.

Lucy waited until he reached the gate 
before she spoke. “Tom, Dad says you’ve 
been seeing Lily Street.”

“Seeing her?” He laughed. “ She got me 
out of jail, if that’s what you mean.”

“ Are you in love with her?”
Suddenly this struck Tom Otis as ridicu

lously funnv. Lucy had been relieved the 
other night when he’d refused her supper 
invitation. Her mother had made it rather 
plain that without the Anchor he was not 
a particularly desirable catch for Lucy, 
so far as she was concerned. Yet an over
tone in Lucy’s voice now was plainly 
caused by jealousy.

Tom said, “No, I’m not in love with her, 
nor she with me. Although I can’t see why 
that should interest you.”

Lucy was silent for a moment. Then 
she asked, “Aren’t you being unneces
sarily cruel?” Tom shrugged, and Lucy 
said, “ I hear you’re going to get your own 
T O cattle.”

“ Where’d you hear that?”
“ Dad was talking about it. He said he 

heard it in Ringold’s store.”
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Tom felt a surge of resentful anger. He 

said, “Lucy, don’t straddle the fence. Get 
on one side of it or the other and stay 
there.” He turned away, and untied his 
horse.

Lucy pleaded, “Tom, wait!” but Tom 
swung up to his saddle without answer
ing. He rode off into the darkness with
out looking back.

Her about-face was occasioned then by 
the belief that he was still reasonably 
well-fixed. A man with ten thousand 
in cash was not a total loss so far as the 
Wickware women were concerned. His 
sudden understanding of Lucy and her 
mother left a bitter, sour taste in his 
mouth.

He cursed softly and kicked his horse 
into a crazy run.

WESTERN

CHAPTER VI

The Puzzle of Woman

ON THE stroke of midnight, Tom Otis 
was at the appointed spot for his 

rendezvous with Lily Street. She came 
riding through the sage about fifteen min
utes later. He got to his feet to help her 
down, and she let him. His side was still 
sore, and the soreness was spreading, but 
he forgot pain in the excitement of Lily’s 
nearness.

As she stood close to him, her elusive 
fragrance made his blood leap. Bitter and 
sour as his thoughts had been for the past 
couple of hours, he forgot them all when 
his arms closed about her.

It was obviously what she had wanted, 
for she came closer with a little cry. He 
lowered his lips to hers' and it was like a 
match touched to dry powder Her body 
was soft, pliant, but strong with her de
sire. He picked her up in his arms, carried 
her toward a grassy spot on the bank.

Her voice was small, frightened. “What 
are you going to do?”

“Just what you think I’m going to do.” 
He laid her down on the grassy bank,
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lowered himself beside her. He found her 
stiff, resisting.

She said, “Tom, don’t rush me. Please!” 
His voice was harsh. He was tired of 

being pushed back and forth by the wom
en in his life, pushed like a pawn on a 
chessboard. Lucy Wickware had rejected 
him, then tried to get him back in the 
course of forty-eight hours. Lily had 
played up to him deliberately for some 
selfish purpose of her own because she 
hated Geier.

He said, “ I suppose you’re going to tell 
me you’ve never—”

She interrupted, “That would be funny, 
wouldn’t it? That would be a scream! 
A dancehall girl who has never slept withOila man r

Tom growled, oddly disturbed, “ It’d be 
damned unusual. Are you trying to tell 
me it’s so?”

Lily pulled away from him and sat up. 
“No, I’m not telling you that. You 
wouldn’t believe it anyway, would you?” 

He started to shake his head. But he 
didn’t. Puzzlement made him frown. “I 
don’t know., Maybe I would.”

He told himself that he was a fool. But 
there had been a ring of truth in Lily’s 
voice. He fished out his tobacco and shook 
flakes of it into a tiny trough of paper, 
rolled it carefully.

He said, “ What the hell do you want 
from me, Lily? Tell me what you want. 
Maybe you don’t have to buy my help.” 

Lily was .silent for so long that he 
thought she wasn’t going to answer. He 
touched a match to the' cigarette end and 
in its flare looked at Lily. She was cry
ing silently.

He said, “ Is my gathering the T O cattle 
going to upset your plans?”

“Oh Tom, I was going to use you! I 
was going to egg you into helping me. But 
I can’t do it. I can’t!”

“What did you want me to do?”
“I was going to get you to rob Geier’s 

bank. I was going to get you all worked 
up, then suggest it. After that I was going 
ahead with my plan.”

“What plan?”
Her voice was almost inaudible. “ Do

you mind if I don’t tell you, Tom? Can 
you trust me now? Nothing I’m planning 
will hurt you. Honest, Tom. Go ahead 
and sell your cattle. Bring the money 
back. If I’m lucky with my plan, you’ll 
get your ranch back.”

“Mind telling me how?” He was fankly 
skeptical, faintly suspicious.

“ I can’t tell you, Tom. It isn’t that I 
don’t trust you. But if even a hint of 
what I’m planning gets out, it won’t work. 
You go ahead and sell your cattle. You’ll 
have most of what Geier’s mortgage 
amounted to. I think it will be enough.” 

“What are ynu going to get out of it?” 
Lily shrugged. In the faint starlight 

and the glow from his cigarette, he could 
see the light, sad, enigmatic smile on her 
full lips. She said, “Nothing now. I had 
hoped to get revenge against Geier.” 

“ Revenge for what?”
He could sense the stiffening of her 

body. “It’s a long story. I won’t bore you 
with it. Geier swindled my father out 
of a ranch almost as big as yours, a ranch 
that my grandfather started from nothing 
soon after the Civil War. It broke my 
father, and he killed himself.”

SHE sat staring moodily out across the 
whispering river. For a moment, Tom 

sat utterly still. Then he said, “You’re a 
strange girl. You know you’ve got me puz
zled, don’t you?”

“You won’t be puzzled long.”
Tom thought of Sheriff Don Yarbo. He 

said, “You made the sheriff turn me loose. 
How’d you do that?”

Lily’s answer was listless. “ Blackmail. 
I know of a killing that Yarbo is wanted 
for. He hasn’t always been a lawman. He 
used to be a cheap tinhorn gunman. It’s 
probably not the only place he’s wanted.” 

Tom was puzzled as to what Lily’s plan 
could be, and how she intended to go 
about recovering the ranch. To him it 
seemed impossible, yet she seemed to be 
sure. He said, “ So you’ve been kicking 
around trying to make a living since your 
father’s death. You’ve had it pretty rug
ged, haven’t you?”

Lily shrugged, smiling. She stood up.



No, it hasn’t been too bad. You get used 
to things.”

She walked hack to where her horse 
was standing. Tom helped her up to her 
saddle, then found his own horse and 
mounted. He rode beside her toward the 
scattered, dim lights of the town.

When they reached the hotel they dis
mounted together. The street was nearly 
deserted now. The Colorado would be 
closing in a few minutes. Tom was again 
wondering what steps Geier would take 
to see that he failed to gather and ship his 
T O cattle, when he said mechanically:

“I’ll take your horse around to the 
stable.”

Lily stepped close to him. Subdued and 
quiet, she looked up at him for a long 
time. It was as though she were searching 
for something in his face. At last she 
said, “Will you kiss me good-by, Tom?”

He gathered her in his arms. When he 
stepped away, his pulses again were 
pounding, his face was flushed. He said, 
“Lily, when I get back—”

Lily said, “ All right, Tom. When you 
get back.” She ran lightly into the hotel.

Tom stared after her for a moment, 
wanting her. Then he caught the reins of 
her horse and, holding them, mounted his 
own animal. He rode along the side of the 
hotel, through the weed-grown vacant lot 
toward the stable at the rear of the hotel.

His fnind was concerned only with Lily. 
But as he rode this short distance, he 
cooled, and abruptly became uneasily 
alert. Geier had planted one killer to
night. And while Tom did not believe 
he would try the same method again so 
soon, he nevertheless did not relax his 
vigilance.

Reaching the stable, he handed the 
reins of Lily’s horse down to the hostler. 
He returned the way he had come to the 
street, and headed at a slow lope out of 
town toward the Anchor.

He had a long ride, an all-night ride 
ahead of him if he was to be at the head 
of the Ute Trail at daybreak. But his spir
its began to lift as he rode. This was 
action, movement, doing something.

This was a relief after the waiting, the

32 EXCITING
helpless brooding. And when this job was 
done, he could come back to Adams City 
and begin the final battle toward regain
ing the Anchor.

What he did not know was that Will 
Geier, driving a buggy, had left Adams 
City for the Anchor nearly two hours be
fore. What he did not know was that 
Geier, suspicious and frightened, would 
now go to any lengths to see that Tom 
Otis failed to load, a single T O steer on 
the train at Arnoldsville. . . .

A S THE hours of the night wore on, 
and Tom Otis drew nearer and near

er the Ute trail, even through the dark
ness he could note the difference in the 
terrain.

The land atop the high mesa was like a 
different country compared to that around 
Adams City. Here, aspen groves laid a 
dappled shade on the lush grass. Springs 
bubbled up in the draws and ran until 
they spilled off the rims. In the valley 
below, they fed the waters of Clear Creek 
which ran to its confluence with the river 
at Adams City.

Deer bounded away at Tom Otis’s ap
proach as he climbed up through the rim 
in the first gray light of dawn. He found 
Hal Boyd and his crew of four loyal 
Anchor punchers squatted around a fire, 
brewing coffee. A couple of pack-horses 
grazed nearby under full pack.

Tom rode close to the fire and dismount
ed. Hal rose, grinning, and handed him 
a tin cup of coffee that steamed in the 
early morning chill.

Tom looked around at his crew. There 
was Johnny Macintosh, the Anchor’s old
est rider, stiff and sore with rheumatism 
and the early morning cold. There was 
Pete Fisk, a tall, good-natured Texan. 
There were two others who had been 
with the Anchor as long as Tom Otis could 
remember—Eric Northcutt and Jack Lea.

There were no heroics or exhibitions of 
any kind. The men greeted Tom as they 
had greeted him every morning for over 
ten years, and they asked no questions. 
They did not even comment on the job 
they were to start today. It was as though

WESTERN
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the Anchor had never changed hands, as 
though this were simply another task to 
be worked at steadily and without pause 
until it was accomplished.

Tom finished his coffee and dumped 
the dregs on the fire.

Hal Boyd yelled, “All right—let’s get 
moving,” and scattered the embers of the 
fire with his boot. With no confusion, the 
crew mounted.

Johnny Macintosh was sent on ahead 
with the pack-animals. At first, he grum
bled, considering this a menial chore, un
til Hal told him, “The quickest way for 
Geier to stop us is to steal our grub. That’s 
why I’m sending you with the pack-horses, 
Johnny.”

The mesa was shaped like a hand with 
the fingers spread. Each finger was a 
ridge, varying in length from five to ten 
miles. All Anchor range was fenced natur
ally by the rims, except for the back end, 
which was fenced with aspen poles. In 
some places, the rims were only forty or 
fifty feet high, but in others the sheer rock 
barriers dropped away for five or six 
hundred feet.

From the trail, the five rode southward 
to the point of the ridge, beginning their 
gather there. They would work perhaps 
halfway back on this ridge today, driv
ing T O stock ahead of them as they went. 
Tomorrow, they would finish this ridge 
and start the next.

The ridges were easy. The main body 
of the mesa would not be so easy. Tom 
hoped that if Geier intended to hit them, 
it would be while they were working the 
ridges, and not after they got strung out 
and separated on the main plateau.

CHAPTER VII 

T O Gather

PETE FISK and Tom worked the east
ern side of the ridge, Hal and Eric 

Northcutt the west. Jack Lea rode down 
the center, taking each man’s gather as it

was brought in, six or eight head at a 
time, holding them in a slow-moving 
bunch.

Tom liked this work. He liked the feel 
of his horse under him, working with him. 
He liked the charging rush of the cattle 
as they broke out of the brush and tore 
off ahead of him. He liked the neat way 
his horse could cut a single T O animal 
out of a bunch and push it ahead.

He forgot Will Geier for a time, almost 
forgot Lily Street. He forgot that the 
Anchor was no longer his. He forgot the 
danger that Geier presented.

They nooned a mile and a half beyond 
their morning camp. Tom looked at the 
morning’s gather with satisfaction. Nearly 
thirty head. A much better gather from 
this ridge than he had expected.

He found firewood while Pete shaved 
a stick and started the fire. A hail brought 
Johnny out of the timber with the pack- 
animals. Inside of fifteen minutes, coffee 
was boiling over the fire. Steaks from the 
hindquarter of a deer Johnny had killed 
were frying in a skillet. Biscuits were 
baking in a Dutch oven.

Hal Boyd and Eric came in with three 
more head. They all squatted around the 
fire then and ate quickly and with relish. 
Afterward, they lay around and smoked 
and finished the coffee.

Tom tilted his hat over his eyes and 
lay back on the ground. He drowsed. He 
was awakened by the drum of hooves 
against the ground, by Hal Boyd’s shout:

“Tom! Company!”
He sat up. They were camped in a long, 

shallow draw. Down the slope from the 
south galloped ten men, Geier at their 
head. Geier reined up fifty feet short of 
the fire, his horse plunging and fighting 
the bit.

He shouted, “ All you men are fired! 
You’re trespassing on Anchor property 
the same as Tom Otis is. If you drive 
that bunch of T O cattle another mile I’ll 
have Yarbo after you for rustling!”

Tom Otis got to his feet, walked slowly 
and deliberately toward Geier.

He drawled, “You better start for 
Adams City, then. Because those T O cat-



tie  are headed  fo r  the ra ilroad  at A rn o ld s - 
v ille .”  H e grinned , h op in g  h e  sh ow ed  
m ore  assurance than he fe lt, as h e  added, 
“ D o n ’t brin g  Y a rb o  u p  here. I o w e  him  
som ething  fo r  that knot on  m y head. I 
m ight p ay  it ba ck  if he tries to  m ess into 
th is.”

A  fe w  o f the m en beh in d  G e ier  began  to 
grin. T om  felt sure that G e ie r  w ou ld  be 
ab le  to  cou n t on bu t little  su pport from  
them . T h ey  w ere  A n ch o r  m en. W h ile  they 
m ight not w ant to  risk  their jo b s  b y  h e lp 
ing T om  Otis, they  w o u ld  still b e  relu ctan t 
to  fight him . G e ier  w as look in g  around, 
w eigh ing  the su pport he com m anded .

H is fa ce  flushed w ith  anger, he turned  
back  to  T om  O tis, his anger fad in g  rap id ly. 
A t  last he sm iled . B ut the sm ile w as not 
pleasant. It w as dan gerou s and threaten 
ing.

H e said, “ A ll right. Y o u  w in  the first 
hand. I ca n ’t stop  y o u r  rou n d u p  n ow . B ut 
I k n ow  h ow  lon g  it takes to  c o v e r  A n ch o r  
range. B e fo re  y o u ’re th rou gh , I 'll g iv e  you  
a surprise. K e e p  a m an or  tw o on  guard , 
T om . S leep  light and k eep  y o u r  eyes open. 
I ’ll be  b a ck .”

W ith ou t another w ord  and w ith ou t w ait
ing for  T om  to rep ly , he w h ir led  his h orse 
and du g in his spurs. T om  got a w in k  or 
tw o from  A n c h o r ’s pu n ch ers b e fo re  they  
w h irled  to  ride  a fter him .

T om  tu rn ed  back  to  the fire. Hal B o y d ’s 
face  w as grave. T h e others w ere  sm iling.

T om  said, “ H e w o n ’t have to  go  fa r for  
a crew  that w ill fight us. W e  can cou n t on  
a w eek . A fte r  that, an yth in g  can h a p pen .”

Hal B oyd  nodded . “ W e ’ll m ake the m ost 
o f  that w eek . T hen  w e ’ll see. W e ’ll see .”

T O M  sw un g up to  his saddle, the others 
fo llow in g . Joh n n y  M acin tosh  stayed 

to  put ou t the fire and clean  up  the cam p. 
T h e  cattle  a lready  gath ered  grazed  s low ly  
dow n  the cen ter o f  the ridge, loose -h erd ed  
b y  Jack  Lea.

T h ey  qu it at dark  and, b on e -w ea ry , ate 
and flopped b eside  the fire in  th eir b lan 
kets. T w o  m en loose -h erd ed  the horses 
w ith the cattle. A  rop e  corra l at cam p held  
a cou p le  o f  jin g le  horses. T h e w atch  
ch anged  at m idnight.

34 EXCITING
T h e n ext day  and the severa l that fo l

low ed  w ere  o f  the sam e pattern . O n ly  n o w  
th ey  had a m an less to w o rk  w ith . Joh n n y  
M acin tosh  and L ea  held  the m ain  herd. 
T h e oth er fo u r  w o rk e d  the ridges, n oon in g  
in  the saddle, brin g in g  th e ir  d a y ’s gather 
in  to the m ain  cam p each  night. A t  the end 
o f a w eek , th ey  had a h u n dred  and fifty  
head.

R ou n d u p  w en t on. O n e b y  on e  th ey  
c lean ed  ou t the finger ridges and m oved  
on to  the m ain p lateau. A n oth er  w eek  
passed. T h ree  h un d red  head. B u t n ow  they  
had  to  w atch . N ow  they  ex p ected  attack 
da ily , n ightly.

R ations g rew  short, b u t n eith er T om  nor 
H al w ere  w illin g  to spare a m an long  
en ough  to  g o  to  tow n  fo r  m ore. T h ey  ate 
ven ison , and m ore  ven ison .

A n d  then, on e night, the attack cam e. 
W ith  n o  w arn in g  at all, h a lf a dozen  m en  
hit the h erd  an h ou r a fter the w atch  had 
changed . S h ootin g , ye llin g , th ey  stam 
p eded  the herd, then w h irled  to attack 1he 
cam p.

T om , on ly  n ow  re lieved  as gu ard , was 
ju st d row sin g  off. T h e first shot brou gh t 
h im  w id e  aw ake. T h e secon d  b rou g h t h im  
to his feet. H e had b u ilt up  the fire  upon  
com in g  in to cam p, bu t n ow  he scattered  it 
hastily  w ith  a b oo ted  boot, stam ping ou t 
the g low in g  em bers. H e cou ld  h ear the 
sib ilant stir o f  the cam p arou nd  him .

A  m an asked s leep ily , “ W hat w as th a t?”
Hal B o y d  said sou rly , “ G eier! H e ’ll be  

h ere  as soon  as he gets them  cattle  to  ru n 
ning. F in d  y o u rse lf a h an dy  tree, boys , 
and le t ’s g ive  ’em  a w arm  recep tion .”

T h e y  w aited  ten  m inutes, ten draggin g  
m inutes. T om  O tis th ou gh t abou t Jack  L ea  
and Joh n n y  M acin tosh , ou t th ere w ith  the 
herd. H e  fe lt a stab o f fear fo r  their safety.

J ack  m ight h ave sense en ou gh  to y ie ld  
to  su p eriority  in num bers, bu t T om  d o u b t
ed if M acin tosh  w ou ld  sh ow  that m u ch  
ju dgm en t. J o h n n y ’d be  so dam n ed  m ad he 
w o u ld n ’t th ink  o f  anyth ing. H e ’d see tw o 
w e e k s ’ hard  w o rk  m elting  aw ay and h e ’d 
g o  berserk .

T om  h eard  an oth er flu rry  o f  shots, and  a 
ragged , an gry  shout. T h en  th ey  cam e. 
G a llop in g , shouting, th ey  ran o v e r  the
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cam p. T h e n ight w as lik e  p itch.

H al ye lled , “ S h oot ’em  ou t o f  their sad
d le s !”

T o m  shot at a loom in g  shape fifteen  feet 
aw ay from  him . T h e horse  ca tapu lted  fo r 
w ard  w ith  a crash. T om  ran past h im , fe ll 
o v e r  the d ow n ed  rider. H e flopped  dow n  
on  the m an, fou n d  his head  b y  fee l and 
ch opped  d ow n  w ith  his gu n -barre l. T he 
m an stopped  stru ggling  and lay still. 
A  horse  lifted  d irect ly  ov e r  T om  as he

fro m  w h ere  T o m  lay. H al B o y d  had  k illed
one.

A  F E W  m ore  shots cam e, b u t the ra id 
ers w e re  m ov in g  aw ay. R aw  anger 

su dden ly  b lazed  in T om . H e d id n ’t k n ow  
h ow  m an y m ore  w e re  ou t there. H e d id n ’t 
care. B u t h e  k n ew  that e v e ry  m inu te o f 
de lay  m eant m ore  tim e to  ex p en d  rou n d 
in g  u p  the scattered  cattle.

H e roared , “ H al! Y o u  and P ete  take the

SsttenadoAA.
T W E  romantic singing cowboy pictured in present-day 

Western films would have been regarded as a queer 
pilgrim indeed on the oldtime range. Hard-bitten cow
pokes o f  the period serenaded cattle, not pretty Eastern 

. - ,  girls visiting the ranch. And they sang for one practical
u r V w ?  purpose: to keep restive steers quiet when the herd

bedded down for the night.
To prevent the flighty Longhorns from spooking off on 

dangerous and expensive stampedes, the night watchers 
rode slowly around and around the herd singing Hell Am ong the Yearlin’s, 
Saddle Ole Spike, Cotton-Eyed Joe and The Dying Cowboy. When the boys 
tired of singing the same old songs over and over again, they invented ribald 
new verses unfit for the ears o f any females except those o f fool cow-critters. 
About the only songs about girls included in the range-rider's limited reper
toire were the salty sagas o f W ooden-legged  Dinah and Sally G ooden. Both 
these hell-roaring dames were far, far removed in looks, character and habits 
from the sweet, blushing Western movie heroines o f today.

And as for any veteran brush-popper plunking a guitar and looking soul- 
fully into a girl's eyes while he sings Along the Sunset Trail with You . . . 
well, pardner, start ducking fast when you accuse him of indulging in that 
particular brand o f Hollywood foofuraw!

— /V or man B. W iltsey

got up, on e h o o f tipping his sh ou lder and 
sending him  spraw lin g  again. A lm ost in 
his fa ce  a gun  flared. C on cu ssion  from  the 
m u zzle  blast set his ears to  ringing. H e 
fired  at the flash. A  m an scream ed , and a 
horse  ran aw ay  riderless.

S om ew h ere  near, G e ie r ’s v o ice  w as y e ll
ing, “ G iv e  it up, dam n you ! Y a r b o ’s w ith  
us! T h ose  o f  y o u  that resist w ill h a n g !”  

T om  laughed  hoarsely . T h e sou n d  d rew  
a cou p le  o f  shots from  the bru sh  n earby .

T om  yelled , “ C om e on in, Y a rb o ! Y o u  
too, G eier! C om e on  in. Y o u ’v e  got to  get 
us b e fo re  y o u  can  hang u s.”

T he m ou n ted  attack had failed . T om  had 
k n ock ed  on e  m an from  his h orse  and he 
cou ld  h ear the m an slinking aw ay  th rou gh  
the brush , w h im perin g  abou t pain  in his 
arm . A n oth er  lay  u n con sciou s  n ot ten  feet

jin g le  horses and see if  y o u  can  catch  a 
cou p le  m o r e !”

B o y d  and F isk  scu rried  tow a rd  the rope  
corra l. A  m om ent later B o y d  cam e back  
w ith  on e  df the a ttackers ’ horses. A  little 
later, F isk  cam e b ack  w ith  the other. T om  
m ou n ted , and the fo u r  rod e  out, leaving  
their cam p beh in d , u nguarded .

T h ey  fou n d  Joh n n y  M acin tosh  dead, 
tw isted  b ro k e n ly  on  the grou nd , shot in 
the chest. H is horse  grazed  u n con cern ed ly  
n earby . T om  w an ted  to stop  lon g  en ough  
to  b u ry  h im , then rem em b ered  w hat Joh n 
n y  had d ied  for. H e had d ied  to  k eep  the 
cattle  from  b e in g  scattered. T h e least those 
that rem ained  co u ld  do fo r  h im  w as to  
find the cattle  again, bu n ch  them . T h ere  
w o u ld  be  tim e fo r  J o h n n y ’s bu ria l then.

D aw n  cam e cra w lin g  u p  o v e r  the rim ,
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gray  and co ld , g loom y  and d iscouraging . 
B ut at least n ow  there was light. T he cat
tle had not run  far, but th ey  had scattered, 
right and left, dow n  into the draw s.

T om , k n ow in g  e v ery  inch  o f this range, 
sent a m an alone to each w atered  draw  
w ithin a radius o f  five m iles. A n d  he began 
to  hear their shouts a lm ost im m ediately , 
the slapping o f reins on chaps, their w his
tles as they u rged  cattle  b e fo re  them.

A pparen tly , G e ier  and Y a rb o  had pulled  
aw ay to lick  their w ounds. A t n oon , T om  
tallied tw o h un dred  head. A t  d a y ’s end, 
th ey  had all bu t a dozen  o f those that had 
stam peded.

A t their cam p, th ey  fou n d  w hat fe w  sup
plies had rem ained  scattered  on  the 
ground . C offee  and sugar and flour. B lan 
kets had been  slashed, pack -sadd les and 
panniers destroyed . T he m an T om  had 
c lu b b ed  w ith  his re v o lv e r  w as gone.

H e said, “ O ne dead, on e  w ou n d ed , one 
w ith  a headache. H ow  m any w ere  there 
a ltog e th er?”

Jack  L ea  grunted , “ I ta llied  six. T h ere  
m ight h ave been  m ore  than that, bu t I 
d on ’t think so .”

“ T hen  th ey ’v e  got fo u r  left. T h ree  that 
feel good . I ’v e  got a hun ch  the one I 
c lipped  is goin g  to  be  sick  fo r  a day or  
tw o .”

T h ey  bu ried  Joh n n y  M a cin tosh  and the 
dead raider, salvaged  their cook in g  u ten
sils and a cou p le  o f  cups and plates, and 
w ent on. In the n ext w eek  they  gathered  
en ough  to m ake a h erd  o f ju st o v e r  fou r 
h undred , and w en t dow n  th rou gh  the rim  
into the va lley  o f  E lk R iver. T h ey  d rov e  
east then, until they  reach ed  A rn o ld sv ille  
and the railroad.

It w as h ere that T om  O tis h it his secon d  
snag. G e ier  had p receded  him . G eier and 
Y a rb o . T h e y ’d talked  to  the bran d  inspec
tor. T he m an, a s low -m ov in g  fe llo w  w ith  a 
long  m ustache, m et T om  as he d ro v e  the 
cattle*into the pens beside  the tracks.

“ W hat b ra n d ?”  he asked.
“ T  O .”
“ T hou gh t so .”  T he bran d  in spector gave 

T om  a fishy, su sp icious glance. “ W h ose  
brand is it?  W h at’s it reg istered  u n d e r ? ”

T om , w h o  had been  uneasy, began  to

fee l better. H is fa ther had insisted that 
the bran d  be  reg istered  in T o m ’s ow n  
nam e.

H e d id n ’t fee l b etter long. N ot w h en  the 
brand in spector said, "T h at brand and the 
A n ch o r  bran d  w as fo rec losed  b y  the 
A dam s C ity  bank a m onth  ago .”

T om  stared at him  for  a m om ent. He 
began n ow  to see h ow  this had been  rigged. 
G e ie r  had ta lked  to  this man. H e had ar
ranged to h ave the cattle  tied up h ere in 
the pens at A rn o ld sv ille .

H e said, “ T he hell! T h e bank foreclosed  
on  the A n ch or . W asn ’t noth ing said in any 
o f the papers abou t T  O. T h at’s my b ran d .” 

T he m an shrugged . “ C an ’t let you  g o ,” 
he said. “ G ot to  h o ld  y o u  up  aw h ile  till it 
gets stra ightened  o u t.”  H e sh ifted  his cud  
o f to b a cco  from  on e ch eek  to the oth er and 
spat.

T O M  yan k ed  his gun  out o f  h olster and 
du g it savagely  into the m an ’s be lly  

If h e  gave in n ow , he faced  charges o f  rus
tling, k illing. H e ’d ju st as w ell fa ce  charges 
o f in tim idating a brand inspector.

H e said, “ I d o n ’t k n o w  h o w  m u ch  G eier 
paid  you , friend , bu t y o u ’re  goin g  to  okay 
this sh ipm en t.”

T h e m an ’s breath  had been  d riven  from  
his b o d y  b y  the fo rce  o f  T o m ’s gun  m uzzle. 
H is fa ce  w as pale and he lo o k e d  sick. His 
g lance w ou ld  not m eet T o m ’s.

H e grow led  ,“ A n d  if I d o n ’t ? ”
“ I ’ll k ill y o u .”
T o m ’s v o ice  was alm ost con versation al, 

yet som e qu a lity  in it m ade the m an look  
at him  uneasily , and at that m om ent T om  
realized  w ith  a sh ock  that he m eant ex a ct
ly  w hat he said. H e ’d fou gh t the crook ed  
sheriff, Y a rb o , in A dam s C ity , h e ’d been  
stolen  blind b y  G eier, h e ’d lost J oh n n y  
M acin tosh  up on  the m esa, and had had 
his cattle  scattered. H e ’d had enough . N ow  
h e ’d go  w h ole  hog or  none. N ow , h e ’d 
fight!

T h e bran d  in spector stared at h im  fo r  a 
m om ent. T he b lo o d  dra in ed  s lo w ly  ou t o f  
his face . H is eyes  tu rn ed  flat and scared, 
and he began  to shake.

“ Y o u  w o n ’t get aw ay  w ith  th is !”  he 
shouted , his v o ice  shrill.
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“ M aybe  not. B u t y o u ’ll pass this herd. 

W o n ’t you , m y  fr ie n d ? ”
T h e  m an sagged. H e n odded  du m bly . 

W ith  T om  fo llow in g  him , he w en t in to the 
pens and the jo b  o f  ch eck in g  bran ds b e 
gan.

A ll w e re  T  O. A ll b o re  a single brand. 
W h en  it w as done, the brand inspector 
handed T om  his in spection  sheet, signed 
and approved , and started to go. T om  
shook  his head.

“ H uh-uh . W e ’ll load  ’em  first. T hen  w e 'll 
take a little  ride  b a ck  in to the hills. W h en  
m y ch eck  clears w ith  the com m ission  
house in D en ver, w e ’ll co m e  b ack  to 
tow n .”

B y  night the cars w ere  loaded . T h ey  
pu lled  ou t beh in d  a slow , puffing engine, 
heading east. T om  and his crew , h erd in g  
the brand in spector w ith  them , rod e  out 
o f tow n.

A fte r  settling upon  a p lace to  m eet, T om  
returned  to tow n. H e te legraph ed  a co m 
m ission h ou se  in D en ver , g iv in g  in stru c
tions that his m on ey  w as to b e  m ailed  to 
h im  at A dam s C ity , the sale con firm ed  by  
w ire  to  A rn o ld sv ille .

T hen  he got a room  at the h otel and set
tled  dow n  to  wait.

C H A P T E R  V III

Bank Run

W H E N  a day  had passed, and another, 
the m arshal o f  A rn o ld sv ille , a big, 

s low -w itted  m an in  his early  th irties, cam e 
to see T om  Otis. T om  discla im ed  all 
k n ow led g e  o f the bran d  in sp ector ’s w h ere 
abouts. T he m arshal d id n ’t be liev e  him , 
bu t he w en t aw ay, grum bling.

A n oth er  day  passed. On the m orn in g  o f 
the fou rth  day, T o m ’s visit to  the tele
graph  office got him  a thin, y e llo w  en 
velope. H e tore  it open , standing on  the 
station p la tform . It w as from  the com m is
sion  h ou se  w ith  w h ich  A n ch o r  had  alw ays 
dealt. It w as dated  the day  p rev iou s  and 
read :

Cattle all sold. Specie in the amount of 
$9147.85 mailed to you Adams City, Colorado, 
today. Many thanks.

T om  got his h orse  from  the liv e ry  stable. 
In  the early  m orn in g  sunlight, he to o k  the 
trail ou t o f  tow n  that w ou ld  lead  h im  to  
his c r e w ’s h ideou t. B y  n oon , th ey  w e re  on 
their w a y  h om e, and a d isgru n tled  bran d  
in spector w as on his w ay  ba ck  to  A rn o ld s 
v ille , sw earin g  ven geance.

It w as n ear m idnight w h en  T om  O tis 
a rrived  in A dam s C ity . H e w en t im m ed i
ately  to  the h ote l w ith  h is crew , sh ow ed  
the telegram , and arran ged  room s fo r  
them  all. T h en  all o f  them  h eaded  fo r  the 
C o lora d o  S aloon .

T h ere  w as an odd  fee lin g  jn  the a ir in 
tow n  tonight. It w as as th ou gh  som ething  
had h appened , som ething  o f  w h ich  T om  
had n o  k n ow led ge .

L ily  S treet w as singing as h e  w a lk ed  
into the C o lorad o . She spotted  him  im m e
d iately  as he cam e th rou gh  the d oor , sh ort
en ed  the ch oru s o f  h er  song, stepped  dow n  

-irom  the stage, and cam e tow ard  him . H er 
fa ce  w as alight w ith  gen u in e re lie f and 
gladness at see in g  him . S h e w as w earin g  
green  satin ton ight, a gow n  that spark led  
w ith  sequins. A  lo w -cu t, darin g  gow n  that 
sh ow ed  a lot o f L ily  S treet, all o f it beau 
tiful.

T om  w as con sciou s  that he w as tra il- 
d irty , that he n eeded  a shave. H e w as also 
con sciou s  o f  a p leasant, o v e rp o w e rin g  e x 
citem ent.

L ily  w h ispered , “ B ack  here. In M ik e ’s 
office. I ’v e  got to  talk to  y o u .”

W ith  a w h ispered  w ord  to H al B oyd , 
T om  fo llo w e d  h er d ow n  the dim  co rr id o r  
to  M ik e  M c G ill ’s office. T h ey  w en t inside, 
and T om  k ick ed  the d oor  shut beh in d  him . 
H e was rem em berin g  L ily ’s prom ise, 
“ W hen  y o u  get ba ck , T o m .”

B ut th ere w as a w id e -e y e d , frightened  
look  in L ily ’s fa ce  n ow , and h e  sm iled. 
H o w  co u ld  fr igh t be  so in ex p lica b ly  co m 
b in ed  w ith  an ticipation ? Y e t  h ere  it was. 
L ily  w as afraid  o f  h im , y et it w as plain 
that she w an ted  h im  to  take her in his 
arm s, w an ted  that desperately .

H e crossed  the room  and took  h er in  his 
arm s. F rom  a fr igh ten ed  w om an  she



tu rn ed  a b ru ptly  inta a passionate one. H er 
arm s cam e up  abou t his neck , her b od y  
m olded  itself to his. H er hands d rew  his 
head dow n  and her lips m et his.

F or  this end less m om ent, there w as no 
A n ch or , n o  G eier, no plan. T here  w as on ly  
L ily . T o m ’s b lood  becam e liqu id  fire, 
cou rsin g  th rou gh  his b od y , heating w h er
ev er  it passed. H er b od y  w as soft under 
his hands, y et there w as an u nsuspected  
strength  in her.

A  dancehall g ir l?  P erhaps. B u t T om  
k n ew  in this m om ent that h ere  w as m ore 
w om an  than he had ev e r  k n ow n  b e fore . 
H ere  w as m ore  w om an  than he was ev er  
lik e ly  to  k n ow  again. A  w om an  stron g  o f 
b od y , strong en ough  to m eet and cop e  w ith 
the harshness o f  liv in g  in a harsh and v io 
lent land, y et a lso a w om an  w ith  a w o r ld  
o f w om a n ’s softness and gentleness in her.

H er kiss was like d row n in g . T om  sank 
dow n , dow n , his head  reeling, his b lood  
racing and pounding.

H is v o ice  was h oarse w hen  he b rok e  
aw ay. L ily ’s lips w ere  parted , and there 
w as som ething  n ew  in h er eyes, som ething  
he had n ot seen  there b e fo re . D efenseless, 
u tterly  helpless, she stared at h im  as if 
begg in g  him  to go on. A n d  he w anted  to, 
m ore  than anyth ing else, bu t not here. 
N ot in M ike M cG ill ’s office.

H e said, “ T he ch eck  fo r  the cattle  is on 
its w ay. It sh ou ld  be  h ere tom orrow . B ut 
it was sm aller than I had hoped. A  little 
ov e r  n ine th ou san d.”

ST IL L  she look ed  at him , and su dden ly  
the A n ch o r  w as no lon ger  im portant. 

T h ere , w as on ly  on e  thing in life, and it 
w as this slip  o f  a girl. T his g irl w h ose  eyes 
k n ew  too m u ch  o f life , o f  m en and w hat 
d rov e  them . T his g ir l w h ose  eyes had fo r 
gotten  in this m om ent all their w o r ld li
ness, that w ere  n ow  lik e  a s ch oo lg ir l’s eyes 
gazing at her first love.

T om  said, “ T o  hell w ith  the A n ch or ! T o 
hell w ith  G eier! A ll I w ant is y ou , L ily . 
W ill you  m arry  m e ? ”

T rou b le  cam e to her eyes. T om  turned  
b itter. “ T hen  reven ge  is m ore  im portan t to 
y o u  than anyth ing e ls e ? ”

L ily  w as shaking h er head. T ears sprang
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in to h er eyes. “ N o, T om . N o! T h a t’s not it 
at all. B ut I ’m not y o u r  k ind  o f w om an. 
I'm  a dancehall g ir l.”

T om  lau gh ed  harsh ly. “ A n d  I ’m a b rok e  
cow m an. W hat the hell do  I care  w hat you  
are, L ily ?  W hat d o  I care  w hat y o u  have 
been ? I k n ow  h ow  I fee l and I k n ow  w hat 
I want. I w ant you  raising m y k ids, and 
k eep in g  m y h ou se  and sharing m y b ed  as 
lon g  as I live. T h at’s w hat I want, and all 
the rest o f  it w ill be h o llow  w ith ou t that.”  

She cam e to  his arm s again then w ith  a 
little, flu rry  o f  m ovem en t. It w as as it had 
been  b e fore . L ily  said, “ T hank  you , T o m .”  

“ T hen  y o u ’ ll m arry  m e ? ”
She n odded , w ordless.
T om  began  to grin. T h e grin  w idened  

and he began  to  laugh. F rom  sh eer e x u 
beran ce  and happiness.

H e said, “ T hen  I ’m read y  fo r  G eier. 
T h ere ’s on ly  on e p lace  I k n ow  o f in this 
cou n try  that’s g ood  en ou gh  fo r  you , and 
that’s the A n ch or . I w ant it back  and I ’ll 
get it b a c k !”

L ily  w as sm iling n ow , too. “ A n d  I ’ll h e lp  
y o u .”

“ H o w ? ”
“ It ’s rea lly  rather sim ple. I’v e  started it 

a lready. T om o rro w , M ik e  M cG ill and 
N oah Shults and a fe w  o f the o th er bu si
nessm en in A dam s C ity  w ill w ith draw  
their m on ey  from  G e ie r ’s bank. T he 
w o rd ’s a lready  o u t.”

“ W hat w o r d ? ”
L ily  sm iled  m ore  broad ly . “ W h y, the 

w ord  that the bank is insolvent. B y  ten  
o ’c lo ck  tom o rro w  m orn ing, th ere ’ll be  a 
lin e three b lo ck s  lon g  in fron t o f  it. A n d  
y o u  k n ow , I d o n ’t th ink G e ier  w ill h ave 
m on ey  en ou gh  to pay  them  all. . . .”

T om  O tis w as up at seven . H e w ashed  
and w en t dow n sta irs and across the street 
to  the barber shop  fo r  a shave.

A ll even in g , a fter he had left L ily , T om  
had sat in the C o lora d o  and listened  to 
talk abou t the bank. N ew s o f a b a n k ’s in 
so lv en cy  travels like w ildfire. M ik e  M c
G ill had started the ru m or as a fa vor  to  
L ily . S tarted  it in the C o lorad o . N oah 
Shults had started it in the U te as a fa vor  
to T om  Otis.

P u n ch ers and cow m en  w h o w ere  in both
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saloons carried  the ru m or ou t o v e r  the 
cou n try  w h en  they left. A lre a d y  b u ck - 
boards and bu gg ies w ere  beg in n in g  to ro ll 
in to  A dam s C ity . T om  w on d ered  if G e ier 
k n ew  w hat he w as in fo r  yet.

T he m orn in g  stage ro lled  into tow n , and 
T om  got u p  ou t o f  the ba rb er  ch a ir and 
w alked  d ow n  to  the postoffice. H e signed  a 
rece ip t fo r  his m on ey , cou n ted  it, and put 
it in to h is pock et. T hen  he h eaded  fo r  a 
restaurant.

E veryw h ere , even  at this h ou r, sm all 
grou ps o f m en w ere  d iscussing the bank. 
T om  ate a hasty break fast, then to o k  a 
chair on the h otel veranda. H e sat dow n

edge o f tow n. H e stared at the lin e fo rm 
ing b e fo re  the bank w ith  ob v io u s  p u zzle 
m ent. A  sh ou t reach ed  T om .

“ W e w ant o u r  m on ey , G eier! O pen  up  
and g ive  it to  u s !”

M u rm u rs grew  in the street as the m an ’s 
dem and w as repeated . G e ier  sm iled  and 
w aved  his hands expan sively .

“ S u re— sure. A n y  o f you  w h o  w an t y ou r  
m on ey  can  h ave it.”  B ut th ere w as dou bt 
in the w ay  he tu rn ed  in to the bank d oor ; 
d ou b t and hesitation .

L ily  said, “ E ven  if he is honest, even  if 
the ban k  is as sou n d  as can be, h e ’s still 
beat. N o bank can  stand a d ep ostio r ’s run

SaqsbMLikk, § m v l

Cowboy talk is like brown sugar: 

not refined, but plumb flavorsome

and w atched  the grow in g  excitem en t, a 
sm all sm ile p lay ing  across his face.

G e ier  had had no w arn ing  at all. I f h e ’d 
been  in the C o lora d o  last n ight, h e  m ight 
have kn ow n . Instead, h e ’d been  at the A n 
ch or  and h adn ’t got ba ck  to  tow n  until this 
m orning.

H al B o y d  and the oth er three pu n ch ers 
w h o had h elped  T om  w ith  the T  O  cattle, 
cam e out o f the h otel, grin n ed  at T om  and 
headed for  the restaurant. L ily  cam e 
dow n , dressed in a dem u re, red  ch eck ed  
gingham  dress, and sat dow n  in a ch a ir b e 
side T om . S h e w as sm iling, and h er hand 
slipped across the space b etw een  the tw o 
chairs and took  T o m ’s ow n .

L IL Y  said, “ I gave  all m y  silk  dresses 
aw ay last night. A ll I ’ve  got le ft are 

a fe w  lik e  this o n e .”  H er g lan ce su rveyed  
him  w ith  teasing m ock ery . “ Y o u ’re 
h ook ed , m y  friend . N ow  y o u ’v e  got to 
m arry  m e.”

G e ier  cam e a long the street from  his 
tw o-storied  w h ite  fram e h ou se  ov e r  at the

on it. T o o  m u ch  o f  the b a n k ’s m on ey  is ou t 
on loa n .”

S h e got up  and w en t in to the C o lorad o . 
A  m om en t later she cam e ou t w ith  M ike 
M cG ill. T he tw o  o f them  began  to  c ir cu 
late am ong the cro w d , talking, exh ortin g , 
spread in g  d ou b t and distrust.

Still T om  did  not see h ow  all this w ou ld  
h e lp  h im  to regain  the A n ch or . A n d  he 
k n ew  G eier, k n ew  the m an w ou ld  fight 
soon er or  later.

S low ly , as the m orn in g  progressed , the 
line b e fo re  the bank grew . T h e tem per o f 
the c ro w d  began  to change. It turned  u gly  
and threaten ing. M ik e  and L ily  fou n d  
p laces in the lin e and k ept talking, fan 
n ing the c r o w d ’s tem per to  a fe v e r  p itch.

T om  heard  M ik e  shout, “ S u re ! E v e ry 
b o d y  in the fron t o f  the lin e ’ll get their 
m on ey . B u t h ow  abou t them  ’w a y  back 
th ere?  I ’ll bet you  ten  to  on e  all they  get 
is a b u n ch  o f lou sy  p rom ises !”

“ P rom ises , hell! W e ’ll h ave  ou r  m on ey , 
o r  w e ’ll h ave G e ie r ’s h id e !”

A n d  so it w ent. T om  sm iled  w h en  he



saw  M rs. W ick w a re  and L u c y  up  at the 
head o f the line.

A t e leven , G e ie r  lo ck e d  the ban k  door, 
leav ing  M ik e  M cG ill and L ily  on ly  a few  
p laces from  it.

M ik e  shouted , “ W hat did  I tell you , 
fr ien d s? Y o u ’ve  had it! Y o u ’re  h ook ed , 
just like I am. G e ie r ’s got y o u r  m on ey , 
and h e ’ll be  leav ing  tow n  p retty  s o o n !”

T h e  m u rm u rs o f the m ob  rose to roars. 
“ L ik e  hell! H e 'll d ecora te  a co tton w ood  
lim b! A ro u n d  to the back , boys. B ottle  him 
up! D o n ’t let h im  get a w a y !”

S h eriff Y a rb o  cam e across the street at 
a sh am blin g  run, w av in g  his re v o lv e r  e x 
cited ly .

“ G et back ! G et back , all o f  you . I ’ ll have 
no b reak in g  in to the bank . Y o u  h ea r?  Y o u  
hear m e ? ”

L ily  started across the street tow ard  
T om . H er g lan ce said, “ N ow , T o m ,”  and he 
got up. H e sauntered  tow a rd  the bank, 
sh oved  his w ay  th rou gh  the pushing 
crow d . Y a rb o  scow led  at him .

“ Is this y o u r  d o in g ? ”  the law m an  d e 
m anded.

T om  laughed . H e took  the m on ey  ou t o f 
his p o ck e t and w a v ed  it b e fo re  Y a r b o ’s 
face. H e said, “ T h e re ’s o v e r  n in e thousand 
here. I ’ve  got a n otion  G e ie r  m ight be  in 
terested  in seeing  m e .”
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C H A P T E R  IX  

The World in His Hands

Y A R B O  w as scared . H is w eathered , 
n arrow  face  w as pale, and his hands 

shook . H e tapped  the b a rre l o f  the'>gun on  
the d oor , and after a m om en t it w as open ed  
a crack

T om  O tis sh oved , hard. A s  the d o o r  
was flung open , he w h irled , c losin g  it in 
Y a r b o ’s fa ce  and sh ootin g  the bolt.

G e ier  stood  b eside  him . T h e  m an w as 
raging, bu t he w as fr igh ten ed , too. T om  
said, “ T h e y ’re  beg in n in g  to  ta lk  abou t a 
rope  and a co tton w ood  lim b .”  H e grin n ed  
at G eier, tasting his v ictory .

G e ie r  scow led . H is righ t hand rested  on  
the C o lt ’s r e v o lv e r  in its h olster at his side. 
H e snarled . “ D am n y ou , O tis, y o u ’re to 
b lam e fo r  th is !”

T om  n odded . “ U h -h u h .”  H e riffled the 
crisp  b ills  in his hand. “ B u t I ’m  offerin g  
y o u  a w a y  o u t .”

“ T h ere  a in ’t n o  w a y  out. T he ba n k ’s 
m on ey  is all g on e .”

T om  said, “ T h e re ’s n ine thousand here. 
I f you  w ant to  take it, I ’ll go  ou t there and 
start ca lm in g  that crow d . T his th ing can 
stop  as fast as it started if  som eth ing  re 
stores their co n fid en ce .”

G e ie r  squ in ted  at h im  su sp iciously . 
G e ier  w ou ld  o b v io u s ly  rather h ave k illed  
him  than h ave asked fo r  an exp lan ation . 
B ut he con tro lled  h im self w ith an e ffort 
and said, “ A n d  w h a t’s the p rice  o f  that 
n ine thousand in ca s h ? ”

“ T h e A n ch o r .”
“ I w o n ’t d o  it! D am n y o u , I w o n ’t d o  it !”  
“ T hen  y o u ’ll h ang .”  T om  grin n ed  tight

ly , d an gerou sly . “ T ak e y o u r  p ick .”
G e ier  w h irled  from  the d o o r  and stalked  

b ack  across the lo b b y  tow ard  his office. 
H is n eck  w as b r ick -re d  w ith  his fu ry . H is 
w h ole  b o d y  sh ook  w ith  his e ffort at c o n 
tro llin g  h im self.

A t  last he said, “ A ll right. C ou n t it o u t.”  
T om  sh ook  his head. “ U h-huh . S u ppose  

y o u  m ake ou t a deed  fo r  the A n ch o r  first. 
I ’ll ca ll in M ik e  M cG ill fo r  a w itn ess.”

F or  a lon g  m om ent, G e ie r  hesitated  be
tw een  this and the gun at his side. F in a lly  
he sagged. “ A ll right. B rin g  h im  in .”

H e w en t b ack  to  his office, got a deed  
b lan k  and began  to  fill it in. T o m  w en t to 
the d oor , op en ed  it a cra ck  and ca lled  fo r  
M ik e  M cG ill. Y a rb o  y e lled  fo r  h im , and 
M ik e  cam e fo rw a rd  q u ick ly . H e cam e into 
the ban k  and T om  b o lted  the d o o r  beh ind  
him .

G e ier  signed  the deed , scow lin g  b lack ly , 
and M cG ill w itn essed  it, grinning. T om  
cou n ted  the m on ey  ou t on to  the desk . H e 
stu ffed  the d eed  in to  his pock et.

H e fe lt as th ou gh  a w h o le  n ew  w orld  
had op en ed  up  b e fo re  h im , b u t he k n ew  
this w as not the end. G e ier  w ou ld  n ot g ive  
up  this easily . S till, it w as en ou gh  fo r  n ow . 
H e w en t b a ck  and op en ed  the door.
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H e ye lled , “ I 'v e  bou gh t b a ck  the A n 

chor! T h ere ’s p len ty  o f m on ey  h ere now , 
for all o f  y o u .”

T he lines fo rm ed  again. C row d in g  lines, 
an x iou s lines at first. B ut as tim e ran on, 
con fiden ce  increased. T om  and L ily  and 
M ike M cG ill drifted  back  and forth  
through  the crow d , ta lking ca lm ly , instill
ing con fiden ce.

N oah Shults d rop p ed  ou t o f  the line, 
shouting, “ H ell, if th ere ’s p len ty  o f  m on ey , 
I ’m  dam ned if I k n ow  w hat I w ant m ine 
fo r !”

That s low ed  the cro w d , m ade them  
think. M ore  began  to d rop  out o f  line. 
Still others began  to  form  another line to 
redeposit their m on ey .

S oon  the deposit line w as lon ger than 
the w ithdraw al line, and not lon g  after

that, the w ith draw al line was gone. T om , 
grinn ing w ith  irrepressib le  g ood  h um or, 
re laxed . T he bank w as saved.

It w as not that T om  cared  abou t the 
bank, n or  abou t G eier, either. B u t if  the 
bank w en t u nder, it m eant that a lo t o f 
peop le  w ou ld  lose their m on ey . It m eant 
that a lot o f  p e o p le ’s l i fe ’s savings w ou ld  
be gone.

H E F O U N D  L ily  at the hotel. U n n o
ticed , the day  had slipped  aw ay. T he 

sun hung low  on the w estern  h orizon  now .
T om  said, “ C om e on. Y o u  and m e are 

goin g  to the parson ’s h ouse to get m ar
r ied .”

“ In this d re ss ? ”  She laughed  happily. 
“ W ait till I change. I w o n ’t b e  a m in u te .”  
H e grabbed  fo r  her, but she e lu d ed  him , 
laughing, and ran into the hotel.

T om  w alk ed  across to  the C o lorad o . He 
thought h e ’d like to  have M ik e  M cG ill 
and Hal B o y d  fo r  w itnesses. H e  fou n d  
them  and started them  fo r  the parson ’s 
house, then w en t b ack  to  the hotel.

L u cy  W ick w a re  had been  w aitin g  for

h im  in the lob b y . S h e w as n erv ou s  and ill- 
at-ease. She cam e fo rw a rd  hesitantly , and 
w h en  T om  lo o k e d  at h er he rea lized  that 
he w as n ot seein g  L u cy , b u t her m other. 
H er m oth er w as there, in her facial e x 
pression , in the com pressed  set o f  her lips. 
H e thought, she ’s heard  that I ’ve  got the 
A n ch o r  back .

L u cy  in tercep ted  him  and said, “ T om , 
I ’m  so g lad fo r  y ou ! I ’m  so g lad  y o u ’v e  got 
the A n ch o r  b a ck !”

H e said g ra ve ly , “ T hank  you , L u c y .”
“ W e ’d lik e  to  have y o u  fo r  supper, T om . 

M o th e r ’s bak in g  y o u r  fa v orite  p ie— b lu e 
b e rry .”

T o m  fou n d  it hard  to  repress a cyn ica l 
sm ile, bu t he m anaged to  d o  so. H e felt 
sorry  fo r  L u cy .

H e said, “ I ’m  sorry . I w o n ’t be  able to 
m ake it. I ’m  getting m arried  this even in g .”

H e cou ld  see the hard  lines in h er face  
now . T h ey  had a lw ays been  there, bu t this 
w as the first tim e he had seen them . H er 
v o ice  w as sharp. “ T o  that— to that w om an, 
I suppose. T om , y o u ’re  a fool. S h e ’s n oth 
ing bu t a— ”

T om  said, “ L u c y !”
D efian tly  L u cy  cr ied , “ W ell, she is! 

M oth er  says so. S h e ’s on ly  a fter y o u r  
m o n e y !”

“ I w o u ld n ’t h ave the A n ch o r  n o w  if it 
h adn ’t been  fo r  h er ,”  he rem in ded  gently .

T h ere  w as n o  p articu lar poin t in d is
cussing this w ith  L u cy . L u c y  w ou ld  n ever 
understand. In h er  ow n  heart, she b e lieved  
h erse lf to be  right, to  b e  a w om an  u n ju st
ly  jilted  and w ron ged .

T om  m u rm u red , “ L u cy , w ill y o u  excu se  
m e? I ’v e  a lot to  d o .”

H e w atch ed  h er m arch  to  the d oor , back  
straight and defiant. H e fe lt  a fleeting re 
gret that dissipated w ith  his thought, 
sh e ’ll find som eon e w h o  suits her better 
than I ev e r  w ou ld .

H e gave her tim e to  w alk  the b lo ck  and 
a h a lf hom e, then w en t ou t on to  the h otel 
veranda.

T he sun w en t dow n  beh in d  the m esa. 
T h e  oran ge g low  faded  from  the clou ds. 
D u sk  settled  dow n  o v e r  the tow n . P eop le  
m oved  a long the street on  th eir w a y  h om e 
fo r  supper. A n d  still T om  w aited , im pa



tiently  tapping his boot against the porch  
rail.

T he street w as alm ost dark  w hen  L ily  
cam e out. T om  scram bled  to his feet, 
ca tch in g  his breath . She w as radiantly  
beautifu l, sm iling. S ilent, adorin g  him  
w ith  her eyes, she took  his arm  and 
w alked  d ow n  the steps w ith  him . A lo n g  
the w alk  they w ent, past the C olorado.

T he parson ’s h ouse w as o v e r  at the edge 
o f tow n  right beside  the ch u rch . T o m  felt 
a sudden  ch ill travel d ow n  his spine. He 
frow n ed . W hat the hell w as the m atter 
w ith h im ? H e h ad  the w orld . H e had the 
A n ch or , and he had L ily . H e had e v e ry 
thing he w anted.

It w as an anim al sense, that ch ill. A n  
age-old  instinct o f  w arning. H e tried  to 
expla in  it aw ay  in his m ind. H e to ld  h im 
self that G e ier  h ad n ’t the guts to try  an y
thing tonight. B ut he co u ld n ’t get rid  o f 
the uneasiness, the fo reb od in g . H e 
stopped.

“ L ily , go  back . G o  b ack  to the hotel. 
Q u ick ly .”

She caught his m ood  instantaneously. 
F ear w iden ed  h er dark  eyes. H er lips part
ed, and she w et them  w ith  h er  tongue. H er 
g lance said, N o! N o! N ot n ow !

TH E shot cam e from  betw een  tw o 
bu ild ings. It caught T om  in the fleshy 

part o f his th igh, took  his leg  out from  u n 
der him  w ith  its force . H e co llapsed  to  the 
w alk. L ily  b en t tow ard  him .

H e got to  h is knees and gave h er a v i
ciou s  shove. H er h eel caught in a k n oth ole  
in the w alk  and she spraw led  in to the gu t
ter.

T he secon d  shot cu t the air w h ere  she 
had been  standing an instant be fore .

T om  realized  w ith  a sin k in g  fee lin g  that 
th ey  w ere  en tire ly  exp osed . T h ere  w as no 
shelter closer than a d oorw a y  th irty  feet 
aw ay. G eier, fran tic, insane w ith  fu ry , 
w ou ld  sh oot L ily , too, becau se  he k n ew  he 
cou ld  hurt T om  b y  sh ootin g  her. T here  
w as on ly  on e w ay  to p ro tect L ily , then, 
and that w as b y  exp osin g  him self.

E xertin g  his w ill against the pain  in his 
leg, T om  lu rch ed  to his feet. H is gun  was 
in  his hand, h am m er th u m bed  back . T he
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shots had co m e  from  across the street. B ut 
it w as dark  there— dark. T om  stu m bled  o ff 
the w alk  and into the street. T he gun, 
G e ie r ’s gun, flashed again. T om  triggered  
a shot at the flash, bu t k n ew  it w en t w ide. 
G lass tin k led  as it sm ashed a w in d ow  a 
cou p le  o f  feet from  w h ere  G e ier  stood.

T o m  k ept on , staggering, sw aying. H is 
leg  w ou ld  sca rce ly  su pport his w eight. H e 
cou ld  fee l the w arm  b lood  runn ing  dow n  
his thigh.

A ga in  that h idden  gun flashed. T om  
forced  h im self into a run. B ehind  him  he 
heard L ily  scream .

H e reach ed  the far w alk  and he cou ld  
see G e ier  n ow , co u ld  see him  as a dark, 
b u lk y  shape b etw een  the tw o buildings. 
H e lifted  h is C o lt and th u m bed  b ack  the 
ham m er. H e had to  stop , or  h e ’d n ever  hit 
the man. H e k n ew  that. H is ru nn ing  m ov e 
m ent was too  lu rch in g , too  jerk y .

H e pu lled  h im self to  a halt and sh oved  
the gun ou t b e fo re  him . Pain  b lu rre d  his 
v ision , and he fe lt nausea and ligh th eaded 
ness.

H e k n ew  he had bu t an instant b e 
fo re  the w a lk  cam e up  to m eet him .

G e ie r ’s' gun  flashed again. S om eth in g  
stru ck  T om  a sm ashing b lo w  on  the sh ou l
der, but it cam e too  late to  stop  his shot. 
H is gun  had flashed even  as G e ie r ’s bu lle t 
hit him .

A n d  the shot was right. T om  kn ew  that 
even  as he loosed  it.

H e felt h im self fa lling, bu t his eyes w ere  
g lued  to G eier. T h e  m an d rop p ed  his gun 
and his hands flew  to his chest, as th ou gh  
to  tear that bu lle t out. T h ey  c lu tch ed  and 
tore  at his coat fo r  an instant, then he 
p itched  fo rw a rd  on to  the w alk , m otion less.

T h ere  w as a flu rry  o f  ru nn ing  steps, o f 
fran tic, w om an  cries, and then  L ily  w as 
kn eelin g  b eside  T om . A  m an cam e runn ing 
up, and T om  look ed  at him , grinning.

“ G et D oc , qu ick . I need  som e patching, 
and then I ’m  goin g  to  get m a rried .”

L ily  w as laugh ing, and cry in g , so he 
pu lled  h er fa ce  d ow n  and silenced  that 
w ith  his kiss. H ell, he had the w orld . H e 
had the A n ch o r  and he had L ily , and noth
ing cou ld  take them  aw ay from  him  ever 
again. •  •  •
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Bullets 
for Two
By SETH RANGER

A R T  R A N D  sat in the exp ress  car, s ixgu n  in 
h olster, saw ed -o ff shotgun  loaded  w ith 

b u ck sh ot across his knees, gu ard in g  a sh ipm ent 
o f  gold  b ou n d  fo r  Sacram en to. T h e sw ayin g  
o il lam ps cast eerie , m ov in g  sh adow s ov e r  the 
floor, w alls and exp ress  packages. H e look ed  
at the lo ck ed  d o o r  and fe lt the satisfy ing w eigh t 
o f  his w eapons.

H e said, “ P ete , I d o n ’t see h ow  it ’s possib le  
fo r  ou tlaw s to  r o b  an exp ress  car unless— ”

Ait Rand was not old enough to know when he was licked
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“ U nless w h a t? ”  P ete  Q u inn , the W ells  
F argo  E xpress m an asked. T hen  he fin 
ished, “ U nless the express m an and guard  
are b r ib e d ?  T h a t’s b ecau se  y o u ’re  you ng. 
O u tlaw s con tr iv e  to  get the d rop  on  y o u .”

W ell, h e  was you n g . T w en ty -tw o , dark, 
m ed ium  b u ild — vital.

“ T hen  the law m en  sh ou ld  con tr iv e  to 
trap the ou tlaw s,”  he insisted.

“ T h at’s the idea ,”  P ete  Q u in n  agreed, 
“ bu t that d oesn ’t a lw ays w ork , either. T he 
outlaw s w ith  brains, the ones w h o  not 
on ly  plan their action , lik e  Indians plan
n ing a raid, bu t w h o  reh earse  th e ir  plans 
are the w inners. R ehearsing  deve lop s  
w eaknesses in their plans, and th ey  can 
correct flaw s, so— ”

H e b rok e  o ff su dden ly  and listened. 
A rt R and had seen  h im  do that b e fore . 
It rem in ded  h im  som e o f a w ild  an im al’s 
instinct fo r  sensing danger.

T he lo com otiv e  w as craw lin g  u p  the 
sw itch back  tow ard  the sum m it, and A rt  
kn ew  the sw eatin g  firem an was pou rin g  
on  the coa l to k eep  u p  steam .

“ T h ou gh t I heard  som eth ing  different,”  
P ete Q u in n  said. “ Y o u  get used to  the 
regu lar sounds. T hen  w h en  th ey ’re  d iffer 
ent you  w o n d e r .”

“ O utlaw s have to com e  th rou gh  the 
d o o r ,”  A r t  said, poin ting his gun  m uzzle 
tow ard  it. “ A n d  here I am w ith  m y shot
gu n .”

“ O u tlaw s figure that,”  P ete  said.
T he engine d rivers  slipped  on the track. 

T he en g in eer closed  the th rottle  and used 
sand until the slipp ing stopped . B ut the 
train, losing som e o f its m om en tu m , m oved  
m ore slow ly .

“ I d o n ’t lik e  it,'”  P ete  said. “ K e e p  an 
eye on that d o o r .”  H e caught u p  his ow n  
w eapon , eyes on  the door.

H e heard  a d ifferen t sou n d  then all right 
i—a b ove  his head. H e lo o k e d  up. A  stick  
o f  dynam ite, w ith  a sp lu tterin g  fuse, was 
com ing  through  the ven tilator! It d rop p ed  
am ong the express packages, g ray  sm ok e 
m arking the spot.

A R T  dropped  the shotgun  and yelled , 
“ P ete , open  the d o o r  a cra ck .”

H e th rew  h im self on  the exp ress  p a ck 
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ages, reach ed  dow n , grasped  the dynam ite 
stick  w ith  som e w ild  n otion  o f  p in ch in g  
ou t the fuse. B u t in a flash he realized  
that this w as a w ell-p lan n ed  tr ick  to  get 
the d o o r  open . A n d ”*the p lanners had 
gu arded  against p in ch in g  ou t the fuse! 
It w as sp lu tterin g  aw a y  inside a w ire  co il 
attached to  the dynam ite. T h ere  w as n o  
getting at it.

P ete , rea lizing  A r t ’s p rob lem , opene.d 
the d o o r  w ider. H e d id n ’t w ant the h u rled  
ex p lo s iv e  to m iss the opening. T here  
w o u ld  b e  n o  secon d  ch a n ce  to  p ick  it up. 
B u t as A rt  th rew  the e x p los iv e  into the 
b la ck  n ight a dozen  o th er sticks, each w ith  
bu rn in g  fuse, cam e from  the darkness and 
scattered  o v e r  the floor.

P eter  tu rn ed  g ra y  w ith  desperation , and 
A rt  cou ld  fe e l his ow n  fa ce  dra in  w hite. 
T his m eant instant death, or  at best a h or
r ib le  m angling. F ran tica lly  b oth  p ick ed  
up  the sticks and w e re  tossing them  ou t 
w h en  P ete  d rop p ed  su d d en ly  as a sixgu n  
crack ed . T hen  a v ic iou s  stab o f flam e 
cam e b ey on d  the open  d o o r  and A rt  w ent 
dow n . T h e train  stopped  and th ree m en 
h eaved  th em selves from  the road bed  into 
the exp ress  car.

A s  in a n ightm are, A rt  heard  on e say, 
“ B y  h ell, W o lf , it w o rk e d !”

“ F ig u re  things out, D o lp h , and they 
u sually  w o rk ,”  the ban d it ca lled  W o lf 
an sw ered . “ W ells  F a rgo  m an and gu ard  
b oth  d ead .”

A rt R and  thought, m a yb e  I ’m  d ea d er ’n 
a d oor  nail and d o n ’t k n ow  it.

T h e ir  vo ices  w ere  rem ote. H e w as in 
the w ay o f their op era tion s and on e o f 
them  grasped his co lla r , dragged  him  a l
m ost the length  o f the car and let go. H is 
head  stru ck  w ith  a thud and fog  en v e lop ed  
him.

W hen  A r t  op en ed  his eyes  again, he fe lt 
terrib ly  sick , and his head p ou n ded . P e te ’s, 
b od y  lay a co u p le  o f  feet aw ay.

D u lly , A r t  thought, this is the W o lf 
D a rb y  band. N o  train ro b b e r  plans like 
W olf. P lans— strikes— disappears.

T h rou g h  alm ost closed  eyes he w atch ed  
the outlaw s at their w ork . T h e y  w ere  
m asked , b u t A r t  tried  to  retain  a p ictu re  
o f  their p h y sica l ch aracteristics  to  aid la w 
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m en to  apprehend  them — if he lived  that 
long. O r fo r  his ow n  use, if  he ever  got 
a ch ance  to go  a fter them . It d id n ’t look  
as if  he w ou ld , right now .

W o lf s  right sh ou lder, A rt  n oticed , 
sagged slightly. H is hair w as b lack , too  
long, and cu rled  at the ends a long his neck . 
H e had a slim  waist, but a b ig  rum p. T he 
oth er outlaw , D olph , w as abou t A r t ’s size, 
and sandy-haired . H e had a trick  o f 
scratch ing the lob e  o f his right ear, then 
ru bb in g  his m ask ov e r  his left eyeb row . 
H e w as so n ervou s that his hands jerk ed  
instead o f m ov in g  easily , as d id  W o lf ’s 
hands.

D olph  w en t to w o rk  on the safe. H e 
tied  dynam ite sticks togeth er, du g  ou t the 
end o f one w ith  a k n ife  b lade, inserted  a 
length  o f fuse in a cap, and crim p ed  it w ith  
his teeth. H e thrust the cap  in to  the stick, 
secu red  it w ith  a b it o f  torn  cloth  and at
tached it to the safe door.

“ W hat abou t the bod ies, W o lf ? ”  he 
asked.

“ D ead  m an ca n ’t fee l a m an gling ,”  
W o lf assured. “ It ’ll ju st m ake a tougher 
jo b  fo r  T im m ons, the K e lly  C ity  u n d er
tak er.”  H e laughed. “ H e can stick  the 
fam ilies fo r  m ore  d in ero .”

D olp h  slapped  w et c lay  ov e r  the dyn a
m ite to  d irect the ex p los iv e  fo rce  against 
the safe, and p iled  express packages 
against the door. W h en  h e ’d tou ch ed  a 
su lphur m atch  to  the fuse the tw o  bandits 
ju m ped  from  the car.

A rt R and tried  to cra w l beh ind  a trunk. 
H e co u ld n ’t m ove.. H is b o d y  fe lt lifeless, 
like lead , and as h eavy . H e reach ed  fo r  a 
package that had been  w ell roped , pu lled  
it dow n  on his b od y , and several other 
packages cascaded  ov e r  him . H e w as sure 
their im pact m ust have hurt his chest, 
hips and legs, but he cou ld  not fee l any 
pain.

H e w atched  the gray  sm ok e cu rl from  
the fuse. H e had n ev er  fe lt as helpless. 
It w as odd  that he w asn ’t afraid, bu t he 
decided  that m ust b e  a fatalistic resigna
tion to death. H e had d on e w hat he cou ld , 
and either it w as en ough , or  it w asn ’t. H e 
closed  his eyes, put his hands ov e r  his ear, 
and w aited. . . .

TH E  v o ice  o f  a girl, a v a g u e ly  fam iliar 
v o ice , reach ed  A rt  R a n d ’s ears.

“ H e ’s rega in in g  con sciou sn ess, D o cto r .”  
A rt  tried  to  id en tify  the v o ice , fu tile ly , 

and thought, the hell w ith  it! T h e hell 
w ith  everyth in g !

A  m an w h o m ust have been  a d octor  
ro lled  b ack  his eye lid s  and A rt saw  p ierc
ing b lack  eyes, and a b lack  spade beard .

“ Im p rovem en t,”  the d octor  said. “ K e e p  
a c lose  w atch , K ath y , and let m e k n ow  if 
th ere ’s a ch an ge.”

“ W h e n ’s P e te ’s fu n e ra l? ”  the girl he 
ca lled  K ath y  asked.

“ T h e y ’re  w aitin g  fo r  a b roth er to  com e 
from  S acram en to ,”  the d o cto r  told  her. 

“ W h o did i t ? ”
“ S h eriff th inks it w as the W o lf D a rb y  

b a n d ,”  the d octor  said. “ W o lf plans and 
execu tes  w ell. A s  usual, th ere was a trick . 
T rick s  are W o lf D a rb y ’s trade-m ark , 
K a th y .”

“ W hat w as the t r ic k ? ”
“ S h eriff M en ton e d id n ’t say ,”  the d octor  

m u rm u red . T hen  he w as gon e and the 
room  grew  quiet.

A rt  thought, K a th y  shou ld  m ean som e
thing. I k n o w  the nam e and the v o ice , but 
ca n ’t figure them . H ell, I fee l sick  all over. 
C a n ’t th ink straight.

H e closed  his eyes.
W h en  he open ed  them  again it was 

night, and an o il lam p w as bu rn in g  on a 
table. T he w ick  w as to o  h igh, and the 
sm ok e  w as sootin g  up  the lam p ch im n ey  
on  one side.

T he d o cto r  cam e in, tu rn ed  d ow n  the 
lam p and said, “ H ello , A r t .”

“ H ello , D o c .”  H e spok e th ick ly , and 
w ith  an effort.

“ T h at’s b e tter ,”  D o c  said. “ Can you  
m ove  y o u r  t o e s ? ”  H e pu lled  back  the 
sheet. “ G ood . Y o u ’re  goin g  to get w ell. 
M ay  take tim e.”

“ W hat happened  to  m e ? ”
“ W e ’ll talk abou t that later,”  D o c  said. 
“ I ’ll k eep  w on d erin g ,”  A rt  said. “ That 

m ight be  b a d .”
D o c  look ed  at him  th ou gh tfu lly . “ M a y 

be  y o u ’re  righ t,”  he agreed. “ Y o u ’v e  been  
w ou n ded . P ressu re  against the spine 
cau sed  paralysis from  the w aist dow n .
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W hen the express car safe w as b low n , 
heavy  packages and b ox es  fe ll on  you . 
Y o u  w ere  u n der it all until a train  cam e 
and m en cleared  aw ay  the stu ff.”

“ I rem em b er,”  A rt said. “ I c o u ld n ’t 
drag m y b od y , bu t I cou ld  pu ll things 
dow n . F e llow  ca lled  D o lp h  lighted the 
fuse. T hen  D olph  and W o lf ju m ped . I put 
m y  hands ov e r  m y  ears. I w as afraid  the 
b last m ight break  m y  ear drum s'.”

“ A n d  a g ood  th ing you  d id ,”  D o c  said. 
“ D id  y o u  say— W o lf ju m p e d ?  Wolf?” 

“ T h a t’s w hat D olph  ca lled  h im ,”  A rt 
said. “ T h ey  figured  I was dead. T hey  
ta lked .”

“ W ell, W o lf  m ade his first m istake w hen  
he d id n ’t m ake su re  you  w ere  d ead ,”  D oc  
said. “ N o m atter h ow  g ood  they  are, they 
m ake m istakes soon er or  la ter.”

“ I ’m  goin g  to live  to get h im ,”  A rt  said. 
“ I w as h ired  to  guard  P ete  and the gold . 
P e te ’s dead and the g o ld ’s gone. I failed , 
just as som e o f them  said I w o u ld .”

“ T a k e  it easy ,”  D o c  adm onished . “ S o  
far, o ld er, m ore  e x p erien ced  law m en  than 
you  have fa iled  w h ere  W o lf D a r b y ’s co n 
cern ed . T h ree  express car holdups. E ach  
w ith  a d ifferen t trick , b u t a ll su ccess fu l.”  

“ T he trick , D o c ? ”  A rt  asked.
“ L e t ’s go  into that la ter,”  D o c  said. 

“ Y o u ’re getting better. S u ppose  y o u  rest.”  
“ I can  take anyth ing n ow  that I ’m  goin g  

to  get w ell and get a ch ance  at W o lf ,”  A rt  
insisted. “ T h ey  th rew  a dyn am ite stick  
th rou gh  the ventilator. P ete  op en ed  the 
d oor  a little so I cou ld  th row  it out. W o lf 
and D olp h  w ere  w aiting. T h e y  th rew  a 
bu n d le  o f  sticks in to  the car. F uses sp lu t
tered  all over. I ’ll n e v e r  fo rg e t it. T h a t’s 
the tr ick  they  used  to  get the d o o r  w id e  
open . W e had to get those sticks ou t or  be 
b low n  up. T hat gave  them  a ch an ce  w ith  
their guns. W e w ere  setting d u ck s .”

“ Y es , that was the tr ick ,”  D o c  said. 
“ N ow  g o  to  s leep .”

A fte r  he was gon e A r t  th ou ght it over. 
H e kn ew  D o c  had put h im  off. T h row in g  
dynam ite sticks into the car had been  on ly  
part o f  the trick . . .

DA Y S  dragged  by , and e x ce p t  that A rt  
felt w eak , and his arm s w eigh ed  a

ton, he con s id ered  h im self in fa ir shape. 
T he bra in  fog  w as gon e  and K ath y  was 
no lon ger on ly  v a gu ely  fam iliar. She w as 
K ath y  F rem on t w h o  had ch anged  h im  
from  a y ou n g  fe llow , w h o  had b e e n  d r ift
ing th rou gh  the W est, w ork in g  w h en  he 
felt like it, d rin k in g  and gam bling  w ith in  
reason, to a m an w h y  w as w illin g  and 
eager to take root and accept a c it izen ’s 
responsibilities.

K e lly  C ity , A rt  had felt, had  a fu ture. 
T he p lacer m ines w ou ld  p lay  out in tim e, 
but that w o u ld  n ot h appen  fo r  years. 
W hen  red  tape w as untangled then the 
G overn m en t range w ou ld  su p p ort cattle. 
That m ean t K e lly  C ity  w ou ld  n ever  go  the 
w ay o f  m any oth er W estern  m ining co m 
m unities— b e co m e  a ghost tow n  o f w eed - 
g row n  streets, sagging d oors, leak ing  roofs  
and b rok en  w in dow s.

H e had first seen  K a th y  F rem on t one 
day  w h en  she had dashed past the little 
K e lly  C ity  hotel, w h ere  h e ’d b een  staying. 
She had b een  rid ing  a sp irited  horse, her 
b lon de cu rls  fly in g  in  the w ind, o b v iou s ly  
en joy in g  the fight to  k eep  the anim al u n 
der con tro l. H er ch eek s had been  flushed, 
and the g lim pse h e ’d  caught o f  her eyes—  
d eep  b lu e  and b righ t— had been  enough .

“ T his is w h ere  I take ro o t ,”  he had said 
to L em  B allard , the h ote lk eeper. “ M an 
can  n ever  tell w h en  h e ’ll see his fu tu re  
w ife  for  the first tim e.”

“ S h e ’s got five  broth ers, and the runt 
o f  the b u n ch  is six  feet three and w eigh s 
tw o h u n dred  p ou n d s,”  B a llard  had told  
him . “ A s  soon  as y o u  take root y o u ’d 
better get som e m anure from  the liv e ry  
stable and d ig  in a rou nd  y o u r  feet. A n d  
y o u ’d b etter h ire so m e b o d y  to p ou r w ater 
o v e r  y o u r  head. Y o u ’v e  g ot to  g row , A rt, 
b e fo re  y o u  can  be lon g  to the F rem on t 
fam ily . Y o u ’v e  got to  g ro w .”

“ M a y b e  sh e ’s tired  o f great b ig  lu m 
m o x e s ,”  A rt  had said, “ and m ight like a 
m ed ium -sized , du rab le  m an arou nd  fo r  
a ch an ge.”

H e had m et K a th y  at a dan ce that S a tu r
day  night, and she had  taken  him  h om e fo r  
S u n day  dinner. A n se  F rem on t, the “ ru n t,”  
had ca lled  h im  P ee  W ee  in  rou g h  g ood  
hum or, b u t it had stung. T he sting was
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still there w h en  the talk  had got a rou nd  
to  express hold -ups.

A r t  had said, “ I ’v e  been  a law m an a 
cou p le  o f  tim es. I ’d su re  like a cra ck  at 
exp ress  ro b b e rs .”

H e w as not b y  nature boastfu l, and the 
w ord s  had been  p rom p ted  b y  a desire  to 
loom  m an-sized  in the eyes o f  these h u lk 
ing m en. K a th y  had sensed it, and had 
sm iled  softly .

“ I can fix it up, P ee  W e e ,”  R u n t had 
said.

K a th y  had protested , bu t A rt  had in
sisted he be  g iven  a ch ance, exp la in in g  he 
liked  the cou n try  and m ight settle dow n . 
T he broth ers had exch a n ged  k n ow in g  
g lances as if that w ere  h igh ly  h um orous.

A  day  later he had b een  told  to  see M r. 
M idd leton  at the express office. M r. M id 
d leton  h adn ’t con sid ered  b u lk  a necessity  
in h iring an express guard. P ossib ly  h e ’d 
reca lled  that som e m ighty  fam ou s law m en  
and outlaw s had co m e  in  m odest sizes. 
B ut he had asked n u m erou s qu estion s that 
apparently  had n o  bearin g  on  the su b ject.

O n  reflection  A rt  had rea lized  that M id 
d le ton ’s qu estion s b rou gh t out A r t ’s ab il
ity  to  th ink q u ick ly , im p rov ise  w h en  
things w en t w ron g , and to  test his in
tegrity.

H e had m ade th ree trips as gu ard , bu t 
R un t F rem on t had said, “ Y o u  can ’t tell 
h ow  far a frog  can ju m p  till he leaps, 
P ee  W ee. Sam e w ay  w ith  an express 
guard. W ait till th ey  try  to rob  the ca r .”

T he others had n od ded  and A rt  had d e
clared , “ W h en  th ey  sh ow  up, I ’ll be  there. 
I f  th ere ’s a ro b b e ry , I ’ll be  ready . I f  there 
are tw o  bandits, I ’ll have bu llets fo r  tw o .”

H e n ow  thought b itterly , w ell, they 
cam e. A n d  there w ere  bu llets fo r  tw o—  
P ete and me.

K A T H Y  cam e in that even in g  w ith  a 
breath less, “ D arlin g ! Y o u  rea lly  

are b e tte r !”
S h e k issed him  tw ice, then pu lled  u p  a 

chair and sm iled . H e h oped  she w asn ’t 
ta lking to m ake him  fee l better, becau se  
h er w ord s  and exp ression  w ere  those o f a 
g ir l in  lov e , m eant fo r  the m an  she p lan
ned  to m arry. A n d  A rt  h adn ’t p roposed ,

becau se  he had w an ted  to  m ake ro o d  in 
M r. M id d le ton ’s eyes b e fo re  asking K a th y  
to  m arry  him .

H e rem em b ered  saying, “ A fte r  I ’v e  b een  
a gu ard  aw hile , I ’ll g o  in to  som ething  
else  here. M aybe  be  an agent fo r  ranch  
supplies. T h at’s this co u n try ’s fu tu re, 
and a m an w h o  gets in on  the grou n d  floor 
shou ld  d o  w e ll.”

N o w  he and K ath y  ta lked  aw h ile  and 
he finally  asked  her, “ W h at does M r. M id 
d leton  th in k ?”

“ W ell, y o u r  jo b  is rea d y  fo r  y o u  w h en  
y o u  w ant it,”  she an sw ered . “ T h e com 
pany is payin g  y o u r  hospita l expenses, 
and y o u r  pay  goes on  ju st the same. 
T h a t’s w hat M r. M id d leton  th inks.”

A rt  said, “ I to ld  D o c  that the ban d its ’ 
th row in g  o f sticks o f  dyn am ite  in to  the 
car so w e ’d have to  open  the d o o r  w ide  
en ough  to  get rid  o f them — and so g ive  
them  a ch an ce  to  sh oot us —  w as the trick  
e v e ry b o d y  is ta lking about. D o c  said it 
w as, bu t som eth ing  in his v o ice  m akes m e 
th ink it  was on ly  part o f  the tr ick .”

“ Y o u  m ight as w ell k n ow  the tru th ,”  
K a th y  said. “ T here  w ere  n o  caps on  the 
dyn am ite fuses. A  stick  m ight have e x 
p lod ed  b ecau se  it landed  hard, bu t it w as 
h ard ly  lik e ly .”

A r t  w as silent a long  tim e, and she a n x 
iou sly  w atch ed  his fa ce  as it revea led  his 
changing em otions.

“ S u re ,”  he finally  m u ttered. “ I sh ou ld ’ve 
k n ow n  they  w o u ld n ’t taken a ch ance on 
getting b low n  up  w h en  w e tossed ’em 
back . A n y  dam n ed  fo o l sh ou ld  have 
k n ow n  that.”

“ D o n ’t be  silly , A r t ,”  K a th y  said 
sharply . “ E ve ryo n e  agrees that if  th e y ’d 
have been  in y o u r  p lace, th e y ’d have d on e 
the sam e th ing y o u  and P ete  d id .”

“ E ven  y o u r  broth er. R u n t? ”  he asked.
“ R un t said, ‘I f  a stick  o f  dyn am ite, w ith  

a lighted  fu se  com es y o u r  w ay , and th ere 
a in ’t no w ater to  th row  it in to, you  d o n ’t 
stop  to w o n d e r  if  it ’s a trick . Y o u  get rid  
o f  the dam ned thing, p ron to .’ ”

“ B u t it m akes the law  a laugh ing sto ck ,”  
A r t  said. “ T h e dan gerous on es lik e  W o lf 
D a rb y  sm ile and boast. B u t the tinhorn  
ou tlaw s fee l their oats and try  their luck .



M y  bet is, W o lf w ill lay  low  aw h ile  and let 
the law m en  cap tu re  or  k ill a fe w  o f the 
tinh orn s.”

K ath y  d iverted  the con versa tion  aw ay 
from  outlaw s, and to K e lly  C ity ’s fu ture. 
W h en  he began  tiring, she k issed him , 
paused at the d oor , m ade a face , then h u r
ried  to  the street.

H e lost no tim e in rev iew in g  the h oldup. 
E v eryon e  was ex cu sin g  him , b u t A rt 
w asn ’t excu sin g  h im self. . . .

T he hospita l w h ere  A rt  was recu p era t
ing w as typ ica l o f  those in sm aller W estern  
com m unities. O rig in a lly  a p rivate  hom e, 
it had been  bou gh t b y  a M rs. E m ery , w ho 
had had nursing ex p e r ie n ce  and cou ld  
“ help  o u t”  w hen  the d octor  n eeded  som e
one. U su ally  peop le  spent m on ey  on  h osp i
tals on ly  w hen  they  w ere  do in g  to die. 
E ven  then m ore  d ied  in their h om es than 
in a hospital.

B ut th ere w ere  those—^like A r t— w h o  
had n o  real hom e, and even  a m ak e-sh ift 
h osp ita l w as the answ er w h en  they  n eeded  
care.

M rs. E m ery  cam e in, b rou g h t a basin  o f 
w ater and tow e l and helped  h im  wash. 
B reakfast w ou ld  be b rou g h t in later.

This m orn in g  w as d ifferent. “ I ’ll eat at a 
tab le ,”  A r t  said, and w hen  she b rou gh t his 
breakfast, he sw un g his feet to the floor. 
She pushed  a sm all tab le  w ith in  reach , 
p ou red  his co ffee , and w ent out in the 
ba ck ya rd  to feed  the ch ickens.

A rt  had severa l d izzy  spells, bu t he 
finished his break fast b e fo re  he flopped  
b ack  on to  the bed, dog -tired . H e w as 
asleep again alm ost at on ce , and aw ak en ed  
to band m usic. T h e break fast d ishes w ere  
gon e and he w as surprised  to hear a c lo ck  
strike ten.

H e listened  to the band, then said, 
“ F u n era l m arch .”

A R T  reach ed  a chair, pu shed  it to the 
w in dow , and look ed  out. T h e band, 

o f  tw e lv e  loca l m usicians w as m arch in g
by.

A rt  thought sadly , P e te ’s funeral. P ete ,
I d id n ’t p rotect y ou . D am n  it to  hell, 
P ete , dam n it to hell! B u t I ’ll get ev en  fo r  
you P ete.
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T h e b la ck  horses, w ith  b la ck  crep e  net 

co v erin g  them , w a lk ed  s low ly  past the 
w in dow . T im m ons, the undertaker, in 
b lack , and w earin g  a high b la ck  silk  hat, 
d ro v e  the hearse. A rt  cou ld  see P e te ’s 
coffin  beh in d  the glass. M r. M id d leton  and 
P e te ’s b ro th er  w ere  in  the first carriage, 
beh in d  it.

P eop le  across the street w ere  standing 
w ith  their hats off. It w as a g ood  custom , 
A r t  thought. A  m an cou ld  take a little 
tim e to  h on or  the dead , and not go  on his 
w ay  h ell-ben t as the fu n era l p rocession  
passed. A r t  cou n ted . T w en ty -n in e  rigs, in 
clu d in g  the tw o  o ccu p ied  b y  the F rem on t 
clan, w ere  in the procession .

“ T h a t’s  h ow  p eop le  fe e l abou t P e te ,”  A rt  
m u rm u red  aloud.

H e w en t back  to  b e d  and w atch ed  thp 
ce ilin g  sw im , and thought, I ’m  still n ot in 
g o o d  shape.

M r. M id d leton  and P e te ’s b roth er cam e 
in that a fternoon . “ K a th y  says y o u ’re  tak
ing this to heart, A r t ,”  M r. M id d leton  said. 
“ P lease  d o n ’t. E veryon e , in clu d in g  P e te ’s 
b ro th er  here, agrees y o u  did  y o u r  best. 
Y o u  h adn ’t a ch a n ce .”

“ It ’s  w h en  y o u  h a v en ’t a ch ance, b u t do 
som ething  ju st the sam e, that y o u ’re  cu t
ting the m u stard ,”  A r t  said. “ A ll  I ask is 
this— w h en  I ’m  u p  and abou t let m e take 
W o lf D a r b y ’s tra il.”

“ G ot any id e a s?”
“ Y e s ,”  A rt  an sw ered . “ A ll I have to d o  

is th ink w hat a su ck er  I w as, and to  figure 
it all out. S o m e b o d y  lets W o lf k n ow  w h en  
th ere ’s a rea lly  b ig  sh ipm en t.”

“ It w ou ld  seem  that w a y ,”  M idd leton  
said. “ S om eon e  has inside k n ow led g e  and 
gets the w o rd  to  W olf. W e ’ve  tried  h u rry 
ing the last tw o  sh ipm ents, but he w as 
re a d y .”

“ H is band scatters p ron to ,”  A rt  said. 
“ E xcep t fo r  W o lf and m a yb e  D olp h , the 
rest o f  them  cou ld  be  m en y o u  see on the 
streets S atu rd ay  nights, p eop le  y o u  m ight 
k n ow . T h at’s a guess. H o w  w as this last 
h o ld u p  w ork ed  ? ”

“ T w o  m en  cra w led  o v e r  the coa l car, or 
ten d er as som e fo lk s  ca ll it, and got the 
d ro p  on  the en g in eer and firem an ,”  M id 
d le ton  said. “ T h ey  m ade the en g in eer stop

WESTERN



at a certa in  p lace. W h en  the co n d u cto r  
cam e u p  to  see w hat w as w ron g , he w as 
bou n d , gagged , and du m ped  into the 
brush. Y o u  and P ete  had a lready  been  
taken  care  of. T h e exp ress  car w as u n 
h ook ed  a fter they  b lasted  the sa fe, and the 
engine h auled  it u p  the track  h a lf a m ile. 
T he gold  w as tran sferred  to saddlebags. 
S om e o f the gang op en ed  the b o ile r  b lo w - 
o ff v a lv e  until w ater and steam  pressure 
w ere  dow n , then th ey  m ou n ted  and d isap
peared. It w as som etim e b e fo re  the en 
g in eer and firem an cou ld  w o rk  free  from  
their lashings, h elp  y o u  out o f  the exp ress

BULLETS
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car w reck age , then get u p  steam  and g o  
dow n  the track  to  w h ere  the train had 
been  left sta lled .”

“ T h ey  h ave to  get the d rop  on  the en 
g in eer and firem an ,”  A rt  com m en ted . 
“ T h at’s the W o lf D a rb y  w ay. T he rest 
varies— like trick in g  the exp ress  m an and 
gu ard  to  open  the d o o r .”  M id d leton  n od 
ded. “ W e ll,”  A r t  said, “ It g ives  m e an 
idea .”

“ It w ill be  w eek s b e fo re  y o u ’re  y o u r  
o ld -tim e  se lf ,”  M id d leton  pred icted . “ Y o u  
can w o rk  out som eth ing— m a y b e .”

“ I ’ll w o rk  it ou t and reh earse  it, ju st as 
W o lf  d oes ,”  A rt  assured. “ A n d  y o u  m ight 
let it get a rou nd  that I ’v e  had a ll the e x 
press gu ard in g  I want. T he w o rd  w ill get 
to  W o lf D a rb y .”

“ I ’ll d o  it,”  M id d leton  prom ised . “ D o c  
says y o u  can leave  h ere in a fe w  days. 
T h e F rem on ts  are goin g  to  take y o u  in. 
T hat sou n ds first rate, d oesn ’t i t ? ”

“ It c o u ld n ’t be  b e tter ,”  A r t  said, g r in 
n ing w idely .

IT  W A S  p e r fe ct— w ith  K ath y  around 
m ost o f  the tim e. S lo w ly  at first, then 

in creasing  the d istance as strength  per
m itted , A r t  took  w alks. H e leaned  against 
b u ild in gs and w atch ed  p eop le  w alk  past. 
S om e stopped  and con gra tu la ted  him , or  
asked questions.

“ C an ’t rem em b er a th in g ,”  he told  E ddie 
P ost, forem an  o f  K e lly  C reek  P lacer 
C om pany . “ W e  th rew  ou t w hat w e  thought 
w as dyn am ite  ready  to b lo w  up  the car. 
T he n ext th ing I k n ew  I w as in the h osp i
ta l.”

“ Y o u  had a m ighty  close  sh ave ,”  E ddie 
P ost said . “ T o o  bad you  ca n ’t rem em ber 
anyth ing. Y o u  m ight spot D a rb y  or  one 
o f  his m en .”

“ R igh t n ow , I ’m  listen ing to v o ice s ,”  A rt 
said. “ I ’ll rem em b er W o lf D a rb y ’s vo ice  
if  I ev e r  hear it again .”

“ W ell, g o o d  lu ck ,”  E dd ie  said, and 
w a lk ed  s lo w ly  aw ay, scratch in g  the lob e  o f  
his right ear. T hen  he ru b b ed  his le ft e y e 
brow .

A r t  stared in  am azem ent. H e  told  h im 
self, I d o n ’t w ant to  go  off ha lf co ck ed , bu t 
I h ope  to  kiss a p ig  if E dd ie  P ost isn ’t 
D o lp h ! W h en  I said I w as listen ing to 
vo ices , it gave him  a jo lt!

A rt w anted  it k n ow n  he w as listen ing to 
v o ices  in the h ope  som eon e m ight be  
tr ick ed  in to betra y in g  h im self b y  su dden ly  
b ecom in g  u n n atu ra lly  qu iet. N ow  he rea l
ized  E dd ie  P ost had been  ch eck in g  on 
A r t ’s m em ory  o f the h o ld u p  in sheer se lf- 
defense. A n d  E dd ie  P ost o f cou rse , w ou ld  
k n o w  w hen  sh ipm ents w ere  to  b e  m ade.

A s  fo r  W o lf  D a rb y , he had n ev er  been  
seen in K e lly  C ity  as som e oth er k n ow n  
badm en  had. T h ou gh  A rt  adm itted the 
m an  m ight actu a lly  b e  w e ll-k n o w n  in 
tow n , b u t n ot as W o lf D a rb y . W o lf w as 
su pposed  to  h ave drifted  in to  the cou n try  
o n ly  in recen t m onths.

A r t  gazed  a fter E dd ie  P osts ’s retreating
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figure, noting that, like D o lp h ’s his hair 
w as sandy. A n d  A rt  d rew  a long, hard 
breath.

T h e m ining com p a n y  d e livered  tw o 
sm all sh ipm ents o f  gold  to the express 
com p an y  w h ich  sent them  u n der gu ard  to 
S acram en to w ith ou t incident. A fte r  that 
su ccessfu l sh ipm en t A rt  d rop p ed  in on 
M r. M idd leton  on e a ftern oon  to  com m ent 
on the new  guard. “ This B e n d ix ,”  he said, 
is green  as grass, bu t h e ’s try in g .”

“ T hat’s righ t,”  M id d leton  agreed. “ B ut 
the m in e ’s all set fo r  a b ig  clean -u p , and 
w e w ant you  to go  out w ith  that ship
m ent.”

“ A  b ig  sh ipm ent, gu arded  b y  a green 
m an like B en d ix , is a p lain  in vitation  to 
W o lf D a rb y ,”  A rt  said. “ L e t ’s p lay  it that 
w ay. I ’v e  a schem e. I ’v e  taken  a lea f 
from  W o lf ’s b o o k  and reh earsed  it, that is, 
as w ell as a m an can reh earse a p lan  h e ’s 
handling a lon e .”

“ W h en  did  y o u  rehearse, and w h e r e ? ”
“ N ights,”  A rt said. “ In the ra ilroad  

y a rd .”
“ O ne m ore th ing,”  M id d leton  con tin u ed . 

“ Y o u ’ve  been  seen at the cem etery  fr e 
qu ently . Y o u  aren ’ t b rood in g , are y o u ?  
“ T h at’s ba d .”

“ N o, I ’m  not b ro o d in g ,”  A rt  declared . 
“ P eop le  let dow n . Y o u  spur a horse  w hen  
it eases up  at the w ron g  tim e. I go  ou t to 
P ete ’s grave  and— ”

“ A  spur, and a sharp o n e ,”  M idd leton  
said. “ G o  ahead w ith  y o u r  plan. D o n ’t tell 
m e w hat it is. I m ight let som ething 
slip. . . . ”

It was night w h en  A rt  R and slunk 
th rou gh  the ra ilroad  yards. H e w atched  
the lo com otiv e  there for  severa l m inutes, 
and listened to the talk betw een  the en 
g in eer and firem an. S team  w as up, and the 
lo com otiv e  was ready  to  rep lace  the en 
g ine that had hauled  the train to K e lly  
C ity.

A rt w atched  his ch an ce , craw led  to the 
tender, rem oved  the w ater tank cover , 
d ropped  inside, and pu lled  the co v e r  in 
p lace. T h e sun had beat dow n  on  the 
ten der m ost o f  the day and the w ater w as 
w arm . H e had hung his h olster a rou nd  his 
n eck  to  k eep  the guns dry. T h e  w ater
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su rged  as th ey  started, stopped , back ed  
and h ook ed  on to  the train w ith  a clank ing  
o f m etal.

H is b o d y , partia lly  b u oyan t, had a ten
d en cy  to ban g against the tank walls. H e 
ch eck ed  this w ith  his hands, but it was 
tiring w ork . H e thought, m y rehearsal 
sh ou ld  h ave in clu ded  a cou p le  o f  trips in 
this dam n ed  thing. G o o d  thing they a ren ’t 
go in g  d ow n gra d e  or I ’d be b lack  and b lue. 
H e sw ore  savagely  as he banged  his e lbow .

W IS E L Y , W o lf D arby  n ever held  up 
the train tw ice  at the sam e point, 

avoid ing  possib le  traps. T h e train was a 
m ile from  the sum m it and A rt  w as resign 
ing h im self to fa ilu re w hen he heard boots  
scrap in g  on  th e  tank top.

H e thought, tw o m en cra w lin g  over  the 
ten der to  the engine.

H e gave  them  am ple tim e to get set, 
then ca u tiou s ly  m oved  the co v er , grasped 
his w eapons and squ eezed  through . W ith 
on ly  head and sh ou lders exp osed  he p re 
sented a re la tive ly  sm all target.

T he fire -b o x  d o o r  was open  as the fire 
m an pou red  on  the coal, and the glare 
sh arp ly  ou tlin ed  the tw o ou tlaw s w h o 
w ere  crou ch ed  and w aiting until the fire
m an retu rn ed  to  his seat in the cab.

“ D ro p  y o u r  g u n s !”  A rt yelled .
O ne ou tlaw  leaped  from  hands and 

knees like a frog . A r t ’s bu llet caught him  
ju st as he cleared  the ten der. H e scream ed  
as he stru ck  the roa d b ed  clin kers. T he 
en g in eer and firem an, afraid  o f fly ing lead, 
d ived  in to the night.

T h e rem ain ing ou tlaw  w h irled  and fired  
at A r t ’s gun  flash. T h e bu lle t w h in ed  by  
so c lose  that tiny m etal fragm ents stung 
A r t ’s ch eek . T hat co ld , silent m an cou ld  
on ly  be  W olf! A rt  fired , the m an grunted , 
and his gun cla ttered  on to  th e  coa l as he 
fe ll, ro lled  o v e r  and d rop p ed  d ow n  on to  
the roadbed .

A rt  co u ld  h ave no idea  h ow  m an y ou t
law s w ere  on  the jo b . B ut a th ird  one, on  
the exp ress  ca r ’s top, hearin g  shots, lo o k e d  
d ow n  and saw  A r t ’s gun  flashes. H e fired , 
and m issed. A r t ’s an sw ering  shot w as a 
c lean  m iss, too, bu t the m an je rk e d  his 
head back. H astily  A rt  pu lled  his ow n
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head and sh ou ld er b ack  in to  the tank.
H e thought, as tw o bu llets th u dded  on  

the m etal and drop p ed  into the night, I ’m 
like a dam n ed  turtle. B ut I ca n ’t p lay safe 
any longer. G ot to  th row  a scare  in to  that 
cuss. H e ’s crou ch ed  up there w aiting for 
a pot shot at m e!

A rt  fired again, w ith ou t sh ow ing  his 
head, forcin g  the ou tlaw  to crou ch  low er 
until he co u ld n ’t be  seen at all. A rt  cou ld  
see on ly  the sw ayin g  ro o f and the stars. 
T he m an m ust be  getting aw ay!

S cram blin g  ou t o f  the tank, A rt  d rop p ed  
dow n  betw een  ten der and express car and 
saw  the m an ju m p  to the roadbed . A rt 
ju m ped , ro lled  o v e r  as he stru ck , got to 
his knees, and fired  again.

“ I qu it— I q u it !”  the ou tlaw  yelled .
“ H ands up! A n y  oth er m ove and you  

get it !” ’
A s  A r t  closed  in he saw  that the ou tlaw  

had lost his guns in his leap  from  the train.
“ T ake off y o u r  c lo th e s !”  he ordered . 

“ E very th in g !”
A  cou p le  o f  m inutes later the m an stood  

there, naked.
“ Y o u r  b o d y ’s w hite— a n ice  target on  a 

dark n ight,”  A rt  said. “ H ead dow n  the 
track. A n d  if you  try  to ju m p  into the 
brush, I ’ll fire .”

S w earing  as the clin kers cu t in to his 
bare feet, the ban d it ob eyed . A rt  shed his 
w et clothes, don ned  the m an ’s d ry  gar
m ents, and fe lt better. T he train was com 
ing to a stop , fo r  lack  o f fuel. A rt listened, 
reason ing the ou tlaw  had m ade his leap 
at this spot becau se  the gan g ’s horses m ust 
be near. H e n od ded  as he heard  a stam p
ing o f h ooves, and snorting.

F o llow in g  the sound, he fou n d  five sad 
dled  horses tied to  trees. H e p ick ed  out 
the best, got into saddle and gave the 
anim al its head. T he horse  w as off at a 
gallop. W hen  it s low ed  dow n  to a trot, A rt 
recogn ized  the signs o f a h orse heading for  
hom e. T h e goin g  w as m ostly  d ow n grade, 
w ith  b r ie f stretches w h ere  the anim al took  
to a creek  bed.

W hen  the horse at last s lo w e d  d o w n  to 
a w alk , a cabin  and a co rra l loom ed  into 
v iew . A  m an carry in g  a shotgun  cam e out 
o f  the shack.

BULLETS
H e called , “ H ow  goes it, W o lf?  W h e re ’re  

the b o y s ? ”
T hen , as if  ab ru p tly  w arn ed , he raised 

his gun. A rt  w as a lready  on  the ground . 
H e ro lled  ov e r  and fired as the shotgun  
roared. T he m an d ropped , and A rt 
cra w led  to the nearest cover . W h en  the 
m an he had shot d id  not m ove, he w arily  
circled  the cabin . C on v in ced  there w as 
n o  ch ance  o f am bush , he cam e back  to  the 
fallen man.

“ D ead , ” he m uttered. “ H ell! It ’s Sam  
B u sh e ll!”

SA M  B U S H E L L  w as reputed  to be a 
so lid  citizen  w h o  m ade a m odest liv in g  

trapping, w ashing  go ld  from  gravel bars, 
and pack in g  in su pp lies to m iners. A r t ’s 
su sp icion  that loca l m en m ade up  W o lf 
D a rb y ’s ou tlaw  band w as begin n in g  to pan 
out.

D ay ligh t revea led  a h ole  du g  u n der the 
roots o f  an old  apple  tree in a sm all garden  
w h ere  fru it and vegetab les w ere  grow in g. 
A rt  reach ed  in to the hole and hauled out 
severa l tin b o x e s  con ta in ing  p lacer gold.

A rt  reasoned , Sam  m ust have' been  all 
set to  re ce iv e  the gold  and cach e  it in case 
W o lf was pursued.

It W ould have been  an easy m atter to 
d u m p  the lo o t in to the h o le  and co v e r  it 
w ith  dirt from  a cu ltivated  garden . T yp ica l 
W o lf planning.

“ A n d  the dam ned sku nk  w ou ld  have 
m et a posse and said he heard m ounted 
m en passing the cab in , bu t h adn ’t investi
ga ted ,”  A rt  g row led  aloud. H e had to ad
m ire  W o lf ’s resou rce fu ln ess  in enlisting 
m en  like E dd ie  P ost and Sam  B ushell.

D ecid in g  to head fo r  tow n , he lashed 
B u sh ell’s b o d y  on a pack horse, loaded  the 
gold  on  one h orse he took  from  the corra l, 
and sadd led  another to ride.

It w as n oon  w hen he reach ed  tow n. A n  
engine, b la ck  w ith  m en, was ju st back in g  
in to  the station, and p eop le  w ere  runn ing 
to the depot. A rt saw  K athy  F rem on t run 
dow n  the porch  steps o f  her h om e and 
ye lled :

“ H ey— K a th y !”
S h e ran tow ard  him  and he drop p ed  

from  the sadd le  to m eet her.
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“ D arlin g— d a rlin g !”  she sobbed . “ I ’ve  

been  fran tic w ith  w o rry ! E arly  this m orn 
ing last n igh t’s train  b a ck e d  in to  the sta
tion. W h en  M r. M id d leton  h eard  the en 
g in eer ’s story , e v e ry b o d y  k n ew  you  had 
k illed  W o lf D a rb y  and w ou n d ed  E ddie  
Post. Im agine! Eddie Post!”

“ W o lf ’s secret o f su ccess w as lin ing up  
m en w ith good  repu tation s,”  A rt  said. 
“ T h at’s Sam  B ush ell on  the p a ck -h orse .”  

“ N o !”  she excla im ed . “ A n o th e r  m an w e  
respected  and trusted ! E dd ie  P ost is in 
y o u r  old  hospital bed , A rt. D o c  says h e ’ll 
live  to  b e  hanged. E dd ie  had b e e n  h igh - 
grad in g  at the m ine, and W o lf fou n d  that 
out and fo rce d  E dd ie  to  jo in  u p  w ith  his 
ow lh oot band. M y  b roth ers  and som e 
oth er m en  w en t ou t this m orn in g  to  rou n d  
up  the rest o f  W o lf ’s gang and b rin g  in 
y o u r  b od y . E dd ie  said y o u  d id n ’t h ave a 
ch ance! N ow  I k n ow  h ow  a w id o w  feels. 
I th ink.— A rt, w h ere  on  earth  did  you  get 
those filthy c lo th e s ? ”

H e told  her, and said, “ N ow  y o u ’re  ta lk 
in g  lik e  a w ife .”  H e  lifted  h is head, listen 
ing, “ I d o n ’t lik e  that c r o w d ’s tem per, 
K athy . H ear th em ? H ear so m e b o d y  y e ll
ing, ‘L e t ’s string ’em  u p ? ” ’

T he F rem on t b roth ers and oth er citizens 
w ere  h u rry in g  th ree m en  th rou gh  the 
crow d . T w o  w ere  k n ow n  loca lly , and it 
w as this that in furiated  the crow d . T he 
th ird  m an, w earin g  A r t ’s clothes, w as a 
stranger.

G uns appeared  as the c r o w d ’s anger 
grew . T he prison ers and their cap tors 
w ere  fo rce d  against a b u ild in g  and trap
ped. A rt  fo rced  his w ay  th rou gh  and 
clim b ed  to a w in d ow  ledge.

“ I ’v e  got som ething  to say abou t th is,”  
h e  ye lled . “ I spent on e h e ll o f  a tim e in an 
engine tank. I w in ged  E ddie  P ost, and I 
shot W o lf D arby . A n d  I had to  shoot Sam  
B ushell, too! H e ’s on  that p a ck -h orse . I ’ve  
b rou gh t in part o f  the stolen  go ld . A n d  
I ’ve  had to  w ear that o u tla w ’s d irty  
c loth es.”

“ I ’d ’v e  k illed  him , b u t I recogn ized  A r t ’s 
duds in the n ick  o f  t im e !”  R un t F rem on t 
ye lled . “ S o  I held  m y  fire and h e  q u it .”

“ I rate  som e con s id era tion !”  A rt  
shouted . “ A m  I r ig h t?  Y o u ’re  dam n ed  
righ t I ’m  r igh t.”  H e lo w e re d  his vo ice . “ I 
hate to  talk lik e  this, bu t w e  ca n ’t have a 
ly n ch in g .”

T he F rem on t b roth ers  g ro w le d  agree
m ent, b u t oth ers w ere  n ot so reasonable. 
A r t  g lan ced  at the an gry  faces.

“ D an  N e lson ,”  he shouted , “ get the hell 
aw ay from  h ere  w ith  that rop e ! A n y  hang
ing w ill b e  in the cou rth ou se  yard  a fter 
these m en  are  con v icted . J u d  M cG ee ! A  
fam ily  m an has n o  business y e llin g  fo r  an 
o u tla w ’s b lood . Y o u r  w ife  w ill g ive  you  
seven  k inds o f  hell w hen  she hears, and 
y o u  k n o w  it. A n d  an oth er thing. Y o u  b o y s  
dem an din g  b lo o d — w h y  d id n ’t y o u  jo in  the 
posse and take a ch a n ce ? ”

A R T ’S fa ce  w as w h ite  w ith  con tro lled  
anger, and his eyes  w ere  co ld  flam es. 

T h e c ro w d  gave  w a y  as he led  the w ay  to 
the ja il and w aited  until the b a rred  d o o r  
c lan ged  shut.

H e began  to undress. “ Y o u ,”  he 
g ro w le d  to  the m an  w earin g  h is clothes, 
take o ff m y  du ds and sh ove  ’em  through  
the ba rs .”

B u t w h en  he began  dressing, his fingers 
w ere  shaking so he c o u ld n ’t b u tton  his 
shirt and pants. H e sh ook  his head and 
lo o k e d  at the F rem on t broth ers, ex p ectin g  
them  to  laugh. H o w e v e r , th ey  w e re  grim ly  
silent.

“ I ’m  a dam ned fou rflu sh er,”  h e  co n 
fessed : “ I w as scared  stiff from  the first, 
and n ow  I ’m  shak ing  like a lea f.”

“ O n ly  dam n ed  foo ls  d o n ’t get sca red ,”  
R u n t g row led , as he bu tton ed  A r t ’s shirt. 
“ A n d  a rea l m an d o n ’t let his scare  scare  
h im . P ee  W ee , y o u ’re the b iggest m an  in 
this h ere  fam ily . B u t d o n ’t get to o  b ig  for  
y o u r  britches. O r K a th y  w ill cu t y o u  
d ow n  to  size .”

Coming in the Next Issue

TOO TOUGH, an Action ISovelet by GEORGE KILRAIN
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Old Mack Jensen was on his
last leg, and his future 

looked as bleak as the
cold Montana landscape

TH E  h am m erin g  against the cab in  d o o r  
finally  pu lled  M ack  Jen sen  ou t o f  a 

, sou n d  sleep.
“ W h o ’s th e r e ? ”  the old  trapper asked  

sleep ily .
“ I ’m  lost. I saw  y o u r  cab in —  O pen  up, 

or  I freeze  to  d ea th !”
G ru m blin g , the o ld  m an sw u n g  his legs 

ov e r  the ed ge  o f the cot, pu llin g  on  his 
h eavy  pants. A ga in  the h am m ering 
started.
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His leg was 
in the trap



“ H old  y o u r  m alem utes, fe ller . I ’ll open  
u p  right d irect ly  I get a lam p lit .”

H is trem blin g  hand fou n d  the lam p 
ch im n ey. A n oth er  hand fou n d  the 
m atches. T he secon d  m atch  flared up, 
sh ow ing  the in terior o f  the log  cabin . T he 
m atch  fou n d  the w ick  and the lam plight 
was ye llow .

Still s leepy , O ld  M ack  look ed  at his 
c lock . A b o u t  tw o in the m orn in g , and 
w hat w as a sane person  do in g  out at this 
h our, in a b lizzard  like th is? W ith  the 
w ind  h ow lin g , w ith  sn ow  falling, and w ith  
the th erm om eter standing arou nd  forty  
be low .

“ L em m e in! I ’m  fre e z in g !”
“ W a it ’ll I get on m y boots. T his floor is 

fu ll o f  slivers and ice  co ld .”
“ N ot half as co ld  as it is ou t h e re !”
T he old  trapper h ob b led  to the door, 

slipping in to  his red  suspenders. P ro b a b ly  
som e ten d erfoot heading out fo r  the gold  
diggings dow n  in L an du sk y . M ost o f them  
n ever had sense en ough  to stay ou t o f  the 
M ontana blizzards, let a lone k n ow  gold  
w hen they saw  it.

T hey  cou ld  search  for  their go ld , w h ile  
he trapped. H e ’d had his share o f  g o ld 
hunting u p  in the Y u k on . A  m an cou ld  
g ru b  in the creek s, freeze  his hands and 
legs, and still not find gold .

L ik e  he had done, in the Y u k on .
“ Y o u  open in g  this d o o r ? ”
“ On m y w a y .”  Im patient fe llow , this 

hom bre.
O ught to  have sense en ough  to  settle 

dow n  and run a trap  line, not to  lo o k  for  
gold . Just like he ran a trap -lin e h im self.

O ld M ack  alm ost b u m ped  in to  the heavy  
post in the m iddle  o f  the cabin . T he post 
held  up  the sod  ro o f and it was bu ried  
d eep  into the grou nd . A s  it w as, he 
bu m ped  his head on one o f the bear traps, 
hanging from  the post.

“ O u ch !”
“ W h at’s the m a tte r?”  ca lled  the m an 

outside.
“ B um ped  m y head on a bear trap .”  O ld 

M ack  open ed  the door. M oon ligh t g listen 
ed across the snow . T h e sn ow fa ll had 
ceased but the w ind  w as still stron g  and 
cold . “ C om e on in, and— ”
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A  fist h it h im  in the m ou th !

ST A R T L E D , alm ost ou t on  his feet, the 
o ld  trapper staggered  back , b u m pin g  

in to the post again. T h ree  m en, all w ear
ing lon g  sheepskin  coats, cam e in to  the 
shack. A n o th e r  fist hit the old  trapper 
in the face, k n ock in g  him  dow n . T w o  
boots  roared  in and k ick ed  h im  in the ribs. 

“ W hat the h e ll? ”
T he three stood  arou nd  him . L am plight 

sh ow ed  on  their faces. B earded  m en, b ig  
m en, and all strangers. O ld  M ack , ly in g  
on  the floor, b lood  flow ing  from  his m outh , 
stared u p  at them , stunned and surprised .

T h e b iggest m an, ev id en tly  the leader, 
said, “ W atch  him , b o y s .”  T hen  he look ed  
ca re fu lly  a rou nd  the cabin . “ R ifle  in the 
corn er. Y o u  get that, Ike. S m itty , search  
the cu p b oa rd  and his foot lo ck e r  there—  
m ight have a sh ort-gu n  in it. I ’ll take care 
o f  this o ld  b u g g e r .”

O ld M ack  sat up, w ip in g  b lood  from  his 
m outh . “ W h — w h at’d you  w ant, s tra n g e r?”  

“ Y o u r  m ink  fu rs .”
O ld M ack  k n ew  a m om en t o f d e e p  des

pair. T rappin g  had been  g o o d  h ere on  
B ea ver  C reek , w h ich  cam e ou t o f  the 
M ontana L ittle  R o c k y  M ountains, and he 
had hit a b u n ch  o f m ink. In fact, he had 
arou nd  a h un dred  m ink pelts in a sm all 
cave, ba ck  a lon g  the creek . B u t h ow  had 
this ou tlaw  fou n d  out abou t them  ?

“ I— I d o n ’t understand w hat you  m ean, 
fe lle r ,”  he said s low ly , his brok en  lips 
both erin g  his speech .

“ Y o u  k n ow  dam n w ell w hat w e m ea n !”  
T he m an spat at h im  and O ld M ack  d u ck ed  
ju st in tim e. “ Y o u  got m ink — lots o f  m ink  
— and y o u  got them  cach ed . W e ’v e  scou ted  
this cou n try  fo r  days n ow , w atch in g  y o u  
w ith  field-glasses. W e ’v e  seen y o u  take 
prim e m ink pelts ou t o f  y o u r  traps.” 

“ T hem  was m u sk rats,”  the o ld  trapper 
protested .

T h e other tw o  ou tlaw s had retu rn ed , 
on e w ith  O ld  M a ck ’s .30-30 rifle, the o th er  
w ith  his .38 Sm ith  and W esson  pistol, 
w h ich  had b een  on  the table.

T he leader g lan ced  at them . “ G o t  all his 
w e a p o n s?”

“ W e got them , J o e .”
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“ G ood . N ow  w e m ake him  tell us w here 

he ’s hid his m ink hides. T hen  w e get 
the hides and drift ou t o f the cou n try  
p ron to .”

O ld M ack  tried  to  get to his feet. T he 
m an ca lled  Ike hit him  b ack  o f the left 
ear— a stunning b lo w — and d rop p ed  him. 
O ld  M ack  Jensen  decid ed  to rem ain  on 
the floor. H e did  not w ant to b e  beat up  
any w orse.

A ga in , despair su rged  throu gh  his w iry  
old  b od y . O ne h undred  m ink pelts— prim e 
pelts, too— at tw en ty  bu ck s a throw . 
A ro u n d  tw o thousand -dollars. E nough  
to b u y  that acre  dow n  in southern  C ali
forn ia, w h ere  h e ’d bu ild  a cabin  and fish 
and loaf, w ork in g  ou t n ow  and then to 
k eep  h im self in beans and salt. D ow n  
there w h ere  there was sunshine all the 
tim e, w h ere  there w ere  n o  co ld  w inters. 
A ll his life  he had fou gh t b itin g  co ld  
w inters.

T he m an ca lled  J oe  squ atted  beside  him , 
ugly  face  a few  feet aw ay. “ O ld  m an, you  
m ight as w ell tell us w h ere  them  m ink 
furs is hid. W e either tortu re  you  until 
y o u  die, or  y o u  can tell us and m iss a lot 
o f  punishm ent.”

O ld  M ack  stud ied  the h om ely , bearded  
face. T hese w ere  tou gh  m en. E ach  had 
p rob a b ly  k illed  a m an som e tim e in his 
life. A n d  they w ou ld  torture h im  to  death 
if he d id  not d isclose  the h id ing p lace o f  his 
p lew s. H e d id n ’t have too  m u ch  o f a 
ch o ice  at that.

H e decid ed  to  p lay  it fo x y . “ W h at’s in 
it for  m e, if I te ll y o u ? ”

A  sm ile tou ch ed  J o e ’s w h iskery  lips. 
“ G ood  talk, o ld  m an. S m art talk. Y o u  tell 
us w h ere them  furs is hid and w e  let you  
keep  on  liv ing, s a v v y ? ”

Ike cu t in, “ If w e leave him  a live, h e ’ll 
get w ord  out to the law , Joe. A n d  w e ca n ’t 
a fford  that.”

“ T h at’s righ t,”  the one they ca lled  
Sm ithy, ch im ed  in.

J oe  stood  up, ru bb in g  his hands to 
gether. F o r  a m om ent n o b o d y  spoke, and 
the w in d  m ade its noise  in  the eaves. 
F in a lly  J o e ’s eyes  fe ll on  the bear traps 
hanging from  the h eavy  post in the m id 
d le  o f  the cabin.

OL D  M A C K  JE N S E N  saw  his eyes 
light, the re flection  w ick ed  and m ean 

in the light o f  the k erosen e lamp.
“ H e w o n ’t fo lle r  us, b o y s ,”  Joe  said. 
“ W h y  n o t ? ”  Ike dem anded .
J o e ’s eyes  glistened. “ S ee  them  bear 

tra p s? ”
“ S u re , but w hat— ”
J oe  cu t in, “ W e put on e o f his legs into 

on e o f them  bear traps. T hen  w e chain  
th e  trap  to the post and lock  it w ith  one 
o f them  pad lock s  h e ’s got ov e r  there on 
the table.

O ld  M ack  Jensen  listened , eyes som ber. 
Ike said, “ G o o d  idea. H e w o n ’t be  able 

to get the trap off his leg  becau se  no man 
can  spring one o f them  big  traps w ith ou t 
a lever. T hem  b ig  pron gs on that trap 
w ill cu t in to his leg  and hold  him. H e ’s 
w ay  out h ere in the w ildern ess, m iles from  
an yw h ere . H e m ight starve to  death, and 
he m ight not if  so m e b o d y  rescues h im —  
but they  w o n ’t b e  n o b o d y  this w ay  fo r  
w eeks, I figu re .”

“ N ot in this b lizzard  w eath er,”  Sm ithy 
said.

J oe  look ed  at O ld  M ack. “ W e shou ld  
k ill y o u ,”  he g row led . “ D ead  m en can ’ t 
ta lk .”

“ D ead  m en ca n ’t tell w h ere  m ink  furs 
are cach ed  e ith er,”  O ld M ack  rem inded.

T h e three exch an ged  glances. Joe  
look ed  b ack  at the old  trapper. “ W e ’ll 
bargain  w ith  you . W e ’ll put a b ea r  trap 
on  you  and chain  it to the post.”

“ A n d  w hat d o  I h ave to d o ? ”
“ T e ll us w h ere  that m ink  cach e  is.”  
O ld  M ack  co ck e d  his head, h iding his 

eyes. A  su dden  plan had com e  to  life  
som ew h ere  in his sk in n y  old  fram e. M ay
b e  h e ’d ow n  that farm  d ow n  in C aliforn ia  
yet.

“ W hat if I d o n ’t a g re e ? ”
“ W e ’ ll bu rn  y o u r  feet to the bones w ith 

that k erosen e  lam p. I f  w e have to, w e ’ll 
k ill y o u .”

O ld  M ack  look ed  at the floor. “ B u t I 
can ’t get loose, ch a in ed  to that post. I ’m  
no b eaver. I ca n ’t gn aw  d ow n  that post, 
m en .”

“ T h e re ’s an ou tside ch an ce  som eb od y  
m ight com e  and rescu e  you . W e ’re  m ak
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in g  it easier on all o f  us— y o u  and us, o ld  
m an .”

O ld  M ack  studied  the post. H e look ed  
at the b ig  bear trap. H e k n ew  these m en 
w ou ld  k ill h im  if he d id  not revea l his 
secret. H e kept his fa ce  glum , his v o ice  
low .

“ I ’ll deal w ith  you . Y o u ’d k ill m e if I 
d id n ’t talk. I ’m n o  fo o l— I d o n ’t aim  to 
get b u rn ed  bad. M y  carcass is w orth  m ore  
to m e than som e m ink h ides.”

“ G ood  th in k in g ,”  J oe  en couraged .
Ike w et his lips, hun ger in his eyes. T he 

other m an ru bbed  his hands. J o e  w atched  
O ld  M ack.

“ O n ly  one th ing,”  the old  trapper asked.
Joe  asked, “ W h at’s th a t? ”
“ P u t the trap on  m y leg  s low -lik e . 

T hem  big  m eat-h ooks on them  ja w s ’ll go 
deep  in to m y  leg. S o  ease it d ow n  s low - 
like, e h ? ”

“ S u re ,”  J oe  said, grinning. “ S u re .”
Ike got a length  o f chain from  the co r 

ner, w h ere  it hung on  a hook . O ld  M ack  
used that particu lar ch ain  as an exten sion  
on traps w hen he trapped bea ver, fo r  a 
beaver h ole  n eeded  a lon ger  chain , since 
the trap w en t u n d er the th ick  ice.

Ik e  w rapped  the chain  arou nd  the post 
abou t six  tim es. E ach tim e he ran it 
through  the loop  at the end o f the bear 
trap ’s chain. H e pu lled  the dea l tight and 
snapped a pad lock  throu gh  it. H e pu lled  
on it, feet braced , ch eek s expan ded . T he 
chain  was solid . S o  w as the b ig  log  u p 
right.

“ N ow , put the bear trap on his fo o t ,”  
Joe  ordered .

“ H ow  do w e spring i t ? ”
O ld  M ack  said, “ L e v e r  over  there in the 

c o m e r .”

TH E Y  got the lever. It w as m ade out 
w h isky  and w om en , and som e hell, 

together. O ne bar w ent u n der the spring, 
the other cam e dow n  on  top  o f it. W ith  
such leverage , the spring cou ld  be  flat
tened.

“ A n oth er  one ov e r  th ere ,”  J oe  said. 
W ith  a m an on each lever, the springs 

w ere  flattened, and the ja w s w e re  spread 
— w ick ed  w ith long  spines that w ou ld
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b u ry  d eep  in to the trap p er ’s leg.

O ld  M ack  scream ed , “ Y o u  —  y o u ’ll 
break  m y le g !”

H e got to  his feet, and tried  to run. J oe  
caught him . O ld  M ack , w h o  w as over 
s ix ty , w as pu tty  in the giant’s grip. Joe  
pu lled  him  arou nd , w ith  O ld  M a ck ’s boots  
scuffing, d igg ing  fo r  a hold.

“ G et his leg  in that tra p !”  J oe  panted.
O ld  M ack  je rk e d  arou nd , bu t they  had 

his right leg  in the trap. T he levers w ere  
u n lock ed  and the ja w s w en t s low ly  shut. 
T h ey  tore  through  his u nlaced  h ightop  
boots. W ith  sick en in g  certa in ty , the jaw s 
bit in to his leg, abou t six  in ch es a bove  his 
ankle.

T he old  m an scream ed , then fe ll to  the 
floor. H e tore  at the trap w ith  his bare 
hands, fingernails rak ing  co ld  steel.

T he three ou tlaw s w atched.
F inally , the old  trap p er ’s scream ing 

stopped.
“ A ll r igh t,”  J oe  said, “ w h ere  are the 

fu rs ca c h e d ? ”
“ I f  I tell, w ill you  let m e lo o s e ? ”
J oe  sh ook  his head. “ I ’ll m ake a deal 

w ith  you . I f  you  tell, tom orrow  m orn ing 
w e ’ll stop  in at that trap p er ’s cabin  th irty  
m iles aw ay, o v e r  on W ilson  C re e k .”

“ L en  M ille r ’s p lace. L en  w o n ’t be  hom e. 
H e ’s out on trap-line. H e ’ll be  gon e fo r  tw o 
days .”

“ W e ’ll leave  a n ote ,”  J oe  said.
O ld M ack  b ow ed  his head, teeth 

clen ch ed . “ O n ly  w ay  out, I guess. M ight 
be  alive— w h en  L en  com es. A ll right, I 'll 
tell y o u .”

H e told  them  the loca tion  o f the cave.
Ike said happily , “ F igu red  it w as arou nd  

that loca lity , bu t w e  w asn ’t sure. N ever 
cou ld  see you  clear th rou gh  the glasses at 
abou t that spot. L e t ’s go, b oy s , and get 
them  m in k .”

“ T ake them  levers w ith  u s,”  Sm ithy 
said. “ H e m ight get to  them  and use them . 
W e ’ll th row  them  ou tside  in the sn ow .”

J oe  said, “ W e ’ll be  b a ck — if you  ain ’t 
te lling  the tru th .”

“ L et m e loose ! M y  leg— it ’s bu stin ’ ! I ’m  
telling  the truth. L et m e lo o se !”

J o e  snarled , “ G o o d  dream s, y o u  old  
fo o l .”
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H e b le w  ou t the lam p, p lu n gin g  the 

sm all cabin  into darkness. A t  the d o o r  he 
g lan ced  back . T h e old  m an sat h uddled, 
s ick  and groaning. J o e  sm ashed  shut the 
door. B eh in d  them  the scream s d ied  as 
d istance cla im ed  them .

T h ey  had no sym path y for  the old  trap
per. S m all m atter to  them  that the ter
rib le  claw s o f a bear trap  g ou g ed  his 
sk in n y  old  legs. T h ey  w anted  fu rs— m ink  
furs.

T h ey  fou n d  the cave  easily . M in k  furs 
hun g on  w o o d e n  stretchers. T h ey  took ' 
them  off the stretchers and pack ed  them  
in their pack -sacks. G n arled  and covetou s 
hands strok ed  dark, so ft fur.

T h ey  w en t south, head in g  fo r  M iles 
C ity.

F o r  th ree days th ey  traveled . T h e first 
n ight out, J oe  and Ik e  m u rd ered  their 
com pan ion , Sm ithy , leav in g  his carcass in 
the sn ow . O n ly  tw o  cuts in to the pie now . 
Ike w as vigilant, b u t not v ig ilan t enough . 
O n  the secon d  night, his b o d y  w as 
cram m ed in to  the M u sselsh ell R iver. 
T h rou gh  a h o le  in the ice  w en t h is carcass, 
and his furs w en t in to J o e ’s pack.

T h ere  w o u ld  be  n o  cu ts in the pie.
J oe  w as happy. H e had tw o  thousand 

dollars on  his back . In  M iles C ity  he 
w ou ld  sell them  to an old  fr ien d  o f his, 
a fu r  dea ler w h o  dealt in poach ed  furs. 
Joe  k n ew  the m an w ell. H e had so ld  him  
m any oth er stolen  furs. F o x , bea ver , m ink. 
T he m an w ou ld  strok e  these fu rs and 
sm ile and J oe  w ou ld  get his m on ey .

T H E N  to the red light d istrict and som e 
w h isky  and w om en , and som e hell. 

Joe  d id  not th ink o f a m an dead  in a sn ow  
drift, a bu lle t th rou gh  his brain . H e did 
n ot th ink o f Ike, ro llin g  in the icy  w aters, 
tu m blin g  en d  ov e r  end, catfish  and pike 
n ibb lin g  on  him .

N or d id  he th ink o f  o ld  M ack  Jensen , 
chained  to  a log  w ith  a bear trap tearing 
at his leg, b lo o d  frozen  arou nd  the trap. 
F o rty  b e lo w  in  that cabin , and O ld  M ack  
w ou ld  be  dead— frozen  stiff.

T he short day  w as ch angin g  to  du sk  
w h en  J o e  ca m e  ou t o f  the footh ills  and 
saw  the en ticin g  lights o f  M iles C ity

across the Y e llow ston e  R iver. W arm  
food , w h isky , w om en .

H e fo llow ed  a road  pack ed  hard b y  b o b 
sled  runners. T h e road  ran through  the 
bru sh  a long the r iv er  bottom .

S u dden ly , he stopped . H is eyes w iden 
ed, his m ou th  opened.

O ut o f  the th ick  bru sh  had com e an old 
m an ben t w ith  age. H e carried  a W in 
chester. J o e ’s heart w as a tripham m er 
pou n d in g  his ribs.

It c o u ld n ’t 'b e  O ld  M ack  Jensen! O ld  
M ack  w as dead— frozen ! O ld  M ack  was 
dead , b ea r  trap  arou nd  his sk in n y  leg, 
chained  to  that post!

B u t the v o ice  b e lon ged  to  O ld  M ack. 
A n d  the v o ice  said, “ I ’v e  trailed  y o u  since 
y o u  le ft m y  cabin , Joe. I ’ve  seen y o u  m u r
der y ou r  tw o  pards— ”

“ H o w  d id  y o u  get lo o s e ? ”  J o e  w on d ered  
if  that h o llow , distant v o ice  w as rea lly  
h is?  W as he sn ow  b lin d , seein g  ghosts? 
“ Y o u  had  a rifle cach ed , t o o ? ”

“ I got loose , fe ller . N o w  th row  aw ay 
y o u r  gun. I ’m  taking y o u  into M iles C ity 
to  tu rn  y o u  ov e r  to the sheriff, and y o u ’ll 
h an g .”

Joe  shot w ith ou t putting  his rifle to his 
sh ou lder. H e let the ham m er fall, the 
b arre l poin ting  at O ld  M ack . B ut O ld 
M ack  had shot first. H is b u lle t sm ashed 
in to J o e ’s b e lly .

J oe  fe ll, scream ing. T he old  m an was 
on him. H is b o o t  k ick ed  the rifle ou t o f 
reach , sk idd in g  in the snow .

J oe  clu tch ed  his b e lly . “ Y o u  shot m e—  
throu gh  the b e lly !”

“ H ad to  sh oot lo w  so I ’d not shoot 
th rou gh  the fu rs in y o u r  pa ck .”  O ld M ack  
Jen sen  ch u ck led . “ M ink  furs a in ’t n o  
co u n t w ith  bu llet h oles in ’e m !”

H e k ick ed  Joe , and the ou tlaw  got to his 
feet, b en t over. “ H o w  d id  y o u — get loose, 
o ld  m a n ?”

O ld  M a ck ’s ch u ck le  w as d ry  as death. 
“ M e, I w as in the G o ld  R ush , back  in 
N in ety -e igh t in the Y u k on . ’R ou n d  s ix ty  
b e low , and I froze  m y  righ t foot. D oc  
took  it o ff to  abou t e igh t inches a b ov e  m y 
ankle. T h et w as m y gam e fo o t  y o u  put 
in to the trap. N ev er  h urt m e a b it .”

J o e  stu m bled  on . •  •  •



The Sidewinder War

There were men who'd stop at nothing to break

the power of the great Spade brand, and nobody

knew it better than young Bojo Spade himselt

C H A P T E R  I 

Bushwhacked

T H E  A IR , h ere at tim berline , w as like 
iced  w ine and B o  J o  S pade slipped  his 

som brero  to  his sh ou lders and ch eck ed  
the am ble o f his bay  geld ing . It w as a 
beau tifu l m orn in g , filled  w ith  the im pious 
con versa tion  o f  b lu e ja ys , the fr isk  and 
chatter o f  a fo x  sq u irre l that sco ld ed  from  
his u psid e -d ow n  perch  on  the rou gh  bark
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o f  a m ossy  oak. B o  J o  eased  his sh ou lder 
m u scles in to a s lou ch  and h is ra th er 
squ are  fa ce  so ften ed  in to  a h a lf grin . R o ll
ing a b ro w n -p a p e r  cigarette , he w histled  
so ftly  b e tw een  h is teeth , h is eyes  u pon  the 
ou t-p r ick e d  ears o f  h is geld ing.

It w as n o  m orn in g  fo r  w ork . Just b e 
cause som e p ip -m a rk ed  co w  had  b een



fou n d , low in g  its d iscon ten t in the scru b  
p in e  o f the u pper S pade range, was no 
sign that hide th ieves had  d on e aw ay  w ith  
her calf. Still, Joh n  Spade, a lthou gh  n early  
seven ty  and w hite  o f  hair, still held  the 
reins o f the outfit and e v ery on e , ev en  if he 
happened  to be  B ig  J o h n ’s son, still took  
orders.

B oJ o  w histled  a fe w  bars o f  a dancehall 
d itty  and k n eed  his b a y  into a w a lk  again. 
E ven  if the d epredation s w ere  rea l rather 
than im aginary, and, even  if o ld  S im  S m al
ley  o f  the S -In -A -B o x  w as b eh in d  it all, 
as b ig  Joh n  v itu p era tiv e ly  im agined, it 
w as no reason  fo r  B ig  Joh n  to  get a bu rr  
under his cru pper. . .
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T h ere  w as n o  w arn ing. T h e  d isappoin t
ed scream  o f the d istorted  rifle slug w as 
the first intim ation  B o J o  had that he was 
not alone. C lose beh in d  the noise o f  the 
ricoch et cam e the th u nder o f  a h eavy  rifle. 
B ut B o J o  w as o ff-sadd le  and crou ch ed  b e 
hind a low  screen  o f sum ac, his gray  eyes 
restlessly search in g  the rock s  that m ark ed  
the tim berlin e  a h u n dred  yards aw ay. A  
thin spear o f  b lack  p ow d ersm ok e  poin ted  
upw ard  in the qu iet sunshine and there 
was the thin w h isper o f  d isturbed  rocks.

B o J o  flipped  his .45 against the h eel o f 
his hand and scattered  d irt w ith  a pair o f 
qu ick  shots. O ut o f  accu ra te  sixgu n  range, 
he saw  the m ovem en t beh in d  the b ou ld er , 
caught a g lim pse o f  a faded  lin sey  shirt 
sleeve. B oJ o  w aited  until the chattering  
squirrel told him  that his b u sh w h ack in g  
friend  w as gone.

H e pu nched  the spent shells from  his 
C olt, sw un g on e  leg  a rou nd  the h orn  o f his 
saddle and pon dered . C ou ld  be, o f  cou rse, 
that h ide and b e e f th ieves w ere  w ork in g  
the tim berline, p ick in g  up  an unguarded  
ca lf here, a solitary  co w  there. C ou ld  be  
that B ig  Joh n  w as right. S till, S im  Sm al
ley , w h ile  not as rich  a ra n ge-h o ld er as 
the Spade. . . .

B o J o  shrugged  w ide  sh ou lders and 
w alked  his horse to  the edge  o f the trail, 
look ing  across the b lu e -sh rou d ed  va lley . 
In the d istance w ere  the w h itew ash ed  
bu ild in gs o f  the Spade; n earer, the silver 
line o f  S ugar C reek . O v er  there, w est, lost 
in the haze, was the S -In -A -B o x . W h ere  
the feu d  had had its beginn ings, on ly  a fe w  
rem em bered . W ater, m aybe, since the 
Sugar w as the on ly  m a jor stream  in the 
basin. C ou ld  h ave been  graze; the S -In -A - 
B ox  was restricted  to a n arrow  va lley  
w hile the S pade spread  like a b lan k et 
w oven  o f  kn ee-h igh  grass.

T here  w as a th ird  angle, h ow ev er , and 
B oJ o  gave it som e con sideration : B u ck ey e  
P ope, the tob a cco -ch ew in g , lanterr.-jaw ed 
od d -job s  man w h o  spent his free  days nos
ing into e v ery  rock -lin ed  cre v ice  in the 
A rrow h eads. C ou ld  be  that he was p ros 
pecting, as he cla im ed. O r, he cou ld  be  
w ork in g  fo r  S m alley . A n d , eq u a lly  as pos
sible, B u ck e y e  cou ld  be do in g  a little  w ork
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in w et b eeves  on  his ow n.

B o J o  sh ru gged  aw a y  the p rob lem  fo r  
the m om ent, retu rn in g  to  his m ood  o f a 
fe w  m om ents b e fore . W h o e v e r  had fired 
the shot, it had been  m eant as a w arning. 
F ew  o f the m en arou nd  B asin  C ity , and 
n on e o f the cow m en  a long the S u gar, 
w ou ld  m iss a m an w ith  a p ropped  W in 
chester, even  at three h u n dred  yards.

B o J o  rod e  on , his ge ld in g  w ork in g  
d ow n h ill to  cu t the cou rse  o f  th ree m en 
w h o  w ere  w ork in g  u pw ard  tow a rd  tim ber- 
line. A lth ou g h  the d istance w as too  great 
fo r  recogn ition , B o J o  assum ed that they  
w ere  S pade riders, sent b y  B ig  John  on  
the sam e errand as B o J o ’s ow n .

EV E N  as he raised a hand in silent 
greeting , h o w ev er , B o J o  Spade had 

his first p rem on ition  o f d isaster.' E ven  the 
ru d e  term ination  o f  the p ea ce fu l m orn in g  
in the w arn in g  th u n der o f  a b u sh w h a ck 
e r ’s shot had not b rou gh t the icy  ch ill that 
d id  S h eriff H a lsey ’s co lor less  eyes. H alsey 
had been  elected  to office on his reputation  
and had kept peace  b y  his ab ility  to  put 
th ree shots in to  a c irc le  that cou ld  b e  c o v 
ered  b y  a s ilver dollar.

N ow  he sat, s lip -h ipped  in the saddle, 
his w in d -b row n ed  fa ce  em otion less. O n e o f  
his deputies, S ig  H ollister, n ervou sly  
ro lled  paper a rou nd  to b a cco , form in g  a 
tw ist-tipped  qu irly .

“ L ook in g  fo r  y o u r  dad ,”  H alsey said 
qu ietly .

“ Y o u  try  the S pade h ou se?  B o J o  stilled 
his m ou n t b y  the pressure o f  his knees—  
the geld ing  had taken  an im patient step 
aw ay  from  H alsey 's  b ig  b lack.

H alsey  dow n -tip p ed  his S tetson , shading 
his eyes. “ B ig  John  left Snade ju st after 
sunup. A in ’t been  b a ck .”  H e paused , his 
fa ce  thoughtfu l. “ Y o u  ever  seen th is ? ”  
H alsey je rk e d  his dark -m an ed  head. 
“ S h ow  it to  B oJ o , S ig .”

S ig  H ollister  lifted  the ear o f on e  sad
d lebag , h eld  ou t som ething  that w in ked  
in the sunshine. It w as an u g ly , sh ort- 
ru m ped  gun, six  b u ll-d og  barre ls  around a 
spindle.

B o J o  said, q u ick ly , “ C ou ld  b e  tw o lik e  
this, H a lsey .”

WESTERN
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“ N ot lik e ly .”  H alsey  tu rn ed  his em o

tionless eyes, gave the th ird  m an  a qu ick  
je rk  o f the head. Instantly, a F ron tier  .44 
w as cen tered  upon  B o J o ’s be lt bu ck le . 
“ T h is  the gun  y o u  gave y o u r  D ad, B o J o ? ” 
H alsey ’s ton e  w as flat, and his fa ce  as e m o
tionless as that o f  a stone im age.

B o J o  held  out his hand, bu t S ig  H o llis 
ter sh ook  his head, sh ow in g  to b a cco - 
stained teeth  in a grin. “ It ’s a d o o r ja m b  
pistol, H alsey, .31 C a liber, N orth  and 
C ouch . I brou ght D ad on e lik e  it w h en  I 
cam e back  from  the East. B ut, S im eon  
N orth  m akes a lot o f  guns. . .”  B o J o  cam e 
to  an aw k w a rd  halt, cu rsin g  u n d er his 
breath . H alsey, though  sheriff, w as an
oth er m an w h o  w as a bit en v iou s  o f the 
Spade. N ow , in the form  o f  this s ix -b a r 
relled  pistol, H alsey held  an ace.

H alsey said, flatly, “ S im  S m a lley ’s dead, 
B oJo. W ay  I see it n ow , he w en t to  his tim 
berlin e cam p fo r  som e reason  or another, 
d on ’t m atter m uch  w hy. T h e trap w as set. 
W hen  he open ed  the d oor , th ree barre ls  o f  
this N orth  and C ou ch  caught h im  in the 
fa ce .”  H alsey  paused  a m om ent, w atch in g  
B oJo . “ W e ’d lik e  to see B ig  Joh n , B oJo. 
H e hated S im  S m alley . T h ey  been  beating  
w ings like gam e roosters all these years. 
M aybe  B ig  J o h n ’s gu ilty  o f  m u rd e r !”

BO JO  rod e  n u m bly , aw are that each  .
step o f  his bay  b rou gh t h im  c loser  to 

the S pade R a n ch h ou se  and, also, that each  
passing m om ent ca rr ied  h im  closer  to  the 
certa in ty  that B ig  John  cou ld  n ev er  have 
set the trap gun fo r  S im  S m alley . T h ey  
hated each  other, those tw o  old -tim ers , 
op en ly  and fierce ly , bu t it w as an a b ove - 
th e-belt hatred, w ith  the ru les k n ow n  and 
understood . B ig  John , B o J o  k n ew , m ight, 
in a m om ent o f unruliness, beat the thun
der ou t o f  Sim . B ut the S pade o w n e r  was 
not the sk u lk  and dod ge  k ind  o f fighter 
that H alsey had bran ded  him .

F or, desp ite  his ow n  fee lin gs to  the co n 
trary , B o J o  k n ew  that the d o o r ja m b  pistol 
w as d ead ly  ev id en ce . It had been  a cu r i
osity  w h en  B o J o  had first seen  it back  
East. F in ish ing tw o years o f  co lle g e  at B ig  
J o h n ’s insistence, B o J o  had g iven  him  the 
N orth  and C ou ch  as a peace  offering .

B ig  Joh n  had prom ised  B o J o ’s m other 
that th eir b o y  w o u ld  be  som eth ing  b etter 
than a cow h an d . T hat the h eir to the vast 
S pade h old in gs w o u ld  be  edu cated  a b ove  
and b e y o n d  his jo b -to -b e . T h e  pistol had 
been  the g ift  that had taken  the sting from  
B o J o ’s decision  to rem ain  on the Spade. 
T w o  years in the iv ied  halls o f  an Eastern  
u n iversity  had b een  a ll the ran ge-bred  
B o J o  S pade cou ld  stand.

H ow ev er , B ig  Joh n  had b een  re la tive ly  
tractab le  abou t the suggestion . H e w ou ld  
n ever adm it, old  firehorse that he was, 
that the n ights on  S pade had been  lon e ly  
fo r  h im ; that in his advan cin g  years he was 
even  m ore  n eed fu l o f  the w om an  w h o  had 
been  taken from  h im  and draw n  closer  to 
the son she had born e  him .

A s  B o J o  rod e  into the ran chyard , M oses 
L u ck  slou ch ed  out o f  the sh adow  o f  the 
carriage  shed. M oses was a slow -sp ok en  
M issourian  w h o  had been  w ith  the Spade 
fo r  fifteen years and had, upon  certa in  o c 
casions, lib era lly  dusted  the seat o f  a 
y o u n g e r  B o J o ’s lev is w ith  the slack  o f a 
saddlestrap. N ow , as the w h ite  sunshine 
b rou gh t ou t the w ind  and age w rin k les  in 
his fa ce , B o J o  saw  that M oses w as d eep ly  
con cern ed .

“ S een  B ig  Joh n , B o J o ? ”
“ N o ,”  B o J o  sh ook  his head, leading his 

bay  to  the shed. “ S aw  H alsey , though. H e 
been  h e r e ? ”

M oses th ou gh tfu lly  cu t a slab from  a 
p lu g  o f H oresh oe . “ R igh t early . H im  and 
S ig  and that trash, C lete  R angle. T h ey  
sn ooped  arou nd , cu t B ig  J o h n ’s sign  w h ere  
he rode  south  from  S pade and le ft.”

M oses stopped , ch ew ed  th ou ghtfu lly . 
“ B ig  Joh n  d id n ’t d o  it. B oJo . I ’ll w alk  
tw en ty  and fire at w ill w ith  the m an w h o 
says he did. A  dozen  m en cgu ld  have been  
arou n d  h ere and w e  n ot k n ow ed  abou t it. 
T h e y ’s h a lf that m any in the v a lley  and in 
B asin  that cou ld  h ave  p ick ed  up  that 
N orth  and C ou ch . T rap -settin g  just a in ’t 
B ig  J o h n ’s w a y .”

B oJ o  slung his sadd le  to  the top  p o le  o f  
the corra l, s tood  a m om ent, w ip in g  his fa ce  
upon  his bandanna. A s  fu ll o f  con cern  as 
he w as, he w as loath  to  adm it it to  M oses. 
In the first p laco, the o ld  S pade h and  w as



o f  u n pred ictab le  tem per. T h ere  had been  
a tim e, not too  m any years ago, w h en  an 
ed gy  w o rd  w ou ld  h ave been  en ou gh  to 
send M oses L u ck  sin gle-h anded  against 
any tw en ty  m en that cou ld  be  put in 
Basin. B ut that w as b e fo re  H alsey  and his 
d ead ly  guns.

“ H alsey h asn ’t fou n d  B ig  Joh n  y e t ,”  
B oJ o  rem inded  M oses, bu t his ow n  b lu e - 
gray  eyes w ere  q u ick  w ith  w o rry . H e  bu ilt 
a sm ok e, sunlight cascad ing  from  the brim  
o f his hat, m ark ing  the planes o f  his 
cheeks. “ A n d , w h en  he does, there ain ’t 
m u ch  he can do fo r  a w hile. A ll h e ’s got 
against D ad  is finding the pistol in S m al
le y ’s tim berlin e  cam p .”

CO U L D  b e .”  M oses in terjected , “ that’d 
be  enough . B ig  Joh n  hated S m alley , 

som ew hat. A n d , I got the fee lin g  that H al
sey  a in ’t fon d  o f  y o u r  dad, neither. T he 
sh eriff’s b a ck ed  h im self w ith  a cou p le  o f 
qu eer  h ole  cards, H ollister and R angle. 
It ’s a b igger th ing than w e  think. B o  Jo, 
’cause just a cou p le  h ours a fter H alsey and 
the rest o f  them  rod e  south, B u ck e y e  P ope 
cam e b y  h ere  and he w as look in g  fo r  B ig  
John , to o .”

B oJ o  flipped  h is cigarette  aw ay, his face  
tight w ith  interest. “ S ay  w hat he w anted , 
M o se s? ”

“ N uh, but I k ind  o f figure, B oJ o , that 
B u ck e y e  k n ow s som ething  too. H e pokes 
and pries a rou nd  back  in the hills, d o n ’t 
te ll n o  on e  his business and acts lik e  a day- 
o ld  ca lf w ith  a tou ch  o f  sun. B ut, m aybe, 
that’s just a h oora w  trick . H e m ight o f 
seen som eon e earlier this m orn in g , either 
w ith  a S pade ca lf or  m ixed  in w ith  the 
shooting  at S m a lley ’s tim berlin e  cam p. 
E ither w ay , B ig  Joh n  cou ld  have got it out 
o f  h im .”  .

B ut B oJ o  w as sh ou lderin g  his saddle. 
“ B rin g  around the bu ck sk in , M oses. I ’m 
heading fo r  the tim berline cam p. T here 
m ight b ' som ething there to  be  seen. A n d  
I m ight cu t B u ck e y e ’s trail. I f I do, and -he 
k n ow s anyth ing, I ’ll get it ou t o f  h im . If 
D ad com es in, te ll h im  to  stay tu ck ed  aw ay 
until w e  can  get all this stra ightened  ou t.”  

B oJ o  k ick ed  the d eep -b ottom ed  b u ck 
sk in  in to a fast canter as h e  rod e  from  the
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ran chyard . L o o k in g  b a ck  on ce , he saw  that 
M oses L u ck  w as w a lk in g  tow ard  the c o r 
ral, ca rry in g  his ow n  saddle. F or  a m o
m ent, B o J o  w on d ered  w h ere  the Spade se- 
gu n do m ight b e  going. M oses shou ld  stay 
at the ranch, w atch  fo r  B ig  Joh n , and try 
to  k eep  the S pade ow n er from  rid in g  into 
H alsey ’s loop . B ut B oJ o  threw  the q u es
tion  aside w ith  a shrug o f  the shou lders. 
F irst th ing w as to  take a look  arou nd  the 
tim berlin e  cam p and try  to find B u ck e y e  
P ope. T h e m an w h o  had taken the b u sh 
w h ack  shot at B o J o  had w orn  a b lu e  lin - 
sey  shirt. A n d  B u ck e y e  in variab ly  w o re  
shirts o f the w ind  and sun -w ashed  h om e- 
spun.

WESTERN

C H A P T E R  II 

Death Trap

IT  W A S  late a ftern oon  w hen B o J o  
reined  in at the edge o f  the clearin g  

that m arked  S m a lley ’s o ld  tim berline 
cam p. O n ce, the area had b een  cleared , but 
n ow , a rou nd  the log  cabin , the slope o f  the 
h ill w as cov ered  w ith  kn ee-h igh  secon d  
grow th . B o J o  left his bu ck sk in  ou t o f 
sight and w ork ed  his w a y  s low ly  tow ard  
the bu ild in g, k eep in g  in the shade. H is 
plaid  shirt, although  w in d-faded , w ou ld  be  
c lea rly  v is ib le  to  a r id er along the m o u n 
tain above . A n d , if the cabin  held  a secret, 
it w ou ld  b e  w atched .

T h ere  w as n o  sou n d  e x ce p t  the n ervou s 
c lom p  o f the b u ck sk in ’s h ooves  and the 
sw ish o f his tail as he fou gh t a tr ick le  o f 
gnats that rose  from  the w et grass. L o o k 
ing b ack  o v e r  h is sh ou lder, B o J o  cou ld  see 
the descen d in g  ranks o f the forest and, 
farther aw ay, deep  in the va lley , the Spade 
ranchhouse. H ere, severa l thousand feet 
a b ov e  the S u gar basin, the a ir w as abso
lu te ly  transparent and had an e ffervescen t 
spark le  that cau ght at h a rd -w ork in g  lungs.

A  rabb it th u m ped  from  a th icket u n d er 
B o  J o ’s feet and B o J o  cau ght h im self, gun 
in hand and h old in g  his breath . A lth ou g h  
startled , B o J o  recogn ized  the p resen ce  o f
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the rabbit as a favorab le  sign. N o on e else 
had d isturbed  the brush  arou nd  the cam p 
fo r  som e hours.

H e w ork ed  his w ay  to the back  o f the 
leaning bu ild ing, cau tiou sly  thrust his 
head arou nd  a corn er. T h ere  w as a thin 
screen  o f rem ain ing trees, m ostly  scru b b y  
pine, then the harsh outlines o f  the granite 
above  tim berline. T he rock s  w ere  w hite in 
the late sunlight, and brok en  b y  the pools 
o f  d eep  shadow . In any on e o f those pits o f 
b lackness, there cou ld  be an arm ed and 
w atch ing  man.

B o J o  w alk ed  s low ly  arou nd  the corn er 
o f  the cabin , fee lin g  the clam p o f  his stom 
ach  m u scles against his spine. T h ere  was 
no m ovem en t, n o  sound.

C olt in hand, B oJ o  lo o k e d  in to the dim  
in terior o f  the cabin . T h ere  had been  an 
open in g  cu t for  a w in dow , bu t no glass had 
ev e r  been  fitted to  it. It was, n orm ally , 
cov ered  b y  a d iv ided  board  shutter, w h ich  
n ow  sw u n g  half open . A  thin shaft o f  light, 
flecked  w ith  dust m otes, spotted  the earth 
en floor. B o J o  squatted, ca re fu lly  avoid ing  
the tou ch  o f  his hands or  knees to the 
grou nd , and stud ied  the sign.

T h ere  w ere  the scu ff m arks o f tw o or 
three sets o f  b o o t  heels and tw in  fu rrow s, 
as if som ething  had been  dragged  from  ihe 
cabin. Into the rou gh  lin tel o f  the d o o r  a 
rusty  sp ike had been  driven  and from  this 
hung a short length  o f p igg ing  string. 
H ere, ev iden tly , the d o o r ja m b  pistol had 
been  suspended . B o J o  th ou ght o f  the v i
ciousness o f  the trap and w iped  the sw eat 
from  his u pper lip.

DE S IG N E D  as a cru d e  sort o f  bu rg lar 
protection , the N orth  and C ou ch  had 

no trigger, A ll  s ix  barrels, if fu lly  loaded , 
w ou ld  be  fired upon  pu llin g  the sp indle 
that thrust from  the cen ter o f  the fo re 
p iece . T he p istol w as design ed  to be fas
tened to a d o o r  facing, a cord  strung from  
the sp ind le  to  the d o o r  itself. A ll s ix  b ar
rels firing at on ce , o r  any part o f  them , 
w ou ld  strike an area n o  b igger than a sil
ver dollar.

B oJ o  stood  up, again stu dy in g  the 
ground. T h ere  was a flattened p lace, as if 
the trod  earth  had been  scraped  w ith  a

flat board. T he raw  spot was abou t three 
feet inside the d oor  and rou g h ly  cen tered , 
abou t the spot w h ere  an in ju red  m an ’s 
head m ight strike, p rov id in g  he w as shot 
as he en tered  the door. A n  in ju red  man, 
B oJ o  thought, or, rem em berin g  the six 
yaw n ing  barrels o f  the trap pistol, a dead 
man. . . .

H e b ack ed  out, still w atch in g  the inside 
o f  the cab in , try in g  to fit som e o f the p ieces 
o f  the pu zzle  in to p lace. S ay S im  had been  
k illed  b y  the blast from  the N orth  and 
C ou ch . H e had fallen , head forem ost, into 
the cam p shanty. A n d , w h ere  his head had 
b led , there w as n ow  n ew  earth.

W h y ?
H ad H alsey o r .o n e  o f his m en rem oved  

the b lood -sta in ed  earth  fo r  som e reason ? 
T o  preven t the d igg ing  up  o f the dirt floor 
b y  rats or  the bobcats that p row led  in the 
m ou n ta in s? N ot lik e ly ; H alsey w ou ld  not 
w orry  abou t such  slight dam age to an
oth er m an ’s p roperty . B ut— w h y ?

B o J o  back ed  into the sunlight, con 
sciou s o f the fact that it was late and that 
he had been  w ith ou t food  since breakfast. 
H e stood  in the kn ee-h igh  th icket outside 
the cabin , b u ild in g  a sm ok e  and w atching 
his bu ck sk in  sw ish  gnats. A s  he tou ch ed  
his ton gu e to the edge  o f the b row n  paper, 
he saw  the h orse ’s ears flick.

Instantly, B o J o  w as on  his knees, 
screen ed  from  v iew , listen ing for  the g iv e 
aw ay o f the tou ch  o f a steel h oo f against 
rock . T h e bu ck sk in  w as range-tra ined  and 
obed ien t. O n ly  the p resen ce  o f  another 
horse, or  a m an, w ou ld  cause h im  con cern .

P eerin g  th rou gh  the u n derbru sh , B oJo  
cou ld  see the baren ess o f  the tim berline; 
from  the corn er  o f  his ey e  w atch  the be
h avior o f  his geld ing . H e w as certain  now , 
was B oJo , that a h orsem an  w as w ork in g  
u p w ard  th rou gh  the tim ber, tow ard  ihe 
rear o f  the lin e cam p. A n g rily , B oJo  
w o rk e d  tow ard  the corn er  o f  the cabin , 
try in g  to  reach  a position  w h ere  he cou ld  
o v e r lo o k  the slope  to  the S u gar basin. A  
th icket o f  aspen qu iv ered , as if agitated b y  
the passage o f a b od y , and B o J o  caught a 
g lim pse o f a b lu e -sh irted  back .

B u ck e y e  P ope!
It w as m ore  than co in ciden ce , B u ck e y e



being so near the scen e  o f S im  S m a lley ’s 
death in on e  day. B u ck e y e  m oved  far and 
fast, m orn in g  m ight see h im  in B asin , and 
darkness o f  the sam e d ay  cou ld  w e ll c o v e r  
him  m iles in to the A rrow h ead s.

“ P o p e !”  B o J o ’s ca ll shattered  the still
ness, b ou n cin g  from  the bare  gran ite  b e 
hind him. T he an sw er w as the flat snap o f 
a shot and the spat o f  lead against rock .

“ B u ck ey e ! H old  y o u r  fire. J t ’s B o J o  
S p a d e !”

A G A IN  cam e the th u nder o f a rifle and 
B o J o  hit the g rou n d , cu rsin g  as his 

m outh  filled w ith  earth. T hen , as he w ait
ed , there cam e the reced in g  thud o f 
h ooves. T w ice , in the sam e day, a m an 
w earing a b lu e  shirt, a m an B o J o  w as ce r 
tain w as B u ck e y e  P ope, had fired  upon  
B oJ o  and had escaped. A n d , from  first 
glance, there appeared to  b e  n o  reason. 
B u ck ey e , taciturn, th ink ing on ly  o f  som e 
faint sh ow  o f co lo r  he had d iscov ered , or 
w as about to  d iscover , b a ck  in the vastness 
o f  the A rrow h ea d s, w ou ld  have n o  reason 
to take a hand in the gam e. M an y  tim es 
B u ck eye , exh austed  a fter a lon g  spell o f  
w ork in g  in the hills, had rested  and had 
been  fed  at Spade. T ru e , the S pade riders 
w ere  inclined  to p lay trick s on the old 
man. E ven  M oses L u ck  had, at on e  tim e, 
coopera ted  w ith  the others in g iv in g  B u ck 
e y e  a bath in the horse  trough .

B ut that w as just range to m fo o le ry  and 
no cause for  a m an to start a sh ootin g  war. 
W hat, then, had aroused  B u ck e y e ’s anger 
against Spade and B o J o ?

B y  the tim e B o J o  reach ed  his bu ck sk in , 
the sounds o f h oov es  had van ished  and he 
k n ew  that B u ck e y e  w as gone. T he old  
m an cou ld  h ide in the hills lik e  a p ack  
rat and cou ld  rem ain  h idden , against the 
con cen trated  search  o f an arm y.

M ore  certain  than e v e r  that B u ck ey e , 
a long w ith  H alsey and his sh ifty -eyed  
deputies, had m ore  k n ow led g e  than had 
so far been  b rou gh t to light, B o J o  sw ung

aboard  his h orse  and started dow n slope  
tow ard  the Spade. T h ere  w as tim e, n ow , 
fo r  a m an to  eat and, a fter eating, to  sm oke 
a cigarette  in q u iet thought.

D a rk ly  sober, B o J o  rod e  in to the Spade 
yard  u n d er the co v e r  o f  night. L ook in g  
fo r  M oses L u ck , he rem em bered  that the 
o ld  S pade hand had p rob a b ly  ridden  aw ay  
from  the S u gar basin on ly  m om ents after 
B o J o  h im self had left. S om e o f the hands 
m ight be  about, a lthough  B ig  John  had 
b een  adam ant in his decision  to com pletely  
co v e r  the herd  w ith  riders in ord er  to try 
to stop the depredations.

B o J o  ate a lon e ly  m eal in the qu iet oi 
the lam p-lighted  k itchen , bu t the food  was

"Get ready,” BoJo said softly, as he 
dug his spurs into the bay's flanks
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tasteless to h is m outh. Q u estion  on e w as 
the con tin u ed  absen ce o f B ig  John . W h ere  
had the o ld  ra n ch -ow n er g on e?  W hat bu si
ness had he that w ou ld  k eep  h im  aw ay 
from  Spade fo r  an entire d a y ?  H ad ne 
ridden  in to  Basin, the sheriff w ou ld  k n ow  
o f the fa ct and w ou ld , even  n ow , b e  h o ld 

ing him  and qu estion ing  him .
O n ce, as he ate, B o J o  thought he heard 

a sou n d  outside in the ran chyard . H e stood  
in the d o o rw a y  o f the k itchen , a llow in g  his 
eyes to ad just them selves to the n ew  m oon 
light. T h e corra l, the carriage shed  and 
the w ater trou gh  w ere  th row n  into deep
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contrasts o f  s ilver and b lack . O u t there, 
n oth in g  m oved .

M ov in g  b a ck  in to the k itchen , B o J o  gave 
som e thought to qu estion  tw o. W h o  had 
shot S im ? A s  a m atter o f  fact, w as the 
S -In -A -B o x  o w n er d ea d ? H alsey  had said 
so and his deputies had agreed . B ut, even  
the sheriff w ou ld  lie, perhaps, if it served  
som e pu rpose  o f  h is ow n.

A lso , and as a m in or irritating  point, 
w h y  had the earth  been  scraped  clean  in 
S im ’s tim berline cab in ?

T h ere  w as a sound. It w as a low  rattle, 
a lm ost a groan . B o J o  w as ou t o f  his boots  
and across the k itchen  floor on  silent feet. 
C uppin g  a hand o v e r  the lam p, h e  b lew  it 
ou t and the m oon ligh t from  ou t in the 
ran ch yard  flow ed  in the w in dow s.

HE S H U T  the screen  silen tly  beh ind  
him , fe lt the coo ln ess o f  the earth 

strike against the soles o f  his feet. A t  the 
corra l, he paused and listened  again. G u n  
in hand, B o J o  sw un g his legs o v e r  the top  
p o le  and w o rk e d  his w ay  forw a rd . S hould  
there be  a m an, a lert and arm ed, h idden  
in the patch  o f g loom , B o J o  w o u ld  be  an 
ex ce llen t target as he crossed  the yard. 

T h ere  w as n o  h elp in g  that.
“ B o J o .”  T h ere  w as the cla tter o f h oov es  

strik ing pack ed  earth and M oses L u ck  
slid from  saddle, short legs ch u rn in g  as 
he ran to h old  his balance.

B ut B o J o  w as n ot listening. H e w as on 
his knees, g y n  ba ck  in holster, as he 
reached lon g  arm s u n der the edge  o f  the 
trough. A  hand fe ll as the b o d y  turned , 
and the cu ff o f  a shirt s leeve  w as v isib le  
in the m oon light. T h e co lo r  w as indistin 
gu ishable, b u t the m aterial w as linsey.

“ It’s B u ck e y e ,”  B o J o  said s low ly . “ G iv e  
m e a hand .”

T h ey  dragged  the lim p figure into the 
open  yard . L y in g  on his back , B u ck e y e  
open ed  his eyes  fo r  a m om en t and his 
m outh  w o rk e d  slack ly . “ L et m e— let 
me— ”

“ B o J o !”
“ W ait, M oses, B u ck e y e  k n ow s som e

th in g .”  *
B u ck ey e  P op e  struggled  and his w ords 

w ere  a th roaty  m u rm u r. T h ere  w as a
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b leed in g  cu t o v e r  on e  tem ple  and a b u lle t- 
h o le  h igh  in h is chest that, ev en  as B o J o  
w atched , began  p u lsin g  b lack ly .

“ T e ll y o u — abou t— the— gun— ”
B u t B u ck e y e  P op e  w as u n con scious. 
“ G ot to  get h im  to  B asin  to  the d o cto r ,”  

B o J o  said, gettin g  to  his feet. “ R un  out 
the b u g g y  w h ile  I get m y  boots. B u ck e y e  
k n ow s som eth ing  and if he d ies— ”

M oses L u ck  in terru pted . “ Y o u  got to  
g o  to  B asin , a n yw a ys,”  he said. “ H a lsey ’s 
g ot B ig  Joh n . F ou n d  him  abou t fou r  
o ’c lo ck , rid ing  in a c irc le  abou t h a lfw ay  
betw een  S m a lley ’s tim berlin e  cam p and 
B asin . H e  w asn ’t hurt, or  noth ing, bu t he 
had b lo o d  all ov e r  his sh irt.”

T h e o ld  M issourian  paused. “ W o n ’t do 
n o  g ood  n ot to  say it, B oJo . B ig  J o h n ’s in 
ja il and, a rou nd  B asin , th ey ’re  getting 
p retty  riled  abou t it. B oJ o , w e  got to  get 
h im  o u t.!”

WESTERN

C H A P T E R  III

Midnight Visit

O S E S  L U C K  d ro v e  the rig  w ith  a 
sk ill that cou ld  h ave  b een  learn ed  

on ly  b y  years o f  h and ling  the reins o f  a 
d ro v e r ’s w agon . A t the ed g e  o f the tow n , 
M oses cu t sh arp ly  to  the righ t and en
tered  an a lley , d r iv in g  m ore  b y  instinct 
than b y  actual sight, cu tting  the b u g g y  
sh ort beh in d  the gen era l store  and h au l
ing the span o f trotters b ack  on  their 
heels at the b a ck  d oor  o f  W a r fo rd ’s.

“ C om e in this w a y ,”  he said, g iv in g  
B o J o  a hand w ith  the in ert B u ck e y e  
P ope. “ Y o u  d o n ’t w ant the w h ole  tow n  
k n ow in g  y o u r  bu sin ess.”

“ I d o n ’t,”  B o J o  adm itted, sw in gin g  
B u ck e y e  to  h is sh ou lder. “ Y o u  go  on  and 
rou se  u p  W a rford , I ’ll get P op e  in .”  

D o c  W a rford , in d istinct in the sh rou d  o f 
h is lon g  n igh tgow n , h eld  open  the k itchen  
door. “ H ere, on  the tab le .”  T hen , “ M artha, 
get a light.”

T h ey  tu rn ed  B u ck e y e  on  h is back . T he 
o ld  p rosp ector  w as breath in g  sh a llow ly



THE SIDEWINDER WAR «7
n o w  and the rasp o f  it w as lou d  in  the 
room . W a rford  gave  a p ro fess ion a l tou ch  
at the in ju red  m an ’s w rist, then fingered  
op en  an eyelid . “ Shot n ick ed  his lu n g , I 
sh ou ld  ju d g e ,”  he said, finally , ru bb in g  
h is bald  head. “ M ight live . T hese  o ld  guys 
are p retty  tough . F e v e r ’s w hat w e  got to 
w atch. M artha, get m e som e hot w ater, 
m y  bag  ou t o f  the bed room . W o rk  to  do. 
Y o u ,”  W a rford  look ed  at B o J o  and M oses, 
“ one o f  y o u  w ill have to  h elp  m e. T ’other 
on e  get ou t o f  the w a y .”

“ M e ,”  M oses L u ck  said, “ I ’ll stay. B o  Jo, 
you  got to  talk to  B ig  John . M a y b e  y o u  
can  get som e sense ou t o f  h im .”

“ K e e p  an ear b en t,”  B o J o  to ld  M oses. 
“ B u ck e y e  m ight h ave som eth ing  to  say .”  

A w a re  that W a rford  w as still g low erin g , 
B o J o  asked him . “ S een  an oth er gunshot 
case today , D o c ? ”

W a rford  ru b b ed  his ba ld  spot even  
m ore  v igorou sly . “ Y e s ,”  he snapped. “ S im  
S m alley . A n d  he d id n ’t h ave the ch ance 
that B u ck e y e  has. S h ot three tim es in  the 
head; y o u  co u ld  h ave  co v e re d  all three 
bu llet h o les w ith  w a tch .”

“ S h ot w ith  a .44 o r  a .45?”  B o J o ’s v o ice  
w as casual b u t his m ind w as toy in g  w ith 
a n ew  idea.

“ N o .”  W a rford  thrust ou t his chest, un
aw are that he cu t a r id icu lou s  figure in 
his co tton  n igh tgow n . “ Spade. I ’v e  been  a 
d octor  a g ood  m any years. L on g er , for 
that m atter, than you  been  alive. S m alley  
w as shot w ith  som ething  sm aller than a 
.44. A b o u t  a .30, I ’d say .”

“ Y o u  saw  the gun  H alsey h a d ? ”  B oJ o  
w as insistent, still loath  to g ive  u p  this 
n ew  thought.

“ I d id  that,”  W a r fo rd ’s ton e w as em 
phatic. “ It cou ld  o f  easily  been  the gu n .”  
H e gave B o J o  a sev ere  g lan ce o v e r  his 
hastily  don ned  glasses. “ N ow , on e o f  you  
get ou t o f  h ere and leave  m e room  to 
w o rk .”

OU T S ID E , in the stillness o f  B asin ’s 
m ain  street, B o J o  paused, u ndecided . 

It w as late; a lready  the m oon  had set and 
th e  doors o f  the saloon  w e re  closed . D ow n  
at the ja il a single lam p b u rn ed  and B o J o  
k n ew  that H alsey  had le ft a guard  over

B ig  John . Still, i f  h e  w en t at it right, 
th ere m ight be  a chance.

H e crossed  the b oa rd  sidew alk , ch o o s 
ing the dust o f  the street ra th er than the 
noise , and cu t beh in d  the gen eral store 
com in g  up  to  the east w all o f  the jail. 
H ere, on  this side, w ere  the th ree  cells. 
T h e  o th er side o f  the ja il w as a b lank  
w all o v e r lo o k in g  a sm all ex erc ise  yard. 
T h ere  w as a sm all office in the fron t o f  
the bu ild in g , op en in g  in to a hall that 
fa ced  the cells.

Thus, sh ou ld  the d oor  that led  to  the 
ce ll b lo ck  b e  open , the guard  w ou ld  be  
ab le  to  h ear anyth ing a b ove  a w hisper, 
even  i f  it cam e from  as fa r as the last cell. 
B ig  Joh n  w as a light sleeper, b u t B o J o  
had his dou bts abou t aw ak en in g  h is father 
w ith ou t speak in g  aloud.

S prin g in g  u pw ard , he cau ght the bars 
o f  the w in d ow  o f  the last ce ll w ith  his 
hands. H anging  there, he w h ispered , “ D ad, 
it ’s m e, B o J o .”  H e w aited  fo r  w hat seem ed 
the space o f  severa l m inutes, finally  d rop 
p in g  again  to  the dust.

B o J o  m o v e d  on  dow n , op posite  the sec
on d  ce ll and repeated  the m an eu ver w ith 
ou t success. A t  the first cell, and the on e  
nearest the gu ard , w h om  B o J o  cou ld  n ow  
see dozin g  in  the office, B o J o  w as re 
w ard ed  w ith  a grunt. A  fa ce  appeared  in 
the darkness o f  the ce ll w in d ow  and B o J o  
cou ld  see the s ilver o f  B ig  J o h n ’s h andle
ba r  m ustaches.

“ D am n it, B oJo , get m e outa h ere .”
“ H alsey .' . .”
“ That stupid  yearling . B oJo , this w h ole  

co u n try ’s gon e  loco . S ayin g  n ow  that I set 
a trap  fo r  S im  S m alley . T h e w h o le  th ing ’s 
g o t n ot a m ite o f  sense to it. M e and S m al
ley  hated on e an oth er en ough  that w e 'd  
o f  stood  b ack  to  b ack  and fou gh t to  a finish 
any m an w h o  said w e  d id n ’t.”

“ D a d ,”  B o J o  qu ieted  the o ld  m an w ith  
an u rgent w hisper, his eyes g o in g  b eyon d  
the ce ll b lo ck  and fix in g  th em selves u pon  
the back  o f  the still m otion less guard. 
“ H o w  d id  that d o o r  jam b p istol get in to 
S m a lley ’s sh ack ? W h ere  did  y o u  see it 
la s t? ”

“ It w as in the d ra w er o f that desk  in  
th e  S pade ra n ch h ou se ,”  B ig  Joh n  m ut
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it to  m e. L o o k e d  at it a tim e o r  tw o, 
m a yb e .”

“ W as it lo a d e d ? ”
B ig  John  retorted  drily . “  ’S p ect it was. 

W asn ’t n eve i no hand to  k eep  a gun 
arou nd  m e w ith  its fangs draw n . A n y w a y , 
the stu ff to load  it w ith  was in the sam e 
p lace .”

B ut B o J o  was a lready  w ork in g  on  an
oth er prob lem . “ Y o u  left S pade at d ay 
light, right a fter m e,”  he said. “ W h ere  did 
you  g o ? ”

“ S ou th ,”  B ig  John  said s low ly . “ B u ck 
e y e  P op e  to ld  m e that a p ip -m ark ed  cow  
w as in a bog d ow n  on  dow n -S u gar. Said 
he tried  to pu ll h er out b u t had no rope.. I 
w en t d ow n  there, fo llo w e d  S u gar C reek  
fo r  m aybe fifteen m iles. Passed on e bog - 
d ow n  bu t d id n ’t see anyth ing  ex cep t som e 
S pade Stock east o f  m e. C ou ld  be  the cow  
w as a lready  su ck ed  u nder, cou ld  b e  B u ck 
e y e  lied .”

“ B u ck e y e ’s been sh ot,”  B o J o  to ld  his 
father. “ C reased  in the head  and the top  o f 
on e  lu n g ’s n icked . S o  he ca n ’t tell m e an y
thing. B ut th ere ’s som ething  that goes 
farther b ack  than a d ay  o r  so ago, Dad. 
Y o u  and Sim  w ere  at on e  an oth er ’s throats 
fo r  years, like a cou p le  o f  roosters  in the 
sam e flock , bu t there n ev er  was any open  
trou b le . H ere, in the last s ix  m onths, it ’s 
co m e  to  open  war. N ow , S im  S m a lley ’s 
dead  and th ey ’re  b lam in g you . A n y  id e a s? ”

W H EN  B ig Joh n  S pade replied , his 
v o ice  w as so  lo w  that B oJ o  had to 

catch  again at the cfell bars and h old  h im 
self c lose  to the w indow .

“ It was fo rty  years ago I cam e ou t h ere ,” 
B ig  John  said, “ y ou n g  and single and full 
o f  hell. S im  S m alley  cam e w ith  me. F or 
a w hile  the tw o  o f us run  high, w ide and 
handsom e. W e w ork ed  som e, w hen  we 
w as brok e . G am bled  som e. T h ere  w as a 
cou p le  girls up  at In depen den ce  w e  used 
to see w hen  the herds trailed  north . It 
w as there, tw en ty -som e-odd  years ago, I 
m et y o u r  ma. S im  k n ew  her, too , and 
seem s like he took  a shine to her, b ig  as 
I d id. O n ly , a fter tw o-th ree  trips u p  there, 
it was m e she chose. S im , I reck on , a lw ays
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held  that against m e  beca u se  w e  fe ll ou t 
right a fter that.

“ W h en  she d ied , it seem ed  to  him  like, 
m aybe, it w as m y  fault. T h in g  lik e  that 
cou ld  m ake a m an m ighty qu eer  and that’s 
w hat Sim , was, plain queer.

“ O u tside o f  that, B oJ o— w ell, y ou r  
m other gave you  a lot o f  th ings besides 
that nam e R igh tly , it w as R ob ert John  
Spade she nam ed vou , but she a lw ays 
ca lled  you  B oJ o— lik e  I said, you  w as to 
g ro w  u p  in to som ething. T he S pade w ou ld  
be  you rs  and there w as m y p ledge  to  her 
to  m ake it as b ig  as I cou ld . M an goes to 
m ake a th ing grow , he d on ’t a lw ays go  
abou t it the gentle w av  and I stepped  on  a 
fe w  toes in the S u gar basin.

“ P eop le  hate anyth ing b ig , B oJo , that’s 
som ething  th ev  co u ld n ’t learn y o u  in co l
lege. T h e v ’s a lot that hates the Spade 
just becau se  it ’s tw en tv  thousand acres 
from  on e end to the other. A nd , if  they 
hate the Spade, th ey  hate m e and y o u .”

B o J o  dropped  to  the grou nd  and T ubbed 
the ach in g  m u scles o f  h is arm s. A fte r  all, 
h e  reflected , that w as abou t all a m an was 
born  w ith, tw o  arm s. I f  an yth in g  w orth 
w hile was m ade b y  h im  or g iven  to  h im , 
a man m ust fight to  k eep  it.

B o J o  crossed  the street, w alk in g  q u i
etly  in the h ea vy  dust, in tending to  go  
back  to W a rfo rd ’s and see abou t the 
w ou n ded  B u ck ey e . A s  he passed the shad
o w  o f the false fron t o f  the gerferal store, 
he heard the q u ick  clu m p  o f  a b o o t  heel. 
S h eriff H alsey w as beh ind  him , on e hand 
close  to the b lack  bu tt o f  his P eacem ak er 
45.

“ H old  up a m inute, B o J o .”
B oJ o  Spade w aited, fee lin g  the touch 

o f ice  at the nape o f  his neck . H alsey  was 
dangerous, a m an w h o  delighted  in  k ill
ing. In addition , he w as adept at his chosen  
w ork . H e had stud ied  his guns as a la w yer  
studies his B lackstone. H is C olts  w ere 
m erely  exten sion s o f  h im self, a p ro jected  
part o f  his ow n  b o d y  and personality .

“ D o n ’t try  anyth ing, S pade,”  H alsey 
said q u ietly . “ D o n ’t get any ideas about 
B ig  John. B ecau se  if  you  do, the first p lace  
I ’ll lo o k  is w h ere  y o u  m ight happen  to 
be. B ig  Joh n  w ill stay in m y ja il until w e
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w o rk  this th ing out. A t  that tim e—  
w ell— ”

B o J o  said easily . “ T e ll m e on e thing, 
H alsey. W h o fou n d  S im  S m a lle y ? ”

“ B u ck e y e  P o p e .”
B oJ o  was silent, con siderin g . M ore  and 

m ore B u ck e y e  w as bein g  w oven  in to  the 
w eb  o f dece it and death. “ H alsey, w h y  did 
Sim  go  to the tim berlin e  ca m p ?”  B o J o ’s 
vo ice  gave n o  indication  o f the im portan ce 
o f the question .

“ H e got a n ote ,”  S h eriff H alsey rep lied  
slow ly , “ te llin g  him  that if he w en t to  the 
tim berline cabin  ju st a fter daybreak  h e ’d 
find ou t h ow  the b eeves  w ere  b e in g  stolen  
from  Spade. So you  see ,”  B o J o  cou ld  al
m ost see the sh eriff’s sardon ic grin  in Ihe 
darkness, “ S m alley  w as k illed  w h ile  he 
m ight h ave been  try in g  to  h e lp  y ou r  
father. H e w as try in g  to  find ou t abou t 
the Spade losses.”

“ H e got a n o te ,”  B o J o  in terru pted , and 
there w as the tensing o f  the m u scles along 
his spine that told  h im  the an sw er even  
b e fore  he asked the qu estion . “ W h o signed 
the n o te ? ”

B ut H alsey d id n ’t an sw er the question , 
not at that m om ent. Instead, he asked, 
“ W h ere  did  B ig  John  g o  this m orn in g , 
B o J o ? ”

“ South . B u ck e y e  P op e  to ld  him  that a 
co w  w as bein g  su ck ed  u n der in a b o g  o f 
Sugar. D ad rod e  d ow n  to  see if he cou ld  
d o  som ething  abou t it.”

“ A n y on e , b y  any ch ance, see h im  dow n  
that w a y ? ”

“ I d on ’t know . W h y ? ”  T h ere  w as som e 
pu rpose to  H alsey ’s question ing. E very  
w ord  sim ply tightened  the n oose that was 
close  to  B ig  John  S p ad e ’s neck . H alsey 
said, “ It m ight be  that B ig  John  rod e  south. 
C ou ld  be, too , that he rod e  up  to  tim ber- 
line to  see if S im  S m alley  w ou ld  ride into 
his trap .”

B oJ o  snorted. “ Y o u ’re a dam n liar, 
H alsey .”

H alsey ’s laughter w as gen tly  m ock ing . 
“ I d on ’t think an yon e else w ill b e liev e  that, 
Spade. Y ou  see, B ig  John  signed the note 
that S m alley  got. A  h alf-dozen  peop le  
have seen it and sw orn  to  the fact that 
it’s B ig  J o h n ’s signature.”

C H A P T E R  IV

In the Lion’s Den

HE ’S  R E S T IN G  easy ,”  M oses Luck  
said, biting a fresh  ch ew  fro m  his 

plug. “ I to ld  D o c  I ou ght to stay w ith  him  
bu t D o c  said no, that w h o e v e r  shot Buck
e y e  d o n ’t k n ow  w h ere  he is an d  figures 
h im  dead an yw ay . G u ess h e ’s righ t.”

B o J o  w as gu id in g  the b u ggy  b a ck  to
w ard  Spade. In the first p lace, h e  had to  
retu rn  to  the ranch  to  p ick  up a saddle 
horse  and in the secon d  p lace  .he didn’t 
w ant a strange rig  to be  seen  and re
m ark ed  on  in the a lley  beh in d  W arford’s. 
A n d , p rob a b ly , D o c  w as right. O nly rest 
and q u iet co u ld  h e lp  B u ck e y e  Pope. I f  
B u ck e y e  sh ou ld  defeat the odds against 
his re co v e ry , D o c  W a rford  w ou ld  b e  there 
to hear w hat the w ou n d ed  m an said. And  
D o c  p la yed  the gam e strictly  fair.

In the m eantim e, it w as only a few  
h ours until daylight.

“ W hat y o u  aim ing to  d o ? ”  M oses 
q u eried  as he spat e x p e rtly  o v e r  the off 
w heel.

“ B ack tra ck  D a d ,”  B o J o  rep lied  slow ly. 
“ F irst, see if  I can  cu t h is sign sou th  along 
the Sugar. H e says h e  w en t d o w n  that 
w ay  and I b e lie v e  him . B u t H alsey  don’t. 
C ou ld  be  that som eon e  saw  him . Could  
b e  too , that I cou ld  m eet u p  w ith  someone 
w h o  k n ow s w h ere  B u ck e y e  w as early 
yesterday  m orn in g .”

“ W hat g ood  is that go in g  to  d o ? ”
B o J o  exp la in ed  patiently. “ I f  Buckeye 

w as south  a long the Sugar, he co u ld  b e  
tellin g  the truth  abou t the b o g d o w n  cow . 
B u t if he w as in B asin , or up  in the A r r o w 
heads, then he lied  abou t the w h ole  thing. 
I f he lied, he had a reason  and I ’d m igh ty  
w ell lik e  to  k n ow  w hat it is .”  •

“ That m akes m ean in g ,”  M oses said, 
th ou gh tfu lly , look in g  tow ard  the east 
w h ere  the fa lse daw n painted the sky. 
“ I ’ll r ide  along. T w o  o f us can read  m ore  
sign  than o n e .”

H is v o ice  trailed off even  as B o J o  caught
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u p  the sla ck  ends o f  the reins and sm artly 
s lapped  the sleek  rum ps o f the trotters. 
T here  w as the creak  o f harness leather as 
the team  b ro k e  in to a run. O v e r  the grit 
and ru m ble  o f  the b u g g y  w heels, cam e 
the sou n d  o f con tin u in g  gun  talk. F rom  
across the flat land that ex ten d ed  w est
w ard  to the v a lley  that held  the S -In -A - 
B o x  cam e the sou n d  o f rapid  fire.

M oses w as runn ing  fo r  the saddle shed, 
even  as B o  J o  b ra k ed  the b u g g y  and slid  
from  the seat. “ U nhitch  the team  w h ile  I 
sadd le  u p  tw o h orses,”  M oses ca lled  ov e r  
his shou lders. “ W hat you  reck on  the sh oot
in g ’s a b o u t? ”

“ It’s the secon d  m o v e ,”  B o J o  said 
grim ly . “ F irst S im  S m alley  is k illed  and 
D ad  gets the blam e. T h en  th is.”  T h e team  
unhitched, B o J o  w as draw ing  the cin ch  
tight u p on  his ow n  bay . “ T his is supposed  
to  k eep  us b u sy  w h ile  som eon e  drops the 
n oose  arou nd  B ig  J o h n ’s n e ck .”

“ H a lse y ?”
B o J o  said, “ M aybe. B u t I d on ’ t k n ow . 

W hat cou ld  h e  ga in ? H e has n o  reason  fo r  
hating the S pade.”  B u t even  as he spoke, 
he k n e w  that, in their m inds,^m any m en 
m ight have reason  enough . It cou ld  be 
that m en  hated w hat th ey  feared  and they 
feared  the p o w e r  o f  the Spade. A n y on e  
cou ld  b e  the p lann ing  m ind beh in d  the 
strok e ; w hat m attered  w as that the Spade 
be  d riven  to its knees. H alsey, jea lou s  o f 
h is ow n  a u th ority  as sheriff, w ith  n o  p ow er 
ex cep t h is u n can n y  skill w ith  a gun. . . .

B u ck e y e  P ope, an o ld  m an w h o  had 
spent a li fe t im e . look in g  fo r  the co lo r  o f 
g o ld  in the A rrow h ea d s. S u ppose, som e
w h ere  b ack  th ere in the vastness o f  the 
m ountains, B u ck ey e  had fou n d  his lo d e ?  
W o u ld  he b e  a fra id  that the Spade cou ld  
tak e  it from  h im ? B o J o  paused, lost in a 
n ew  thought. S u pp ose  B u ck ey e  had m ade 
his strike and it w as on  S pade-ow n ed  
lan d? T hat cou ld  w ell b e  the k e y  to the 
w h ole  thing.

But, if that w ere  the case, w h y  had he 
b een  in ju re d ?  W h y  had a b u sh w h ack er 
shot at him  and shot to  k ill. F o r  the tw o 
slugs that had been  aim ed at B u ck e y e  
P o p e  w ere  w ith  m u rderou s intent. T hose 
that had been  snapped at B o J o  had been

a w arning.
C arry in g  the line o f  th ou ght fu rth er, 

though, B o J o  cou ld  exp la in  the situation. 
B u ck ey e , a fter all these years o f  fru itless 
search ing, had  m ade his strike. S om e
w h ere , in the lost land b eh in d  the Spade, 
B u ck e y e  had stu m bled  upon  his w ealth . 
T he m an w h o  had fired  the w arn ing  shots 
at B o J o  had w orn  a b lu e  lin sey  shirt, su ch  
as B u ck e y e  w ore . It cou ld  have been  
B u ck ey e , then, w h o had gazed w ith  co ld  
eyes d ow n  the barre l o f  a rifle, w arn ing  
an in tru der aw ay.

A n d  som eon e else  k n ew , n ow , the secret. 
P erhaps b y  fo llow in g  B u ck e y e , cou ld  b e  
b y  co ld  reason ing, som eon e had  d iscovered  
B u ck e y ’s strike. A n d  had  b u sh w h ack ed  
and perhaps k illed  the o ld  p rosp ector  in 
o rd er  to  take o v e r  the w ea lth  B u ck e y e  had 
found.

T h ere  w ere  holes in  the reasoning, B o J o  
k n ew , bu t it w as a fa r m ore  reasonable  
th eory  than any o th er that presen ted  it
se lf at the m om ent.

“ L e t ’s g o ,”  M oses L u ck  said, and B o J o  
realized  that h e  had been  standing in  the 
corra l fo r  som e m om ents, his hand upon  
the h orn  o f  h is saddle. F rom  across the 
S u gar basin  the gunfire  had finally  ceased.

T H E Y  ga lloped  across the S ugar and 
the first day light caught the scat

tered  w aters o f  the creek  in a sh ifting 
ra in bow . E ven  as th ey  pu lled  up  the far 
bank, on e  o f the S pade riders cam e ou t o f  
the low -h an gin g  grou n d  mist.

“ It ’s S h orty ,”  M oses said, h is k een  eyes 
recogn iz in g  the m an from  his general ou t
line. “ T h ere  w as fo u r  o f  them  ou t there, 
F id d le foo t H ayes, L u ck y , I th ink, m aybe, 
C harlie . S h orty . . . .”

M oses ’ v o ice  lifted  in a shout and the 
S pade rider, w h o  w as b earin g  n orth w ard , 
headed his ran gy  paint their w ay. “ A ll 
h e ll’s bu sted  loose ,”  he shouted . “ A b o u t 
ten o f ’em  ju m p ed  us just b e fo re  light and 
scattered  S pade co w s  all ov er  the basin. 
A in ’t n ob od y  hurt bad, bu t F id d le fo o t ’s 
got a leg  that’s do in g  som e leaking. L u ck y  
took  ou t after them , to cu t their sign and 
find ou t w h ere  th ey ’re headed. C harlie ’s 
taking care o f F id d le foo t.”
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B o J o  cu t off the stream  o f w ords. “ C at

tle  gon e, o r  ju st s ca tte re d ?”
“ D o n ’t righ tly  k n o w ,”  S h orty  w as ro ll

ing a cigarette , his fingers shaking. T he 
Spade riders w ere  ab le  m en, com peten t 
at their trade, but they w ere  not gu n 
m en . “ C ou ld  be  both , B oJo . T h e y  m ight 
have had their eyes on  som e feed ers  and 
veals and cut them  out. It w as still dark

and this grou n d  fo g  just started to  lift. 
M igh ty  m u rk y  shooting  ou t th ere .”

“ S h orty ,”  B o J o  again in terrupted , “ you  
got a rifle in y o u r  sadd le  boot. G iv e  it to 
m e. M oses, ride a long w h ile  S h orty  goes 
b ack  to help  C harlie. W e ’ll ch eck  up  on 
L u ck y  and the m issing s tock .”

S h o rty ’s rou n d  fa ce  w as m ou rn fu l as he 
handed  ov er  j i i s  W in ch ester. It w as e v i
dent that he, too , w an ted  a ch ance  to  burn  
som e p ow d er w ith  som ething  in his sights.

F rom  b e y o n d  the bed  grou n d  cam e the 
frustrated  b a w l o f  a fe w  cow s  w h o  had lost 
strayed  o r  stolen  ca lves. M oses and B oJ o  
passed them , their heads dow n  in restless 
c lu m ps o f  ten, fifteen o r  tw enty . A s  they 
rod e  b y , an o ld  m ossy  horn  sn orted  and 
took  a d ig  w ith  his head at B o J o ’s leg. 
B o J o  respon ded  b y  b ootin g  him  on the end 
o f  his nose. T h e m ossy  horn  gazed at them  
from  redden ed  eyes  but b a ck ed  aw ay.

T he grou n d  fog  was gon e n ow  and the 
d ew -la d en  grass spark led  u n der the sun
light. H ere  and there, b ey on d  the b ed - 
dow n , appeared  the signs o f  m ov in g  cattle: 
h o o f m arks, occasion a lly  thrust deep  into 
the loam , and cattle  droppings. T hen , m ore  
freq u en tly  as th e  riders d rop p ed  back  to 
drag, the m ark  o f  a steel-sh od  hoof.

M oses, his o ld  eyes  ev e r  search ing , re 
m arked , “ S h o rty ’s right, th ere ’s abou t 
ten  o f  them . H a v en ’t seen a sign that cou ld  
b e  L u ck y .”

“ R id e  u p ,”  B o o  said, h old in g  S h o rty ’s 
W in ch ester across the saddle. “ T h ey  ca n ’t 
m ove  fast, not if  th ey ’re  d riv in g  beef. W e 
can catch  th em .”

T h ey  rod e  at a can ter across the flat and 
alm ost to the gen tle  slope that m ark ed  the 
approach  to the v a lley  o f  the S -In -A -B o x . 
H ere  the cattle and horse sign b u n ch ed  
and the h oofprin ts  becam e h opelessly  in
term ixed . “ T h e y ’re  m ov in g  on in ,”  M oses 
L u ck  ju dged . “ E ither to  o r  b eyon d  the 
S -In -A -B o x .”

“ W atch  y o u r  flank ,”  B o J o  w arn ed . “ In 
this cut, th ree m en cou ld  d rive  a thousand 
cattle. T he rest o f  them  m ay be  fan n ed  out 
in an am bu sh .”  H e n oticed  that M oses 
pu lled  h is ow n  saddle gun from  its b oo t 
and  lev ered  a shell in to the breech .

T h e  cut g rew  n arrow er, n ow  scarce ly  
w id er  than the m ain  street o f  Basin, and 
the advantages o f  S m a lley ’s spread cou ld  
b e  seen. A  fen ce , o r  a r ider, on e  at the 
north  and on e at the south, cou ld  h o ld  cat
tle fo re v e r  in this can yon . A n d , inside, 
B o J o  k n ew , the b o x  in the h ills w idened  
into a flat land  o f lush grass. I f  a m an had 
w ater . . . B ut S im  had been  dependen t 
upon  a p a rt-yea r  seep  that fed  from  the 
A rrow h ea d s. L ate su m m er w ou ld  find his 
cattle  spread  strung out a1! a long the basin .
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w ork in g  stead ily  on fo r  S u gar C reek .

r’ W A S  at that instant that th e  cu t 
erupted  into a fiery  hell abou t them . 
F irst a r id er cam e p recip itou s ly  a rou nd  

the ben d , slid in g  h is h orse in to an abrupt 
stop. It w as L u ck y  and, ev en  as h e  fired  
h is s ixgu n  into the air to w arn  them , the 
am bush  closed  its paw s. T h ere  w ere  m en  
screen ed  in the bru sh  at b o th  rim s o f the 
cut, m eth od ica lly  pu m pin g  shells into 
rifles, criss -crossin g  the defile  w ith  a cu t
ting fire.

A s  B o J o  flipped  u p  h is W in ch ester and 
began  to  an sw er the ch allenge, L u ck y  
slu m ped  in his saddle and B o  J o  saw  that 
h is shirt w as stu ck  sod d en ly  to his back . 
H e topp led  from  the saddle, h is h orse  ru n 
n ing a fe w  steps b e fo re  it, too , cru m p led  
u n der the d ea d ly  fire.

“ W e  ca n ’t h elp  h im ,”  M oses shouted. 
“ L e t ’s get ou t o f  h ere .”  T h e y  sw u n g  about, 
still answ ering  the fire from  the v a lley  
rim , until rifle  p ins fe ll u p on  em p ty  ch am 
bers. A s  they  boo ted  W in ch esters and re 
sorted  to  hand guns, the crossfire  in
creased  and B o J o  saw  that th ey  w ere  
b ox ed . D u rin g  the excitem en t a cou p le  o f  
m en  from  the ridges had w o rk e d  dow n  
in to  the can yon  and w ere  se cu re ly  en 
tren ch ed  beh in d  b ou lders. T o  ride  ba ck  
to  the basin  o f  the S u gar w ou ld  be  to  r ide  
in to  poin tb lank  lead.

B o J o  stood  in the stirrups, his som b rero  
sw u n g  abou t h is neck , his lon g  b lack  hair 
flow in g  in the w ind  o f  his passage. “ T his 
w a y ,”  h e  shouted . “ O n to  the S -In -A - 
B o x .”

S u rprised  b y  the su dden  m ove, the 
am bushers h eld  their fire fo r  a p reciou s 
instant and  that m om ent spelled  the d if
fe ren ce  betw een  the su ccess and fa ilu re  
o f  B o J o ’s plan.

T h ey  b ro k e  free  and in to  the open  va l
ley , leav ing  the riflem en  beh in d . T h e  am 
bushers had d ism oun ted  and had left their 
horses w ell b ack  ou t o f  danger. T h e ir  fo re 
thought n ow  w ork ed  to their ow n  disad
vantage. In  the p reciou s  m om ents it took  
them  to  ru n  to  horses and m ount, B oJ o  
and M oses w ere  lost in the secon d  grow th  
that rim m ed the sm all va lley . T h ey
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w o rk e d  n orth w ard , a fter  a h a lf-h ou r,
stopped  to  breath e  their m ounts.

“ W e  got b y  the lion  bu t w e ’re in his 
d en ,”  M oses L u ck  said. “ T w o  m en  can 
w atch  that cu t fo re v e r  and k eep  us bottled  
u p .”

B o J o  sh ook  his head, m opp in g  his fa ce  
w ith a shirt s leeve. “ N ot n ecessarily . 
T h e re ’s an oth er w ay  out, to  the north . A n d  
a m an on  fo o t  can scale this s lope  either 
east o r  west. B ut I d o n ’t want out, not 
right n o w .”

“ Y o u  m ay be  cra zy ,”  M oses retorted, 
“ bu t I ’m  not. I got no m ore  business in 
h ere  than a on e -legged  grassh opper in  a 
ch ick en  yard . I aim  to  go, getting the 
ch a n ce .”

“ W hat abou t the S pade ca tt le ? ”  B o J o  
asked. “ T h e y ’re  u p  h ere  som ew h ere . I 
w ant to see w h o ’s beh ind  this. I f  w e wait, 
soon er or  later w e ’ll see som eon e. That 
m an can tip  us o ff as to  w h o ’s m asterm ind
ing the w h ole  th ing against Spade. This 
ties in  w ith  S im ’s be in g  k illed , B u ck e y e ’s 
getting h im self shot. N o w  L u ck y . . .

“ Y e a h ,”  M oses rep lied  sob erly . “ N ow  
L u ck y . O k ay , B oJ o , I ’m  w ith  you . W e ’ll 
stay and try  to  figure ou t the w h y s and 
w h erefores. B u t if w e  w in d  up  shot, d on ’t 
te ll m e I d id n ’t w arn  y o u .”

“ I f  w e  get sh ot,”  B o J o  rem in ded  him , 
“ y o u  w o n ’t be  ab le  to  tell m e y o u  w arn ed

C H A P T E R  V

The Missing Link

B O JO  S P A D E  lay  on  his b ack  in the 
sunlight and dozed . M oses L u ck , 

restless, m ov ed  a lon g  the lip  o f  the slope 
and w atch ed  the S -In -A -B o x  ranchhouse. 
M en  m ov ed  u n der the trees d ow n  there, 
perhaps eight o r  ten  o f them . O f the S pade 
cattle  there had been  n o  sign. B ut, B o J o  
reasoned , that m eant noth ing, fo r , if his 
h un ch  w as correct, the cattle  had  been  
ch ou sed  o ff the S pade b ed -d ow n  m ere ly  
to create  a d iversion  S om ep lace  along
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the line, B o J o  had tou ch ed  the fresh  trail 
o f  the m an w h o  had p lanned  all this. A nd , 
fo r  that reason , B o  J o  S pade had to b e  o c 
cu p ied  w ith  o th er affairs. R em em berin g  
w hat B ig  John  had told  him , B o  J o  was 
prepared  to d iscard  som e o f his p rev iou s 
thinking and v iew  the k illin g  o f  S im  S m al
ley  in a n ew  light.

S m alley  had been  slain w ith  the d o o r 
jam b pistol. T he N orth  and C ou ch  had b e 
lon ged  to B ig  Joh n  Spade. E rgo, B ig  John  
had set and baited  the trap, even  goin g  so 
far as to  w rite  the n ote  that had carried  
S im  to his death. B ut suppose som eon e 
had m anaged  to steal the odd  pistol, w h ich  
m ight not be too  hard to do. S om eon e  else 
cou ld  have set the trap fo r  S m alley . B ut 
w h o  cou ld  have signed B ig  J o h n ’s nam e 
to that n ote?

W ithou t k n ow in g  the con ten ts o f  the 
note, o f  cou rse , B o J o  had n o  w ay o f k n o w 
in g  just w hat in du cem en t B ig  Joh n  had 
o ffered  S im  to p rom pt the S -In -A -B o x  
o w n er to see him . B u t som e such  in d u ce 
m ent m ust have b een  o ffered . S im  had 
com e, in g ood  faith, to  his ow n  tim berline 
cam p.

B o o  sat up abru ptly , his m ind racing. 
T h ere , ju st fo r  an instant, his con jectu res  
had presented  another possib ility . B ut 
there w as the m issing single lin k ; find 
that and the entire pu zzle  w ou ld  fa ll into 
o rd erly  focus.

“ M oses,”  B o J o  ca lled  qu ietly  and the old  
S pade rider left his lo o k o u t point.

“ T h e y ’re lea v in g ,”  he said, jaw s w ork in g  
on  his ch ew . “ B y  tw os and threes, th ey ’re 
rid ing dow n  canyon . M eans on ly  one 
thing, B oJo . T h e y ’re go in g  to  let the Spade 
cow s w an der back  h om e.”

B o J o  stood  up, stretched . “ R ecogn ize  
any o f th e m ?”  he asked.

M oses shook  his grizzled  head. “ N ary  a 
one. T h e y ’re  n ew  hands. N on e o f the S -In - 
A -B o x  regu lars is dow n  th ere .”

“ T h en ,”  B oJ o  m used, “ if I ’m  right, 
th ey ’ll head into Basin, a fe w  at a tim e, 
T h ere ’s som ething b u ild in g  in Basin and 
w e ought to be  th ere .”

“ A in ’t n oth in ’ m uch  to k eep  us a w a y ,”  
M oses m uttered. “ T h ere  goes the last o f 
’em . W e can go  dow n , take a look  around

the S -In -A -B o x , by  that tim e all o f  ’em  
w ill be ou t o f  the v a lle y .”

B o J o  w as a lready  w a lk in g  sw iftly  to 
w ard  the spot w h ere  they had  tied  their 
horses. A stride , he gu ided  the bay  dow n  
the slope, cu tting  back  u p va lley  tow ard  
the kn oll w h ere  the ranch  h ouse stood. 
W arily , guns in hand, M oses and B oJ o  
rod e  u p  u n der a spread ing  co tto n w o o d  and 
re in ed  in, ey es  search in g  the th ickets 
a rou nd  the log  stru ctu re. H ere , as at the 
tim berlin e  cabin , S im  had b u ilt fo r  utility  
on ly  and the u nglazed  w in dow s gaped  lik e  
the eyes  o f  a skull.

In the sum ac, a cr ick et ch irru ped .
B o J o  sw un g a lon g  leg  from  the stirrup , 

slipped  to  the g rou n d , leav in g  his geld ing  
grou n d -tied . M oses fo llo w e d  c lose  to  B o - 
J o ’s heels, W in ch ester fresh ly  load ed  and 
at the ready . B o J o  stepped  in to the open  
h ou se  d oor , stood , a llow in g  his eyes to ad
ju st th em selves to the gloom . In the cen 
ter o f  the room  w as a row e l-sca rred  oaken  
table and fo u r  ca n e-b ottom ed  chairs. A n  
old  h igh boy  stood  at on e  w all, the d oor  
gaping d ru n k en ly . Inside hun g a m oth- 
eaten  bearsk in  vest. T h ere  w ere  tw o other 
room s, on e  a b ed room  Sim  S m alley  had 
used w h en  a live, the o th er the kitchen .

B o J o  stepped  inside, his n ose savorin g  
the o d o r  o f  a recen t m eal. T h ere  w ere  
som e co ld  b iscu its still in a pan in the 
oven  o f  the sp ra dd le-legged  range and 
B o J o  and M oses m u n ch ed  on  them , chas
ing them  w ith  a d rin k  o f w ater from  the 
rusty bu ck et.

EY E S  m ov in g  id ly  abou t the room , B o 
J o  n oted  on e  spot in the corn er  w h ere  

the dirt o f the floor had been  recen tly  
d isturbed . T h ere  w as a slight m ou n d , and 
the earth  w as a d ifferen t co lo r , as if m oist. 
S om eth in g  had been  recen tly  du g  up, or 
bu ried , at that spot. T h ere  w as a ben t and 
rusty  sh ovel b y  the range and B o J o  used 
that to scoop  aw ay the loose  dirt.

M oses w atch ed  h im  in terested ly , his 
jaw s w ork in g  rh yth m ica lly  upon  the last 
o f  the biscuits. “ W hat d ’you  ex p ect to  
fin d ?”  he queried .

“ I d o n ’t k n o w .”  B o J o  straightened! and 
rested. “ W h a tever it is, it’s b ou n d  to  help.



I  c o u ld n ’t d ig  up  an yth in g  that w ou ld  
m ake this m ess any m u d d ier .”  H e con 
tinued  to  lig  and w ork ed  until the tip  o f 
h js sh ovet stru ck  som eth ing  hard. U sing 
his fingera, he du g  b e lo w  and arou nd  the 
ob ject , brin g in g  it in to the light. It w as 
o d d ly  shaped, and w rap p ed  in  o iled  silk. 
A  fo ld  o f  the silk  fe ll aw ay  and the b lu ed  
barre l o f  a p istol g leam ed du lly .

“ I ’ll be d u rn ed ,”  M oses m uttered  
thoughtfu lly .

“ It ’s a N a vy  C olt,”  B o J o  said. “ D o n ’t 
y o u  see, M o se s? ”

“ N ot r ig h tly .”
“ N ev er  m in d ,”  B o J o  w as im patiently  

spading earth  b a ck  in to the h ole , patting 
it dow n  w ith  b o o te d  feet. “ L e t ’s get ou t o f 
h ere, M oses, w e ’v e  got urgent business in 
to w n .”

W ith  a last lo o k  around, B o J o  left, his 
lon g  legs m ov in g  h im  sw iftly . A strid e  his 
geld ing , he w as d ow n  v a lley  in a g rou n d 
eating lope. M oses, cu rsin g  arou nd  his 
ch ew , k ick ed  his p on y  in to  life  and fo l
low ed .

T h ey  stopped  at the S pade to  change 
horses and it w as n ea rly  dark  w h en  B o J o  
and M oses reach ed  the ou ter  edge o f 
Basin. L am plight fan n ed  across the sid e 
w alks and the tink le  o f  a p iano cam e from  
the saloon . “ G o  to  D o c  W a rfo rd ’s,”  B o J o  
d irected , “ and ch eck  up  on  B u ck ey e . If 
h e ’s ab le  to  talk, m a y b e  w e  can  get to  the 
bottom  o f all th is.”

“ W h ere  y o u  g o in g ? ”  M oses w an ted  to  
k n ow  as th ey  grou n d -h itch ed  their horses 
in the alley.

“T o  the ja il to  talk to  D ad. T hen , m ay
be, B o  J o ’s eyes had a qu eer  g leam  in 
them , “ m aybe I ’ll h ave a talk w ith  H alsey. 
I f  B u ck e y e ’s all right, m eet m e at the ja il 
in ten  m inutes. N o ,”  he paused, th inking 
a m om ent, “ m eet m e across the street from  
the jail. I ’ll be  in the m ou th  o f the a lley .”

HE L E F T  M oses standing th ere in the 
darkness and w alk ed  tow ard  the fan 

o f light that m arked  the corn er  o f  the 
saloon . A cro ss  the street, near the lia r ’s 
ben ch  in fron t o f  the gen era l store, a sm all 
k n ot o f  m en  stood, ta lking low -v o ice d . 
A lth ou gh  the darkness h i !  their faces,
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B o J o  gave them  a w id e  berth  in the sus
p icion  that th ey  m ight b e  the sam e m en 
w h o had am bushed  the S pade riders at 
the m ou th  o f the S -In -A -B o x  canyon .

N o on e look ed  his w a y  as he qu artered  
across the street and m ade his w ay  tow ard  
the side o f  the jail, bu t th ere w as the 
om inou s ru m b le  o f  a m an ’s v o ice  raised in 
argum ent. B o J o  k ept his back  to  the grou p  
and slow ed  his w alk. N o n eed  to  rou se  
their su sp icions b y  haste.

B ig  John  S pade was standing at the cell 
w in dow , look in g  ov e r  the qu iet tow n  and, 
w h ile  his fa ce  w as in sh adow , th ere w as 
som ething  abou t his m anner that told 
B o J o  his father w as w orried .

“ T h ere ’s som eth ing  brew in g , B o J o ,”  he 
said, pu llin g  at his s ilvery  m ustache. “ I 
been  w atch in g  h ere  since just b e fo re  
dark  and at least ten strange riders have 
com e  into Basin. D am n it! G ot m e coop ed  
up  h ere lik e  a steer at the b lock , can ’t get 
ou t and d o  anyth ing fo r  m y se lf.”

“ M oses is w ith  B u ck e y e ,”  B o J o  said, his 
eyes still upstreet at the k n ot o f  m en 
gathered  there, w atch in g  their sh adow y 
form s m ill restlessly  in the darkness. 
“ M aybe  B u ck e y e  can talk b y  now . D ad, all 
the o ld  S -In -A -B o x  hands are gone. S om e 
strange riders ju m p ed  the S pade bed - 
d ow n  early  this m orn in g  and cu t ou t a 
b u n ch  o f  feeders. M oses and I tra iled  them  
to  the can yon . T h ey  had set an am bush  in 
the n eck  and got L u c k y .”

“ D e a d ? ”
“ Y eah . T h ey  cu t him  o ff his h orse  and 

the h orse  from  u n der him  at the sam e 
tim e.”

“ T h e stink in ’ sons . . .”
B o J o  w en t on , determ in ed  to reach  a 

m ore  fa vora b le  part o f  h is story . “ W e 
w atched  the S -In -A -B o x  from  the rim ; 
they all pu lled  ou t and left the Spade 
co w s  to w an der b ack  h om e.”

B o J o  cou ld  see his fa th er ’s eyes  glint 
in the dim  light. “ W h y , B o J o ? ”

“ T o  co v e r  up  som ething  else. D ad. T o 
d raw  the S pade riders aw ay fo r  the day, 
at least m e and M oses. Y o u  see ,”  B oJ o  
sw u n g  about, look ed  again at the grow in g  
knot o f  m en, “ e ither B u ck e y e  fou n d  
som ething back  in the A rrow h ea d s that
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som eon e w ants aw fu l bad, or  som eon e is 
a fter the Spade. It cou ld  b e  both . H alsey 
says that S im  S m alley  had a note asking 
him  to  m eet you . That r ig h t? ”

B IG  JO H N  thought back. “ N o, I n ever 
— wait, B oJo . C ou p le  m onths ago, I 

sent F id d le foo t to the S -In -A -B o x  w ith  a 
note to  S im  to  m eet m e at Spade. T hought 
m aybe w e cou ld  patch  up  ou r quarrel. 
N othing n ever cam e o f  it.”

B oJ o  grin n ed  m irth lessly. “ I d on ’t 
th ink it ever  got to Sim . N ot then. L ater, 
just b e fo re  S im  w as k illed , som eon e cou ld  
have ch anged  the b o d y  o f the note, left 
you r  signature u n der it, and in vited  S im  to

B u ck e y e  a in ’t com e  to, yet. W a rford  says 
m a y b e  in the n ext h our, m aybe tom or
row , m avbe never. B u t that ain ’ t the m ain  
th ing.”  H e paused, as if search ing fo r  
w ords. “ B oJ o , w e  got to  get y ou r  daddy  
out o f  h ere, ton ight. T h e re ’s a bu n ch  o f 
hotheads, egged  on b y  the m en w h o w ere 
at the S -In -A -B o x  tf\is afternoon , and 
th e y ’re all o iled  up  to do som e ly n ch in g !”  

B ig  Joh n  sn orted  again, his m ustaches 
qu iverin g  w ith  rage. “ H alsey  . . .”

“ H alsey d on ’ t g iv e  a d a m n !”  M oses 
in terjected . “ Just h im  and his tw o d epu 
ties against tw en ty -th irty  m en ? H e w on ’t 
w orry  too  m u ch  abou t it.”

B o  J o ’s m ind w ork ed  sw iftly . “ A n y o n e

ScupdjhuAk. Sant' SayA.:

A heap of fellers think they’re so important that 
all they got to do is spit twice to stop a drought.

the d oor ja m b  p istol party  at tim berline 
cam p.”

“ M akes sense,”  B ig  Joh n  adm itted. “ B ut 
w h o ?  W h o cou ld  w ant S pade that b a d ?  
O r, fo r  that m atter, the little  b it o f  co lo r  
B u ck ey e  m ight stu m ble ov e r  b a ck  in  the 
hills. S im  S m alley  and I b oth  w ork ed  
those h ills  o v e r  th irty  years ago. T h ere ’s 
noth ing in ’em  but rock  lizards and b ob  
cats.”

“ S u re o f th a t? ”  B o J o  insisted.
“ S ure, I ’m  su re ,”  B ig  Joh n  snorted. 

“ A in ’t a cow m an  in the basin  that a in ’t 
spent m onths on  end in the A rrow h ea d s 
and n one o f ’em  ev er  fou n d  gold  trace. 
It a in ’t go ld , B o J o .”

“ C an ’t b e  but on e thing, D ad. S om eon e 
wants the S pade bad  en ough  to  k ill any
on e that stands in his w ay. C ou ld  be 
H alsey, cou ld  be  B u ck ey e , m aybe som e o f 
the S pade riders. H ell, even  D o c  W a rford .”  

B oJo  w h irled  at the q u ick  shuffle o f 
booted  feet. “ M oses! I to ld  you  . . .”

“ I k n ow  w hat you  told  me, B o J o .”  M oses 
L u ck  spat in the darkness. “ But, listen.

see y o u  com e  d ow n  h ere , M o se s? ”
“ D o n ’t reck o n .”
“ G et back  in  the a lley  and b rin g  th e

horses. C ross the street up  aw ays and 
com e d ow n  beh in d  the ja il.”

B ut M oses w as gon e, his feet silent in  
the th ick  dust o f  the street. F rom  the 
liar ’s ben ch , the m u rm u r o f  v o ices  g rew  
lou d er  and som eon e shouted.

B o J o  then u n derstood  the strategy be
h ind  the d a y ’s activities. T he raid against 
the Spade had been  a tok en  raid, design ed  
to  d raw  o ff Spade p ow er, h old  it in the 
S -In -A -B o x  valley  until m ob  sentim ent 
had b een  th orou gh ly  aroused  in Basin. 
T here  w ere  a ch osen  few , a n ucleu s o f  
v io len ce  that had been  earm arked  to  
spearhead the attack. A ll a lyn ch  party  
n eeded  was ten  m en, and tw en ty  m ore  
w ou ld  fo llo w  and h elp  in the excitem en t 
and mass hatreds o f  the m om ent. W ho
ever  had en gin eered  the affair, h ow ever, 
had m issed on on e count. A ssum ing that 
B oJ o  and M oses and the ba lan ce o f  the 
Spade riders w ou ld  spend the night ro u n d 



ing up  the dispersed  h erd  had been  a 
m istake.

“ S im  S m alley ,”  B ig  Joh n  said s low ly , “ is 
som ew hat nearer a saint n ow  than he ever 
w as alive. T hat m ob  has him  b u ilt up  into 
the greatest m an that ev er  liv e d .”

“ W e ’ll get y o u  out o f  h ere .”
“ B o J o ,”  B ig  John  grip p ed  the bars o f 

the w in d ow  and b rou gh t his fa ce  close, 
“ d o n ’ t try  to  b u ck  H alsey. R em em b er 
them  guns o f  his and the w ay  he uses 
them . A n y w a y , b reak  m e ou t o f  h ere and 
y o u ’re  on  the w ron g  side o f  the law , 
B oJ o , ’cause H alsey  is the la w .”

“ A n d  the law  w ill let a m an get 
ly n ch e d ?”  B o J o  said fierce ly . H e w as h o ld 
in g  his C o lt in  on e hand, ch eck in g  the 
loads. S h ou ld  they  su cceed  in releasing 
B ig  Joh n , Spade w ou ld  b e  on  the dodge. 
W hat o f  it?  T h ere  w ere  a thousand p laces 
in the A rrow h ea d s  w h ere  a dozen  m en 
cou ld  hide forev er . H idden  va lleys w h ere  
the w ater ran c lea r  and co ld  from  u n d er
grou n d  springs, w h ere  rabbit, partridge 
and sq u irre l had not learn ed  to  b e  afraid 
o f  m an.

Y et, from  the w ron g  side o f  the law , 
cou ld  Spade ever  fight b a ck ?

76 EXCITING

C H A P T E R  V I

Jail Break

LIS T E N IN G  fo r  the tou ch  o f a h orse ’s 
h o o f against g rou n d , the sign that 

M oses L u ck  had retu rn ed , B o J o  fou n d  
h im self again th ink ing in a circle . I f  on ly  
B u ck e y e  w ou ld  com e ou t o f  it. T he old 
p rospector had som ething to  tell them ; his 
fe w  in coh eren t w ord s  had been  p ro o f o f 
that. S om eth in g  abou t a gun. W hat gu n? 
T he N orth  and C ou ch  p isto l?  T he N avy 
C olt that n ow  rested in B o J o ’s sadd lebag? 
O r was there still another gun that figured 
in this w eird  p u zzle?

“ B oJo , b ack  h e re !”  M oses L u ck  peered  
arou nd  the corn er  o f  the ja il, his eyes g o 
ing in stin ctively  tow ard  the knot o f  m en 
upstreet T h e y ’re getti-ig ugly , B oJo.

D ru n k  ugly . W o n ’t be  lon g .”
“ S ee  H a lse y ?”
“ H im .”  M oses ’ ton e  w as d epreca tory . 

“ H e w o n ’t sh ow  up  till it ’s all o v e r .”
B o J o  slipped  aw ay  from  the ce ll w in 

dow , fingers tearing  at the tie o f  h is rope. 
“ M oses, you  get ou t o f  here. G et b a ck  to 
Spade on  on e  o f  W a r fo rd ’s horses. W e ’ll 
need  y o u  later and no one m ust rem em ber 
seein g  you  in Basin tonight. I ’ll handle 
this en d .”

“ H o w ?  L ook , m an— ”
“ G et aw ay from  h e re !”  B o J o  heard 

M oses ’ d isgusted  grunt and k n ew  that 
the old  segu n do had cou nted  heav ily  
upon  b ein g  in  the fracas.

“ D ad! H e re !”  B o J o  tossed the co iled  end 
o f  his rop e  tow a rd  the barred  w in dow . 
“ W e ’ll on ly  take ou t a cou p le , ju st en ough  
so y o u  can squ eeze  through . W h en  I yank  
the bars, get th rou gh  and drop . T he horse 
w ill be  u n der the w in d o w .”

T h ere  w as no sound from  B ig  John. 
H is th ick  fingers, fingers that had  tied  the 
p igg ing  strings on  m any a yearlin g , caught 
and k n otted  the stou t lariat arou nd  the 
bottom  o f  h is cell bars. B o J o  to o k  a dally  
a rou nd  his h orn  and k n eed  the b ig  bay  
in to a w alk . F eelin g  the tightening  rope, 
the w ell-tra in ed  horse put h is sh ou ld er to 
the task and heaved . T aut rop e  sang in 
the qu iet, there w as a slight grating  as 
bars sh ifted  in con crete .

B o J o  b a ck ed  his geld ing. It w ou ld  take 
a qu ick , hard pull, a n oisy  pull. S h ou ld  the 
first pass faiT to  take ou t the bars, all o f  
this end  o f  B asin  w ou ld  be  alerted. W ell, 
no help  fo r  that.

“ G et rea d y ,”  h e  said so ftly , n ot turn ing 
his head, and d ro v e  his spurs into the 
b a y ’s flanks.

T he rop e  w h ipped  and there w as a 
crash ing sou n d  as if the w h o le  side o f  the 
ja il had been  ripped  from  the foundation . 
A t  the sam e instant a w arn ing  gun was 
fired from  upstreet, B o J o  heard the slap 
o f  lea ther and k n ew  that B ig  Joh n  was 
upsaddle. W ith  a w h oop . B ig  Joh n  reach ed  
his side and took  the proffered  P ea ce 
m aker B o J o  held  out fo r  him.

“ R ide, S p a d e !”
It w as B ig  Joh n 's  battle  cry . T h ere  was
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an an gry  shout from  the m o b  in  fro n t o f  
the dark ened  gen eral store  as B ig  J o h n ’s 
leath ery  lungs split the night.

“Ride, Spade!"
H ooves  th u ndered , punctuatin g  the rat

tle o f  short guns as B ig  Joh n  and B o J o  
sp lit the dust o f  the m ain  street, d riv in g  
south  d irect ly  th rou gh  the ru nn ing  m ob. 
T h en , for  fu riou s seconds, all san ity  was 
lost in the red  haze o f  the fight.

A  hand cau ght B o J o ’s leg  and he cu t 
d ow n w a rd  w ith the b arre l o f  his s ixgun , 
fe lt the steel cru n ch  into b on e. T h e  hand 
re laxed  and the h o ld  w as gone. A  shot
gun  th u ndered  from  the w alk  and the 
ch arge passed across B o J o ’s chest, a few  
o f  the shot creasin g  the skin . H e w as un
aw are o f the sting. F lipp in g  his C o lt in to 
action , h e  saw  the shotgun  p itch  in to  the 
street, fo llo w e d  b y  the stu m blin g  figure o f  
a man.

A n oth er  gun  open ed  up, this on e  q u a r
tering  from  the corn er  o f  the saloon , and 
B o  J o  k n ew  that desp ite  ord ers M oses 
L u ck  w as b u y in g  a hand in the gam e. H e 
was con sciou s  o f  a w arm  regard  fo r  the 
oldster, cou p led  w ith  his anger. T h ere  w as 
no use in  all o f  S pade b ein g  in volved . 
Y et, on  secon d  thought, w ere  th ey  all not 
in vo lved  in the b eg in n in g? F o r  the p ictu re  
began  to  take pattern  n ow  and B oJ o , lo o k 
ing b a ck  dow n  the dim  trail o f  the years, 
cou ld  see the start. T hen , later, plans had 
b een  la id  that g rew  and b eca m e m ore  in
v o lv e d  until the m an w h o had first 
p rom pted  the ev il dream  w as dead  o f  his 
ow n  responsib ility .

T h ere  w as n o  w ay  o f p rov in g  it yet, but 
S im  S m alley  was the cau se o f  his ow n  
death.

TH E  D A W N  fou n d  B ig  Joh n  and B o J o  
far from  Spade, deep  in  the fastness 

o f  the A rrow h eads. T h ere  had been  a des
u ltory  pursu it, in the first h a lf-h ou r fo l
low in g  the ja il break , bu t B oJ o  k n ew  that 
n o  seriou s attem pt w ou ld  b e  m ade during 
darkness. H alsey, if H alsey  w ere  indeed  
in terested  in pursu ing the fugitives, w ou ld  
b e  con ten t to  m ake a day  trail o f  it, co ld 
track ing  s low ly , k n ow in g  that th ere was 
n o  p lace b eyon d  the m ountains fo r  his

q u a rry  to go.
“ H old  u p ,”  B ig  Joh n  said. “ E ith er w e ’ll 

have to  light and w a lk  a w h ile  or  th e y ’ll 
h ave to  p ry  m e ou t o f  the sadd le  w ith  a 
elm  p o le .”

B o J o  g rou n d -tied  h is bay and a llow ed  
the anim al to  graze a long a seep  o f  c lear 
w ater. H e spread  his fingers u n d er  his 
head  and w atch ed  the sun light p lay  
th rou gh  the sparse lim bs o f  a n ew  pine. 
A fte r  the first d istu rban ce  o f  th eir arriva l 
had passed, a sq u irre l cam e in q u isitive ly  
a rou nd  the tru n k  o f  a b lack  oak  and B ig  
Joh n  k n ock ed  h im  in the head  w ith  a rock .

“ F o rty  years ago ,”  h e  said, “ ev ery th in g  
w e  ate w e  got this w ay. T h at basin  w h ere  
the S pade is w as so  fu ll o f  bu ffa lo  in the 
fa ll o f  the yea r  that, on e  tim e, w e  bran ded  
fo r  th ree days b e fo re  w e  fou n d  that w e  
h ad n ’t b ran d ed  a single steer. B u t b u ffa lo  
fo r  three generations w o re  the p ip  on  th eir 
flank .”

B o J o  grin n ed  and re laxed . S h ou ld  pu r
su it ensue, the ch atter o f  the cro w s  in  
th e  v a lle y  b eh in d  them  w ou ld  serve  as 
am ple w arning.

S u dd en ly  B oJ o  sat upright. “ D ad, d id  
y o u  ev e r  stop  to  th ink  that S im  S m alley  
m ight b e  a liv e ? ”

“ Y o u  crazy , s o n ? ”  B ig  Joh n  w as coa x in g  
a tiny  fire from  d ry  tw igs and had sp itted  
the sq u irre l on  a g reen  w illow  shoot.

“ W e ’v e  been  too  b u sy  to  see him  bu ried . 
A ll I k n o w  is that W a rford  is su pposed  to  
h ave  seen him . D o c  told  m e abou t the 
b u lle t h oles in his h ead .”

B oJ o  paused, lost in  a n ew  train o f 
thought. B ig  Joh n  said in du lgen tly , 
“ T rou b le  w ith  a co lle g e  edu cation , son , is 
that it puts too  m u ch  sp irit in y o u r  im agi
nation. S m alley  is dead. D o c  w o u ld n ’t lie  
abou t it.”

“ M a y b e ,”  B o J o  rep lied . “ M aybe  not.”  
H e  closed  his eyes and B ig  Joh n  s low ly  
sh ook  h is shaggy  head. B o y  w as you n g , 
yet, fu ll o f  the nonsense o f book s. L et him  
ripen ; let the sun o f the basin d rive  the 
foolish n ess out o f  his head and strength  
into h is m uscles.

B u t B o J o  w as talking, a lm ost to h im 
self: “ S m alley  w as first, D ad. H e hated 
you  and hating, all those years, ate into



him . B ut all th rou gh  that tim e S m alley  
d id n ’t see any w ay  o f getting the best o f 
you . S pade w as too  big, too  strong. A n d  
the m ore  S m alley  hated, the b ig g er  Spade 
grew . U ntil . . .”

H e stopped  talking, ca rry in g  his 
thoughts in his ow n  m ind, w ork in g  his 
w ay through  the tortuou s threads o f  the 
maze.

T hen  a m an nam ed H alsey had  com e 
a long and stepped  in to the m idd le  o f  a 
situation  that m ust have been  m ade to 
ord er  fo r  him . S eein g  his opportu n ity , 
H alsey had w o rk e d  on  S im  S m alley , p lay 
ing on the m an ’s hatred o f  the Spade. 
S om e w ay, som eh ow , D o c  W a rford  had 
been  in fected  w ith  the desire  fo r  pow er, 
too.

T h ere  w as the plan, then. U sing Sim  
S m alley  as a w edge, the p ow er  o f  the 
S pade cou ld  b e  b rok en  b y  the death  o f 
B ig  John. W hat w ou ld  be  m ore  p lausib le 
than B ig  J oh n ’s guilt, sh ou ld  S m alley  be 
rep orted  dead?

L et S m alley  die, then, if on ly  in fancy. 
D ie  w ith his head blasted  to a pu lp  b y  the 
k illin g  th u nder o f  the d oor ja m b  pistol. 
F or, b y  u sing  that odd  w eapon , the crim e 
cou ld  be  laid d irectly  at B ig  J oh n ’s door. 
H is ow n ersh ip  o f the N orth  and C ou ch  
was com m on  k n ow led ge . C hances w ere  
rare that th ere w ou ld  be another such 
gun in the S u gar Basin cou ntry .

B o J o  rolled  over, d igg ing  his e lb ow s 
an grily  into the sod. I f S im  S m alley  w ere  
in on  the schem e, it w ou ld  all b e  sim ple.
It w ou ld  a ccou n t fo r  H alsey ’s h avin g  the 
note signed b y  B ig  John.

B u t it d id n ’ t exp la in  the N avy  C olt 
that had been  so w ell h idden  in the ranch 
house at the S -In -A -B o x . . . .

D isgu sted ly , B o J o  w rin k led  his nose.
It w as lik e  try ing  to  carry  w ater in a ’lass 
rope.

“ S’ g ood ,”  B ig Joh n  said, “ if you  like 
squ irre l.”

“ Y o u  eat it,”  B o J o  said. “ I ’ll m ake ou t.”
“ N ot h u n g ry ? ”
B o J o  grinned , sh elv ing  fo r  the m om ent 

his anxiety.
“ I ate at S pade last n ight,”  he said, 

"be fore  M oser  and I ’ ^me into tow n.
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B esides that, I filled  on e o f  m y  saddlebags 
w ith  b iscu its and b a con .”

» A R N  y o u !”  B ig  Joh n  th rew  a b on e  
in B o J o ’s gen era l d irection . B o J o  

ex p ertly  d od ged  the m issile and w ent to 
forage  in his saddlebags. W h en  he cam e 
back , he w as h o ld in g  a sack in on e hand 
and in the oth er the o ilp a p er-w ra p p ed  
N avy C olt.

B ig  John  look ed  up  in interest. “ W hat 
you  got, B o J o ? ”

“ That .36 C olt. Just w on d erin g  w h y  it 
w as bu ried  in the first p la ce .”  B o J o  paused , 
a specu la tive  look  in his gray  eyes. “ U n 
less it w as to  co v e r  the fact that a sm all
b ore  w as ev er  in this n eck  o f  the w oods. 
E vervon e  arou nd  h ere  uses P eacem ak ers 
and F ron tier  M odels, h eavy  ca libers. N on e 
o f them  w ou ld  be  caught dead  w ith  this 
sea -going  lea d -sq u irter .”

“ L a d y ’s gu n ,”  B ig  Joh n  said d isgusted ly . 
“ H ide  it b e fo re  som eon e sees it and m y 
reputation  is ru in ed .”

B o J o  stood , look in g  dow n  at him . “ F or 
the life  o f  m e ,”  he said be lligeren tly , “ I 
ca n ’t figure. Y o u  got y o u r  n eck  in a n oose 
and e v e ry o n e  in the basin , seem s like, is 
ready  to  help  H alsey  tighten the rope. D o 
you  w o rry  abou t it?  Y o u  set a rou n d  lik e  
a D igger on  a m an u re heap, th row  b on es  
and m ake jok es. D arn  it. B ig  Joh n , you  
got m e w o rr ie d .”

B ig  J oh n ’s hard eyes softened  and a 
m uscle  tw itch ed  at the corn er  o f  h is m outh . 
“ B o J o ,”  he began . “ B o J o .”

“ Y o u ’re  try ing  to ch ew  som e w ords. 
Spit them  ou t.”

“ W ell,”  B ig  John  got to  his feet and 
B o jo  saw  that he w as look in g  b ack  over  
the hills as if, b y  try ing , he cou ld  see 
the vast h old in gs o f  the Spade. “ I learn ed  
a lon g  tim e ago, son, that w o rry  is just 
rust on the sharp edge  o f y o u r  knife. W o r 
ry  less and d o  m ore. F o r  fo rty  years, 
I ’v e  been  b u ild in g  som ething ou t there 
in the basin o f the Sugar. S on , I d on ’t 
righ tly  k n ow  w hat it w as, som e k ind o f  
urge, I guess, that w o u ld n ’t let m e rest 
until I had as m u ch  to  o ffer  you  as I 
cou ld  gath er.”

H e paused, low ered  his head, and there
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w as som ething  in the slum p o f  his sh ou l
ders that rem inded  B o J o  o f a stag that 
h e  had on ce  seen at bay , w eary  from  
the con tin u ed  snapping o f the houn ds at 
his heels.

“ A ll I gathered  a rou n d  m e,’ ’ B ig  John  
said finally, “ w as m ore  to w o rry  about. 
M ore  to  lay  aw ak e at n ight, sch em in g out 
som e w ay  o f gathering still m ore. I w on 
der if, w h en  I g ive  you  Spade, if I ’ll 
rea lly  g ive  you  anything. O r w ill I be  
taking som ething  a w a y ? ”

T h ere  w as n o  answ er, and B o  J o  kn ew  
that B ig  Joh n  e x p ected  none.

B ig  John  rose then and w ent to  his 
horse. “ T im e to  m ov e  on ,”  he said. B o J o  
fo llow ed , h is a lm ost ca re free  m om ent 
gone. M ovin g , ev er  m ov in g , aw ay  from  
on e  k in d  o f  m en  at their heels, tow ard  
m ore  o f  the sam e n ature in the va lleys 
and years ahead. T rue, w ith  p o w e r  cam e 
trou b le  and som etim es the trou b le  w as 
greater than the p ow er.

B ig  Joh n  topped  a rise, p u lled  h is horse  
into a clu m p o f scru b . “ S ign ,”  h e  said, 
poin ting d ow n w ard . A  h orse  had stepped 
into the so ft grou n d  near a seep  and the 
indentation  w as on ly  n ow  filling w ith

water. A fte r  the first qu ick  search  o f 
the h illside, B o J o  w as on  his knees. “ Spade 
h orse ,”  h e  said. “ R ecogn ize  the sh oes.”

B ig  Joh n  grunted . “ S pade h orse d o n ’t 
m ean Spade rider. H alsey is sm art. G o  
s low .”

T h ey  w ork ed  their w ay into the b o t
tom  o f the defile, leading their horses. 
W ith  the presen ce o f  another hum an b e 
ing, the orig inal threat and insecurity  
returned.

T his was what the years cou ld  b e  like, 
B o J o  reflected  grim ly , a lw ays running, 
eyes on  the trail, hand on  gun-butt. H e 
sh ook  his head, d ropp in g  his som b rero  
to  his neck. T his w as the th inking o f  an 
old w om an; S pade w ou ld  win.

C H A P T E R  V II

Unwelcome Meeting

HO L D IN G  his C o lt in his hand, B o J o  
w orm ed  his w a y  th rou gh  the screen 

ing th ick et to  the top  o f the hill. D ow n  
-th e  slope, the ced ar and scru b  oak  lay  
lik e  a carpet u n der the n oon  sun. A  
cro w  w h eeled  from  a lightn in g-b lasted  
h ick ory  and, caw in g  d ism ally , flew  d o w n - 
va lley . A  sum ac shook , q u iv e re d  again, 
and w as still.

B reath in g  deep ly , B o J o  cau ght the scen t 
o f  the m ountain  v io lets  that sou ght the 
shady p laces beneath  his feet. T h e earth  
sm elled  w arm  and rich ; th ere  w as the 
tang o f  p in e and the h ay -lik e  p u n g en cy  o f  
the d ry in g  grass.

A  tw ig  snapped.
Instantly  B o J o  w as alert, sixgu n  co v e r 

ing the th icket b e fo re  h im . A  lon g  m o
m ent spun itself aw ay  and the h illside 
w as q u iet in the sunshine. B o J o  m ov ed  
fo rw a rd  s low ly , con sciou s  o f  the fact that 
B ig  Joh n  w as b eh in d  him , sadd le  gun  
alert as Spade co v e re d  Spade.

It cou ld  have been  fo r  the space o f  a 
heartbeat, it cou ld  h ave  been  an eter
n ity  that B o J o  stood  there, w aitin g  fo r  
death  to com e ou t o f  the clu m p  o f u n d er
brush. F o r  a r id er had crossed  their 
path, and the seep in g  w ater gave e v i
d en ce  that it had been  on ly  m inutes b e 
fore . N ow , a m an and a h orse w e re  
h idden , perhaps b eh in d  the n ext clu m p, 
perhaps m akin g  their w a y  ov e r  the n ext 
hill. A n  in n ocen t rider o r  a m an w ith  
the desire  to k ill deep  w ith in  him .

W h ich ?
B o J o  k n ew  that there w as on ly  on e  

w ay  an answ er cou ld  b e  had; he snapped  
a shot into the th icket and w en t to  his 
knee, C olt again on the ready.

“ H old  y o u r  fire, Spade, I ’m  w earin g  
y o u r  bran d .”  M oses L u ck  p eered  th rou gh  
the parted  bushes, jaw s w ork in g  rh yth m 
ically.

B oJ o  sat d ow n  w eak ly , w aited  fo r  M oses
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to lead  his h orse from  its p lace  o f  co n 
cealm ent. “ Y o u  cou ld  get y o u rse lf sh ot,”  
he said.

“ C h an ce ,”  M oses agreed. “ B u t I w as on 
to y o u  w h en  y o u  cu t m y  sign, on ly  I 
d id n ’t k n ow  w h o  it was. T h ou gh t I ’d 
better sit a spell an ’ w ait. B een  look in g  
for  you  since sunup, lost y o u r  sign tw o - 
three m iles back  and w as circlin g  to  pick 
it up  again .”

“ L et ’s -m o v e  on ,”  B ig  John  spok e up. 
“ W hat you  did  that b u n ch  from  Basin 
can d o  as w e ll.”

“ A g r e e d ,”  M oses rep lied . “ O n ly  I got 
new s. W h en  I le ft D o c ’s last n ight, B u ck 
e y e  was still g o o fy  as a headless ch icken . 
A fter  y o u  and B o J o  m ade a clear get
aw ay, I w ent b ack  to  ch eck  u p .”

H e paused, spat re flective ly  at a rock . 
D o c  heard  the gunfire  and left his h ou se ,”  
M oses w en t on , and fo r  a spell was 
bu sy  patch in g  bu sted  heads. W ell, w hen 
he got back , B u ck e y e  was g o n e !”

. B o J o  asked, “ W alk  aw ay, o r  w as he 
ta k e n ?”

“ D o n ’t k n o w .”  M oses ey ed  the su r
rou nd ing  hills w ith  suspicion . “ O n ly  thing 
is, if  B u ck e y e  k n ew  anyth ing  he w as 
fix in g  to  tell us, h e ’ll h ave  a hell o f  a 
tim e doin g  it n o w !”

FO L L O W IN G  B oJ o ’s reasoning, the 
three o f  them  had d ecid ed  that if 

B u ck ey e  w ere  bein g  held  p rison er a lo g i
cal p lace  w ou ld  be  at S im  S m a lley ’s tim 
berlin e  cam p. T h ere  w as the possib ility , 
too, that B u ck e y e  h ad  com e  to  d u rin g  the 
gu nplay in Basin, and had sim ply  w an 
dered  off in deliriu m  and m ight, even  now , 
b e  back  at W a rfo rd ’s.

T here  was the additional possib ility  
that B u ck e y e ’s leav ing  W a rfo rd ’s, p ro v id 
ing he had not le ft in a m om ent o f u n 
balan ce, w as another p lay  design ed  to 
draw  B ig  John  and B o J o  into a trap.

H alsey was defin itely  in vo lved  in the 
plotting against the Spade, o f  that B oJo  
w as sure. R egard less o f w h o had done 
the original p lanning, H alsey  w as w o rk 
ing along the sam e line, that o f  b rea k 
ing the pow er o f Spade. I f  S im  S m alley  
was dead, as Halse> had cla im ed, then

CO
another m ight be in vo lved . B ut, i f  the 
w h ole  S m alley  affair had been  a sham , 
a trick  o f  the left hand w h ile  the right 
w as bu sy  w ith  som ething  else. . . .

“ T a k e  it easy ,”  M oses said qu ietly . “ W e 
got to  lo o k  this th ing o v e r  good . T here 
m ight be  a dozen  guns co v e r in g  that 
tim berline clearin g .”

“ M akes sen se,”  B ig  Joh n  agreed  and 
B oJ o  fou n d  h im self w on d erin g  anew  at 
the d rive  that kept the o ld  m an going. 
D espite  his years, he was as fresh  in the 
sadd le  as a you ngster. W h ile  B o J o ’s 
sh ou lders and legs w ere  sh riek in g  w ith  
w eariness, B ig  John  appeared to  su ffer 
not at all. It w as then that B o J o  rea l
ized that there w ere  tw o years ou t o f  
his life . T h e tim e he had spent in  the 
east had sapped his ran ge-bred  strength.

H e m oved  s low ly , easing a cram p from  
his legs and w ip in g  his dust-sta ined  face 
u pon  the sleeve o f  h is ch eck ed  shirt. H e 
was a fe w  steps ahead o f B ig  John , M oses 
brin g in g  u p  the rear, and B o J o  dropped  
back.

“ O v er  the n ext rise, to  the le ft.”
T h rou gh  the screen in g  trees th ey  cou ld  

see the ba ld  side o f  the slope that m arked  
tim berline. S om ew h ere  near, perhaps 
w ith in  earshot, w as S im  S m a lley ’s cabin .

B o J o  slipped  o ff-sa d d le  and grou n d - 
h itch ed  his bay , listen ing as B ig  John  
c lu m p ed  to  the earth beh in d  h im . M oses 
L u ck  cam e up, still lead in g  his ow n  sor
rel. “ W e ’ll w alk  from  h ere ,”  B oJ o  said. 
“ S pread  out. If it’s a trap, break  and 
run  fo r  it.”

B ig  Joh n  gru nted  and pu lled  his W in 
ch ester from  its boot. M oses w as cu t
ting a fresh  ch ew  from  his p lug, stuffing 
his ch eek . “ I f ’n it’ s m y  n u m ber that show s 
on the b o o k ,”  he said w ry ly , “ I w ant to 
w alk  up  them  stairs w ith  a fu ll ja w .”  W ith  
a broad  th u m b h e  pu n ch ed  fresh  shells 
into his C olt, spun the gate shut.

F anning out, tw en ty  feet b etw een  each 
o f them , B oJ o , B ig  John  and M oses 
w ork ed  up the rise that separated them  
from  the cabin . B o J o  w en t to  h is b e lly  
just beh in d  the last screen in g  brush  and 
w orm ed  his w ay upw ard . T o  his le ft 
he cou ld  hear B ig  John  grunt as the Spade
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ow n er fo llo w e d  suit. B o  J o  saw  M oses ’ 
w rin k led  fa ce  on ce  as the o ld  m an crossed  
a tiny  clearin g. T hen  he w as gone.

T he spot in w h ich  the cab in  sat was 
qu iet and a y e llow -w in g ed  bu tterfly  
w ork ed  b u sily  a b ove  a flow erin g  bush. 
A  lizard ran from  the k n ee-h igh  b ra m 
b le  and stopped , regard in g  B o  J o  w ith  tar- 
b la ck  eyes. B o  J o  stood  up. A  ro ck  lizard 
w ou ld  not g o  fo r  h ou rs w h ere  a m an 
had w alked .

K N O W IN G  that B ig  Joh n  and M oses 
w ere  co v erin g  h im  w ith  sadd le  guns, 

B o  J o  w alk ed  to  a spot w ith in  fo rty  feet 
o f  the cabin . T h e  d o o r  still hun g d ru n k - 
en ly  ajar, just as it had on  h is last visit 
h ere and the shutter at the w in d ow  w as 
still open.

“ A ll qu iet,”  he said, and M oses and 
B ig  Joh n  w ork ed  their w a y  d ow n  the 
slope b eh in d  him . B o J o  stepped  to  the 
d oor  o f  the cabin  and to o k  a search ing 
glance inside. E veryth in g  w as as b e fore , 
ex cep t that the fresh -scraped  spot on  the 
earthern  floor had dried  to  the sam e co lo r  
as the rest o f  the dirt. B o J o  poin ted  out 
the spot to  M oses, adding: “ M ade m e 
w on der if S im  w as rea lly  dead. C ou ld  
be  that the d irt w as d isturbed  to  con 
ceal the fact that there wasn’t an y  b lood  
there.”

M oses look ed  at h im  b u t said noth ing. 
B ig  John  said d isgusted ly , “ W e ’re n o  n ear
er the an sw er than w e w as ten  m iles ago. 
W h ere  do w e  ride  from  h e r e ? ”

B oJ o  look ed  at h im , then at the slant
ing sun. “ T o  the S pade,”- h e  rep lied , “ w h en  
sundow n cov ers  us. C ou ld  be  som e o f 
the b o y s  h ave heard  som eth ing .”

“ K in da  risky, that,”  w as M oses ’ op in 
ion.

“ B reath in g ’s r isk y ,”  B ig  Joh n  grunted , 
absently fee lin g  jji his sh irt p ock et for  
his pipe, then w atch ing m ou rn fu lly  as B o 
J o  bu ilt a cigarette.

T h ey  rod e  s low ly  dow n  the can yon s 
that led  to the basin o f  S u gar C reek , for  
they  still had tw o h ours to kill b e fo re  sun
dow n . It w as a qu iet trip , fo r  each  o f 
them  w as o ccu p ied  w ith  h is ow n  thoughts. 
B oJ o  fou n d  his m ind again w orry in g

arou nd  the ed g e  o f  th e  p rob lem , qu estion 
ing and answ ering, k n ow in g  that the an
sw ers d id n ’t satisfy  h im . M u ch  o f  the 
pattern  w as plain. It w as n o w  b ecom in g  
clea rer  that, as w ere  m ost v ic iou s  things, 
the attack  on  S pade had sp ru q g  from  a 
re la tive ly  un im portan t beginn ing.

T he first shot fired in S u gar basin  had 
started it. It had been , B o J o  w as be
g inn ing to  realize, the resu lt o f  a p etty  
anger. B ut, on ce  dow n , the sou n d  o f  the 
blast h ad  ech oed  and re -ech oed  until the 
single ex p los ion  had b e co m e  a fusillade.

D u sk  co v e re d  the trio  as th ey  crossed  
the Sugar, h orse  k ick in g  icy  w ater h igh 
in to the air. B o J o ’s geld ing , as th ou gh  
realizin g  the nearness o f  hom e, hastened 
his pace  and B o J o  w as ob lig ed  to  h old  
h im  back . A  h a lf-m ile  from  Spade, th ey  
slipped  from  sadd le  and w a lk ed  on , lead 
in g  th eir m ounts. T h e  sun  w as gon e n ow , 
and n o  m oon  had risen  a lthough  a fa int 
flush a b ov e  the m ountains told  B o J o  that 
th ey  had on ly  abou t an h ou r  o f  com p lete  
darkness left.

A  q u a rter o f  a m ile  from  the ranch  
house, B o J o  loop ed  h is reins abou t the 
h orn  and slapped  his b a y  u p on  the flank. 
T h e  anim al, sm elling  th e  p resen ce  o f  the 
fam iliar corra l, b ro k e  in to a can ter tow a rd  
the dark  h u lk  o f  the b a m .

O M E N T S  later th ey  heard  h im  nos
ing at the corra l gate and B o J o  re 

laxed . “ A ll q u ie t,”  h e  said finally . “If  
a trap had b een  set, I th ink a h orse  can
tering  u p  w ou ld  sprin g  it. W e ’ll w a lk  
in, though. A n y o n e  sh ootin g  w ill aim  
fo r  a m an on  a h orse .”

“ M oses said, “ M a y b e .”
M oses L u ck  w as defin itely  not an o p 

timist.
B o J o  reach ed  the corra l fen ce , listened  

to  the con ten ted  snuffle o f  the horses in
side. T h ere  w as n o  light in any o f  the 
S pade bu ild ings, bu t that m ight b e  eas
ily  exp la ined . A ll o f  the cre w  m ight b e  
ou t at the b e d -d o w n  for , in B ig  J oh n ’s 
absence, the S pade riders w ou ld  fo l lo w  to  
the letter his last orders. O r, m ore  rea
son ab ly , the n ight cre w  w as a lready  ou t 
and the d ay  riders sack ed  in. T h ey  w ere



w ork in g  tw e lv e -h o u r  shifts, and, ran ge- 
h ardened  th ou gh  they  w ere , a day  in the 
saddle cou ld  b e  fatigu in g  exercise .

B o J o  w a lk ed  .ea s ily  tow a rd  the house, 
k eep in g  his knees flexed , his boots  silent 
in the dust. It w as on ly  m om ents until 
m oon light n ow , and the glazed w in d ow s o f 
the ranch h ouse look ed  b ack  at h im  like 
the eyes o f  a dead man.

A n  u nfam iliar o d o r  reach ed  B o J o ’s nos
trils and he paused to  analyze it. T hen , 
shaking his head  at the fa in tly  s icken ing, 
sw eetish  sm ell, he stepped  fo rw a rd  and 
struck  som ething  y ield in g . H is h igh - 
heeled  boot turned , w ren ch in g  his ankle, 
and he w ent to  his knees, fee lin g  w ith 
spread  tense fingers on  the grou n d  b e fo re  
him .

A t that m om ent the m oon  b ro k e  ov e r  
the A rrow h ea d s  and B o J o  k n e w  the rea
son fo r  the tint in the clean  n ight breeze. 
A  dark  p oo l spread on  the hard earth 
b e fore  him , an irregu lar c irc le  from  the 
b od y  o f  the dead  man.

“ It ’s B u ck e y e ,”  B o J o  said qu ietly , “ and 
he w o n ’t tell us anyth ing, ever, it appears 
to m e .”

M oses m u ttered  an ex c ite d  grunt and 
knelt beside B oJo . “ In the b a ck ,”  he said.

“ Y e a h .”  B o J o  rock ed  b ack  on  his heels, 
g iv ing  an experim en ta l pat to the dead  
m an ’s hip pock ets. T h ere  w as som ething  
hard and rou n d  in on e o f them , n ot un
lik e  the b u lges tiny p eb b les  m ight m ake. 
B o J o  probed  w ith his fingers and som e
th ing rolled  into his palm .

“ G o lly !”  M oses said. “ T h ere ’s three 
holes in him , BoJo.' A n d  you  cou ld  co v e r  
all o f  them  w ith  a d o lla r !”

B oJ o  was grinning, bu t the m ask o f  his 
fa ce  resem bled  the grim ace  o f death. His 
ey es  glinted  d u lly  ir  the m oon light. 
“ T h at’s all w e  need  to  k n o w ,”  he said. 
H e w a lk ed  to his h ead -dropped  bay  and 
fe lt in the saddlebag.

“ Y o u  d on ’t m ake m u ch  sense,”  B ig  John  
in terjected .

“ N ot y e t,”  B o J o  said, grim ly . “ B ut w e 
w o n ’t have to  g o  far n ow  to  find the man 
beh in d  all th is.”

“ H a lse y ?”  M oses m uttered.
“ D id  I hear soraeone ca ll m y  n a m e ?”
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H alsey  stood  in the sh ad ow y  en try  to  the 
carriage  shed, the m oon light re flectin g  
from  th e  six -p o in ted  star upon  his shirt. 
W ith ou t b e in g  ab le  to see, B o J o  rea lized  
that the deputies w ere  beh in d  h im , b a ck 
ing his play. A  sixgu n  b a rre l m oved  
out o f  the darkness, w av in g  su ggestive ly .

B o J o  b a ck ed  aw ay, h op in g  that neith er 
B ig  Joh n  o r  M oses w o u ld  start the p lay. 
F o r  u n d er the co v e r  o f  g loom , H alsey  and 
his depu ties cou ld  m ake sh ort w o rk  o f any 
attem pted  gunplay.

1 K I N D A  th ou gh t,”  H alsey  said so ftly , 
“ that y o u ’d b e  b a ck .”

B ig  Joh n  began  a g row l deep  in his 
throat, bu t B o J o  silen ced  him  w ith  a 
shake o f  h is head.

“ P la y  it sm art,”  H alsey advised , m o v 
ing q u ie tly  in to  the open  yard . “ G et y ou r  
horses, all th ree o f  you . After y o u  pile 
y o u r  gu ns.”  H e w aited  patiently  as B oJo , 
M oses and B ig  Joh n  p iled  their C olts in 
the yard.

S ig ,”  H alsey  m otion ed  w ith  his hand, 
“ get the saddle gu ns.”  S ig  H ollister 
s lou ch ed  o v e r  to  the th ree standing horses 
and pu lled  W in ch esters from  scabbards, 
p itch ing  them , b arre l forem ost, o v e r  the 
corra l fence.

“ A ll r igh t,”  H alsey  said. “ G et ab oa rd .”  
S ig  H ollister  ch u ck led , and it w as Ihe 

h o llow  m irth  o f  death. “ A ll th ree o f  them  
goin g  in ? ”  he asked.

“ S tarting  in ,”  H alsey  corrected . “ B ig  
J o h n ’s got a date in tow n. T h e  o th er tw o 
w ill be  k illed  try in g  to h elp  h im  resist 
arrest.”

“ H ow  lon g  d o  y o u  think y o u r  hand w ill 
last, H a lse y ?”  B o J o  sw u n g  into his sad
dle, h op in g  that the sh eriff w ou ld  not 
see the N avy  C olt he had thrust in the 
h ip  p ock et o f  his pants.

“ L on g  e n ou g h ,”  H alsey rep lied  grim ly . 
“ This w asn ’ t m y  idea, to  begin  w ith. B ut 
it look s  g ood  n ow  and I th ink I ’ll p lay 
it out. Sig, go  get the o th er p rison er .”  

B o J o  w aited  in  am azem ent as S ig  led  
a b ou n d  m an from  the depths o f the car
riage shed. D r. P eter  W a rford  w as tightly  
w rapped , from  w aist to  sh ou lders, w ith  a 
rope.

WESTERN
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C H A P T E R  V III

Ride, Spade!

O W  that it m ight be too  late, B o J o  
had the k e y  to  the en tire  pu zzle  se

cu re  in his b ack  pock et. H e cou ld  alm ost 
v isu alize  the orig ina l p lann ing and the 
poin t w h ere  that p lann ing had gone 
w rong. F or  S im  S m alley  had started 
it all m any .years ago w h en  d isappoin t
m ent had first begu n  to  turn to  hatred. 
W hat had en ded  in S u gar B asin , had b e 
gun  in In d ep en d en ce  in the days o f  the 
long  trails and the m ov in g  herds. A  girl 
had fa llen  in lo v e  w ith  a m an and it had 
all b ecom e  as the seed from  a m aple that 
the w in d  carries  to  the w arm  earth.

Sim  S m a lley ’s d isappoin tm ent had 
sn ow ba lled  and n ow  the m an w as dead 
becau se  o f it. F or  B o  J o  had n o  d ou bt 
n ow  that the S -In -A -B o x  o w n e r  had been  
dead  from  the beginn ing . B u t the N orth  
and C ou ch  pistol, the th reaten ing  w eapon  
that had le ft its im prin t o f  fear, w as 
gu iltless. Still, w ith ou t b e in g  fired , it had 
served  its pu rpose  and the resu lt was 
just as dead ly . B o J o  sh ifted  his w eigh t 
and the N a vy  C olt, h idden  in his hip 
p ock et w as a hard  lu m p  against him .

H alsey rod e  ahead, con fid en ce  in the 
sw ay o f his b road  back , S ig and the other 
d epu ty  brin g in g  up  the rear, M oses, B o J o  
and B ig  Joh n  strung out in a line b e 
tw een.

T h ey  recrossed  the S u gar and the h o o f- 
k ick ed  w ater w as s ilver in the m oon light. 
G rave l gritted  as the horses m ade the 
crossing ; a ll w as q u iet again as th ey  
stru ck  the loam  o f the high bank. It 
rem inded  B oJ o  o f a both ersom e point.

“ D a d .”
“ Y e a h ? ”
“ D id  you  rea lly  r ide  south  that m orn 

ing w h en  you  left the S p a d e?  W as B u ck 
eye  telling the tru th  abou t the b ogged  
c o w ? ”

S h eriff H alsey  lau gh ed  grim ly . “ H e 
th ou ght he w as,”  he said. “ I passed him

south  o f  S pade and to ld  h im  to h ightail 
it to B ig  Joh n  and tell him  a p ip -m ark ed  
co w  w as dow n . H e b e liev ed  m e.”

“ W h y, H a ls e y ? ”
“ W o n ’t h urt n on e n ow , I reck on . I had 

an erran d  at the S p a d e .”
B o J o  in ter jected  so ftly , “ T o  p ick  up  

the N orth  and C ou ch  p is to l? ”
H alsey  lau gh ed  and lapsed  in to silence. 

S o, B o jo  re flected , that w as it. B ig  John  
had b een  sent on  a fo o l ’s errand. M ost 
o f  the S pade rid ers  cou ld  be  cou nted  
on  to  h ave  beg u n  their d a y ’s w ork . A  
m an to o k  a slight ch an ce  u n der th ose  co n 
ditions. B o J o  g lan ced  back , cau ght sight 
o f  W a r fo rd ’s b ou n d  form , rid in g  betw een  
H ollister and C lete  R angle , H a lsey ’s oth er 
depu ty . W h ere  d id  D o c  figure in ? W h y 
had H alsey  held  h im  p r ison er?  B ecau se  
o f W a r fo rd ’s attem pt at h elp in g  B u ck e y e ?

A t the th ou ght o f  the old  p rosp ector, 
B o J o  w as again saddened. T h e  k in d ly  m an 
had  seen som ething, o f  that B o J o  was 
sure. H e had seen som eth ing  and had 
b rou gh t aw ay the p ro o f in h is ow n  pock et, 
spare am m un ition  fo r  a .36 ca liber N avy 
C olt.

Instantly, B o J o  ben t ov er , th row in g  his 
arm  across his stom ach. H alsey , look in g  
back , re in ed  in su sp iciously .

“ Just a b e lly a ch e ,v B o J o  said, straight
en ing again.

R e la x in g , H alsey tu rn ed  and con tin u ed  
u ptra il tow ard  Basin, and B o J o , still b en d 
ing o v e r  the sadd le  from  tim e to  tim e, 
k n ew  that the p lay  m ust b e  m ade soon. 
N ot m uch  farther a long the w ay  to  Basin, 
H alsey  w ou ld  stage his ow n  in terpretation  
o f  this en d in g  o f  the dram a.

B o J o  k ept on , a lternately  b en d in g  over, 
as if in the grip  o f pain, then re lax in g , u n 
til the m ovem en t cau sed  n o  suspicion . 
A n y  m om ent now . . .

W O R K IN G  sw iftly , fingers u ncerta in  
in  the darkness, he loaded  the gun. 

T hen , raising his head, he lo o k e d  at H al
se y ’s back  and began  to ch uckle .

T h e sh eriff look ed  arou n d , puzzled , but 
m ade n o  m o v e  to ride  c loser  to  B o  Jo. B ig  
Joh n , just beh in d , lo o k e d  at B o J o  fo r  a 
sign  bu t re ce iv e d  n oth in g  b u t the shake
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o f the head. H e re la x ed  in the saddle, con 
fident that, w h atever the plan beh in d  
B o J o ’s strange beh av ior, he and M oses 
w ou ld  have am ple w arn ing  o f  action.

“Ride, Spade!” T he sh ou t cam e from  the 
rim  o f a low  hill that fo llo w e d  the trail 
and instantly B o J o  k ick ed  his bay  into 
m otion . H e k n ew  that M oses and B ig  
Joh n  w ere  spu rrin g  out o f  the line o f  fire, 
even  as sixgu n s began  to w ink  from  b e 
h ind the screen in g  brush.

F ire  lan ced  the night as H alsey  and 
H ollister, im m ed iate ly  fo llo w e d  b y  R an - 
gle, got their C olts in action , an sw ering  
the fu sillade  from  the trailside. H ot lead 
zipped  b y  B o J o ’s ear, and in  an instant o f 
stress, he alm ost p u lled  trigger on  the 
N avy  C olt.

“Ride, Spade!”
It w as S h o rty ’s h igh -p itch ed  cry  and, 

fo llo w e d  b y  F id d le foo t and the S pade rid 
ers, he cam e ov e r  the b ro w  o f the rise, 
low  in the saddle. F rom  beh in d  him  
cam e the th roaty  b ark  o f a saddle gun  
and B o  Jo  k n ew  that som eon e w as c o v 
ering.

E ven  as he rod e  to  satety and turned  
to  see H alsey ’s m en rid ing  hard  tow ard  
Basin, B o  J o  heard  the hoarse scream  and 
saw  W a rford , still bou n d , ree l from  the 
saddle. k

B o J o  slipped  saddle and w as b eside  Ihe 
old  d octor , h o ld in g  h is head  from  the 
dust.

“ It w as a g ood  idea ,”  W a rford  said, the 
b lood  w elling  in his throat, “ and it w ou ld  
have paid fo r  the years o f  liv in g  in this 
h ole  in the w o r ld .”  H e cou gh ed  and his 
sh irt-fron t w as co v e re d  w ith  crim son. 
“ D am n H alsey ,”  he said, and died .

“ W hat n o w ? ”  B ig  Joh n  w anted  to kn ow .
“ O n into B asin ,”  B o J o  rep lied  grim ly , 

bru sh in g  the trail d irt from  his knees. 
“ T im e to clean  up  the m ess.”

“ W a rford  w as in  it, t o o ? ”  M oses L u ck  
w as again  saw ing aw ay  at his p lug  o f 
tobacco.

B o J o  n odded . “ A fte rw a rd ,”  h e  rep lied . 
“ Y o u  see, th ree m en had the sam e idea 
and it m ight have been  a g o o d  one. B ut 
like the th ieves y o u  read abou t in the 
b ook , th ey  fe ll ou t.”

B ig  Joh n  sh ook  his head. “ O n ly  H alsey 
is le f t ? ”

B o J o  nodded . “ H alsey  and S ig  H ollister 
and R angle . T h e  last tw o w ill qu it w hen  
H alsey does. S h o rty !”

“ Y eah , B o J o ? ”
“ S en d  on e m an b a ck  a fter the bu ggy . 

W e have to get W a rfo rd ’s b o d y  b ack  to 
tow n. T he rest o f  us w ill r id e  a long slow  
until he ca tch es us. W e ’ll hit B asin  to 
geth er.”

“ R ide, S p a d e ? ”  B ig  Joh n  qu eried  so ftly  
and th ere  w as the light o f  p r id e  in his 
eyes.

“ R ide , S p a d e !”  B o J o  rep lied  qu ietly .

T H E  lights o f  B asin  w ere  stru n g ou t b e 
fo re  them  and B oJ o , rid ing  ahead, 

m otion ed  fo r  a halt. B eh in d  him  w ere  
B ig  Joh n , M oses, S h orty , F id d le fo o t and 
tw o m ore  S pade riders. A  sm all g rou p  
to  g o  against the eigh t or  ten that H alsey 
m ight m uster.

“ A n y  p la n ? ”  B ig  J o h n ’s v o ice  w as cas
ual. S ecre tly , he w as p rou d  o f his son  
and o f  the range that had b een  b red  in to 
him . T h e S pade w as p a rt-o f his life , part 
o f  the lives o f  all o f  them , and B ig  John  
w as aw are  that B o J o  had d on e  m u ch  to 
p rev en t the loss o f  the em pire.

N o w  that B o J o  had carried  the battle  
thus far, B ig  Joh n  w as p repared  to  re 
lin qu ish  the reins o f  S pade to  h im  alto
gether. F or  the k n o w le d g e  o f the East, 
p lus the hardness o f  the W est, had m ade 
a m an o f th is .son  o f Spade.

“ D ow n  the m ain street,”  B o J o  said. 
“ I ’ll lead. M oses, y o u  co v e r  m y  back , 
and the rest o f  y o u  ride  flank. H alsey  
w ill b e  at the ja il and, in m y  m ind, w ill 
try  to  ru n  the b lu ff out. B ecau se , as 
far as w e k n ow , v e ry  fe w  peop le  in B asin  
k n ow  the tru th  and he th inks he can  
cou n t on  them  if the p la y  gets h o t.”  B o J o  
shrugged . “ M aybe  he can. T h at’s the 
ch an ce  w e  tak e .”

H e p rod d ed  his tired  b a y  in to  life  and 
rod e  th rou gh  the first fan  o f lam plight 
that bathed  the street. T h e tow n  w as 
silent, as the h igh grass is q u iet ju st b e 
fo re  the first tou ch in g  breath  o f the storm . 
It w as an eerie  h ush  that c o v e re d  the
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du ll footfa lls  o f  the horses like a sm oth 
ering  blanket.

T h e sa loon  w as lighted , b u t on ly  silence 
spread  from  u n der the batw in g  doors. A  
dog  canted into the street and paused, 
ears lifted, then, w ith  a desu ltory  bark , 
vanished into an alley. A lm ost beside 
B oJo , M oses and B ig  Joh n  rode, faces 
grim , hands on sixgu n  butts.

It w as sh ow d ow n  tim e, and w in , lose 
or draw , the S pade w ou ld  g o  d ow n  fight
ing.

C H A P T E R  IX

Showdown

H E R IF F  H A L S E Y  stood  arrogan tly  in 
the fan light from  the open  fron t d oor  

o f  the jail. H is h a w k -lik e  hands w ere  
h ook ed  in his gunbelt. B eh in d  him , in
d olen tly  lean ing against the d oor ja m b , 
was S ig H ollister.

“ H ello , S pade,”  H alsey said qu ietly .
“ This is it, H a lsey ,”  B o  J o  rep lied  ju st 

as ca lm ly , and sat his bay  regard in g  the 
sheriff.

“ Y e s .”  H alsey  look ed  abou t h im  and 
B oJ o  w as aw are that the squ are w as fill
ing w ith  m en and w om en . H alsey said, 
“ T his is the ju d g e  and ju ry , Spade. T h e y ’ll 
d ec id e  w h eth er B ig  John  k illed  S m alley  
or not. A n d  a fter th ey  decid e , th e y ’ll 
hang h im , tonight/ ”

H is v o ice  crack ed  flatly and th ere  w as 
an an sw ering  m u rm u r from  the gathering  
knots o f  m en. A  w om an  w a lk ed  from  a 
house farther d ow n  the b lo ck , look ed  cu ri
ou sly  in their d irection . T h en , h er eyes 
g leam ing w ith  fear, she b ack ed  again 
th rou gh  the d o orw a y , and the y e llo w  light 
that had revea led  h er  w as gone.

B oJ o  stirred  restlessly  in the saddle, 
his m ind racing a lon g  the tw isting trail 
o f  the dece it o f m en lik e  S m alley , W ar- 
fo rd  and H alsey and rea lized  that, even  
n ow , the bu rden  o f p ro o f rested  upon  
Spade.

“ W e ’v e  beaten  y o u  o n ce  ton igh t,”  B o J o

began  even ly . “ W hen  B u ck e y e  w as shot, 
and fo r  n o  reason  becau se  he w as p rob a b ly  
d y in g  an yw ay , the S pade riders at the 
b ed -d ow n  hearcTthe p istol talk. B ut th ey  
rod e  in slow , in tim e to ca tch  y o u r  play 
at the corra l. T hat’s the reason  they  passed 
us on  the B asin  trail and set a trap .”

H alsey laughed . “ A n d  th ey  fired  upon  
an officer o f  the law  w h o  w as execu tin g  
his duty. W hat abou t that, S p a d e ?”

“ I ’ll go b ack  to the beg in n in g ,”  B oJ o  
said, aw are  o f  the en m ity  that rose  like 
a c lou d  from  the listen ing knot o f  tow n s
peop le . It w ou ld  take straight guessing 
and g ood  talking to  sw ay them  from  
their present op in ion . In th eir m inds, B ig  
Joh n  had k illed  S im  S m alley  in  a m o
m ent o f  ov erp ow erin g  irritation. But, 
instead o f  the stand-up  and sh oot-ou t gun 
battle  that they  w ou ld  have pre ferred , 
B ig  Joh n  w as gu ilty , in their m inds, o f 
a m ore  seriou s crim e. H e had set a trap 
fo r  a fe l lo w  m an, a trap against w h ich  
there w as n o  defense.

“ A  g ood  m an y years ago ,”  B o J o  said, 
h is eyes  u pon  the faces a rou nd  him , “ S im  
S m alley  and B ig  Joh n  S pade cam e to  the 
end o f th eir friendsh ip . N o reason , now , 
to te ll w h y ; som e o f  y o u  k n ow , anyw ay. 
B ut it ’s easy  to  hate and S im  S m alley  
w as eager to  hate the m an w h o  had beat 
h im  in a fa ir gam e. . . .”

H e paused, sw a llow ed , rea lizin g  that 
m an y o f  h is w ord s  w ere  fa lling  on  deaf 
ears. H alsey  stood  q u ietly , a m ock in g  
light in his eyes. B eh ind  him , S ig, n ow  
jo in e d  b y  C lete  R angle , w atch ed  w arily .

B o J o  con tin u ed . “ S im  S m alley  first had 
the idea o f rev en g e  and he ta lked  it ov e r  
w ith  another m an w h o  w as dissatisfied 
w ith  the k ind  o f a life  he had. D oc  W ar- 
ford . W a rfo rd  cam e h ere from  the East, 
n ot b ecau se  h e  w an ted  to, bu t becau se  
h e  had to.

“ H e  adm itted  as m u ch , in talking to  m e. 
A t  the tim e, I d id n ’t catch  his d rift but 
n ow  I can see it. H e said, ‘b e fo re  I lost 
m y  m ind and cam e ou t h e re ,’ and w en t 
on  to  tell a yarn  abou t som e m an w h o  had 
k illed  h im self w ith  a d o o r ja m b  pistol. 
O n ly , I ’ll b e t that som eh ow  W a rfo rd  fig 
u red  in  that, too. W e ’ll n ever k n o w .”



“ D oin g  a lot o f  guessing, S pade,”  H al
sey  said m ock in g ly . “ M ak e it good , y o u  11 
on ly  tell it on ce .”

“ Y o u  shou ld  k n ow  it ’^  true, H a lsey ,” 
B oJ o  retorted. “ It was W a rford  w h o got 
in tou ch  w ith you  and w as the reason  
you  cam e out here. B ecau se  he and Sm al
ley  rea lized  that, to break  th e  Spade, 
th ey ’d have to  have help. A n d  y o u  had 
qu ite  a reputation  w ith  y o u r  guns. In fact, 
it ’s been  said that you  can  p la ce  three 
shots so c lose  they  can  be co v e re d  by  a 
s ilver dollar. H ow  m any o f you  have 
heard  th a t?”

A N  A S S E N T IN G  m u rm u r arose from  
the peop le  standing c lose  to  the jail, 

bu t no fu rth er en couragem ent.
B o J o  said, “ B u ck e v e  P op e , and h e ’s 

in a b u ggy  not a h u n dred  feet from  here, 
has th ree bu lle t h oles in his back . S om e
one take a lo o k .”

T h ere  w as an ex c ite d  b u stle  and a m an 
called . “ S ’truth , so  h elp  m e. T h e slugs 
alm ost hit the sam e p lace .”

“ B ut I d id n ’t d o  that,11 H alsey  sh ou ted  
and B o jo  n od ded  h is head. “ N o ,”  he 
agreed. “ W a rford  did. It w as easy  to 
do. B u ck e y e  w as still u n con sciou s and 
all he had  to  d o  w as stand c lose  and take 
his tim e. A n y o n e  can  pu t th ree  shots 
that c lose  togeth er if th ey  aren ’ t ru sh ed .”  

“ W e ’v e  listened  to  his ya rn ,”  H alsey 
said lou d ly . “ D o  w e  have to  hear any 
m o r e ? ”  S ig  H ollister m oved  forw a rd  im 
patiently  and B o J o  saw  that he h e ld  a 
length  o f n ew  rop e  in his hands. B oJ o  
sh ook  his head, g iv ing  sign to  the Spade 
to sit easy in the sadd le  and ride  it out.

“ W a rfo rd  took  B u ck e y e  to S p a d e ,”  he 
continued , “ and shot him . Because he 
wanted, to have you, Halsey, blamed for it. 
B ecause, a fter h e  w as in this th ing so 
deep  he co u ld n ’t b a ck  out, he rea lized  that 
you had k illed  S m alley  and would even
tually kill him!”

“ A n oth er  lie, S p a d e !”  B ut H alsey ’s v o ice  
was grow in g  thin and B o J o  co u ld  see that 
the sheriff w as laborin g  u n der a trem en 
dous strain.

“ N o lie, H alsey. Y o u r  cla im  is that 
S m alley  w as k illed  b y  th ree shots, fired
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at o n ce  from  a N orth  and C ou ch  d o o r 
jam b p isto l?

“ T h a t’s rm ht. A n d  B iq  Joh n  Snade— ” 
“ A  .31 ca liber N orth  and C o u c h ? ” 
H alsey  low ered  his voice. “ S u re , a .31. 

T h e  on e  y o u  gave y o u r  ow n  fa th er !”  
“ T h en ,”  B o J o  said qu ietly , bu t aw are 

that his v o ice  carried  to the ex trem e  edge 
o f the crow d , “ any ob ject ion s  to  som e o f 
these peop le  seeing S m a lley ’s b o d y ?  W e 
can get an oth er d octor , on e w h o  w o n ’t 
lie  for  you , H alsey. L et him  p rob e  for 
the bu llets and ch eck  the ca liber. A re  
y o u  w ill in g ? ”

H alsey  tilted  back  his head and B oJ o  
fou n d  the tim e to  m arvel at the m an ’s 
com p lete  assurance. “ S u r e '”  H alsey  said 
again. “ If any o f them  w ant to .”

“ T h e y ’ll w ant to ,”  B o J o  rep lied  shortly , 
his eyes passing sw iftly  from  B ig  Joh n  to 
M oses and then to the rest o f  the Spade. 
B ig  Joh n  w as poised , M oses w as im per- 
tu rb ed ly  ch ew in g  his cud. T h ey  w ere  
ready.

“ E v e ry o n e  th ou gh t,”  B o J o  spok e so ftly , 
“ that S m alley  w as k illed  w ith  the N orth  
and C o u ch  b ecau se  th e  bu lle t holes w ere  
so  c lose  spaced  and so sm all. B ecau se  no 
on e  arou nd  h ere  k n ow s o f the ex isten ce  
o f  an oth er sm all-ca liber gun. B u t I d o .”

HO L D IN G  ou t h is hand, he crad led  the 
N a v y  C olt, letting the lam plight p lay 

on  its barre l. “ R ecog n ize  this, H a lsey ?  It ’s 
a .36 ca lib er  C olt, the on ly  on e I e v e r  saw  
in this cou n try . It ’s the gun  that k illed  
S m a lley !”

B o  J o  w as con sciou s  o f  the fa ct that H al
se y ’s eyes w ere  fastened  u n w in k in g ly  up
on  his. T h e  sh eriff ’s ' fa ce  still w ore  its 
sardon ic  sm ile, b u t som eth ing  anim al 
crou ch ed  beneath  the su rface. T h en  the 
sm ile b roa d en ed  and B o J o  a llow ed  the 
sm all gun to slip  across his pa lm  until h is 
finger rested  c lose  to  the trigger guard . 
A s  H alsey  b ro k e  and w en t fo r  his tw in  
P eacem ak ers, B o J o  shot h im  on ce , squ are
ly  b etw een  the eyes.

Instantly  the squ are  w as in pan dem o
n ium . T h ose  o f  the c ro w d  w h o  had  had 
tim e to  reason  and had n o  stom ach  fo r  
th e  fight fa d ed  in to  con ven ien t d oorw a y s.

WESTERN
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B o J o  w as aw are o f the S pade battle  ery  
and saw  S ig  H ollister take a fa lterin g  step  
on to  the p orch  in fron t o f  the jail. W ith  
h is guns in his hands, the right b o w e r  o f 
H alsey w en t to his death.

B ut C lete  R angle  w as gon e, lon g  legs 
ca rry in g  him  in to the sa fety  o f  the jail. 
O v er  the low erin g  gunfire, B o J o  cou ld  
hear the clu m p  o f  his boots. G ra b b in g  a 
sadd le  W in ch ester from  M oses ’ ou t
stretch ed  hand, B o J o  was o ff h orse  and 
ru nn ing, cu tting  arou nd  the corn er  o f  
the jail. B ut as fast as he w as, R angle  
w as even  .faster, and b y  the tim e B o J o  
reach ed  the n arrow  gatew ay  that led  to 
the e x e rc ise  yard , R an gle  had sw u n g  the 
iron  barrier  shut and was secu re  out o f  
the line o f  fire.

A  W in ch ester slu g  stru ck  b r ick , d r iv 
ing a spray o f  dust in to B o J o ’s eyes as he 
cam e to a slid ing halt.

“ Y o u  m ay as w ell com e  out, R a n g le ,”  he 
called .

“ G o  to h e ll!”  T h e gu n m an ’s v o ice  w as 
a snarl, n ot u n lik e  the cou g h  o f  an an gry  
cat. “ I ’ll stay in h ere  until I starve, Spade. 
L on g  en ou gh  to take som e o f y o u  w ith  
m e .”

B o J o  stood  th ere panting, th in k in g  
o v e r  the situation , as M oses L u ck  cam e 
up. “ L et m e g o  in, B oJ o , I ca n ’t liv e  fo r 
ever, an y w a y s .”

“ N o, M oses .”
B ig  Joh n  jo in ed  them . “ I f  a n yon e  n eed 

ed any p ro o f,”  he said, “ H a lsey ’s p lay  
gave it to  them . O n ly  thing, w h y  d id n ’t 
he b lu ff it th ro u g h ? ’.’

“ M an can  on ly  stand so m u ch ,”  B oJ o  
rep lied . “ R em em ber, h e ’d b een  goin g  
throu gh  a strain, too. F irst, he and  S m al
ley  fe ll ou t and H alsey  had to  k ill the 
S -In -A -B o x  ow n er. T hen  he w o rk e d  y o u  
in to the fram e, using W ar fo rd  as a prop . 
B ut D o c  w as m akin g  plans o f his ow n . A s  
soon as w e got ou t o f  tow n , he took  B u ck 
e y e  out to  S pade and shot h im , th inking 
that he cou ld  th row  the b lam e on  H alsey. 
A ll  in all, it w as a com p lete  fa ll-ou t and 
all o f  them  lost.”

“ E xcep t R a n g le ,”  M oses in ter jected  d ri
ly-

“ H e  w ill, to o ,”  B o J o  rep lied . “ I f  y o u ’ve

got a bear in a h ole , you  let the dogs run 
h im  out, d o n ’t y o u ? ”

“ W hat y o u  th ink ing, B o J o ? ”
“ C lete  R a n g le ’s com in g  out becau se  I ’m  

goin g  in a fter him . . .”
“ Y o u ’re  an id io t.”
M oses ch u ck led . “ M a y b e  not, if th ere ’s a 

p lan .”
B o J o  lau gh ed  grim ly . “ T h ere  is. M oses, 

get som e o f the S pade riders and w ork  up 
on  the roo fs  o f  the store  and the saloon . 
Y o u  ca n ’t see d ow n  in to the e x e rc ise  yard, 
b u t you  can  get y o u r  fire inside the walls. 
T h row  lead against the brick , try  to k eep  
R an gle  d od g in g  the b ou n cin g  slugs w h ile  
I g o  o v e r  the gate .”

“ W ill it w ork , M o se s? ”  It w as B ig  
J o h n ’s question .

“ S u re , it ’ll w o rk ,”  M oses rep lied , but 
h e  had stopped  ch ew in g  on  h is tobacco . 
T h en  he w as gon e, w ork in g  his w ay  b ack  
a rou n d  the ja il to  w h ere  the S pade riders 
w ere  w aiting. O n ce, to  k ill the m on oton y , 
B o J o  b o u n ce d  a shot in to  the yard  and 
w as rew a rd ed  b y  an an sw ering  b e llow  
from  R a n g le ’s rifle.

C H A P T E R  X  

Home to Stay

IT  S E E M E D  to h im  that M oses w as tak 
ing years to  get his m en  p la ced  in the 

p ro p e r  spots. B o J o  w as b on e  w ea ry  and 
h u n gry , and he w ished , m ore  than an y
th ing else, to  g o  b a ck  to  S pade and sleep  
fo r  a w eek . B u t th ere w as a part o f  the jo b  
still u n d on e  and som ething  deep  w ith in  
h im  insisted that he, a lone, m ust d o  it. 
T h ere  w as an od d  light in B ig  J o h n ’s eyes 
as the old  S pade o w n e r  w a tch ed  his son. 
T h e re  was som eth ing  o f p rid e  in the 
g lan ce , and som ething  o f  w on der.

“ I th ou gh t o f  som eth in g ,”  he said sud
den ly . “ W hat w as it B u ck e y e  P op e  saw  
that m ade him  so dan gerou s to H a lse y ?”  

“ I th in k ,”  B o J o  said re flective ly , “ that 
he saw  S m alley  k illed . B ecau se , som e
h ow , B u ck e y e  m an aged  to  get the rest o f



the am m unition  fo r  the N a vy  C olt. H e 
had it in his p ock et w h en  h e  w as k illed  
at S pade and W a rford  d id n ’t take the 
trou b le  to look  for  it B u ck e y e  lived  in 
the hills, and cou ld  travel like an Indian.
I think he saw  the sh ootin g  and, after 
that, som eon e saw  him . A n y w a y , he saw 
too  m u ch .”

B o J o  was silen t fo r  a long  m om ent, 
th inking o f B u ck e y e  Pope.

“ S pade d id n ’t rea llv  d o  m u ch  to beat 
H a lsey ,”  h e  said, finally . “ It w as the 
three o f  them  all p lottin g  against each 
o th er .”

H is w ords w ere  cu t sh ort b y  the heavy 
sound o f firing from  the rooftops. M oses 
and the S pade riders w ere  lay in g  a hail o f 
lead in to the w alls o f  the ex erc ise  yard  and 
B oJ o  k n ew  h e  w ou ld  have to  m o v e  sw itly  
b e fo re  the co v erin g  W in ch esters w ere  
em pty.

W ith  a lon g  ru n n in g  leap, h old in g  his 
ow n  C olt in his on e  hand, he set his foot 
against the cross-m em b er o f the gate. A s 
he sw un g up, lead stru ck  the iron  and 
spattered. A s  bu sy  as R angle  was, he 
had en ough  tim e to  aim  and fire his W in 
chester.

B o J o  clim bed  sw iftly , em pty  hand 
reach in g  fo r  the top  o f the gate. A s his 
fingers tou ch ed  the iron  bar, a streak  o f 
fire tou ch ed  his th igh and he alm ost fell. 
O ne o f R a n g le ’s slugs had n early  m ade a 
hit. H e w as astride the gate, look in g  into 
the yard. T h e firing from  the roo fs  was 
d im inishing. A s  h e  leaned, search in g  the 
last corn er, the W in ch ester b e llo w e d  again 
and a slug tore  across the iron  rod to 
w h ich  B o J o  held , stinging his fingers.

B ut he had R an gle  in his sights and flip
ping the C o lt in to action , he fired once, 
then again.

“ H o ld !”  It w as C lete  R a n g le ’s coarse 
bellow . “ H old  fire, Spade, I ’m  com in g  o u t.”  
A nd  R angle, his hands in the air, crossed  
the ex erc ise  yard  u n der the noses o f  B ig  
Joh n ’s guns as B o J o  h a lf-c lim bed , half
fe ll from  the gate.

“ It ’s w ashed  u p ? ”  It was M oses L u ck , 
be low , w h o  cau ght the stu m blin g  B oJo .

“ Y e s ,”  B o J o  rep lied  s low ly . “ I t ’s all 
))
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B O JO , B ig  Joh n  and M oses L u ck  
rein ed  in. B o J o  breathed  deep ly . 

“ Y o u ’ll b e  go in g  b a c k ? ”  B ig  John  asked. 
“ E ast? T o  c o lle g e ? ”  B o J o  laughed. “ I 

th ou ght that w as settled  fo r  good . N o, I ’ll 
n ever leave  S p a d e .”

“ It’s a good  place to b e ,”  B ig John  
an sw ered  q u ietly , “ and a man can learn 
a lot h ere  ”  H e paused, pon dered  a m o
m ent. “ Y ’k n ow , ca n ’ t see w h y  a m an 
w ou ld  w ant to tear up  all this peace  and 
qu iet just to gain a little  m ore  land. T ake 
S m alley . ’C ou rse , he w as gru dged  against 
m e from  the ea rly  davs at In depen den ce , 
but that w asn ’t all. H e h a ted ’ the Spade 
becau se  it w as so b ig , I guess.

“ T hen  W a rford , he w as m ad at h im 
self, m ostly .”  B ig  John  con tin u ed  w atch 
ing M oses L u ck  as M oses took  a fresh  
cu t at the b row n  plug. “ A n d  H alsey. If 
he h adn ’t been  so k ill crazy  . . . w e ll.”

B ig  John  rod e  s lo w ly  aw ay, n ot lo o k 
ing b ack  until his sorre l topped  a slight 
rise. T hen , “ Y o u ’re  the boss at Spade 
from  n ow  on, B oJo . I ’m kinda tired. 
T hink  I ’ll take a rest.”

H e w as gone, piding beh ind  the trees 
that screen ed  the bank o f  the Sugar. 
M oses m ade a m ov e  as if abou t to ride 
a fter h im , but hand on  b rid le , B o J o  
stopped  him . T h ey  sat their horses fo r  a 
long  m om ent, then B o J o  reined  his bay  
in the d irection  o f the ranch house.

T h ey  recrossed  the creek  and the w ater 
m ade ra inbow s- in the sun.

“ R eck on  he w ants to  talk to  h er,”  M oses 
said, “ w ants to  tell her that S pade is all 
righ t.”

B o J o  look ed  tow ard  the first gen tle  slope 
o f the A rrow h ea d s  w h ere  his m oth er ’s 
grave  o v e r lo o k e d  S u gar basin.

“ B u t ,”  M oses L u ck  co n clu d ed , “ I reck on  
she k n ow s that an y w a y s .”

A n oth er  silen ce  spun itself ou t and they  
neared  the ranch  house.

“ F ig u red ,”  M oses said at last, “ that 
w hen  you  w en t to  co lle g e  y o u  w as ru in ed .”  

“ N o w ? ”  B o J o  S pade asked sm iling. 
“ N o w ? ”  M oses L u ck  pon dered . “ R e ck o n  

I w as w ron g . A n y th in g  y o u  w ant d on e 
today— b o s s ? ”  A n d  he spat at a rock , and  
m issed. •  •  •
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Billy Hobbs had never gotten through that dark alley

Law of the
CUN

By GEORGE KILRAIN

Tagged as a killer sheriff.
Ed Brand had a tough row 

to hoe in Carver City!

H E R IF F  E D  B R A N D  o f C a rver  C ity  
sw un g dow n  the plank  w alk , his steps 

resounding h o llow ly  through  the em pty 
night street. T h ere  w as a scow l on his face  
as he m oved  past the store fronts, closed  
fo r  the night. T w o  m en h ere in tow n  had 
sw orn  to k ill him  fo r  som ething  he had 
not done. T he prosp ect was not pleasant.

Y esterd a y , h e ’d thought h e ’d fou n d  the 
p lace h e ’d been  look in g  for  all o f  his life. 
T w e n ty -fo u r  hours ago C arver C ity  had 
been  the tow n  in w hich  he w anted to live , 
and the girl in the lu n ch room  opposite  the 
sh eriff’s office the girl w ith w hom  h e ’d 
w anted to  spend his life.

G rim ly  B rand w ent o v e r  the past
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tw en ty -fou r  b lack  hours, and the m ore  he 
thought o f  them  the less he liked  them. 
H e w ished they cou ld  be  erased the w ay 
a child erases w ords and n um bers on a 
b lack board . T h ey  w ere  o v e r  the bridge , 
h ow ever, but they cou ld  not be forgotten .

H e ’d com e u p  from  T exas look in g  for  
w ork  a m onth  ago and h e ’d fou n d  it. T he 
citizens o f  C a rver  w anted a m an u nafra id ; 
th ey  w anted a sh eriff w h o w o u ld n ’t hesi
tate to  use his s ix -sh ooter w hen  the o cca 
sion ca lled  fo r  it. N ow  th ey  thought h e ’d 
overd on e  the thing. T h ey  w ere  calling 
h im  a “ k iller  sh eriff.”

B illy  H obbs, you n gest o f  the H obbs boys 
from  the B ar Q , was ly in g  u n con sciou s in 
the back  room  behind  the ba rb er  shop. 
Y o u n g  H obbs had been  shot through  the 
b od y  and Sh eriff B rand had been  accused 
o f  the shooting.

B illy  had been  dru n k  and the sh eriff had 
laugh ingly  u"<?ed him  to  ca ll it a n ight and 
start b ack  to  the ranch. H e ’d h au led  the 
pu n ch er ou t the d o o r  and u p  an a lley  to
w ard the liv e ry  stable.

B illy  H obbs had n ever got th rou gh  that 
dark  a lley  beh in d  the P a lace  S aloon . 
T h ere  had been  a single shot, then  S h eriff 
B rand had b een  runn ing  ou t o f  the alley 
carry in g  B illy  in his arms.

“ H e shot h im self,”  the sh eriff had said 
sim ply, and the residents o f  C a rver  C ity  
w on dered . Ed B rand  had com e  n orth  w ith  
the reputation  o f a k iller. H e ’d clean ed  
out S pragu e and T w in  R ivers, and C a rver  
had h ired  him  on his nam e.

“ H o w ’d  it h a p p e n ?”  John  B illings had 
asked co ld ly . B illings w as the ow n er of 
the P a lace  and an influential citizen.

T h e H obbs b o y s  from  the B ar Q  w ere  
popu lar in C arver . Ed B rand w as still 
an u n k n ow n  qu antity— a lean, th in -faced  
m an in a sw allow ta il coat and flat- 
crow n ed  b lack  hat. H e carried  a single 
.44 ca liber gun  on his right. T h e m en o f 
C arver, seeing the bu lge  o f  it, had k n ow n  
h e ’d used the w eapon  b e fo re — plenty.

“ H e was all right w hen  w e started for  
the stable ,”  B rand had exp la ined . “ T hen  
he w anted  to  go  back . B ut h e ’d  been  argu 
ing w ith  M att S loan  and th ere ’d  have been  
a fight.”
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“ N oth in g  w ron g ,”  B illin gs had g row led , 

“ w ith a m an having  a drink  in m y  p la ce .”
B ra n d ’s gray  eyes had been  co ld  w hen  

h e ’d repeated , “ I said he w as having an 
argum ent w ith M att Sloan. T h ere  cou ld  
have been  tro u b le .”

H e ’d stared arou nd  at the crow d  in the 
barber shop. D oc H em sley  had been  in 
the back  room  w ith B illy" H obbs, d igg ing  
the slu g  from  the you n g  fe llo w ’s body .

“ I d id n ’t k n ow  he had a gun in his 
h an d .”  the sh eriff had gon e  on to  expla in . 
“ W e w ere  w restling in the dark  w hen it 
w ent o ff.”

H e ’d seen they w e re n ’t sure; h e ’d read 
the d ou bt in their eyes. L ater in the night 
w hen h e ’d stopped  in the lu n ch room  h e ’d 
read the sam e thing in M ary  C re igh ton ’s 
eyes.

“ I ’m  sorry  it happened , E d ,”  the girl had 
said. S h e ’d been  beh in d  the cou n ter, and 
h e ’d stared at her stiff back.

H e ’d been  eating all his m eals in the 
little  lu n ch room  w h ich  w as across the road 
from  the P a la ce  S aloon . A t first h e ’d been  
qu iet; h e ’d eaten at a co rn e r  table and 
spok en  little. S h e ’d  draw n  h im  ou t as the 
days had gon e  by. T h e prev iou s  S u n day  
a ftern oon  h e ’d h ired  a b u ck b oa rd , and 
th ey ’d  taken  a ride  in to  the cou n try . S h er
iff Ed B rand had been  th ink ing  strange 
things.

“ I have a bad n am e,”  he had told  her 
s lo w ly  n ow . “ I ’v e  k illed  m en w h o  needed  
k illin g .”  H e had k n ow n  she was thinking 
o f that; sh e ’d k n ow n  him  on ly  a sh ort 
w h ile  and she w asn ’ t sure, either.

“ B illy  is pretty  w ild ,”  she had said 
sim ply.

“ B ut he d id n ’t d eserve  to  be  k ille d ? ”  
the sheriff had asked  iron ica lly . H e felt 
the tightening in his throat. H e h adn ’t 
k n ow n  you n g  H obbs was dru n k  en ough  
to pu ll a gun  on  him . H e had fe lt B illy ’s 
b o d y  go  lim p  in his arm s; his hands had 
com e aw ay cov ered  w ith b lood .

H e h adn ’t seen  the oth er tw o H obbs 
boys, J oh n n y  and B u ck , but h e ’d  heard 
things from  his depu ty , P at W illard . Pat 
had spok en  w ith  B illy ’s o ld er broth ers. 
T h e y  had sw orn  to  get even  w ith  S h eriff 
B rand.
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“ B u ck ’s a bad m an w ith a gu n ,”  W illard  
had advised. B u ck  H obbs was the oldest 
o f  the three. B rand had seen him  in the 
P alace. W illard  had added g lu m ly , “ T hey 
think a lot o f  that k id , Ed. I hope he d o n ’t 
d ie  on us . . .”

The m orn in g  after the shooting  in the 
alley behind the P alace, D u k e  M alloy , a 
man Ed B rand had on ce sent to  Y um a, 
rode  into tow n. B rand h a lf rose from  his 
table in the lu n ch room  as the D u k e  and 
tw o saddlem ates cam e dow n  the cen ter of 
the street. T heir horses k ick ed  up the dust 
in the dry road.

B rand w atched  the three m en tie up 
their horses at the P alace rail. H e saw 
them  disappear inside the sa loon , then he 
stood  up. D u k e  w asn ’t forgettin g  that 
stretch  h e ’d d on e  five years back . N ow  he 
had com e for  his reven ge, as he had p rom 
ised he w ould.

“ I ’ll be seein g  y ou , E d .”  M alloy  had said 
sim ply w hen the ju d ge  had passed sen 
tence on  him. M alloy  had been  goin g  up 
on a rustling ch arge Ed B rand  had pinned 
on him . T h e D u k e  had squ irm ed  through  
the trial, but the sheriff had had the facts.

O W , inside the Palace, the D u ke 
look ed  up at the sheriff o f  C arver 

C ity w hen the tall law m an cam e tow ard  
him. M alloy  w as leaning on the bar. His 
com panions, dark, h a rd -look in g , heavily  
arm ed m en, studied  the sheriff casually . 
M alloy  h adn ’t look ed  surprised  to  see Ed 
B rand, w h ich  m ade it certain  to  the law 
man that M alloy  had com e  look in g  for 
him.

“ W e m eet again, B ran d ,”  M alloy  said 
co ld ly . “ It’s been  a long  tim e. Y o u  do a 
heap o f travelin g .”

“ I m ove  a rou n d .”  B rand nodded . “ I like 
to  see d ifferent p laces.”  H e ’d seen all the 
p laces he w anted to  see, and--until yester
day C a rver  had been  the p lace w h ere  he 
w anted to stay.

H e studied  the short, squat e x -con . M al
lo y ’s sa llow  com p lex ion  set off the p ecu 
liar tu rqu oise  o f  his eyes. H e had a solid  
ch in , and his m ou th  w as a thin line.

T he d oor  open ed  and the tow n  banker, 
F red  T ow le , cam e in to  the saloon. T he

sight o f  him  gave B rand an idea— and a 
jolt. H e guessed n ow  w h y M alloy  had 
brou ght com pan y  w ith him. T hese tw o 
h adn ’t com e a long to  help  hunt d ow n  Ed 
B rand. M alloy  w anted that special p lea
sure fo r  h im self T he oth er tw o  m en had 
oth er gam e in m ind. C a rver  C ity  had a 
new  bank— and M alloy  intended to kill 
tw o birds w ith  one stone.

“ W h ile  y o u ’re staying in C a rv e r ,”  Brand 
told  M a lloy , “ w e  w o n ’t ex p ect any trou 
ble, but if it com es I’ ll be w aiting for  it.”

H e turned his back on the three and 
w alked  tow ard  the door. H e felt the stares 
o f  the C arver citizens in the place, and 
k n ew  they w ere  th inking o f B illy  H obbs, 
ly ing in the little room  behind  the barber 
shop, w ith n o b o d y  k n ow in g  w h eth er B illy  
w ou ld  live  or  die. T he sh eriff had said 
that B illy  had shot h im self, but C arver 
m en w ere  not forgettin g  that Ed B rand 
had been  h ired  becau se  he w asn ’t afraid 
to use his guns.

A n d  w hat B rand h im self was not fo r 
getting w as w hat the sa loon -k eeper, John  
B illings, had said grim ly  a fter the affair—  
“ H e w as on ly  a b oy . I reck on  y o u  cou ld  
have handled it som e oth er w ay, S h eriff.”

B rand had turned  on him  slow ly . “ T here 
was no o th er w a y ,”  h e ’d exp la ined  qu ietly . 
“ It was an acc id en t.”  I f  they  b lam ed him , 
he co u ld n ’t help  it. H e k n ew  th ey  w ere  
sorry  th ey ’d h ired him.

L ea v in g  the P alace, the sheriff w ent out 
into the night to m ake his usual rounds. 
H e saw the light in the ba rb er  shop  and 
paused outside the door. B eh in d  the glass 
he cou ld  m ake out the form s o f tw o  m en, 
recogn ized  their som breros. Joh nn y and 
B u ck  H obbs w ere staying in tow n with 
their kid brother. I f B illy  d ied , those tw o 
m en w ou ld  com e  look in g  for  the sheriff 
the instant B illy ’s last breath  was draw n.

B rand d rew  a hard breath  him self. He 
pu lled  the coat c loser a rou nd  his neck  and 
tugged  at the brim  o f  his hat. In tw en ty - 
fou r  hours his en tire  ou tlook  on  life  had 
been  changed . H e ’d been  th inking o f ask
ing M ary  C reigh ton  to  m arry  him. N ow  
he w as in n o  position  to  d o  it.

H e w as fifty  yards from  the P a lace  Sa
loon  w h en  he saw  a flash in the alley



across the w ay. In stin ctive ly  he d u ck ed . A  
shot roared  th rou gh  the silen ce o f the 
n ight and ech oed  up  and d ow n  the q u iet 
street.

Jerk in g  ou t his .44 C olt, the sheriff 
snapped a q u ick  shot in to the alley. H e 
slid into a d o o rw a y , w aitin g  ten se ly  in the 
darkness fo r  another shot.

M en tu m bled  ou t o f  the P a la ce  and 
stared up  the road. T h e  H ob b s broth ers 
barged  ou t o f  the ba rb er  shop , and Ed 
B rand saw  m etal g leam ing in th eir hands. 
A n d  he had not forgotten  that B u ck  H obbs 
w as repu ted  to  be  a bad  m an w ith  a gun.

T h ere  had been  a m oon  m inutes b e fo re  
but it w as g on e  n ow  and the bu ild in gs 
loom ed  u p  across the road , ind istinct and 
b lurred .

B rand stra ightened  up  and ran across 
the street. H e ran lightly , and k n ew  that 
in that light neith er the m en from  the 
sa loon  n or the H obbs b o y s  cou ld  see him .

H E S P R A N G  into the alley , gun  in 
hand, and heard  the pou n d  o f boots  

d y in g  aw a y  at the o th er end. H e  raced  
after the fleeting m an. M an y tim es b e fore , 
m en had shot at h im  from  am bush  and al
w ays he had reacted  in this sam e w ay. H e 
gripped  the gun tightly  and anger ch ok ed  
his throat.

O ut in the open , at the fa r end  o f the 
alldy, he paused  to listen , bu t heard  no 
m ore  footsteps. R ea liz ing  there w as no 
use in chasing a sh adow  in this darkness, 
he retraced  h is steps. B u t he w aited  in the 
a lley  until the H ob b s b o y s  and the m en 
from  the P a lace  had g on e  b ack  inside the 
ba rb er  shop and saloon .

F rom  his position  in the a lley , he saw  a 
m an h u rryin g  dow n  the street and darting 
into the P alace. Q u ick ly  B ran d  crossed  
ov e r  and w ent inside the saloon . T h e light 
b lin ded  him  fo r  a m om ent, then he saw  
D u k e  M alloy  standing at the bar w ith  his 
tw o com rades. M a lloy  w as gu lp in g  d ow n  
a drink , b u t the gu n m an ’s ch est w as h eav 
ing from  h is h ea v y  breath ing. M alloy  had 
been  running!

S lo w ly  B rand  crossed  the room  to  the 
bar. T h ere  had n ot b een  m u ch  tim e to  re - 
'oad  a gun. I f  M a lloy  had shot at him . then
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the m an had on ly  five  cartridges le ft in  
the cy lin d er  o f  his gun.

T h e fo rm er cattle  ru stler stared  as the 
sh eriff cam e tow ard  them . T h ere  w as a 
co ld  sm ile on  the m an ’s sa llow  face, and 
his p ecu lia r  b lu e -g reen  eyes w ere  bu rn in g  
w ith  hatred.

M alloy  tu rn ed  on h im  sq u a re ly  as h e  
w aited  fo r  B rand  at the bar. T he gu n 
m an ’s ivory -h a n d led  C o lt sw u n g  loose ly  at 
his side, his hand dangling  inches above  
the butt.

T hat the cu stom ers in the sa loon  sensed 
trou b le  B rand  k n ew  b y  the su d d en  si
lence. T h e m en m ust h ave gu essed  that 
w h at m ight h appen  n ow  had som e co n n e c
tion  w ith  the shots th e y ’d heard  outside.

S h eriff B rand  b ra ced  h im self, a short 
d istance aw a y  from  the ex -con v ict .

H e said s low ly , “ S o m e b o d y  took  a shot 
at m e from  the alley. I ’d lik e  to  look  at 
y o u r  gun, M a llo y .”

D u k e  M a lloy  grin n ed . H is com rades 
sh ifted  aw ay  a little  d istance. P la in ly  
those tw o-d ark -sk in n ed  m en  w ere  go in g  
to  b a ck  up  D u k e ’s p lay  if the sheriff 
started anyth ing.

M alloy  ran his ton gu e  a lon g  his thin lips. 
“ W h en  I take m y  gu n  ou t,”  he d raw led , 
“ I use it.”

B rand  heard  th* m u m blin g  o f  m en b e 
hind him . T h ey  d id n ’t like this. T o  their 
m inds he w as again  fo rc in g  an issue, lo o k 
ing fo r  another m an to  k ill. N o  on e  there 
k n ew  M a lloy  n or his com pan ion s, and as 
far as th ey  w ere  con cern ed , the gunm an  
w as a passing c o w b o y  w h o  had  b een  q u i
etly  h avin g  a d rin k  w h en  the law m an had 
con fron ted  him . S h eriff B rand  had n o  
right to  m ak e su ch  accusations.

Joh n  B illin gs spok e from  the d o o r  o f  his 
office off the m ain  floor.

“ I f  th ere ’s goin g  to  be  any killings, 
B ra n d ,”  he snapped , “ take it ou ts id e .”

M a lloy  said  s low ly , “ A n y  tim e you  w ant 
that gu n  to com e  out, say  so, B ra n d .”

T he sh eriff h eard  the d o o r  open  and 
shut beh in d  him . H e  h eard  B u ck  H o b b s ’s 
co ld  voice .

“ I ’m  in  this d ea l,”  B u ck  said q u ietly , 
as he ap p roach ed  the bar. H e look ed  at 
M allov . “ I f  it ’s a ll th e  sam e to  y ou . strang
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er, I ’d like you  to w a it till m orn in g .” 

“ H o w ’s the b oy , B u c k ? ”  som eon e  called  
H ob b s paused, a lean, san dy-h a ired  m an 

w ith  gray  eyes. H e d id  not at o n ce  answ er 
— ju st stared  at the sheriff and w ent on  to 
the bar.

“ W e ’ll k n ow  m ore  abou t the k id  in the 
m orn in g ,”  he said then. H e ’s still u n con 
sciou s.”  A n d  then, grim ly , he ex p lod ed  
his verb a l bom bsh ell. It le ft Ed B rand 
w eak and gasping. “ W e ju st thought to

J'lwduajtinq^ J>Ido/l
•
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the rough surface o f salt is floating on 
brine that is ordinarily no more than 
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the water table.

— Harold H eifer

take a look  at B illy ’s gu n ,”  h e  an nou n ced  
flatly. “ T h ere  are n o  u sed  shells in  it.”

TH E  w ind ou tside  the saloon  m oan ed  
as it sw ept up  the deserted  street. 

“ Y o u  think I shot him  th e n ?”  B rand asked 
cold ly .

H e rem em bered  the scuffle in the dark  
alley. A  gun had roared  and he had felt 
the p ow d er bu rn  his hands. It had been  
too  dark  to see anyth ing, so he had m ade 
n o  attem pt to d raw  his gun. W h en  he had 
let B illy  H ob b s slide to  the g rou n d , there 
had been  a gun in the c o w b o y ’s hand. H e 
had assum ed y ou n g  H ob b s had tried  to 
use it and it had gon e off. T he slug had 
gon e  u pw ard  throu gh  B illy ’s side and 
lod ged  in the base o f  the skull.

F rom  the path o f the bu llet, D o c  H em s- 
ley  had hinted that it w as alm ost im pos
sib le  fo r  B illy  to  have shot h im self. B u t if 
th ey  had been  scuffling, the gun cou ld  h ave 
been  tu rn ed  inw ard and B illy , in a tw isted

position , cou ld  have cau ght the slug.
B u ck  H ob b s  d ow n ed  a d rin k  and tu rn ed  

on  the sheriff. “ W h a tever I ’m  th inking, 
S h eriff,”  the co w b o y  said co ld ly , “ I ’m  
k eep in g  to  m yself, but if  anyth ing happens 
to  that b o y — ”

D u k e  M a lloy  laughed. H is thin m ou th  
w as tw isted  in a sneer.

“ R e ck o n  y o u ’re in a heap  o f  trou b le , 
S h eriff,”  he d raw led , grinning. “ T h e re ’s 
a lot o f  guns poin ting  at y o u .”

“ W h en  the sh ootin g  co m e s ,”  B rand  said 
d u lly , “ I ’ll be  read y  fo r  it.”

H e stalked ou t o f  the p lace, b ew ild ered . 
I f  B illy  H ob b s h ad n ’t shot h im self, w h o 
had shot h im ?

H e saw  a dim  light in the lu n ch room  
and w en t across the road. F in d in g  that 
y ou n g  H o b b s ’s gu n  h ad n ’t been  used m ade 
m atters bad  fo r  the law m an w h o ’d been  
w ith  him . It seem ed  to  poin t c lea rly  to 
the fact that the sheriff had shot B illy  
w ith  his ow n  gun. N o  on e seem ed  to  rea 
lize that he had n o  earth ly  reason  fo r  k ill
in g  y ou n g  H obbs, and there m u st be  som e 
m otive  fo r  m urder.

T he S h eriff fe lt the fu ll im pact o f  the 
thing as he p laced  his hand on  the k n ob  
o f the lu n ch room  door. E ve ryo n e  n ow  con 
sidered  him  a k iller— and a k iller  needed  
n o  m otive. H e k illed  becau se  o f pu re lust 
for  m u rder!

N ow  it w ou ld  be b e liev ed  that B illy  
H obbs had had a scuffle w ith  Ed B rand all 
right— and that the sheriff had tried  to  kill 
him  on that slight p rovoca tion .

In the lu n ch room  B rand  sat d ow n  h eav
ily  on a ch a ir n ear the w in dow . M ary  w as 
com in g  th rou gh  the k itch en  door. She 
h ad n ’t heard  o f this n ew  ev id en ce , but 
she w ou ld  k n ow  o f it in the m orn in g . T he 
w ord  w ou ld  spread  like w ild -fire  th rou gh  
the tow n. Y o u n g  H o b b s ’s gun h ad n ’t been  
fired! A n d  B u ck  H obbs w ou ld  h ave D oc  
H em sley  to  p ro v e  it.

“ I heard  a shot aw h ile  a g o ,”  M ary  said 
qu ietly .

S h e w as a sm all, g ra ve  g irl w ith  b lu e  
eyes. She was not e x a ctly  beau tifu l, but 
Ed B rand had  a lw ays fe lt u n com forta b le  
in the p resen ce  o f  b eau tifu l w om en . T h ere  
w as an air o f  seren ity  abou t M ary , though ,
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that sooth ed  him.

“ T hat shot was in tended  fo r  m e ,”  he 
told M ary. “ H e m issed .”

She sat d ow n  opposite  h im  at the table. 
“ Y o u ’ve  been  w on d erin g  h ow  I fee l about 
all th is,”  she told him . “ I cou ld  read  it in 
y o u r  eyes. Y ou  n eedn ’t w o rry  abou t me. 
I think it w as an acc id en t.”

T he sh eriff’s m outh  open ed . H e had 
been  w orry in g  fo r  fear sh e  fe lt as the rest 
o f  the tow n  did. N ow  she m ust k n ow  all o f 
it.

“ T h ey  fou n d  out that B illy  H o b b s ’s gun 
h adn ’t been  fired ,”  he told  h er h oarsely . 
“ T h ey  think I shot h im  and m ade up  a 
s tory .”

“ Y o u  d id n ’t shoot him , E d ? ”  she asked.
“ N o, I d id n ’t, M ary. I h eard  the shot 

and I th ou ght it w as from  B illy ’s gun. It 
co u ld n ’t have been  m ore  than a foo t 
a w a y .”

“ D id  you  hear or see a n y o n e ? ”

SH E R IF F  B R A N D  sh ook  his head. “ It 
was too  dark. I cou ld  sca rce ly  see 

B illy  right beside m e. W e  w ere  w alk in g  
to the liv ery  stable. If there w as som eon e 
in the a lley , he m ust h ave  been  close  to 
us. H e cou ld  have been  no m ore  than a 
fe w  feet aw ay and I w o u ld n ’ t h ave seen 
h im .”

T he girl n odded  “ A n d  all the tim e you  
thought it w as B il’ y ’s gun that w ent off. 
Y o u  w ou ld n ’t have been  look in g  for  an y
on e  e lse .”

B rand stared at the table  in fron t o f  
him . “ I ’m  through, in C a rv e r ,”  he said 
grim ly . “ T h ey  d o n ’t w ant m e h ere .”  In 
this tow n  he had liked , all the cards had 
been  com in g  ou t w ron g  from  the start.

“ I t ’ll w ork  out all right in the en d ,”  
M ary assured him. “ D o n ’t w o rry  abou t 
that.”

A s  S h eriff B rand left and w a lk ed  dow n  
the street he thought abou t that. O ne m an 
tonight had taken  a shot at h im  from  am 
bush. B u ck  H obbs and his b ro th er  Joh n n y  
had sw orn  to  get the sh eriff if B illy  died. 
D u k e  M alloy  was in tow n  w ith  tw o gu n - 
hands, and the D u k e  m eant business.

W h en  the sheriff sw un g brisk ly  past the 
bank, he saw  the old  w atchm an, T om  H al-

liday, seated on  a b o x  ou tside the b r ick  
bu ild ings. T h e o ld  m an w o u ld n ’t cau se 
m u ch  trou b le  if M a lloy  and his m en m eant 
to break  in to the bank. H e w on d ered  w hen 
the D u k e  w ou ld  m ake his m ove. H e h ad n ’t 
got the sh eriff ou t o f the w ay, o f  cou rse , 
bu t M alloy  was not a man to d a lly  w h en  
there was a jo b  to do— like lootin g  a bank, 
say.

T he ja il-h ou se  w as at the oth er end  o f 
tow n  and it took  a little  w h ile  for  the 
sh eriff to reach  the p lace. W hen  he neared 
he saw  that the light w as out, w h ich  m eant 
that D ep u ty  P at W illard  had gon e hom e.

T h e sh eriff stu m bled  along in the d a rk 
ness to the d o orw a y . H e  w as go in g  u p  the 
steps w h en  he fe ll ov e r  som ething  y ie ld 
ing on the landing. Q u ick ly  he slipped  the 
C o lt  from  h olster and b en t dow n . H is 
fingers tou ch ed  the hand o f a b o d y  on  the 
top  step, and it w as getting cold .

H e listened  a m om ent, then stru ck  a 
m atch  and held  it c lose  to  the fa ce  o f the 
dead  m an. It w as P at W illard . B rand 
stood  up, and fe lt the breath  leave his 
b ody . T h e last flick er o f  the m atch  had 
sh ow n  b lood  on  the b a ck  o f  the d e p u ty ’s 
head. W illa rd  had been  m u rd ered ! S h ot 
in the head from  am bush  as he had been  
com in g  ou t the ja il-h ou se  door.

W ith  his ow n  key , B rand  u n lock ed  the 
d oor  and dragged  the dead  m an inside. 
W illard  had b een  his friend . H e h adn ’t 
k n ow n  the d ep u ty  lon g , but still b lu ff, 
jok in g , gray -h a ired  P at had been  a friend.

L im p ly , Ed B rand  d rop p ed  d ow n  in the 
chair b y  the desk  as the tru th  su d d en ly  
hit him . A n d  th ere cou ld  b e  n o  d ou b t 
abou t it. Pat W illa rd  had been  m istaken 
fo r  the sheriff! P at w as the sam e size, and 
w hen he had com e  ou t o f  the dark  office, 
his assailant had fired  at h im  poin t-b lan k , 
p ro b a b ly  from  a short d istance. M aybe  
from  the fo o t  o f  the th ree steps leading to  
the street w h ile  P at had had his b a ck  
tu rn ed  lo ck in g  the door.

T he sheriff stud ied  the b od y  on  the floor. 
I f D u k e  M alloy  had d on e  this k illing, then 
the gunm an  m ust h ave p lanned  on  getting 
in to  the bank that sam e night. M a lloy  
w o u ld  rea lize  h e ’d be su spected  o f m u rd er
ing the sh eriff, s in ce  they  had had a little
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trou b le  in the P a lace  S a loon , and the D u k e  
w ou ld  w an t to  get aw a y  fast.

Q u ick ly  the sh eriff b le w  out the light 
and  stepped ou tside the door. A s  he m oved  
dow n  the street he carried  a gun  in his 
hand. H e w as rem em berin g  h avin g  seen 
old  T om  H alliday  sitting ou tside the bank 
door. T h e  bank w as lo ck ed , bu t M alloy  
w ou ld  find a w ay o f b reak in g  in. R ob b ers  
cou ld  b low  in the d o o r  w ith  a stick  o f 
dyn am ite, if  necessary , and rifle the p lace 
w h ile  tw o  o f them  kept guard outside w ith  
d ead ly  guns.

O V IN G  sw iftly , S h eriff B rand cam e 
d ow n  the plank w alk  on  the side 

opposite  the bank , staying in the deepest 
shadow s. A cro ss  the w a y  the dim  ou tlin e 
o f  the b r ick  bu ild in g  loom ed  ou t o f the 
night.

T he sh eriff saw  som eon e  dart a rou nd  the 
c o m e r  o f  the bank. H e stepped  in to the 
d o o rw a y  o f  the sa d d le -m a k er ’s shop  and 
w aited. F rom  the o th er d irection , u p  the 
street, he heard  the light tread o f boots  
on the w alk.

A  m an loom ed  up  ou t o f  the n ight and 
the sh eriff saw  a c o w b o y  in a som b rero  
sw in g  by . Ed B rand  pushed  b a ck  in to  the 
recess o f  the d o o rw a y  and h eld  his breath . 
H e d id n ’t w ant any in terferen ce  now . 
S o m e b o d y  had ju st shot his frien d , P at 
W illard . T h e m en w h o  m ust h ave don e 
that n ow  w ere  rob b in g  the C a rver  C ity  
B ank. A s  sheriff, he had to  stop  them .

T he co w b o y  w as alm ost past w h en  su d 
d en ly  he w h irled  on the m an in the d oor 
w ay. B rand saw  the gleam  o f m etal and 
he fe lt co ld  steel pressed  against h is ribs.

“ M a y b e ,”  B u ck  H ob b s rasped, “ you  
w ere  go in g  to  put a slu g  in m y  back , eh 
S h e r iff? ”

B rand look ed  d ow n  at the s ilver star 
g leam in g on  his coat and he k n ew  the 
badge had g iven  him  aw ay in the darkness.

“ Y o u  got it w ron g , H ob b s ,”  he w his
pered . “ I ’m  m akin g  a p lay  in the other 
d irect ion .”  H e n od ded  across at the bank.

H obs stared th rou gh  the darkness. T hen  
he, too, saw  the m en ou tside w ith  w aiting 
guns. “ W h o  are th e y ? ”  the co w b o y  w h is
pered cu riou sly .

“ O ne o f - ’em ,”  S h eriff B rand said s low ly , 
“ is a m an I shou ld  have shot d ow n  in the 
P a lace  tonight. H e ’s a bad  h om bre . I sent 
him  to Y u m a to  d o  a stretch  years back , 
and h e ’s ou t to  get me. H e has tw o  gu n 
m en w ith  him . T h ey  ju st shot Pat W illard  
th rou gh  the head— from  b eh in d .”

B u ck  H ob b s gasped , “ W illa rd ?”  T he 
d ep u ty  had been  a p op u la r m an in C arver 
C ity .

B rand n odded . “ T h e y ’ve  p rob a b ly  done 
the sam e to  o ld  T om  H alliday. I ’m  going 
o v e r .”  H e pushed  the c o w b o y ’s gun  aw ay.

H e w as h a lfw a y  across the road  w hen  
the w aiting gu nm en  saw  him . T h ey  saw 
the star g leam  and open ed  fire.

S low ly  and de libera te ly  the sheriff 
w a lk ed  tow a rd  them , gun in hand. A  b u l
let su d d en ly  grazed his right arm  and he 
open ed  fire.

O ne o f the tw o  guards ju m p ed  and 
scream ed. H e w en t dow n  on his side but 
his gun w as still flam ing. B rand felt the 
bu llets w h istle  past him . A n oth er  slug 
clipped  his hat and a th ird cau ght him  
sq u a re ly  in the le ft sh ou lder.

T he bu llet spun h im  around and he al
m ost w en t to the g rou n d  but b raced  h im 
se lf and k ept com ing. T h e  m an on the 
grou n d  w as ro llin g  ou t into the gutter, 
his gun  silent n ow , b u t the o th er w as dow n  
on  on e knee, tak ing care fu l aim .

B rand  flashed a qu ick  shot, heard him  
grunt, the m an then sw ore. A  shot from  
the w ou n d ed  m an ’s gun sm ashed through  
the sh eriff ’s leg  b e lo w  the kn ee. H e gasped 
from  the pain and w en t dow n .

H e had tw o m ore  slugs in the cy linders. 
T h e  w ou n d ed  guard w as up  now , standing 
u nsteadily  and taking aim  at the sheriff 
w h o  ro lled  ov e r  and brou gh t u p  his gun.

F rom  the cen ter o f the road  another gun 
roared  su d d en ly  and S h eriff B r a n d  
grinned. B u ck  H ob b s  had decid ed  to  take 
a hand. T h e  g u a rd ’s gun flew  in to the air 
as the c o w b o y ’s bu llet caught h im  in the 
b ody . H e p lunged  off the cu rb  and lay 
in the gu tter b eside  his com rade.

F rom  the d o o rw a y  o f the bank , B rand 
saw  the flam e and he heard  the roar o f  a 
s ix -sh ooter. B eh in d  h im , B u ck  H ob b s 
cau ght a sharp  breath . T h e sh eriff heard



the co w b o y  fa ll h eav ily  in to  the dust.
R aising his gun, B rand p ok ed  a sh ot at 

the m an in the door. T he bu llet sm ashed 
the glass and the figure d isappeared  inside.

T he sheriff raised h im self pain fu lly . 
L ights w ere  go in g  on in the houses along 
the street. T h ere  w ere  con fu sed  shouts. 
M en had rushed from  the P a lace  to  stare 
up the street at the sh ootin g  m en bu t no 
on e had com e near.

B R A N D  heard B u ck  H obbs breath ing 
heavily . H e turned  his head. “ A ll  

right, H o b b s ? ”  he asked. B lood  from  his 
ow n  sh ou ld er w ou n d , craw lin g  dow n  his 
body , m ade him sick. H e cou ld  scarce ly  
use his left arm . H is k n ee  was n u m b from  
pain. “ A ll right, B u c k ? ”  he ca lled  again.

T he dark  figure w as in the ban k  d o o r 
w ay again, and the sheriff flashed another 
shot at the man. If that m an was D u k e  
M alloy, then he w as trapped  in the bank, 
because there w as no other ex it. A  rear 
d oor  was p ad lock ed  from  the outside. 
B rand k n ew  the p roced u re  o f F red  T ow le , 
the banker.

T he m an in the d o o rw a y  sw ore , then 
darted back  inside. B rand  grinned . H e 
had recogn ized  M a llo y ’s v o ice , and M alloy  
d id n ’t k n ow  h ow  b a d ly  he was in jured . 
T he D u k e  w ou ld  be  afraid  to -co m e  out.

B u ck  H obbs w as still breath in g  h eav ily  
but he h adn ’t answ ered . S lo w ly  Ed B rand 
craw led  b ack  to the in ju red  man. B eads 
o f persp iration  stood  ou t on  his fa ce  as he 
pu lled  his le ft leg  a long the ground.

H e felt around in the dust and fou n d  the 
c o w b o y ’s gun. H obbs had taken  on e shot 
w ith his s ix -sh ooter, so five slugs w ou ld  be  
left in the cy linders.

F rom  on e o f  the barred  ban k  w in dow s, 
D u k e M alloy  had sm ashed the glass and 
was shooting  th rou gh  the open ing . B rand 
heard the bu lle t w h ine past h im  as it 
k icked  up  the dust.

H e craw led  up close  to the cu rb  and 
squeezed  his b o d y  against the plank  w alk . 
D u k e M alloy  again shot th rou gh  the w in 
dow , on ly  yards aw ay. T he bu llet sm ashed 
into the w ood  close  to the sh eriff ’s head.

B rand  su dden ly  sat up  and shot d irect
ly th rou gh  the w in dow . H e heard  glass
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break  and tr ick le  to  the floor inside. W ith  
a great effort, the sheriff lifted  h im self 
u p  on  the p lank  w alk , ro lled  ov e r  tw ice, 
and was in the doorw a y .

A s  he hesitated there a m om ent, he saw  
m en runn ing  d ow n  the street tow ard  the 
bank. Inside the bank there w as no sou n d, 
but D u k e  M alloy  w ou ld  have heard the 
shouts and w ou ld  k n ow  the en tire  tow n  
was aw ake. T he gunm an had to m ake his 
p lay— n ow  Ed B rand w aited for  him .

H e heard  the footsteps on  the floor, then 
saw the glint o f  a gun in the sh adow y 
darkness. F lam e spouted , and Ed B rand 
shot at the flare. H e heard M alloy  grunt. 
T h ere  w as a m etallic  clank  as the ro b b e r ’s 
gun cla ttered  to the floor. T hen  he heard 
D u k e  M a lloy  p itch  to the floor  h im self.

B rand cou ld  ju st see him  ly in g  a few  
yards aw ay from  the entrance. W earily  
the sheriff lo w e re d  his gun. H e w as still ' 
sitting in the d oorw a y  w h en  m en sw arm ed  
up  from  the street.

Joh n  B illin gs, the P a lace p rop rie tor, was 
up  in the lead o f the ru nn ing  m en.

“ R eck on  th ere ’s b een  a little  shooting, 
S h eriff,”  B illin gs panted.

B rand  said pa in fu lly , “ L o o k  arou n d  for  
o ld  T om . H e m ay h ave been  h urt.”

T h ey  fou n d  the old  m an in the rear o f  
the bank , u ncon sciou s  from  a b lo w  on 
the head. H e sat u p  w ea k ly  a fter aw hile.

T he w ou n d ed  m en w e re  carried  into 
the P a lace  S aloon , in clu d in g  on e o f the 
ban k  rob b ers  w h o w as still b reath ing . B ut 
D u k e  M alloy  was dead , as w as his oth er 
gunm an pard w h o  had been  shot through  
the heart.

B rand  lay  on the floor  on  a b lan k et and 
listened to  the w ou n d ed  ro b b e r  m oaning. 
H e had b een  shot th rou gh  the b o d y , bu t 
D o c  H em sley  said th ere w as a ch a n ce  for  
him .

“ H o w ’s B u c k ? ”  the sh eriff asked the 
doctor.

H em sley  grinned . “ I ju st get his kid 
b roth er out o f  trou b le , then I got to take 
h im  o v e r .”  H e paused , then said, “ B u ck  
has a sku ll w ou n d , bu t it ’s n ot serious. T he 
bu lle t caught h im  on  the side o f  the head 
and k n ock ed  him  u n con sciou s. H e ’ll be  
o v e r  it in a fe w  days .”

WESTERN
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“ B illy ’s all r ig h t? ”  the sh eriff asked.
H em sely  n odded . “ H e ’ll pu ll throu gh  

n ow . H e w as con sciou s  fo r  a little  w h ile  
b e fo re  this sh ootin g  fracas started.”

B rand saw  M ary  C reigh ton  com in g  
th rou gh  the d oor  o f  the sa loon  then. W h en  
she saw  him  on  the floor  h er fa ce  lost 
co lor . H e grinned . She d rop p ed  on  her 
knees b eside  him.

“ I reck on  y o u ’ll have a nurse from  n ow  
on ,”  the d o cto r  said re flective ly . “ Y o u  
sh ou ld  get w ell q u ick  w h en  I get those 
bu llets out o f  y o u .”

B u ck  H ob b s m oved , and tried  to  lift 
h im self. D o c  H em sley  p laced  a hand on 
his sh ou lder. T h e co w b o y  tu rn ed  his head 
and stared at Ed B rand.

“ Y o u  got sand, S h eriff,”  he w hispered.
D o c  H em sley  m oisten ed  his lips. “ B illy  

had som ething  to say w h en  he cam e to ,”  
he said.

“ S p ill it,”  B u ck  grow led .
“ B illy  saw  a m an in the a lley  that n ight 

E d B rand w as try in g  to  get h im  to  go 
hom e. H e said he saw  a gu n  in the m an ’s 
hand and he w as pu llin g  his ow n  w eap on  
out w hen  Ed th ou ght he w as try in g  to get 
aw ay. T h ey  w ere  w restlin g  w h en  the

stran ger stepped  u p  close  and p u lled  the 
tr ig g er .”

“ I reck on  I can tell y o u  w h o  that 
stranger w as,”  a v o ice  said, a little  d istance 
aw ay.

Ed B rand  turned  his head. T h e w ou n d ed  
ban k  rob b er , a h a tch et-fa ced  m an with 
sm all b la ck  eyes, w as speaking.

“ It d on ’t m atter n o w .”  T he gunm an 
grinned  w eak ly . “ T h e 'D u k e ’s dead. T he 
n ight b e fo re  w e cam e to C arver , M alloy  
rod e  on ahead to lo o k  you  up, Sheriff. H e 
w as p ro b a b ly  w aitin g  ou tside the P alace 
w h en  y o u  cam e out w ith  the kid p u n ch er .”

D o c  H em sley  n odded . “ In the darkness 
o f  the a lley  M a lloy  co u ld n ’t have seen 
clearly . B illy  H ob b s  and the sheriff are 
abou t the sam e height and the D u k e  had 
to  shoot q u ick  and get out. H e  shot the 
w ron g  m an .”

B u ck  H ob b s  n od ded  grim ly . “ B illy  w ill 
p u ll ou t o f  it. D o c ? ”  he asked.

H em sely  sh ook  h is head  affirm atively.
S h eriff E d B rand look ed  up  at the girl 

k n eelin g  beside  him . “ I reck on  C a rv e r ’s 
m y  h om e to w n ,”  he said softly .

“ I w as h op in g ” — M ary  C reigh ton  sm iled  
— “ it w ou ld  b e .”

VANISHING BANDITS

nPHE four bandits had planned their getaway well. Once inside Colossal Cave, they
knew no sheriff’ s posse would ever overtake them.

Colossal Cave, about twenty-five miles southeast o f Tucson, is an awe-inspiring maze 
o f  countless connecting rooms; and for days the bandits had explored them, carefully 
laying down a route o f  retreat through an unknown exit.

Then came the day for action. The Southern Pacific R.- R. would be carrying some 
$62,000 in cash, and somehow the bandits knew it. The holdup was easy, the getaway 
easier, for they merely vanished into the cave.

The sheriff’s posse, however, successfully trailed them. For three weeks they stood 
guard there, building fires inside the cave in hopes of driving their quarry out. At last, 
they gave up.

Then, sometime later, the desperadoes were recognized in nearby Willcox. In the 
ensuing gun battle three o f them were killed, the fourth captured. This lone survivor 
was sentenced to twenty-eight years in the penitentiary, refusing to lighten his sentence by 
divulging the hiding place of the loot.

In 1912, the remaining bandit was released. Trailing him was an agent for the Wells- 
Fargo Express. When the bandit disappeared into the mysterious recesses o f Colossal 
Cave, the agent followed.

Once again, the bandit slipped out that secret entrance. And the agent, caught up in 
that hopeless maze, gave up the chase. However, in one of the dusty rooms o f the cave, 
he found several empty money sacks, the very ones which had contained the $62,000 
so boldly taken twenty-four years earlier.

Later, when the other entrance to the cave was found, the mystery o f the vanishing 
bandits was solved. But the surviving desperado and the outlaw treasure were never seen 
or heard of again.

— Norman Renard



T H E N O N - M I L L I O N A I R E
By HAROLD HELFER

E L L IE  tried to  be n onch alant and 
casual, bu t she ju st co u ld n ’t shake 
off the funniest fee lin g  inside her. 

S h e fe lt alm ost as fu n n y  and ex c ite d  as 
she had on  a n ight ten  years ago w hen 
Slim  D an delion  w as on  the verge  o f 
proposin g  to her.

It w as a m ile and a half from  the station  
to the b ig  B ar X X  ranch , bu t N ellie  d id n ’t

m ind w alking. S h e w as u n con sciou s o f  
any ph ysica l exertion  an yw ay , the e x c ite 
m ent ju st p rop e lled  h er along. She hadn ’ t 
even  both ered  to take a qu ick  d ip  in to 
tow n  and T he S ilv er  S p oon , the o ld  “ hash 
h ou se”  w h ere  sh e ’d handled  trays and 
plates fo r  som e tw e lv e  years.

O f cou rse , she fu lly  intended to  d rop  by 
her o ld  p lace o f  em p loym en t b e fo re  she
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left. B ut first she just had see Slim . 
O r find out abou t h im  an yw ay . F or, it 
stood  to reason, there w as a g ood  ch ance 
that S lim  w as no lon ger a hand at B ar X X  
but had drifted  off som ew h ere . S h e cou ld  
still see the hurt, aw fu lly  solem n lo o k  in 
his eyes  w hen  she turned  him  dow n  that 
last n ight she saw  h im — h ow  his sh ou lders 
had d roop ed  as h e ’d turned arou nd  and 
w alked  out o f  the S ilver  S p oon !

It was a p erfect occa sion  fo r  rem in isc
ing an yw ay. C om in g  back  h ere after so 
m any years and w ith ou t having  c o r 
responded  w ith an ybod y . A n d  then it 
was dusk  too, the pu rp le  sun was dis
appearing ov e r  the tu m b le -w eed ed  plains, 
a p erfect tim e fo r  reverie .

Q u ite  a bit had h appened  since the last 
night sh e ’d seen S lim . Inclu d in g , o f 
cou rse , the fact that sh e ’d got m arried . 
T o  D ick  F ow ler , a p lain, ord in ary  hard
w are salesm an. T hat was w hat w as so 
iron ic. She, N ellie  T an k ersley , w h o ’d al
w ays vow ed  sh e ’d m arry  on ly  a m illion 
aire— finally  w in d in g  u p  as the m ost rou 
tine and ord in ary  o f h ou sew ives. A  n o 
b ody , h aggling w ith  vegetab le  ven ders and 
keeping a w eather e y e  on  the b u tch e r ’s 
scales.

N ot that D ick  h adn ’t treated h er w ell. 
A n d  he was still k ind o f  handsom e in that 
w avy-h a ir  w ay o f his— althou gh  the hair 
was begin n in g  to thin ou t now . If on ly  
the m id -su m m er C h icago  heat w ou ld  abate 
in that sm all b ox ed -in  n ea r-th e -roo f flat 
o f  hers that som etim es felt like a T urkish  
bath.

H ere  it was J u ly , but there was the 
usual even in g  coo ln ess abou t these high 
w estern  plains. T here  was som ething so 
w on drou s abou t all this space. Y o u  cou ld  
actually  breathe as deep ly  as y o u  w anted. 
It seem ed fantastic that all this cou ld  be 
and that she cou ld  have on ce  been  a part 
o f  it. A n d , o f  cou rse , w hat seem ed equ a l
ly  as far-fetch ed  n ow  was the notion  that 
she had had then— that she w ou ld  n ever 
m arry an yone less than a m illionaire.

A n d  perhaps the oddest part o f all was 
how  firm ly sh e ’d m ade up her m ind to 
that— and h ow  it seem ed  to  m ake a cer
tain am ount o f sense, then. A fte r  all,

there w e re n ’t too  m any e lig ib le  w om en  
ou t that w ay, and e v e ry  n ow  and then 
som e c o w p o k e  did strike it lu ck y . In the 
oil fields, o r  com in g  across a n ew  gold  
vein.

N ellie  sighed. A ll that had ev e r  hap
pened to her was S lim . O h, any n um ber 
o f lon ely  co w p o k e s  had proposed  to her. 
B ut on ly  S lim  had ever, w ell, stirred  her. 
F u n n y  that it shou ld  have been  him , an 
Indian. B ut there w as som ething  about 
his dark  eyes, the w ay  he look ed  at her, 
so d eep  and so lem n -like . T h ere  w as som e
thing so qu iet and sim ple and dign ified  
abou t him . H e n ev er  got fresh  or  lou d  
or sh ow -o ffy , not even  on  S atu rday  nights.

T hat tim e h e ’d asked her to  m arry  him  
as they w alk ed  a long the edge  o f the mesa. 
It w as abou t the sam e tim e o f  d ay  as n ow  
— the begin n in g  o f even in g . Just as now , 
the tw in k le  o f  lights from  the B ar X X  
cou ld  be  seen in the d istance. She cou ld  
alm ost rem em b er w ord  fo r  w ord  w hat 
sh e ’d told  him , that she liked  him  a lot 
but had m ade u p  h er m ind to m arry  a 
m illionaire. H ow  th ou gh tfu l that had 
m ade Slim ! “ I can ask M r. B arstow , he 
g iv e  m e m ore  m on ey ,”  the slim , b ron ze 
sk inned  cow h an d  had said  w hen  he finally 
spok e up. “ M a y b e  he g ive  m e $10 a 
m onth  m ore. B ut still w o n ’t be  m illion 
a ire .”  H ow  h er heart had gon e ou t to 
him ! B ut sh e ’d rem ained  staunch  in her 
determ in ation  to  cap tu re  a m illionaire. 
“ It m ay not sound qu ite  n ice, it m ay be 
crazy , but it ’s just som eth ing  I ’ve  m ade 
up m y m ind to, S lim ,”  she told  him . “ I ’m  
ju st not go in g  to  com prom ise . I ’v e  a lw ays 
told m yse lf I was go in g  to m arry  a m il
lionaire  and that’s the w ay  it is go in g  to 
b e .”

OF C O U R S E , sh e ’d been  even  m ore 
d eep ly  tou ch ed  b y  Slim  the next 

day, w hen he cam e around to the S ilver 
S poon  to tell her h e ’d decid ed  to  g o  o il 
prospecting. “ M aybe, w h o k n ow , I be a 
m illion a ire ,”  he told her.

A n d  N ellie  rem em bered  his return  so 
v iv id ly  too. A b o u t a yea r  later it was. 
S lim ’s fa ce  had been  so  long, he look ed  
so tired  and his eyes w ere  so solem n  as



he w atch ed  her beh in d  the cou n ter. 
“ N e llie ,”  h e ’d b lu rted  out as soon  as sh e ’d 
com e  o v e r  to  his table, “ y o u  sure you  
not ch an ge y o u r  m ind  abou t m an y o u  
m arry  have to b e  m illio n a ire ? ”  N ellie  
had reach ed  ov e r , p la y fu lly  w rig g led  an 
ear o f  his and her v o ice  had  b een  qu ite 
husky as she rep lied , “ G osh , it ’s n ice  to 
see you  again, S lim — but, no, on the 
oth er m atter, S lim , m y  m in d ’s m ade up  
as firm ly  as e v e r .”  H is fa ce  su dden ly  
seem ed  to h ave grow n  even  lon ger. “ I 
— I— ”  he began , c lea rly  on the v erge  o f 
asking h er to  m arry  him  an yw ay . “ S o r 
ry, S lim ,”  she told  h im  q u ick ly , “ I ’m  not 
com prom isin g , it’s got to  be  the w ay  I 
said it had to  b e .”  M aybe  she’d b rok en  in 
the w ay  she did  becau se  she w as a fra id  if 
Slim  had ev er  got ou t his p rop osa l she 
w ou ld  h ave accepted .

Slim  had d isappeared  from  sight a fter 
that. It w as fu n n y  that it sh ou ld  h ave been  
o n ly  abou t a m onth  a fter that D ick  F ow ler , 
the cu rly -h a ired  h ard w are  salesm an 
sh ou ld  h ave com e  along. A lm ost b e fo re  
she k n ew  it she w as M rs. F o w le r— and a 
v ery  ord in ary , d ow n -to -ea rth , b u tch e r - 
sca le -w atch in g  h ou sew ife .

She tried  to tell h erse lf she w as happy 
enough . B ut sh e ’d n ev er  qu ite  b een  able 
to  forget her dream  o f  b e in g  a m illion 
a ire ’s w ife  and all that it im p lied— or 
S lim . S h e ’d a lw ays h ave a so ft spot in 
her heart fo r  him .

S h e ’d tried  to tell h erse lf she w as tak
ing this vacation  ju st to  see the old  h om e 
tow n, bu t all the excitem en t she fe lt re 
v o lv e d  arou nd  a lean , b ron ze -fa ced  figure.

O f cou rse , it m ight b e  that S lim  was 
n ow h ere  around. S h e co u ld  still see  his 
d roop in g  sh ou lders so p la in ly  as h e  left 
her that night. H e ’d taken  it p retty  hard. 
Just k n ow in g  that sh e ’d p ro b a b ly  find out
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w h ere  h e  w as, w as en ou gh  to  g ive  h er a 
g low .

She d id n ’ t stop  at any o f  the b u n k - 
h ouses, bu t w en t straight to  the m ain  
d o o r  o f  the h an dsom e and fa b u lou s  B ar 
X X  ranch  house. W as S lim  still on the 
B ar X X ?  W ell, M r. B arstow  or on e  o f  his 
righthand m en p rob a b ly  cou ld  tell her 
w h ere  he m ight h ave gone.

H er heart beat k ind o f w ild ly , and her 
k n ock  on the d o o r  w as tim id and se lf- 
con sciou s. A fte r  aw hile , the d o o r  opened.

A n d  there he stood . S lim  D an delion ! 
T h ey  ju st stood  th ere staring  at one 
another across the threshold . S lim , as 
lean, b ron zed  and h andsom e as ev er , spoke 
u p  first, saying, “ N ice  see y o u  again, N e l
lie, w o n ’t you  please to  com e  in ? ”

W h en  N ellie  fou n d  her v o ice , she said, 
“ M r. B a rstow — w o n ’t he get m a d ? ”

“ N o M r. B a rstow .”
“ W ell, w h o  is b o s s ? ”
“ I boss .”
“ Y o u !”  N ellie  gasped. S h e look ed  

arou nd  her, at the array  o f  b u n k h ou ses, 
the b lacksm ith  qu arters, the corra ls, the 
great ro llin g  land in all d irection s.

“ Y o u — y o u  m ust b e  a m illion a ire !”  she 
gasped.

“ Indians h ave saying, e v ery th in g  w o rk  
ou t fo r  b est,”  said S lim . “ I h ave fine w ife , 
th ree fine sons. I hear y o u  get m arried , 
live  in b ig  bu sy  m u ch -d o in g  c ity .”

“ Y o u — y o u  m u st be  a m illio n a ire — ” 
N ellie  repeated , h er  v o ice  en gu lfed  w ith  
aw e, a lm ost as if m esm erized  b y  the 
stu pen dou s h o rro r  o f  the thought.

“ N ot e x a ctly ,”  sp ok e  u p  S lim . “ T ried  to 
tell y o u  that n ight in S ilv er  S poon , bu t y o u  
say n o  com p rom ise , m illion a ire  o r  n oth 
ing. I find b ig  o il field  all right, sell ou t 
in b ig  deal, b u t n ot qu ite  b e co m e  m illion 
aire, on ly  h ave  $885,000. . .
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J IN G O  anxL ihs- Senjo’uJta,
By DE WITT NEWBURY

Jingo cou ld n ’t believe 
his eyes when he saw her

Miranda won Jingo in a game, so
when the town tried to hang him—
she had to protect her property!
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HO O R A W  V A L L E Y  h a d  a lw a y s  
been  a g ood  cam p, ev e r  since the 
first p rosp ector  fou n d  co lo r  and 

raised  su ch  a ch eer . B u t n ow  it w as filling



u p  q u ick ly , getting crow d ed .
S ettlers had com e  in w ith  th eir fam ilies 

and they  w ere  a different* b reed  from  the 
free-an d -easy  m iners. T here  w ere  tow n 
prom oters , business m en am on g them . 
W h y , the latest com er w as a gospel 
slinger!

T hat w as w h y  J in g o  M cC a ll fe lt so d is
gusted.

H e w as in his shanty, th row in g  b lan k et 
roll and g ru b  p ack  togeth er w hen  B lack  
F erris  strolled  in. A  b ig  fe llow , B lack ie , 
w ith  broad  ch eek s and m ou th  sm othered  
b y  a bu sh y  beard.

B lack  leaned one m eaty  sh ou lder 
against the log  d oor  fram e. “ H ear y o u ’re 
a im ing to  p rospect the h igh  gu lch es ,”  he 
said.

J in go  sat b a ck  on  his heels and scratched  
his roan -w h isk ered  jaw . “ S u re  d o ,”  he 
a llow ed . “ N eed  som e a ir.”

“ P rea ch er ’s ca lled  an oth er m eetin g ,”  
B lack  said w ith  a grin , “ to  talk abou t 
b u ild in g  a church . F ig u re  on  d odg in g  
th a t?”

“ Y o u  b e t !”
B lack  laughed . “ A n d  m iss all the p ra y 

ing and g lory -sh ou tin g ?  O h m y, J in go! 
I f  a pretty  lady  like the p rea ch er ’s gal 
w ants to  save m e, I ’ll let h er .”

J in go  got tcT his feet; he w as as tall as 
the oth er w h en  he stood up, though  leaner. 
“ T his h ere cam p is goin g  to h e ll!”  he d e 
clared . “ O f cou rse , the b o y s  stack u p  at 
them  m eetings— they like to  sing and h o l
ler— bu t th e y ’re slipp ing fu rth er  e v ery  
tim e! W e  a lready  got an alcalde instead 
o f  a cam p boss, a m arshall instead o f  a 
v ig ilan ce com m ittee. A n d  n ow  th ere ’ll be 
a ch u rch ! Y e s  sir, I gotta  ram ble. This 
part o f  C a liforn y  is too  dam n san ctified !”

F erris squ irted  tob a cco  ju ice . “ W e-e-11,”  
he d raw led , “ that d itch  o f y ou rn  looks 
prom isin g .”

“  ’T w o n ’t run  aw ay w hile  I ’m gon e ,”  
J in go  said.

“ C an ’t tell. O u r old  V ig ilantes used to 
com e d ow n  hard on a cla im  ju m p er, bu t 
th ings are d iff’ rent n o w .”

J in go  shrugged. “ M y  guns a in ’t n o  d if
feren t.”  H e squatted  again to  fit fresh  
caps on  his tw o  C olt dragoons.
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“ R e ck o n  y o u ’re right, th ere .”  B la ck ie  
cleared  his throat. “ T e ll y e  w hat! M y  
d iggings are abou t p layed  out. Just y o u  
g im m e a w ritin g  to fix  it w ith  the new  
law , and w e ’ll go  pardners. I ’ll m ov e  in 
h ere and w o rk  y o u r  cla im  g ood  w h ile  
y o u ’re a -ram blin g . W h a ck  up, even  
S teven , w h en  y e  git back . M eb b e  I can 
h ire  D affy  E llison , or  som e oth er  b rok e  
ga loot, to h e lp  ch ea p .”

J in go  con sidered . “ S ou n d s fa ir, B lack ie . 
O n ly  d o n ’t g o  h iring any o f the riffraff 
that’s drifted  in w ith  the p ilgrim s.”

“ N o, n o !”  B la ck  assured  him .
T he agreem en t w as scr ib b led  w ith  a 

p en cil stub  on  the b ack  o f an o ld  en ve lop e  
and d u ly  signed. T hen  the n ew  partner 
w en t off, w h istling, to sh ift his too ls  and 
cam p  gear w h ile  J in go  w en t on  pack ing.

JIN G O  felt satisfied as he s logged  dow n  
the va lley . H is cab in  w ou ld  be  safe, 

and y e llo w  dust w ou ld  b e  p ilin g  up. M ay
b e  h e ’d m ake a strik e in the hills, too!

H e ’d h ave ro o m  to  stretch  in, an yw ay , 
and that w as w hat h e  n eeded . T h e  gold  
cam p  w as all r igh t and so w ere  the b oy s  
w h o  w e re  sw in g in g  p ick s  and shovels, 
d igg ing  trenches, slosh ing w ash-pans b y  
the creek , bu t d o w n cre e k  a tow n  w as 
grow in g  up. T h ere  w e re  tents and cabins 
on regu lar, la id -ou t lots. T h ere  w ere  
fen ced  patches o f  garden  tru ck . T here  
w as a store w h ere  th ey  even  sold  ca lico  
fo r  w o m e n ’s dresses.

T h ere  w as also a stak ed -ou t p lace  w h ere  
the ch u rch  w ou ld  b e  bu ilt, and that w as 
right w h ere  J in go  m et the three p eop le  
w h o , a b ove  all others, m ade him  fee l 
crow d ed .

T he preach er saw  him  first, and greeted  
him  w ith  ou tstretch ed  hands. “ G o o d  day, 
M ister— er, ah— m ay I ca ll y o u  on e o f m y 
co n g re g a tio n ?”  H e  w as slight and p in ch 
faced , and  had an eager m anner.

“ Can if y e  w a n t,”  J in go  said, n odding . 
“ B ut ’ tw o n ’t be  so .”

T he m arshal had m ean  eyes and a ro ck y  
ch in . A  H an gtow n  m an, h e ’d b een  b rou gh t 
in b y  the settlers to k eep  order. H e  gave 
J in go  a hard  look , n oted  the slung pack. 
“ L ea v in g  tow n , h e y ? ”  he greeted . “ P ’raps
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i t s  just as w ell for  e v e ry b o d y  co n ce rn e d .” 

T he alcalde was both  m a yor  and m agis
trate, Spanish  fashion. T h is on e was a 
fat rooster in a stovep ipe  hat, a bu lg in g  
b lack  coat, and a cravat that squ eezed  his 
wattles. “Harumph!” he tru m peted . “ O ne 
o f ou r m ost trou b lesom e citizens. A  very  
v iolent m a n !”

J in go grinned  ch eerfu lly . “ I a in ’t being 
run outa tow n , gents. I ’ll be  b a ck .”

T he little m inister look ed  bew ild ered . 
“ B ut you  w ill attend the m eeting, m y 
frien d ? T o  plan the erection  o f o u r  taber
n a c le ? ”

J in go  sh ook  his head. “ N ope. G otta  
ram ble .”  H e h itch ed  his p ack  h igh er and 
tram ped aw ay.

N ear the outsk irts o f  tow n  he passed a 
neat tent that stood  b eside  a half-fin ished 
cabin . A t least, he m eant to pass it. H e 
saw  the girl sitting u n der the open  flap 
and hoped  to  get b y  her.

She w as a slen der g irl in w hite  m uslin , 
stiff and u nru m pled , a g ir l w ith  pale hair 
and pale ch eeks. She cau ght sight o f  h im  
and ca lled  out, “ M ister M cC a ll! Oh, 
M ister M cC a ll!”

H e stopped , du ck in g  his head  a w k w a rd 
ly. “ I ’m  just J in go , M iss .”

S h e rose and cam e to him . “ Y o u ’re  dne 
o f  F ath er ’s frien d s,”  she sm iled . “ Y o u ’ll 
vote  for  his ch u rch , w o n ’t y o u ? ”

J in go  sighed. “ S eem s like I hafta tell 
ev e ry b o d y ! C an ’t, ’cause I ’m  on  m y 
travels .”

H er eyes sank to  the tw o  b ig  cap -an d - 
ball re v o lv ers  in his belt. “ T hose  terrib le  
p isto ls !”  she sh u ddered . “ D o n ’t you  k n ow  
it ’s w ron g  to shed b lo o d ?  H e w h o  lives 
b y  the sw ord  shall perish  b y  the sw o rd !”  

“ N o sw ords  arou nd  h ere ,”  J in go  rea 
soned. “ If that goes fo r  guns, too, I ’ ll live  
lon ger w ith  ’em  than w ith ou t ’em .”

T h e g irl clasped  h er hands. “ F ather 
does su ch  sp lendid  w ork , con v ertin g  the 
w ick ed  and saving souls. I h elp  w hen  I 
can. W ill you  prom ise th ree th in g s?”

H e sh ifted  from  one foo t to the other; 
his pack  was grow in g  h eavy . “ W hat sorta  
th in g s?”

“ N ot to harm  y o u r  fe llow s, n ot to d rin k  
liqu or, and not to p lay cards fo r  m o n e y !”

“ W h o o sh !”  J in go  exh a led  a long  breath. 
“ I n ever p lu g  a ga loot that d o n ’t need it. 
G ot no w h isky , and m y cards are w ore  
ou t.”  H e turned on his heel and started 
off.

“ Y o u  h aven ’ t p rom ised !”  she w ailed  
after him.

“ A in ’t go in g  to !”  he shouted back.
S o  that was over, and at last J in g o  was 

heading for  the space and solitu de he 
craved . H e w as qu it o f  too  m u ch  god li
ness, too  m u ch  law , too  m any people.

BU T  N O — he w asn ’t a ltogeth er qu it of 
peop le , not yet. H e spied D affy  

E llison  lou n g in g  near the trail. T he tow - 
head, tw idd lin g  his thum bs, stood  just 
ou tside a rou gh  bru sh  sh elter; and u n der 
the shelter w ere  fo u r  lazy, spraw lin g  
shapes.

J in go  sw ore  and spat in the dust. W hat 
was you n g  E llison  doin g  w ith  such  a 
b u n ch ?  D am n ed  lou sy  d rifters  w h o  loafed  
and begged , sn eak ed  and stole. In the old  
days, the m iners w o u ld  have pran ced  them  
ou t o f  cam p in no tim e. N o w  the law  p ro 
tected  them !

“ W ant a jo b , D a f fy ? ”  he ca lled . “ G o  and 
see B la ck  F erris , u p  at m y sh eban g."

“ S u re  I d o , J in g o ,”  the b o y  answ ered  
w ith  his fr ien d ly , vacant grin. “ S u re  I 
w ill !”

O ne o f the sleepers sat up, a tattered 
sca re cro w  w ith  m atted, g rea sy -look in g  
hair and w hiskers. “ W hat abou t m e ? ”  he 
b aw led . “ A n y  m ore  jo b s ? ”

“ O ughta h ave y o u r  ch o ice ,”  J in go  
grow led , “ e ith er m akin g  tracks or  w eigh t
ing a ro p e .”

H e w en t on  a little  fu rth er and w h ere 
he changed  d irection , lo o k e d  back . G reasy  
P ete  had stepped  ou t on  the trail to  w atch  
him  out o f  sight. T he d r ifte r  lifted  a 
ragged  arm , bu t J in go  d id n ’t w ave back.

H is w ay  w as eastw ard  n ow , up  the 
low est part o f  the tim bered  ridge. H e 
was taking the lon g  w ay  ’rou n d  becau se  
the sh orter w ay  w as too  steep  fo r  a man 
w ith  a h eavy  pack.

F rom  the crest, he look ed  dow n  into 
the n ext gu lch , a n arrow  one. B eyon d  it 
rose another ridge, and another, and still



m ore. E ach  w as h igh er than the last and 
each  hid a gulch .

H e crossed  the first ravine. It w as dry , 
n o  good  fo r  p la cer  w ork . H e k n ew  it w ell, 
had hunted  pot-m eat there.

S om e fe llow  w as h unting  n ow . J in go  
had clim bed  to the farther crest and 
stopped to breathe am on g the sparse pines, 
w hen  he heard a cra ck in g  sound. A  rifle 
shot, fired b e low  him  or  on  the rise he 
had just left.

N oth in g  to n otice , o f  cou rse.
H e rem em b ered  it, though , w hen  he 

shucked  his pack  at su n dow n . T h e b row n  
canvas co v e r  w as sliced  across, as if b y  a 
knife.

J in go w histled . “ A  bu lle t d on e that! T he 
dam ned id iot took  m e fo r  a deer, u p  agin 
the sk y lin e  there, and creased  m e. L u ck y  
he co u ld n ’t shoot n o  b e tte r !”

O n ly  tw o days later J in go  fou n d  his new  
location . It w as ju st the righ t p lace to 
w ork  in peace and qu iet, a sw eet little 
m ountain  p ock et w ith  a thread o f  w ater 
cu rlin g  through . T h ere  w as a sandy ban k  
on the east side, w ashed  u p  b y  spring 
floods, and beh in d  that a bristle  o f  you n g  
pines.

H e tried ou t the dirt and got co lor . 
C ou ld  m ake b etter than day  w ages, he 
ju dged , w ith ou t straining h im self.

A fte r  try ing  it, J in go  let the d irt w ait 
w h ile  he k n ock ed  d ow n  som e o f the pines 
w ith  his old  axe. A n  op en -fron ted  shack  
w ou ld  b e  good  enough . B lan kets inside 
and a fire ou tside w ou ld  m ak e it snug.

H e m eant to take it easy b u t got e x cited  
w hen he started w o rk  n ext day. P ann ed  
out fo rty  dollars b e fo re  n oon . S o  then  he 
k n ock ed  off to  co o k  bacon  and beans, take 
a rest, and a sm oke.

L y in g  com forta b ly  on his b lan k ets after 
d inner, J in go  w as at p ea ce  w ith  the w orld . 
F or  a little w hile.

It co u ld n ’ t last! S u d d en ly  he reared  up, 
d rop p in g  his pipe. D istu rb in g  sounds had 
com e to h is ears— the ru stle  o f  bushes, 
the cru n ch  o f feet on  gravel, the m u tter o f  
voices.

H e peered  ou t o f the shack , d ow n  the 
bank, and there th ey  w ere !

F ou r m en had straggled  in to  the gu lch .
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A  sorry  lo t  o f  p rosp ectors ! T w o  ca rr ied  
battered  w ash-pans, on e a rusty  p ick  
an oth er a sh ovel. O ld  flour sacks w ere  
slung to  them , h ere and th ere, to  h old  
gru b , and their b lan k ets w ere  ro lls  o f  filth.

T h e y  w ere  the drifters , the w orth less 
ya h oos  that had b een  hanging arou nd  
tow n, and as th ey  stood  there, d irty  and 
ev il-fa ced , th ey  seem ed an offense  to  the 
clean  sand and b righ t sunshine. T h ey  
w ere  certa in ly  an offense  to  J in go. H e 
got to  his feet, sh oved  his tw o shooters 
into his belt, and w en t strid in g  d ow n  the 
bar. T h e d irtiest and u gliest, G reasy  P ete, 
ca lled  a greetin g : “ H ow d y , M cC a ll! F ou n d  
any c o lo r  h e r e ? ”

J in go  b rou g h t up, fe e t  apart, hands on 
his guns. “ W hat d o  y o u  c a r e ? ”  he asked. 
“ Y o u  ain ’ t sta y in g !”

TH E Y  S Q U E E Z E D  togeth er, as i f  for  
p rotection . “ Y o u  d o n ’t ow n  the 

g u lch ,”  a b rok en -n osed  scam p  protested . 
“ B et y e  a in ’t filed on  y o u r  cla im , e v e n !”  

“ I ’m  on it,”  J in g o  told  him . “ T h at’s 
en ou gh ! H o w ’d y e  get h e r e ? ”

“ F o llo w e d  a lon g , k n ow in g  y o u  had a 
n ose fo r  gold . S potted  y o u r  sm o k e .”  

“ T hen  fo llo w  y o u r  cro o k e d  snoot som e
w h ere  e lse !”

“ L o o k  h ere, M cC a ll!”  G reasy  P ete  
argued . “ T h e re ’s p len ty  ro o m  a b o v e  y o u r  
location . Y o u  got n o  righ t to h og  the 
w h o le  b a r !”

“ I a in ’t, h e y ? ”  J in g o  cou n tered . “ I ’ll 
sh ow  y e !”

H e p u lled  his gu ns and fired tw o  shots. 
T h e first spattered  the d rifters  w ith  
stinging sand; the secon d  cra ck ed  close  
ov e r  their hole-hats.

T h e y  sk edadd led , pushing each  oth er, 
sp lashing in the w ater, tearing  and b lu n 
derin g  th rou gh  the bushes. T h ey  dis
appeared  d ow n  the gu lch , and a fter a 
tim e the noise  o f  th eir flight d ied  aw ay .

J in go  belted  his gu ns and started u p  the 
bank. T h en  he stopped  short, as if su d 
den ly  frozen . H is m ou th  and eyes op en ed  
w ide.

H e  co u ld n ’t b e lie v e  his eyes at first, had 
to  b lin k  them  th ree o r  fo u r  tim es b e fo re  
he co u ld  b e lie v e  that th ere w as a g irl u p

WESTERN



JINGO AND THE SENORITA 105
there b y  the shack ! S h e w as lean ing on 
a rifle and laugh ing d ow n  at h im ! She 
was dressed  in  bu ck sk in , lik e  a N ez P erce  
o r  F lathead  squ aw , and h er hair hung 
as b lack  as tw o c r o w ’s w ings. Y e t  she was 
w hite. She had b lu e  eyes and a freck led  
nose, and h er laugh  was n o  sq u a w ’s giggle.

“ N eig h b or ,”  she said, “ you  su rely  
stam peded those h om b res !”

J in go fo rg o t to  be polite. H e ch u ck ed  
his hat on  the grou n d  and sw ore . “ D am n 
it, ca n ’t a fe lle r  find som e som e peace 
and q u ie t?  W h y  does e v e ry b o d y  cro w d  
m e so ?  W h ere  in h e ll’d y o u  com e fr o m ? ”  

H er freck led  nose crin k led  as she 
laughed again. “ I ’m  n ot a crow d . D id n ’t 
com e from  an yw h ere  in hell bu t from  m y 
d a d d y ’s ca m p .”

H e p ick ed  up  his hat. “ B eg  pardon  fo r  
cussing thataw ay. I been  jo lted ! T hou gh t 
I was all n ice  en d  lon esom e, until just 
now . W h e re ’s this cam p y o u  m e n tio n e d ?” 

She je rk e d  a thum b. “ O v e r  the n ext 
ridge. Y o u  see, a lion  ju m p ed  o u r  m ule. 
M y  father got the lion, b u t it c law ed  him  
som e. W e ’v e  been  forted  u p  since, and 
h e ’s run ou t o f  sm oking , so I thought 
m aybe y o u  cou ld  spare som e. I ’d scou ted  
y o u r  cam p a lrea d y .”  ^

“ E v e ry b o d y  spots m y  sm o k e !”  J in go  
gru m bled . “ H ow  com e I a in ’ t spotted

oily o u r n !
“ W e m ake an In ju n  fire, that d oesn ’t 

sm ok e .”  ^  '
“ W ish  I k n ew  h ow ! W ell, I got a ex try  

plug o r  tw o— alw ays go  h eeled  w ith  to 
bacco . Say, reck on  I ’ll take it to  y o u r  dad 
m yself! M osey  a long w ith  y o u  for  a v isit.”  

T he g irl cr in k led  her nose. “ I thought 
you  d id n ’t lik e  c r o w d s ? ”

J in go  g lan ced  at h er sidew ise. “ Y o u  
ain ’ t no cro w d . Said  so  y ou rse lf, d id n ’t 
y e ?  I bet y o u r  old  m an a in ’t, e ith er.”

She turned and led  the w ay  on padding 
m occasins, crad ling  her rifle like an old  
hunter.

T heir tent was m ade, Indian fashion, 
o f w eathered  canvas stretched  o v e r  poles. 
Its o w n er sat b e fo re  it, w ith  a bu ffa lo  rob e  
u n der h im  and a pack -sadd le  p ropp in g  
h im  up. A  rifle  lay  h andy, an o ld  H au ken  
flintlock .

J in go  ey ed  the gaunt fram e and leathery 
face, a ll knots and creases and gray  beard . 
T his w as a m ountain  m an, he saw. H e 
drop p ed  the tob a cco  p lu g  on the rob e  and 
said, “ H ow d y , B u ck sk in ! H o w  y e  m aking 
o u t? ”

T he m ountain  m an  grinned . “ D oin g  
fine, thank ’ee. I ’ll soon  be able to get up 
and get.”  H e slapped  his right leg  that 
had strips o f  b lan ket w ou n d  arou nd  it 
instead o f a legging.

“ F ixed  fo r  g r u b ? ”  J in go  asked.
T h e oth er w aved  a hand. T h ere  w ere  

parfleches, sk in -w rapped  bu ndles, hanging 
on  the n earer trees. “ J erk ed  m eat. W e 
je rk e d  the m u le— and the critter  that kilt 
him . O n ly  m y dau gh ter ’s too  fin ick y  to 
eat ’e m !”

T he g ir l tilted up that freck led  nose. 
“ S h ot a d eer fo r  m yself, that’s w hat I d id .”

“ S h e ’s a good  shot and a good  ga l,”  the 
m an said. “ H a lf Irish— m y half— and half 
Spanish. N a m e ’s M iranda. M e, I ’m  T im  
D on a h oe .”

J in go  nam ed h im self as he b ow ed  to 
M iranda. “ D id  y e  raise h er in the m ou n 
ta in s?”  he w on dered .

T im  sh ook  his head. “ N ot from  the 
start. M y  w ife  w as a rea l Santa F e lady, 
and h er fo lk s  took  the b a b y  w h en  she died . 
T ro u b le  w as, R anda w o u ld n ’t stay put. 
L ast tim e I w ent to see her, she cu t loose. 
R u n  a fter m e! I n ever d id  get ’rou n d  to 
taking her b a ck .”

“ A n d  y e ’ve com e  all the w a y  from  Santa 
F e ? ”

“ N ot a ll to  once. W e lived  in on e or 
another o f  the forts  w h ile  I was trapping. 
B u t the R o ck y  M ou ntain  cou n try  is p lum b 
ru in ed ! B ea ver  gon e, p ilgrim  trains 
a -draggin g  th rou gh , and all the In juns 
hoppin g  m ad. W e g iv e  up  and headed 
west. M eb b e  w e ’ll find go ld  if w e can ’t 
find b e a v e r .”

Y E ’L L  F IN D  the p ilgrim s h ere al
re a d y ,”  J in go  w arned . “ T h at’s w h y 

I qu it H oora w  V a lley . Settlers are ru n 
n ing every th in g  now . T h e y ’re  d ow n  on 
a p la y fu l ru ck u s, y et they  let a ll kind o f 
scu m  ru n  loose. S om e rapscallions even  
tra iled  m e, so  I had to  season ’e m .”



“ I saw  it,”  R anda told  her father. “ T hey  
d id n ’t like p ep p er.”

J in go  had an idea. “ W h y  d o n ’t y o u  stake 
out a cla im  on m y b a r?  It ’s good  ground, 
and y e ’ll k eep  cro w d e rs  ou t.”

“ I ’ll do  that,”  T im  agreed , “ soon  as I can 
stagger that far. N ow  tarry  w ith us and 
take a bait o f  jerk ed  lion. R anda stew s 
it up real tasty .”

L ion  m eat w asn ’t half bad, J in go  
a llow ed  w hen he tried it.

A fter  supper, D on ah oe  reach ed  in to  the 
tent and rolled  out a sm all keg. “ T aos 
lightn ing.”  H e w in ked  “ I got m auled 
saving it M ule fe ll on it w hen the var
m int d ropped  h im .”

J in go drank and w h ooped . “ W o w -o o ! 
N o snakes in it, unless th ey ’re  all p ick le d !”  
H e settled h im self com forta b ly  on his 
half o f  the bu ffa lo  robe. “ A  gam e w ou ld  
be n ice if you  had the cards.”

“ G ot som ething  nigh as g o o d ,”  T im  
said. “ C h u ck  m e m y w arbag, ga l.”

R anda brou ght him  the otter-sk in  
pounch . He to o k  ou t th ree sm all turtle 
shells, w orn  and polished , and a bit o f 
bon e  dark  w ith age. “ In jun  gam e,”  he 
expla ined  “ T his h ere is the finger-bone 
o f a C ayu se  ch ief. H e was fo x y  w hen 
liv ing and tries to foo l y e  y e t.”

“ I ’ve  p la y ed ,”  J in go  n odded , “ w ith  little 
nut shells .”

“ N ot ou r  gam e,”  T im  ch u ck led . “ R anda 
w ork s the shells— I taught h er— and you  
and m e bu ck s each other. If w e both  lose, 
she rakes in the stakes. O f cou rse , there 
w on ’t be no rea l stakes, becau se w e  ca n ’t 
afford to lose n oth in g .”

“ B eats th ree-card  m on te !”  J in go  ad
m ired. “ T he ju g g ler  d on ’t risk a thing, 
yet he cleans up. Say, I w ant to  learn 
them  shells! Just for  fun, le t ’s bet.”

“ A ll right. K e e p  y o u r  eyes sk in n ed !”  
M iranda knelt, turned back  a corn er  o f 

the robe, and set the turtle shells in a row  
on the tanned side. She sh ow ed  the b on e  
in on e sm all palm , then began  to shift the 
shells, m u rm u rin g  in a sort o f  p lay-talk .

“ I am T urtle  M an, ch ie f o f  the C ayuse. 
M y  enem ies, the B lack feet, are hunting 
m e. I w ill h ide  in the tepee o f  F ather 
T urtle— or U n cle  T u rtle— or G ran d fath er
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T urtle . In w h ich  can they find m e ? ”

J in go  poin ted . “ In the m iddle  o n e !”
“ N o, in this end o n e ,”  T im  insisted.
Sm iling m isch ief, R anda lifted  the tw o 

shells. N oth ing under them . S h e snatched 
up  the third shell, and there was the bone.

“ B eats a ll!”  J in go  m arveled . “ S u re  as 
shooting. I seen y e  sh ove  it under the 
m iddle  one L e t ’s try  a g in !”

T h ey  tried  again and k ept on  trying. 
W hen finally  it grew  too dark  fo r  p laying, 
J in go  pu lled  a little bu ck sk in  bag from  a 
pocket.

“ That was a sociable  tim e,”  he declared  
beam ing, “ and I ’m glad to  d ro p  m y p o k e .”

R an d a ’s b lu e  eyes open ed  w ide. “ W h y, 
w e w e re n ’t in earnest! It w as on ly  p re
ten d !”

“ Then le t ’s k eep  on pretending. Y ou  
take ch arge o f this poke. I ’m  such  a care 
less cuss, I m ight m islay it .”  H e thum ped 
the h eavy  little  sack d ow n  on the rob e  and 
strod e  aw ay into the dusk.

H e panned m ore  dust n ext day and left 
it w ith  M iranda in the even ing.

A s  the days passed, he fou n d  he co u ld n ’t 
stay aw ay from  the D on ah oe cam p and the 
Indian gam e. H e persisted  in nam ing his 
stakes and in preten d in g  he had rea lly  lost 
them.

“ I ’ll w in  it all b a ck ,”  he boasted, “ w hen 
I learn them  sh ells !”

J in go  tried  hard en ough  to  learn. T he 
visiting and gam e p laying grew  into a 
habit. E very  a ftern oon  he w ou ld  wash up 
in the stream , run com b in g  fingers th rou gh  
his long  hair and w hiskers, then head 
ov e r  the ridge. T h ere  w as a lw ays a w e l
com e  fo r  h im , a b o w l o f  stew ed  je rk y  and 
a d rink  from  the keg, and a fterw ards a 
session w ith the turtle  shells.

S om etim es he and T im  bet against each  
oth er w h ile  R anda m anaged the shells. 
S om etim es J in go  h im self r igged  them . B ut 
it seem ed  as if he n ev er  cou ld  w in! H e 
n ev er  foo led  the g irl, and she a lw ays 
foo led  him .

She had stopped  protesting w h en  he 
drop p ed  a p ok e  on  the bu ffa lo  robe . She 
w ou ld  accep t it n ow  w ith  h er m isch ievou s, 
freck led  sm ile.

T im  seem ed  satisfied, too. H e w ou ld
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w ink  and say, “ B e foo lish  if  ye  w ant, son 
R anda k n ow s w hat sh e ’s a-doing , if you  
d on ’t.”

J in go  grew  m ore and m ore  reckless. 
W hen  all the ready  gold w as used up, he 
staked his prospects. He staked his new  
claim , his old  cla im — everyth in g .

A T  L A S T , after a w eek  o f  even in g  
gam es, there cam e a tim e w hen he 

grinned sheepish ly  “ N oth in g  m ore  to bet 
bu t m v outfit and guns. W ell. I gotta stick 
to  them  things! I f they go, I go w ith  ’em .”  

A  little later he w h oop ed  w ith  laughter. 
“ B y  the h o ly  jok er ! R eck on  noth in g  like 
this ever  h appened  afore. I ’v e  heard  o f a 
fe lle r  w in n ing  a dan ce-h a ll gal in a gam 
ble , n ever o f  a gal w in n ing  a m a n !”

R anda gave him  a brig h t-ey ed  look . “ It ’s 
on ly  m a k e -b e liev e !”

“ Sure, sure! W e ’ll go  on m a k e -b e liev 
ing just fo r  the hell o f  it. A n d  I m ight as 
w ell k eep  w ork in g  the cla im , s ince that’s 
y ou rn  and I ’m  you rn  to o .”

“ Y o u  m ight as w ell. Y o u r  lu ck  w ill 
change, I k n ow , and y o u ’ll d o  all the w in 
ning. T u rtle  M an told  m e !”

O ld T im  ch u ck led . “ M y  le g ’s m en ded  
so, w e ’ll be  o v e r  to boss ye  p u rty  soon. O r 
lik e ly  y o u ’ll be  bossing  u s.”

N ext day, w h ile  J in go  w as sw in gin g  his 
p ick , he w on d ered  h ow  R anda w ou ld  fix  it. 
M aybe he had been  a tarnation  foo l, bu t 
that d id n ’t both er him  m uch. S h e h ad n ’t 
cheated  at the gam e, an yw ay. S h e ’d  just 
been  too  sm art fo r  him.

It w as a th u ndering  jo k e , he thought, to 
be ow n ed  b y  a little b lack -h a ired , fre ck le 
nosed girl. She cou ld  ow n  him , all right, 
just as she m ight ow n  a ru n aw ay  h orse 
that was cavortin g  ov e r  the hills!

P erhaps sh e ’d be sm art som e m ore  and 
rig the shells so h e ’d guess right. H e  was 
all-fired cu riou s to k n ow  w hat she did  
have up  her bu ck sk in  sleeve !

H e ’d find out pretty  soon . . . .
J in go  was d igg ing  a test h ole , high up 

on  his bar. H e had paused to k n u ck le  aw ay 
the sw eat, w hen he su dden ly  stiffened, 
cock ed  an ear. S om eb od y  com ing!

H e  heard  a stone ro ll d o w n  the opposite  
slope, the rustle o f d ry  u ndergrow th .

B ooted  feet s lithered  and slinned on pine 
litter, and a b o d y  fetch ed  up against a tree. 
W as it an oth er pestering  bu nch  o f Crowd
ers?  His guns w ere  ba ck  in the shack ; 
h e ’d better ju m p  fo r  them .

B ut on ly  one m an cam e ou t o f  the tim 
ber, a gaw k v  figure, topped  b y  a to w -co l
ored  m op. Y o u n g  E llison  h opped  ov e r  the 
w ater, w av in g  his ragged hat.

J in go  fo re o t  his guns and stepned d ow n  
the bank. “ Hi. b o y !”  he shouted. “ W hat 
ye  do in g  h e r e ? ”

D a ffv  look ed  around the diggings, grin 
ning. “ G ot a good  location , J in g o ?  I hope 
so, to  m ake up  fo r  v o u r  bad lu ck .”

“ B ad  lu c k ? ”  J in go  asked, puzzled. 
“ W hat bad  lu c k ? ”

“ I com e  to  tell ye. B lack  F erris stru ck  it 
rich— p ow erfu l r ich — on the cla im  you 
sold  h im .”

J in go  scratch ed  his w hiskers. T he 
y ou n gster was add le -h eaded , got things 
tw isted. “ N ow  look  a -here, D a ffy ,”  he 
said. “ T hat ain ’t bad  lu ck , it ’s good . I 
d id n ’t sell the claim . B lack  is on ly  w o rk in ’ 
it. W e ’re  pardn ers.”

D a ffy ’s w atery  eyes goggled . “ H e says 
d iff’rent. Says h e ’s got a w ritin g  that turns 
it o v e r  to h im , lock , stock  and barrel. T his 
strik e ’s so  b ig  h e ’s sellin g  shares. W h y, 
even  the alcalde and the m arshal are goin g  
in w ith  h im !”

F labbergasted , J in go  cou ld  on ly  say, 
“ E ither y o u ’re  w ron g  or som eth ing  else  is. 
M igh ty  w ro n g !”

“ It ’s s o !”  D a ffy  insisted. “ I w as w ork in g  
fo r  B lack  w h en  he hit the pay  dirt. G reasy  
P ete  was, too. So G reasy  said I b etter tell 
y ou , ’cause y o u ’d ou ghta  h ave a share. H e 
k n ow ed  w h ere  you  was, and he b rou gh t 
m e up  h ere .”

“ T hat d r if te r ? ”  J in go  frow n ed .
“ H im  and his friends. T he fe llo w  I been  

bu nk ing  w ith .”  E llison  pointed behind  
him . “ T h e y ’re  a feared  to  sh ow  th em selves 
— y o u  shot at ’em  the oth er tim e. B u t rats, 
you  w o u ld n ’t sh oot at m e .”

S o m e b o d y  w ou ld , though!
S m ok e  pu ffed  from  the bushes, a gun  

spok e w ith  a thu ddin g  crash D affy  fe ll on  
his fa ce , cou gh in g  and choking.

J in go  h u n ch ed  dow n , paw ing his em p ty



belt. T here  w as no secon d  shot, n o  shot 
fo r  him . In a m om ent, he w as u p  and 
aw ay. In another, he w as back , a p istol in 
each  hand.

HE H E A R D  the ru nn ing  and clim bin g , 
the fran tic scram blin g  u p  the w est

ern rise. H e sent fu tile  bu llets  in to the 
tim ber. T hen  he had to  h elp  the w ou n d ed  
lad, try  to  stop  u p  the h ole  in his back .

N o use. D a ffv  grin n ed— a fr ien d ly  grin, 
in spite o f  the b lo o d — and died.

J in g o  caVried the lim p b o d y  to  the shack, 
laid it straight, and co v e re d  it w ith  a b lan 
ket. That w as all he cou ld  d o  n ow , ex cep t 
hunt the bu sh w h ackers.

H e w ou ld  ju gg le  no turtle shells that 
night. H e had a grim m er gam e to play.

H e co u ld n ’t qu ite  catch  them . T h ey  
had the start and m ust have strained  their 
soggy  carcasses to  bursting. H e cam ped 
on their trail that n ight, a fraid  o f  losin g  
them  in the dark, w h ile  they  k ept on.

B ut that d id n ’t m atter so m uch. F oo lish 
ly , as it seem ed, th ey  w ere  heading 
straight b ack  fo r  H oora w  V a lley . J ingo 
w as alm ost at their heels w hen  he loped  
in, late n ext day.

J in go  had been  rack in g  his bra ins on 
the w ay , bu t c o u ld n ’t m ake head or  tail o f 
it. H ad that bu lle t been  m eant fo r  h im ? 
N o, it w as a c lose , w e ll-a im ed  shot; it had 
don e its w ork . T hen  w h y had p oor  E llison  
been  drop p ed  in co ld  b lo o d ?

“ T o  stop  h im ,”  J in go  surm ised, “ from  
b labb ing  abou t the strik e? B ut G rea sy—  
if ’tw as h im — shot too  late fo r  that. B ut 
h e ’d  talked  D affy  in to  telling  m e, too. L ed  
him  right to  m e !”

A n oth er  th ou ght pop p ed  in to  his m ind—  
the bu lle t that had grazed  h im  that first 
day. M aybe  no w ild -sh ootin g  hun ter had 
fired it, a fter all. B lack  F erris  had a rifle! 
B lack  k n ew  he w ou ld  cross that d ry  gu lch  
and cou ld  have taken  a sh ort cut, h im self, 
b y  shinning up the nearer cliff. N ow  
B lack ie  was up  to som e c la im -ju m pin g  
shenanigan!

Y e t  if som eb od y  had tried  fo r  h im  then, 
J in go  w on d ered  w h y  an oth er try  h adn ’t 
been  m ade again later, instead o f  nailing 
D affy  E llison ? H e was still w on derin g ,

th ou gh  n ot w astin g  any tim e, w h en  he hit 
tow n.

T h ere  w as a crow d  in the pradn, as th ey  
ca lled  the open  space b e fo re  the n ew  store 
that w as n ow  used as a tow n  hall A  lot 
o f  m iners seem ed to have qu it w ork  to 
bu nch  up  th ere; a long with the green horn s 
and the tow n -b u ild ers  in their c lean er 
shirts.

T h ey  w ere  all look in g  pretty  savage. 
O ne o r  tw o  spotted J in e o  as he panted up, 
then m ore. A  g row l ran from  man to  man. 
T h ey  tu rn ed  hairy , scow lin g  faces and 
open ed  up  fo r  him  to  pass.

H ad th ev  learned  abou t the sh ootin g? 
W as that w h y  they  w ere  so  m a d ? D affy  
had been  a sort o f  favorite ; e v e ry b o d y  had 
liked  his friend lin ess and pitied his fo o l
ishness. Tf these poep le  k n ew  h o w  he had 
been  k illed , they  m ust h ave learn ed  from  
the bu sh w h ack ers, m ust have nabbed 
them !

J in go  w on d ered  w h y  n ob od v  hailed  him 
w ith the n ew s but w as too  w in ded  to  ask 
qu estion s or to  tell his story  right then. 
H e stood  there, h eavin g  and b low in g , try 
ing to get back  som e breath . T hen  his 
eyes tu rn ed  tow ard  the store, and he d id n ’t 
have to  lo o k  any further.

T h e fo u r  d rifters  w ere  squatting on  the 
high gallery . G reasy  P ete, the b ro k e n 
nosed  one, the tw o  others. T h ey  w ere  
sw eaty  and d irty , exh austed  and starved. 
H adn ’t been  there lon g , h adn ’t had tim e to 
rest.

In the d o orw a y , beh ind  them , stood  the 
new  alcalde, stovep ipe  hat, bu lg in g  paunch  
and all. A t on e  side h overed  the sk inny 
preach er, peerin g  arou nd  w ith  anxious, 
spectacled  eyes. H is dau ghter c lu n g  to  his 
arm , ch eek s paler than ever, fair hair 
hanging lim ply.

T h ey  all stared at J in go , and he stared  
back. B e fo re  he w as able to speak, he fe lt 
som eth ing  hard  jam m ed  u n der his le ft 
sh ou lder blade. A  gun m uzzle!

H e heard the m arshal’s v o ice  croak  in 
his ear, “ H oist y o u r  hands, M cC all! I’m 
h old in g  y o u  fo r  m u rd er .”

D azed  w ith  astonishm ent, J in go  lifted  
his hands. H e w as still fighting fo r  breath  
and co u ld n ’t d o  anyth ing  else  T h e  m ar-



shal stepped arou nd , je rk ed  his pistols 
aw ay, and stu ck  them  in his ow n  belt.

P  A B O V E  the cro w d , the alcalde 
sw elled  and cro w e d  like a rooster. 

“ S w ift and im partial ju stice  is m y m otto. 
W e ’ll have no lyn ch  law , gentlem en, but 
w e ’ ll have a q u ick  trial and execu tion . 
Som e o f you  can fetch  a rope  w h ile  I 
ch oose  a ju r y .”

T he m inister m oaned. “ W h ere  is the 
corpus delecti? T h e  dead  b o d y ?  Y o u  m ust 
p rov e  a cr im e  b e fo re  try in g  the a ccu se d !”

“ I ’ll send a party to brin g  in E llison ’s 
b ody . N o need to w ait fo r  that. W e ’v e  got 
fou r w itn esses!”

O ne o f  the m iners, H osstail H ank, an 
o ld -tim er w ith a trem endou s, d roop in g  
m u stach e, asked, “ J in go , is D a ffy  rea lly  
d e a d ? ”

J in go  had recov ered  his breath. He 
w anted to  let out a roar, bu t instead an
sw ered  qu ietly . “ H e ’s dead  en ou g h .”

“ D id  you  p lu g  h im ? I ’ve  k n ow ed  y e  to 
be handy w ith y o u r  guns, som etim es too  
handy. N ev er  k n ow ed  y e  to  be pizen 
m ean.”

The~roar cam e now . “ B y  the h o ly  crow ,
I n ev er  shot D a ffy ! D id n ’t even  have m y 
guns! H e w as d ow n ed  from  cov er , p lu gged  
in the b a ck !”  J in go  lo w e re d  a hand to 
point. “ A n d  those lou sy  yah oos  w ere  h id 
ing in the brush ! S oon  as the shot w as 
fired, th ey  lit o u t !”

“ H e ’s ly in g !”  G reasy  squalled . “ W e 
stayed hid becau se  w e  w as scared  o f him . 
H e ’d let fly  at us on ce  a ’ready. B ut D affy  
aim ed to fix it so ’s w e co u ld  loca te  in that 
gu lch . W e seen it all! - H e w en t ou t to talk, 
and M cC a ll got m ad and d rop p ed  h im !”

“ T hese guns have been  fired and re loa d 
e d ,”  the m arshal put in.

J in go  sw ore  d isgu sted ly . “ S u re  as hell, 
they been  fired! I shot a fter them  sk edad 
dling sku nks and d id n ’t stop  to  clean  ’e m .”

“ T h a t’s en ou g h ,”  the alcalde b lustered . 
“ W e ’v e  got the rop e  n ow , and I ’ve  ch osen  
the ju ry — six  respectab le  citizens. W h a t’s 
the v e rd ic t?  . . . G u ilty ?  W e ’ll string him  
to  a ra fter  in the store  h ere .”

S o this w as the n ew  law , J in g o  thought.
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T he old  V ig ilan tes had n ev er  d on e a 
q u ick e r  jo b , th ou gh  m ost tim es th ey ’d 
d on e a b etter one.

H e d id n ’t fe e l an ger n ow , or  fear, or  
an yth in g  m uch . H e ey ed  the grou p  on  the 
ga llery . T h e drifters  w ere  crin g in g  as if 
th ey  w ere  the on es to  be  hanged . T he 
alcalde w as sw ellin g  and puffing. T h e  little 
p reach er w as h o ld in g  his cry in g  daughter. 
S o m e b o d y  w as m issing, he th ou ght, som e
b o d y  w h o  ou ght to  be  there.

W h y , B lack ie , to  be sure! W h ere  w as 
B lack  F erris?

S u d d en ly  m en closed  in on him  from  
b oth  sides, gripped  him  hard, m en  o f  the 
settler fa ction , the la w -a n d -ord er  cro w d . 
T h ey  ru sh ed  him  u p  the steps to  the ga l
lery .

T h ere  he pu lled  back , tw isted  around. 
H e d id n ’t m ean to be  stretched . N ot b y  a 
ju g fu l! H e ’d m ake som e k in d  o f a fight.

F o r  a m om en t his ey es  sw ept the m ob  
b e low . It w as a silent m ob , g lu m  and 
d ou b tfu l. T h ose  rou gh , tough , h a iry  m in 
ers w ere  his fr ien ds— o r  had been . W ou ld  
th ey  let h im  d ie ?

T h ey  w e re  pu lled  tw o  w ays— fo r  h im  
and against h im . D a ffy ’s m u rder'- had 
w o rk e d  them  up, and n o w  the alcalde w as 
try ing  the high hand. It w o u ld n ’t take 
m u ch  to  start them  m ov in g  on e w a y  or  the 
other.

T he v e ry  th ing n eed ed  righ t then h ap
pened.

A  v o ice  sang ou t across the prado , from  
beh in d  a h a lf-bu ilt cabin . “ T ak e it easy, 
b oy s ! I got m y  rifle laid on  that fa t fe l le r ’s 
be lly . D o n ’t n o b o d y  m ov e , o r  it’ll g o  bang! 
It ’s an old  huffier k ille r  and drills  b ig  
h o le s !”

A n o th e r  v o ice  spoke. A  g ir l’s v o ice , 
th ou gh  it sou n ded  hard. “ A n d  m y sights 
are la id  on that o th er  h o m b re ’s sh iny  star. 
H e ’d  better reach  fo r  the sk y , o r— adios, 
amigo!”

J in g o  recogn ized  b o th  vo ices , th ou gh  he 
had forgotten  th e ir  ow n ers fo r  a w h ile . 
T h e y  b e lon g ed  to  tw o p eo p le  n am ed  D on a - 
hoe.

In  less than a m inu te ev ery th in g  had 
ch anged !

T h e alcalde shrank  su rprising ly , ev en
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his paunch  goin g  flabbv. T h e  m arshal h alf- 
raised his gun, saw  noth in g  to  shoot at, 
then d ro o p e d  it and stuck  both  ban ds in 
the air. T he h a lf dozen  arm ed settlers just 
m illed  around uncerta in ly .

TTTNGO grabbed  his guns from  the m ar- 
shal’s be lt H e heard a great h u llaba

lo o  beh ind  him , a racket o f w h oop in g  and 
laughing. T urn ing , he saw  T im  and M ir
anda crossing  the prado as if tak ing a 
stroll, w h ile  the m iners soread  out for 
them.

T im  halted, w av in g  his rifle fo r  silence. 
“ W e seen this k illin g ,”  he b aw led , “ m e and 
m y  gal, from  the ridge o v e r  J in g o ’s bar! 
W e w as go in g  d ow n  to pay  a fr ien d ly  call, 
and w e  seen  the y ou n g  fe lle r  get b u sh 
w h ack ed  lik e  J in go  sa ys!”

H e look ed  arou nd , sure o f  attention. 
“ J in go  d id n ’t have no guns. H e fetched  
’em , though, and was gon e a fore  w e  cou ld  
scrabb le  d ow n  the m ountain . S o  w e  com e 
after him  as fast as a lam e m an cou ld  
lim p !”

“ B u lly  fo r  you , old F lin t lo ck !”  a m iner 
roared . “ B u lly  fo r  M issy F lin tlock ! B u lly  
fo r  J in g o !”

T h e  rest to o k  up  the shout. “ W e k n ow ed  
he n ev er  d on e  it !”  “ W e w o u ld n ’t a seen 
him  stre tch ed !”  “ H ooraw ! N ow  fo r  the 
fu n !”

A  w a ve  o f  ch eerin g  m en  sw ept up  the 
steps. T h ey  p ou n d ed  J in g o ’s back , 
pu n ch ed  his ribs, rou g h ly  pushed  the 
others there. T hen  a n ew  h ow l rose. 
“ H e re ’s a gun  on  G reasy ! S h oved  dow n  
his d irty  pants leg! H ere ’s the scut shot 
D a ffy !”

P art o f  the w ave w ashed  b ack  off the 
ga llery , taking w ith  it the drifters, the 
m arshal and alcalde.

J in go  w as laughing. “ S o  y o u  all com e 
to  y o u r  sense! W ell, th ere ’s on e m ore  fe l
low  I w anta see here— B la ck  F erris !”

T he babe l rose again. “ H e ’s h ere som e- 
w h e re s !”  “ In the s to re !”  “ I seen  him  g o  
in .w ith  a ro p e !”  “ C om e out, B lack ie , or  
w e ’ll fetch  y e !”

A  m inu te m ore, and B lack  stood  in the 
d oorw a y . H is chest h eaved  u n der his
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USE! W rite fo r  Free S elling  K it valued at $ 2 .0 0  and actual 
sam ples TODAYI

KEY PRODUCTS CORP.
800 N. C la rk  St., Dept. 34310, Chicago 10, III.

If  You Want to
S to p  S m o k in g
try  N O -T O -B A C  Lozenges. See how the  
arom atic flavor o f  N O -T O -B A C  helps you  
give up the craving fo r  tobacco. Rush $1 
to N O -T O -B A C  fo r  7 days’ supply. (F o r  
heavy sm okers— 16 days’ supply —  $2 .)  
M oney refunded if  not satisfied. W r ite : 
NO-TO-BAC, Dept. S, S tam fo rd , Conn.

EAR W A X  DROPS for
f a s t  t e m p o r a r y  r e l i e f  o f  
accum ulated  w a x  cond ition

T O O T H A C H E ?
ask your druggist for DENT’S 
TOOTH GUM,TOOTH DROPSarPOULTICE

H ig h  S ch o o l C o u rs e
at H o m e Many Finish in 2 Years

I Go as rapidly as your time and abilities permit. Course 
I equivalent to resident school work — prepares for college 
I entrance exams. Standard H. S. texts supplied. Diploma. 
I Credit for H. S. subjects already completed. Single subjects if 
1 desired. High school education is very important for advancement 
I in business and industry and socially. D on't be handicapped all 

“’our life. Be a High School graduate. Start your training now. 
free Bulletin on request. No obligation.

\  AMER ICAN SCHOOL, Dept. H-758, Drexel at 58th, Chicago 37



BE A DETECTIVE!
PAYS OFF BIG!

THRILLING WORK!
URGENT DEM AND for 
trained Detectives. Scien
tific Crime Detection now 
simplified so you can 
quickly master proven 
basic fundamentals every 
professional 1 n v e s t l g a t o r  
should know OLDEST 
Detective School In the NATI ONS  CAPITAL, cen
ter of law enforcement teaches scientific detection 
of clues by a course on n o w  criminals o|s>rate! 
Facts, not fief Ion! Learn in your spare time. . . . 
Write for Free Book and Lesson Sample TODAY.

International Detective Training School 
1701 Monroe St., NE. Dept. TG-310, Washington 18, D.C.

RUPTURED?
Get Re lie f T h is  Proven W ay

W h y 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. N o  leg-straps 
or cutting belts. Autom atic adjustable pad holds at real 
opening— follows every body movement with instant in
creased support in case of strain. Cannot slip whether at 
work or play. L igh t. W aterproof. Can be worn in bath. 
Send for am azing F R E E  book, “ Advice To Ruptured,”  and 
details of liberal truthful 60-day trial offer. A lso endorse
ments from  grateful users in your neighborhood. W r ite :  
CLUTHE SONS, Dept. 33, Bloomfield, New Jersey

LAW...
CTIIflV AT UflMP Legally trained men win higher poei- 
d l U U I  HI  nUITIL tiona and bigger success in business 
and public life. Greater opportunities now than ever before. 
More Ability: More Prestige: More Money KS
can train at home during spare time.-Degree o f LL.B. We furnish all 
te x t material, including 14-volume Law Library. Low cost, easy 
terms. Get our valuable 48-page “ Law Training for Leadership *
and “ Evidence’ ’ books FREE. Send NOW,
LA S A LLE EX TEN S IO N  U N IV E R S ITY .4 1 7  South Do arborn  Street
A  C o rre s p o n d e n c e  In s t i tu t io n  D e p t . 1 0 3 2 9 -L  C h ic a g o  8 ,  I I I .

f
When You Visit Your Favorite 

Newsstand, Look for the Slogan

A THRILLING 
PUBLICATION

O N  THE COVERS OF THE 

M A G A Z IN ES YOU BUY!

beard , his ey es  sh ifted  this w a y  and  that, 
then settled  on Jingo.
' “ S o it ’s all clean ed  u p ? ”  he asked 

hoarsely . “ I ’m  sure tick led  to  have things 
turn ou t th isaw ay! I w an ted  to  k eep  outa 
the m ess, be in g  y ou r  pardn er— ”

“ C e rta in ly !”  J in go  in terru pted . “ N ow  
I ’ll tick le  ye  som e m ore. W o n ’t ask w hat 
sorta cah oots y e  w as in w ith  G reasy  P ete, 
the m arshal and the alcalde, or w h o  tried  
fo r  m e w ith  a rifle w h en  I started ram 
bling. N o, sir, I ’ll on ly  ask y e  to  hand ov e r  
that w ritin g !”

“ T hat w r it in g ? ”  the b ig  fe llo w  m u m 
bled . “ A in ’t got it. I lost it, I sw e a r !”  

J in go  n arow ed  his eyes, poin ted  b oth  o f 
his lon g -barre led  dragoons. H astily  B lack  
paw ed  a shirt p ock et, d u g  out the old  en 
v e lop e  w ith  the pen cil scr ib b lin g  on it.

J in go  thrust the guns in his belt, took  
the cru m p led  paper. “ O f all the dam n 
foolish  gam es! Y e  just ru b b ed  ou t the 
pardnersh ip  agreem en t and w rote  in a bill 
o f sale o v e r  m y  n am e.”

H e tore  u p  the paper. “ M ighta w on , at 
that, if y e ’d  k ep t the b o y s  b lu ffed  and 
rushed  the hanging. W ou ld n ’t b u ck  the 
n ew  law  too  m u ch  y ou rse lf, w ou ld  y e ?  S o  
a fter m issing that pot shot, ye  figgered  to 
snag m e in to  it, k n ow in g  the b o y s  w ou ld  
be  m ore  riled  abou t D a ffy  gettin g  shot 
than abou t a n y b od y  e lse .”

B la ck ’s bearded  m outh  op en ed  and 
w ork ed , b u t n o  w ord s  cam e out. S low ly  
he b ack ed  throu gh  the d o o rw a y  into the 
room  beh in d  him . H e had on ly  on e gun 
in his belt, J in go  noted . T h e o th e r?  F ou n d  
on  G reasy  P ete, o f  cou rse!

O ld  T im  spok e then, p lead in g ly . “ L em - 
m e get h im  th rou gh  the w in d o w !”

J in g o  w aved  the flin tlock  aw ay. “ H e 
can h ave on e  m ore  p la y .”

H e stepped  a fter B lack . T he first th ing 
he saw  in the b ig  room  w as a sn aky thing 
that dan gled  from  the roo f. B eyon d  it, 
F erris  was still m ov in g  aw ay.

“ S o  y e  had the rop e  all r ig g e d !”  J in go  
said. “ I oughta  sling the n oose  arou nd  
y o u r  ow n  n eck , but—pull your iron!”

H e w aited  the split secon d  until B la ck ’s 
gu n  had cleared  leather. T h en  he w h ipped  
ou t his righ t-han d  dragoon .
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T he shots w ere  dea fen in g  in the shut-in  
place. T h eir flashes lit u p  the su rrou n d in g  
b ox es , barrels, and shelves, b e fo re  the 
b lu e  sm ok e began  to  eddy.

B lack  F erris w as d ow n  u n d er that 
sm ok e, flou n derin g  and gasping on the 
floor. J in go  peered  th rou gh  the reek . H e 
h adn ’t been  tou ch ed . B la ck ’s bu lle t had 
stru ck  the beam  overh ead  w h ere  the rope  
still hung. W h en  the sounds o f B la ck ’s 
struggling  stopped , he tu rn ed  and w ent 
out in to clean  air.

“ Y e  can  d ig  a h ole  fo r  h im , b o y s ,”  he 
said.%

X g /M 'IR A N D A  w as shaking the p rea ch er ’s 
! » - H  dau ghter w h o had fainted . O ld  T im  
w as slapping the p rea ch er ’s back , urg in g  
h im  to  “ b u ck  u p .”  B oth  tu rn ed  re lieved  
faces as J in go  w en t to  them .

“ G otta  thank y o u  tw o ,”  he grinned. 
“ T h e fe llers  n eed ed  that push  the right 
w ay. ’T w as sure lu ck , y o u  sh ow ing  u p !”

R anda sm iled  up, tilt-nosed  and 
freck led . “ L u ck  noth ing! It w as m e! D o  
y o u  s ’pose  I ’d lose  the on ly  m an I ever  
w o n ? ”

B e fore  he cou ld  answ er that, a gang o f 
m iners cam e stam ping up  the steps.

“ W e been  b u sy ,”  H osstail H ank an
n ounced . “ S w u n g  G rea sy  from  the re g ’lar 
hanging tree and k ick ed  his m ates outa 
cam p. T h e y ’ll run fer  a w eek . A s  fer  the 
alcalde and the m arshal, w e ’re  g o in ’ to  
r ide  them  out on  fen ce  rails from  a green 
h orn ’s tru ck  p a tch !”

T he others co u ld n ’t h o ld  b ack  any lon g 
er. “ N o  m ore  n ew  la w !”  they  b e llow ed . 
“ T h e old  la w ’s good  e n o u g h !”  “ W e ’ll have 
a cam p boss again, J in go , and y o u ’re  e le ct
e d !”

B ut H osstail h adn ’t q u ite  finished. 
“ W hat abou t this h ere gospel sh a rk ?”  he 
asked, je rk in g  his thum b. “ Shall w e  in 
v ite  him  to v a m o o se ?”

J in go  look ed  at the m inister, an honest, 
an x iou s little  m an, w h o  w as clu tch in g  his 
pa le-haired  girl. “ H ell, let him  stay ,”  he 
said. “ W e ’ll even  bu ild  his ch u rch  fo r  
h im .”  H e look ed  at the oth er girl, the 
b lack -h a ired  m in x  in .buckskin . “ R e ck o n  
a p reach er m ight com e  in h a n d y !”

•  •  •

A M A Z I N G  C O M F O R T  —  N O  F IT T IN G  R E G u lR E D  W l  r ; o

RUPTURE-EASER
T.M . Reg. U .8 . Pat. Off. (A P iper Brace Pro-.luct)

For MEN, WOMEN and CHILDREN

A strong, form fitting washable support. Back lacing adjustable. 
Snaps up in front. Adjustable leg strap. Soft, flat groin pad. No 
steel or leather bands. Unexcelled for comfort. Also used as after 
operation support. Mall orders give measure around the lowest part 
of the abdomen and state right or left side or double. We Prepay 
Postage Except on C.O.D.’s.
Over 500,000 Grateful Users! 10 Day Trial Offer

M oney-back guarantee if you don’ t get blessed relief
D e la y  m a y  b e  se r io u s  -  ORDER T O D A Y  I 

PIPER BRACE CO.
811 Wyandotte Dept. TF-103 Kansas City 3, Mo.

Free for A sth m a
If  you suffer with attacks of Asthm a and choke and gasp 

for breath, if restful sleep is difficult because of the struggle 
to breathe, don’ t fail to send at once to the Frontier Asthma  
Company for a F R E E  trial of the F R O N T IE R  A S T H M A  
M E D IC IN E , a preparation for temporary symptomatic r e 
lief of paroxysms of Bronchial Asthm a. N o m atter where you 
live or whether you have faith in any medicine under the sun, 
send today for this free trial. It will cost you nothing. 
F r o n t i e r  A s t h m a  C o . 8 6 0 - T ,  F r o n t i e r  B l d g . 
462 N i a g a r a  S t . B u f f a l o  1, N. Y.

T  O W .E L S
1 2  Assorted Cofors ONLY 0 0

Money Back Guarantee, Order Nowl 
M U R R A Y  HILL H O U SE , Dept. 4 0 -C

©MHH 157 East 31st St., New York 16, N. Y.
Dealers' Inquiries Invited

STOP TOBACCO
Banish the craving for tobacco as thou
sands have with Tobacco Redeemer. W rite  
Today for free booklet telling of injurious 
effect of tobacco and of a treatment which 
has relieved over 300.000 people.

In Business Since 1909 FREE
I THE NEWELL COMPANY L E E ! !  
|153 Clayton Sta. e St. Louis 5, Mo..

For action-packed reading

R E A L
THE EXCITING MAGAZINE FOR MEN
25c AT NEWS STANDS EVERYWHERE



N O W !

The Greatest 
HOSPITALIZATION 

V A L U E

E V E R  O F F E R E D Sm iling  an d  healthy today —  In a  Sk y -h igh  Hosp ita l b ills can wreck W e p a y  benefits For a s long  a s you 
H osp ita l bed tom orrow l Be ready l your life sav ings. Insure  now l stay in Hospital. N O  T IM E  LIM IT!

In U.5. A  Possessions/
If  sickness o r accident 
puts you  in a  Hosp ital 
bed —  yo u 'l l  look back 
an d  thank your lucky 
s t a r s  y o u  w e re  w ise  
enough  to take out the 
" N O  T IM E  L IM IT "  Policy.
It 's the sensible, practical w a y  to 
protect your o w n  ban k account 
a g a in s t  the  o n s la u g h t  o f  h ig h  
Hospital costs. So  ACT  T O D A Y ! Do 
It before trouble strikes.

YOU CAN GET MATERNITY 
For slight extra cost hu sband  and  
w ife  can have  a M A T ER N IT Y  R IDER 
attached to their regu la r Policy and  
this w ill entitle the couple to a  lib 
eral Benefit fo r childbirth confine
ment an d  care.

WE PAY CASH DIRECT TO YOU
IN ADDITION TO WHAT YOU MAY COLLECT FROM OTHER INSURANCE 
Go to the Hospital for a day, a week, a month, a year or 
longer — your "NO TIME LIMIT" Policy pays Benefits just as 
long as you stay — t h e r e 's  a b s o lu t e l y  n o  t im e  l im it I
What blessed help! What's more, the "NO  TIME LIMIT" 
Policy pays off in cash direct to you — regardless of what 
you may collect from any other insurance policy for the 
same disability, including Workmen's Compensation. This 
is important — it means you can carry the low cost "NO  
TIME LIMIT" Policy IN ADDITION to any other insurance 
— then collect two ways in case of Hospital confinement. 

ACCIDENTAL DEATH/ SURGERY, POLIO INCLUDED 
W e give you more coverage, better coverage, longer c o v 

e r a g e  at low cost. You get generous Hospital Room and 
Board Benefits f o r  sickness or accident (rest homes, sani
tariums and Govt. Hospitals excluded) . . . you get Cash 
Benefits for 73 Surgical Operations . . . Lump Cash for 
accidental death . . . Cash Payment for loss of eyes, 
hands, feet . . . special Polio Protection, etc. One Policy 
covers individual or entire family, birth to age  75. You'll 
see the low costs in the booklet we send you. D O N 'T  
TAKE C H A N C E S  -  BE PROTECTED. Send for our FREE 
BO O K  which tells all about this remarkable insurance. 
DON'T WAIT TILL IT'S TOO LATE! ACT NOW!

R U S H  C O U P O N  F O R  V A L U A B L E  F R E E  B O O K

PROTECTS YOU and YOUR FAMILY
IN

CASE SICKNESS or ACCIDENT.

POLICY BACKED BY STRONG RELIABLE COMPANY
W .  d o  business in all 48  states an d  U. S. p o s
sessions. C la im s are pa id  prom ptly in strict 
accordance w ith  Policy provisions.

LIFE INSURANCE CO. OF NORTH AMERICA
Wilmington 99, Delaware

ifor
F  R  E  E  ■ n”"* 
B O O K

LIFE INSURANCE CO. OF NORTH AMERICA
Dept. 1053-TG, Wilmington 99, Del.
Please send me, w ithout ob ligation, full details about your new, 
low  cost N O  T IM E  L IM IT  H O SP IT A L  Plan. N o  age n t  w ill call.

NO OBLIGATION 
NO AGENT WILL CAU

City .



NOWHjbuistoaijoy fora Lifetime!
The Thrilling W orks of The Great ZANE GREY!

W HO can read Zane Grey’s tales 
and not be swept away by 

their colorful action, their breath
taking thrills, their blood-tingling 
excitement? Here are fearless men 
and the women they fought for; 
ruthless desperadoes and trigger- 
quick outlaws. Here is the roar of 
blazing guns —  and the awe- inspir

ing silence o f prairie and canyon.
Here is the savage West, where 

greed and passion struggled for 
power; where men and women rode 
roughshod over raw danger and 
threatening death. You do not 
m ere ly  read these b ook s ; you  
share in these pu lse-pou n d in g  
adventures.

All the Glory of the Old West —  Its Sweeping Action, Color and Romance — 
Recaptured in Beautiful Volumes Your Family W ill Be Proud to Own

H ER E is an amazing opportunity!
Now you can bring into your home 

The Collected Works of ZANE G R E Y  
—  in beautiful matched volumes, 
“ Golden West D e Luxe Editions.”  

How proud you will be to display 
these luxurious volumes —  gorgeously 
bound in buckram and sturdy cloth. 
Yet, because of a tremendous printing, 
they come to you for less than the price 
of ordinary books!

Just picture them in your home —  
and imagine .the world o f pleasure they 
will open up to your family! The partial 
list that follows gives you only an ink
ling of the thrills that await you:
1. THE DUDE RANGER. See description 
on other side.
2. THE THUNDERING HERD. The glori
ous days o f the Texas hide- ■ ■■ ■■ i 
hunters —  fearless men an- 
swering the wildness o f the g 
range with flaming guns!

came a straight-shooting young man —  
who turned out to be a girl!
9. THE LIGHT OF WESTERN STARS.
Mighty epic of warfare on the border, 
throbbing with excitement!
10. CALL OF THE CANYON. Smashing 
drama o f death and danger —  racing 
to a climax that leaves you breathless!
11. 30,000 ON THE HOOF. Pioneer 
Logan Huett battles against screaming 
Indians and lawless rustlers in this gun- 
bristling saga o f Old Arizona.

The other great volumes include: 
Twin Sombreros; Robbers’ Roost; Wild 
Horse Mesa; T o  the Last Man; Western 
Union; Thunder Mountain; Fighting 
Caravans; Under the Tonto Rim; The 
Mysterious Rider; The Hash Knife Out-

READER' S RESE

fit; The Man o f the Forest; The Van
ishing American; The Heritage of the 
Desert. All complete —  not a word cut!

SEND N O  MONEY
Send no money! Just mail the RES
ER VA TIO N  CA RD  to examine the 
first volume, TH E  DUDE RAN GER. 
With it will come a readers’ invoice for 
$1.89 as complete payment, plus a few 
cents mailing charge, and instructions 
on how to get your other beautiful 
volumes.

T h ere  are p os it iv e ly  no other 
charges. N o “ fee,”  no “ deposit”  in 
advance. First come, first served. Send 
in the R eservation  Card N O W ! 
W A L TE R  J. BLACK, Inc., Suite 
1000, One Park Avenue, New York 
16, N. Y .

I ON CARD
3. WILDFIRE. The tempestu
ous story of a great wild 
stallion, a fiery girl —  and 
the man who was strong 
enough to tame them both!
4. ARIZONA AMES. His
blazing six-shooter spread 
terror in the hearts of the 
toughest badmen!
5. SHADOW ON THE TRAIL.
Quick-shooting W ade Holden 
fights with rawhide - tough 
rustlers.
6. ROGUE RIVER FEUD. Vio
lence and death on Rogue 
River, where men stopped 
at nothing to win the high 
stakes o f the rich salmon 
runs.
7. DESERT GOLD. S pine- 
tingling adventures of men 
and women crazed by the 
lure of riches.

WALTER |. BLACK, Inc. CC
Suita 1000
1 Park Avenue, N ew York 16, N. Y.

Please reserve in my name the books listed in your generous offer to readers of this 
magazine— the luxuriously-bound “ Golden West De Luxe Editions”  of Zane Grey. 
Send me at once the first book, TH E  DUDE RA N GE R. I enclose NO M ONEY 
IN ADVANCE; but within one week I will send you only $1.89, plus a few cents 
mailing charge— and I will be entitled to receive each following handsome De Luxe 
volume as it comes from the press, at the same low price, sending no money in advance. 
(Books shipped in U.S.A. only.)

N A M E .......

ADDRESS.

(Please Print Plainly)

8. WEST OF THE PECOS.
Into this land o f the lawless CITY. STATE.



THE COLLECTED WORKS OF

IN  O N E  M A G N IF IC E N T  M AT C H ED  LIB R A R Y  SERIES
The N e w  "G o ld e n  W e s t" D e  L u x e  E d itio n  ^

Bound in handsome buckram and d oth , in glowing 
shade* o f  rod, tan, blue. Stamped in g onuina gold, 

Luxurious volume* you will bo proud to  display I  “L l i l

NEW YORK 16. N. Y, TEAR OUT AND 
MAIL THIS 
POSTCARD

No Postage Needed

AMAZING OFFER
5*»«HU ’ Mutuu e/ 'yl’t

3ithiin§ , *kt 

•'*<ru*e

Your First Volume ■ m

r  T H E  V m ^ A N G l R

FIRST CLASS 
PERMIT NO. 54048
(S.c. 34.9, P. L  8  R.) 

New York, N. Y.

B U S I N E S S  RE PL Y  C A R D
No Pottage Stamp Necettary if Mailed in the United States

4c POSTAGE WILL BE PAID BY
WALTER J. BLACK. Inc.

SUITE 1000
ONE PARK AVENUE

One o f  t h e  L a te s t  Z o n e  G r e y  M a s t e r p ie c e s

u p p o s e  YOU had just inher- teriously disappearing?
I ited a ranch. . .  then learned Ernest Selby decided to find

that the cattk Jiad^een^m j^i^ j j ^ T o r  himself. He became a
I cowboy at his own ranch 
* —- under another name. 

But he found himself up 
to his ears in trouble! 
The cow boys accused 
him of having arranged 
a stagecoach robbery. 
The ranch boss’s daugh
ter, Anne, made him fall 
in love with her —  then 
laughed at him! And 
Dude, the cowboy who 
considered Anne his 
property, started a vio
lent feud with Ernest 
that H AD  to end in 
death for ONE of them! 
You’ll thrill to every 
action-packed page! 
—C ontinued  on  O ther Side


