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DON’T MURDER YOUR SKIN!
SQ U EEZIN G  y o u r  

skin to force out 
your pimples or black
heads may be injurious; 
leaving your skin with 
unsightly, embarrass
ing blemishes. Now, 
there is an easy, safe, 
harmless way that helps 
you rid your face of 

ugly, offensive, externally-caused skin troubles. 
You merely follow a doctor's simple directions. 
You, or almost any man, can easily have a nat
ural, healthy, normal complexion; free from 
externally caused skin troubles, by just giving 
your skin the special care that handsome 
screen stars give theirs. It's really very simple 
— as easy as washing your face. The whole 
secret is in washing your face in a way that 
thoroughly cleanses the pores of your skin of 
every last speck of dirt and grime that often 
get deep into the pores and may frequently 
cause you skin troubles. Ordinary washing 
with ordinary soaps may not do this. You 
should use a highly-concentrated soap like 
VIDERM SKIN  C LE A N S ER  that penetrates 
the pores and acts as an antiseptic. When fol
lowed by a ouick abdication of VIDERM  
MEDICATED SKIN C R E A M , specks of irritat
ing dirt and are quickly washed out, dis
solve and disappear, leaving your skin clear:, 
clear and free from things that often cause 
pimples, blackheads, and other */tornaiiy- 
caused skin troubles.

Women don't like a messy-’.ooking skirt. Success 
in Romance. Business- and Society comes easier it 
you have a dear, smooth skin. It helps you 
every minute to more pleasure and success.
Here's el! you have to do to have smooth, clear, 
healihy shin in almost no time at all. Use VIDERM 
SKIN C! EANSER when you wash your face. Rub the 
rich lather of this highly-concentrated soap on your 
face for last a few seconds and then rinse it off.
Apply a 'little VIDERM MEDICATED SKIN CREAM 
and that's all them is to It. ViDERVI MEDICATED 
SKIM CREAM o r  disappears, leaving your skin

Stop * rr J o } l a v  w ,0 kr

■ ':;|" seen have a healthy, robust-looking complexion! 
ro,iow tan m v  a dv-eco ,;-(written by a ccctor) that

It doesn't pay to go about wi 
blemishes, and other signs of

de-pen., upon your logisv He 
appearance usually start vit 
skin. Nobody likes a skin that 
looks unhealthy, unclean, 
abused, and marked with 
blackheads or p im p le s .
WOMEN ARE ATTRACTED 
TO MEN V/HO HAVE 
SMOOTH, CLEAR, ROBUST- 
LOOKING SKIN. Business 
executives don’t choose men 
who have a poor-looking 
complexion. Don't ta k e  
chances with your success in 
life when this inexpensive 
VIDERM formula may help 
you. Don't murder your skin!

always wanted—•tliS kind that women go for.
NSW YORK SXiN LABORATORY

Dept. CW, 236 DIVISION ST. NEW YORK CITY 2. N.
TAG -L DO,lion or you

1 N:w YORK SKIN LABORATORY, Dept. DA-, 234 D,v,s,on .Street, New 'fork City 2, i t  Y

Jit# send your
name and address,

can save postage 
and C.O.D. fee by 
mailing Two Dollars I ’ n I v  v
with your orders.
Mall The coupon to 
the New York Skin ; '  h i i
Laboratory, Dept. a a  Check W f r̂ vnii sv-.-Y posing  Two PNv”?  Jtvo *DA-5, 206 Division \ postage and money order charged.)
Street, New York 
City 2, N. Y. r r i / i c : ; '  -L"'1 c ^ D nrIo ;
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IMAGINE THEIR JOY
WHEN THEY FOUND 
THEY COULD PLAY

This easy as A-6-C way!
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s i s ©  i ' f e ]  ..:  -:t
■hwhack bullets had laid up Judge Bates' young friend, Rusty Caramon 
i the jurist's notorious quick temper wasn't improved when he found out 
>ut it. So the judge, and his side-kick, Tobacco Jones, set out to decoy 
re drygulch lead and capture so,
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Here Is the Latest Novelet cf Judge Bates 
an d  Tobacco Jones

B y  L E S E  F L G B E N
" 7 7 ;?  Booth!!I Mnckaroo," "Buck M 'K ee's  

G unsm oke Trap," etc.)

JU D G E L E M A N U E L  B A T E S  and postm aste r Tobacco Jones in to  
had m any v irtues, bu t his hair- trouble  too often . Now th in g s looked 
tr ig g e r  tem per could not be clas- as if a blow up w ould happen again, 

sified  as an asse t; it  had gotten  him  A few  m iles ou t of H angtow n, a 

IT
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ra in sto rm  had h it  them , ch illin g  both  
o ldste rs  to  th e ir  bones; and Ju d g e  
B ates’ tem per grew  stead ily . T h ree  
days before  they  had headed w est by 
buckboard to  v is it a young friend , 
who ran a sm all o u tf i t  in  the  h ills  
sou th  of H angtow n. A nd now, in  the 
f irs t  saloon the  judge  had  en te red  in 
th ree  days, he found  th a t R usty  Cam
eron was in  the  local hotel, close to  
death.

‘T ie ’s—w h at?” B ates dem anded of 
the b artender.

“J u s ’ like I  said, m en,” the  w hite- 
apron re ite ra ted . “R u s ty ’s up t ’ the 
ho tel now, w ith  a bu lle t hole in h is 
chest. Doc says he’ll pu ll th rough , 
though—”

“W ho sho t h im ?” dem anded Ju d g e  
Bates.

T he bony m an shrugged . “ I dunno. 
A n ’ w hat’s more, gen ts, I  don’t  care 
to  know. . . too m uch.”

“T roub le  on th is  ran g e?” asked the  
ju r is t

“You could call i t  th a t.”
“Y our m em ory needs a v ita lize r,” 

The Ju d g e  toyed  w ith  h is w hiskey  
glass. “Should  I or sh ou ldn ’t I, 
Tobacco?”

“H old  onto you r tem per,” m u r
m ured  the p ostm aster. “Gulp dow n 
th a t red-eye an’ le t’s m osey up  to  the 
hotel. A couple p lugs of S ta r ea tin ’ 
tobaccer, barm an.”

“A n’ f ill up m y gallon  ju g  w ith  
y ou r best,” added th e  judge . H e 
slapped  the heavy crockery  on the 
bar.

T he b arten d er gave Tobacco his 
chew ing-w eed, then  g la red  a t the 
judge . “A in ’t no call to  slam  your 
ju g  dow n th a t hard , fella. Besides, 
we do n ’t  sell licker in  gallon  lo ts.” 

“W h y  n o t? ”
“J u s ’ don’t. B oss’s orders .”
Ju d g e  B ates said, levelly , “F ill ’er 

up .”
“T 'h e ll w ith  yo u !”
T h e  ju d g e 's  heavy, w h iskery  face 

show ed anger. Tobacco, read ing  the 
signs, knew  w hat was ahead. B a te s’ 
enorm ous paw sho t across space, 
tw isted  th e  fro n t o f the  barm an’s 
apron. C lo th  rip p ed  s ib ilan tly .

“L et go o f me or I ’ll—”
“ You’ll w h a t?”
T he b a rten d e r sh o t ou t a r ig h t

fis t. W ith  h is free  hand , Ju d g e  B ates 
grabbed th e  m an’s w ris t, tw is ted . T he 
b a rten d e r g run ted , h is m uscles t ig h t. 
H e was a b ig m an, and he was at 
least ten  years younger than  th e  fa t 
ju r is t.

B u t anger fired  Ju d g e  B ates’ obese 
body. H is hand le f t  the to rn  apron, 
w ent up, p u t a ham m erlock around 
the  m an's neck. H e braced h is feet 
aga inst the bar and bodily  pu lled  the 
b arkeeper over it. T hen , th e  barten d e r 
h it  the floor, and Ju d g e  B ates 
s tepped  back.

“Do I  ge t th a t ga llon?”
The barten d er go t a-foot. Saw dust 

clung to  him  bu t he made no move to  
brush  it off. “You sure  don’t ,” he 
g ritted . H e sh u ffled  forw ard , head 
pu lled  low, fis ts  up, and sen t in  a 
hard  rig h t.

M O V IN G  qu ick ly  d esp ite  h is 
bulk, Ju d g e  B ates ducked  the  

blow. H e th ru s t forw ard , tak in g  one 
on the jaw  as bo th  h is fis ts  th udded  
in to  the  barkeeper’s gu ts. T he  blows 
knocked  the w ind  from  the  man, 
doubled  h im ; ano ther blow  sm ashed 
in to  h is jaw  and the m an w en t down.

Ju d g e  B ates w iped  blood from  his 
m outh . “D o I ge t m y lick e r?”

T h e  barten d e r m oaned, s p a t .  
“T h e re ’s a barre l— the one w ith  a 
sp iggo t. . . H e tr ie d  to  ge t up, sank 
back. “A m ule m usta  kicked  me. . .” 

“F irs t  tim e,” said the  judge, “ th a t 
I  been called a m ule”

Ponderously , he am bled behind  the 
bar, stuck  h is em pty  ju g  u nder the 
sp ig g o t and  gave it  a tw ist. A sm ile 
grew  on his face as the  am ber liqu id  
tum bled  no isely  in to  th e  ju g . O n ly  
then  th e  man. stan d in g  in  the d oo r
w ay, spoke : “W h a t’s go in’ on h e re?” 

“T rouble , fe lla . Y ou w an t a share  
o f i t? ”

T he  m an came fo rw ard  and stood  
over the  bartender. “ G et up, Ik e ,” 
he said. He clipped  h is w ords. H e 
w as heavy of g irth , s tro n g  of tre a d ; 
au th o rity  h ung  across h is w ide 
shou lders  and  f i t te d  h im  w ell.

T h en  he said, to  Ju d g e  B ates, “No. 
I  don ’t  w an t no share. Y ou see, I  
own th is  saloon, fellow . M ike F ab e r’s 
th e  name. A nd  y o u ? ”

“Ju d g e  L em anuel B ates, from  Cow-



Judge Bates' Shotgun Court ★  ★  ★  13

tra il .  A n ’ m y p a rtn e r, Tobacco 
Jo n e s .”

F a b e r’s g reen ish -g ray  eyes flecked  
fro m  one to  the  o ther. F in a lly  he 
said, “ I ’ve heard  te ll o f you  men. . . 
Seem s as though , if  I  rem em ber 
rig h tly , you  are  good frien d s  of 
R u s ty  C am eron. R eckon as tho u g h  
I  heard  R u s ty  m en tion  th a t a tim e 
o r tw o. . . Y ou know  of R u s ty ’s ill- 
luck , I  reckon .”

“J u s t  heard  of i t .” Ju d g e  B ates 
corked  h is jug . “W ell, w h a t’s the 
dues, fe llo w ?”

“T o you ,” m u rm ured  M ike F aber, 
“ i t ’s on the  house, B a tes .”

Ju d g e  B ates said, b lu n tly , “A lw ays 
pay fo r m y d rin k s w hen  aw ay from  
hom e.” H e saw  hardness  move in to  
F a b e r’s eyes, and knew  th a t th is  m an 
w as tough .

M ike F aber said, so ftly , “A s you 
say, Ju d g e  B ates. T h e  p rice  is five 
do lla rs . Y ou in ten d  to  be in H ang- 
tow n  lo n g ? ”

“F o r a w hile, yes.”
“A qu ie t tow n, once,” said  M ike 

F aber, “b u t no longer, B ates. T he 
F ly in g  F ive  m oved in  cattle , tw o 
years  ago—th ey  crow ded me and 
you n g  R u s ty  Cam eron. T h e re  are 
gunm en here , B ates, and  th ey  ride 
l ig h tly . . . ”

“A nd y o u ?” asked  B ates.
“ I own th e  N ine B ar S,” said M ike 

F ab e r sim p ly . “ I have guns hired , 
too. . . B u t R u sty  C am eron’s the  one 
th a t has taken ’ the  b ru n t, s e ttled  as 
he is betw een  m y sp read  and the  F ly 
ing  F iv e .”

“R ange w ar, h u h ? ” asked  Tobacco 
Jones.

“A nd  a bloody w ar, too ,” said 
M ike F aber. “A lread y  a few  notches 
have been cut. Y ou 're  r id in ’ in to  
som eth ing , B a tes .”

“M aybeso,” said  Ju d g e  B ates. H e 
p u t a five do lla r b ill on the bar. T he  
b arten d er, h is knees shaky , go t to his 
fee t, color re tu rn in g  to  h is face. H e 
g la red  a t the  Ju d g e  b u t M ike F a b e r’s 
eyes w ere exp ression less. W i t h  
T obacco Jo n es w alking ahead, his 
hom ely  face re f lec tin g  his serious 
th o u g h ts , Ju d g e  B ates w en t to  the  
door, h is ju g  un d e r h is arm  and  the  
rem em brance o f th e  a n g e r th a t had

fla red  in  M ike F ab e r’s eyes r id in g  
heavily  w ith in  him.

U T S ID E , the  ra in  had se ttled  to  
a drizzle . T h ey  stom ped in to  

th e  ho tel lobby, k ick ing  th e  m ud 
from  th e ir  boots, and  the  g raybeard  
behind  the  desk g la red  a t them . 
“ C an’t you clean them  boots of y o u r’n 
o u ts id e?”

“T h is  is a public  place,” rem inded  
the judge.

“W h a t’d  you w an t?”
T he  ju d g e  held  h is anger. “O ld 

m an,” he said, “if  I  grabbed  you, I ’d 
break  every  bone in  y ou r sk inny  car
cass. In  w hat room  is m y young 
frien d , R u sty  C am m eron?”

“ I  dunno.”
Ju d g e  B ates sm iled, tu rn ed  the 

re g is te r  to  look a t it. T h e  o ld s te r’s 
sc raw ny  hand  w en t out, and  Tobacco 
Jo n es grabbed  it. T h e  o ld s te r s tru g 
gled, g ru n ted , b u t T obacco’s g r ip  was 
firm .

“L e t’s me an ’ you  h o i’ hands fo r a 
w h ile ,” he said.

“Room  seven teen ,” the  ju d g e  said. 
“U p sta irs , I  reckon .”

T h e  o ld cle rk  je rk e d  sudden ly . 
Tobacco le t go of h is hand  and  the 
c le rk  fe ll back, aga in st th e  w all, 
bum ped h is head  hard . H e was ho ld 
ing  it  and  m oaning  w hen the  ju d g e  
and Tobacco w en t upsta irs .

“H osp itab le  tow n ,’ said the  judge .
R u sty  C am eron’s blue eyes lig h ted  

as he saw the pair. H is red  h a ir  was 
tousled , and  he rubbed  h is w h iskered  
jaw .

“B ates and  Jo n es! H ow  come you 
tw o o l’ cougars are in th is  neck of 
th e  co ttonw oods?”

“R eckoned  w e’d h it th is  d irec tio n  
an ’ do some f ish in ’,” said  the  judge . 
“ C ourt session a in ’t  due fo r a m onth  
an ’ Tobacco le f t  h is h e lper a t h is 
p o sto ffice .” Ju d g e  B ates looked 
m ean ing ly  a t the g ir l who sat be
s ide the bed. “F rien d  of y o u r’n, 
R u s ty ? ”

“M ore’n a f rien d ,” said R usty . 
“ S he’s gonna be the m issus some day 
soon. M argie, th is  is Ju d g e  B ates. 
A n ’ th e  o l’ w alrus is Tobacco Jo n es .”

M argie  S m ith  w as a sm all g irl,
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nea t, trim . H e r  h a ir  w as b u rn ished  
copper, and  h e r eyes w ere clear. 
S h e ’s sm all, th e  ju d g e  th o u g h t, bu t 
she’s a scrapper.

“W ell, now,” said  the judge, “ th is 
is a su rp rise . A n ’ i t ’s a su rp rise  to 
see you in bed th isaw ay, R u sty .”

R u s ty ’s pale eyes hardened . “A m 
bush  b u lle t,” he g run ted . “I ’m corn
in ’ ou ta  it, a cco rd in ’ to doc, b u t i t ’ll 
be a w eek or so u n til  I  can ge t up  an ’ 
a round .”

“Tw o w eeks,” correc ted  M argie.
“ She’s a stubborn  f illy ,” said R u s

ty . “D on’t  know  w hether I  oughta  
m arry  her or not. W ell, then , tw o 
w eeks.”

“ W h ere ’d i t  happen?”
“ I  w as r id in ’ in to  a canyon south  

of m y place. T h is  rif le  ta lk s  from  
th e  brush , an ’ alm ost knocks me outa 
saddle . I  g rabs m y  .45 to  t ry  a shot, 
b u t i t ’s no  d ice ; m y sh o u ld er’s too 
numb. I  tu rn s  m y bronc an ’ lig h ts  
ou t w ith  b u lle ts  b reak in ’ a roun’ me, 
an ’ I  m ade it  to  the  road. A ne igh 
bor p icks me up  in  h is backboard  
an ’ takes me to  tow n.”

SU D G E  B ates scowled. Tobacco 
Jo n es chew ed, though t, and 

w en t to  sp it. B u t th e re  w as no sp it
toon  and  he held  it.

Tobacco spoke w ith  d if f ic u lty  
a round  h is chaw. “You get a look- 
see a t who sho t a t yo u ?”

R u s ty  shook h is head. “Nope, brush  
too th ick , an ’ it  all happened too 
fast. B u t I  go t a hunch .”

“M ike F ab e r?” asked  the judge . 
“ W h a t do you know  about F ab e r?” 
Ju d g e  B ates to ld  him  about m eet

ing  F aber, and  th e  ru n -in  w ith  Ike, 
th e  barten d er. A frow n  crossed R u s
ty  C am eron’s forehead.

“W atch  th a t Ike  skunk ,” he m u r
m ured. “Fle’s a back-b iter, Judge . 
No, I  don’t  fig u re  i t ’s F aber. You 
see, me an ’ F ab e r’s f ig h tin ’ the same 
o u te rf it,  the  F ly  in ’ F ive. Jak e  M ay
o r’s the  ow ner.”

“T h en  you f ig u re  M ayor— ?” 
“ C ould be,” said  R usty . “E ith e r  

him  o r some of h is h ired  gunhands. 
A nd  th en  again, who know s. M aybe 
som ebody m istook  me fo r som ebody

else. . . . M en a re  d r if t in ’ across th is  
range, Ju d g e , an ’ some of them  have 
th e ir  guns tied  p len ty  low. . . .”

Ju d g e  B ates nodded. Tobacco 
crossed  the  room, opened the  w indow  
and  spa t ou tside. “J u s ’ had  to  ge t 
r id  of th a t chew,” he apologized. H e 
s tud ied  the m ain stree t below  him  
and  asked, “W h a t happened  to  you r 
bank? T h e  b linds are  pu lled  low  
like  i t ’s c losed?”

“R obbed,” said  M argie, “abou t 
th ree  w eeks ago.”

“ Som ebody took  a loss, h uh?  O r 
d id they  catch  the  b an d its?”

“N ever g o t a w h iff  o f them ,” said  
th e  g irl. “F u n n y  th in g , too, the  
D eep D og m ine had  ju s t  deposited  
its  pay ro ll in  th e  bank  a day  before. 
T h ey  w ere go in ’ to  take i t  o u t th a t 
n ex t day and  then  the  bank  go t 
robbed.”

“W ho  ow ns th e  b ank?”
“Ja k e  M ayor.”
“ Same guy  th a t owns the  F ly in ’ 

F ive, h u h ?” asked  the judge . T h e  
g irl nodded and  the  ju r is t  t i lte d  h is 
jug . R u sty  w atched  the h o t liquor 
flow  down the fa t m an’s lea th e ry  
th ro a t and w et h is lip s?”

“H ow  about a snort, J u d g e ? ”
Ju d g e  B ates looked a t M argie. 

“W ould  i t  h u r t  h im ?”
“You can’t h u r t  him ,” she said. “ I f  

th a t was the  case, he’d been dead long 
tim e ago.”

R u s ty  d rank , w iped  h is m outh. 
“Nice hoo tch .” H e leaned  back- and 
closed h is  eyes. S ym pathy  fo r the 
w ounded  y o u th  pu lsed  th ro u g h  Ju d g e  
B a te s ; he looked a t Tobacco Jones 
and  read th e  tenderness  in  the lanky  
m an’s w ate ry  eyes.

“Y ou’d b e tte r  go,” m urm ured  M ar
gie. “H e’s aw fu l w eak yet, m en.” 
T h ey  w en t in to  th e  hall, leav ing  the  
y o u th  in  sleep. “You don’t know  
w hat yo u r cornin’ m eans to  us tw o.” 
T ears  rim m ed h e r eyes.

Ju d g e  B ates p u t h is arm  around 
h e r th in  shoulders. “Flush, now, hon
ey,” he said, “he’ll pu ll th rough . 
W e ’ll dance a t y ou r w edd ing  soon. .” 
H is  tone hardened  and  T obacco 
Jo n es  read  th e  an g er th a t u nderla id  
h is  w ords. “Now  w here is th is  can
yon  w here R u s ty  go t sh o t? ”
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SH E  T O L D  him  and th ey  w en t 
dow n on th e  s tree t. Tobacco 

b it o ff a chew as th ey  stood  under 
th e  w ooden canopy and  w atched  the 
ra in  ru n  o ff in to  the  m uddy stree t. 
“W h a t’s in  the  deck,” Ju d g e ? ”

“A bunch  of jo k e rs  r ig h t now ,” 
said  Ju d g e  B ates. “Me, I  f ig u re  it 
th isaw ay, fella. T w o b it o u tfits  
tr y in ’ to  rid e  R u s ty  out. . .

“ B u t R u s ty  h isse lf  done said th a t 
F ab e r an ’ M ayor was f ig h t in ’. . . .” 

“M ebbeso,” agreed  Ju d g e  Bates. 
“B u t I ’ve seen th is  before , Tobacco. 
B u t w hat ge ts me, though , is w hy 
th ey  sho t R u s ty  w hen  he rode in to  
th a t canyon? W h y  d id n ’t th ey  plug  
h im  before  th a t tim e?”

T obacco’s bony shou lders  sh rugged . 
“You go t m e,” he adm itted . “ I w on
der ju s t  w hat th is  Jak e  M ayor gen t 
looks like .”

“Me, too.” A heavy man, garbed 
in  a yellow  slicker, moved dow n the 
opposite  stree t, and  paused  in  f ro n t 
o f th e  bank. Ju d g e  B ates stud ied  
him , eyes heavy u nder th ick  brows. 
“You see w ho I see, T obacco?” 

T obacco scow led, chew ed. “ Some
w here I 've  seen th a t face before . . .

T he  ju d g e  shook h is ponderous 
head. “Nope, don’t  reckon  you have, 
fe lla . B u t you ’ve seen a p ic tu re  of 
th a t g en t in  m y office . U nless my 
m em ory’s w rong, th a t’s H en ry  T a l
b e r t.”

Tobacco Jo n e s’ face l i t  up. “Yeah, 
I  rem em ber. . . . Y ears ago—about 
ten , I  reckon— he ran  a bank down in 
Colorado, an ’ g o t o u t w ith  some 
funds. T h e  law  f ig u red  he w ould 
head n o rth  so th ey  sen t a w anted- 
p lacard  to  you. O r are we w rong, 
J u d g e ? ”

“I  never fo rg e t a face,” said the 
judge . “T h ey  p icked  T a lb e r t up but 
the  ev idence was slim , an ’ Ju d g e  
C arm ichael gave him  tw o years. Now 
w h a t’s he do in ’ in th is  to w n ?”

“H e’s got the key to the bank ,” 
said Tobacco Jones.

“M aybe,” said Ju d g e  B ates q u ie t
ly, “we can find  out so m eth in ’. . . ” 

B oots slo sh ing  m ud, they  crossed 
the  stree t, and the ju d g e  tried  the 
bank door. I t  was locked. H is fa t 
knuckles pounded  in s is ten tly  on the

panel. F in a lly  the  ra tt le  o f boots 
sounded  inside, and  the door opened.

“ I ’m Jak e  M ayor,” the  man said. 
“Come in, men. I suppose you are 
th e  two P in k e rto n  m en com ing to  in 
vestig a te  the recen t robbery .”

“L aw m en?” asked  B ates. “No, 
w e’re s tran g e rs  in  th is  tow n an ’ we 
a im ed to  m eet some of the lead ing  
c itizens, M r. M ayor.”

Ja k e  M ayor said, “T hanks fo r the 
com plim ent, m en.” H is sharp  eyes, 
snugg led  in  ro lls  o f fa t, w ere need le 
p o in ts  p robing  them . “A nd who do 
I have the p leasure of a d d re ssin g ?” 

“L em anuel B ates and Tobacco 
Jo n es .” 4

P f p H E  D O U B L E  chin  creased  as 
-H- Jak e  M ayor nodded. “B ates and 

Jones. . . .” he m used. “Som ew here 
I  have heard  those nam es before. Oh, 
yes, I rem em ber now. R u sty  Cam eron 
m en tioned  you m any tim es. You, Mr. 
Jones, are the postm aster in  Cow- 
tra il, and you, M r. B ates, are  the 
w ell-know n ju r is t ,  Ju d g e  B a te s?” 

Ju d g e  B ates nodded. “R u sty  is a 
good frien d  of ours. So he m en
tioned  us, did he?”

“ Yes.”
“You know Ju d g e  Carm ichael, 

h u h ? ” B ates shot the question  sud 
denly , and  h is gaze rive ted  on th a t 
o f Ja k e  M ayor. B u t he read  exac tly  
no th in g  in the bland  eyes they  w ere 
devoid of em otion, of life. “Seems 
as though  I heard  him  m ention  your 
nam e once.”

“No,” said Jak e  M ayor. “W h y  do 
you ask, B a te s?”

“J u s t  a th o u g h t,” m urm ured  the 
ju r is t .  “W e are th in k in g  of m oving 
in to  th is  section, M ayor. T he  Cow- 
tra il  range is g e tt in ’ too crow ded 
w ith  farm ers and sm all cowmen. W e 
th o u g h t w e’d open an account w ith  
y o u r bank .”

“ S o rry ,” said M ayor, “b u t the  bank 
is closed. . . . You beard  of the rob
bery, I suppose?” Ju d g e  B ates 
nodded. “T h is  range, too, Ju d g e  is 
w ell s tocked ; no m ore room here. 
B etw een  m y F ly ing  F ive o u tf it and 
M ike F ab e r’s Mine S B ar—”

“ Y ou're p u ttin ’ the p inchers on 
R u s ty  C am eron’s sp read ,” fin ished  
the judge.
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T h is  tim e som eth ing  show ed in  
Jak e  M ayor’s eyes. A nger hung  
there  m om entarily , spark led , then  fell 
back to  ashes. “You ta lk  su dden
like. Bates, and you ta lk  on guess 
■work. . . . R um or has it  th a t R usty  
Cam eron was hanging  out w ith  the 
gang th a t robbed my bank, th a t he 
had  a fa llou t w ith  them  and they  
w en t to guns.’’ He added, “ I f  you 
stay  in th is  tow n, w atch th a t tongue, 
B a tes .”

Tobacco read the signs, and acted. 
“L e t's  m osey on, Ju d g e ,” he said 
hu rried ly . “ Glad to have m et you. 
M ayor. M aybe w e’ll m eet again .” 
H e was h u stlin g  the judge  out the 
door.

"C e rta in ly ,” said M ayor, and locked 
the  door behind  them.

“D ang you ,” said Tobacco, as they  
w en t tow ard  the livery-barn , “a in ’t 
you  got no sense at all, Ju d g e?  You 
alm ost go t in  a fig h t back yonder.”

Ju d g e  B ates sm iled. “R eckon you 
said  it, pard. B u t w hen he accused 
R u s ty  of w o rk in ’ w ith  th a t gang—”

“R usty  never robbed no b a n k !”

TH E Y  B U N C H E D  th e ir  shoul
ders aga inst the ra in  and pushed 

in to  the open door of the livery. 
T here , g ran ted  surcease from  the 
ra in , Ju d g e  B ates tu rned , g lanced 
tow ard  the bank. D espite  the sw irl
ing w ater, he saw  th a t Jak e  M ayor 
stood beside a w indow , w atch ing  
them .

“W ell, we know one th ing  for 
su re ,” the ju r is t  g run ted , “an ’ th a t is 
th a t Jak e  M ayor is rea lly  H enry  
T a lb e rt.”

“F or all the  good th a t does u s,” 
g ru n ted  Tobacco Jones. H e spa t out 
in to  the rain, w atched  the p e lting  
drops w ash the tobacco ju ice  away. 
T he ju d g e  ti lte d  his jug and sw al
low ed deeply. “Now w h a t?”

“W onder w here M ike F aber is ? ” 
“D unno, w h y ?”
T he livery  barn owner, a w izened, 

d ried  up ru n t, came from  the back 
of the barn, ca rry in g  a fo rk  of hay.

T he ju d g e  asked, “D id n ’t  I ju s t 
see M ike Faber rid e  ou ta  the  b a rn ?” 
H e had n ’t  seen Faber since leav ing  
the  saloon, bu t th is  was one w ay of 
g e ttin g  in form ation .

“You saw r ig h t,” said the  o ldster. 
“H e ju s t  r id  ou t no t m ore th an  ten  
m inu tes ago. H eaded  sou th  tow ard  
the  hills. H ell of a day  for a m an to  
ride out in, I say. I ’m plum b g lad I 
go t an inside job even if I  do have 
to shovel m anure.”

T hey  h ired  a couple of saddle- 
horses and rigs. T he ju d g e ’s sho t
gun was in th e ir  buckboard along 
w ith  T obacco’s rifle . T hey  had pulled  
the rig  in to  the shed back of the 
barn. T he judge  pulled  back the 
ta rp  and looked at th e ir  guns, scow l
ing.

“Som ebody’ tam pered  w ith  my 
sho tgun .”

“You never le f t  th a t ham m er back 
on cock,” said Tobacco.

T he  judge  took the w eapon, low
ered the  ham m er. T hen  he broke it 
b u t no shell fe ll out. Tobacco d id  
the  same to  h is r if le ;  it, too, was 
em pty.

“ Som ebody’s un loaded  our guns,” 
the  postm aster said. “Now w hat if 
w e’d a-w alked in to  som eth in ’ hot 
w ith  no ca’trid g es in  our ha rd w are?”

“ Som ebody,” said  the  j u d g e ,  
“doesn’t w an t us in  tow n.”

T hey  sen t the ho ls te r ou t a f te r  
ca rtrid g es, re loaded  th e ir  w eapons, 
and  rode in to  the rain. T he drops 
pounded  aga inst th e ir  slickers and 
ran  off th e ir  sou thw esters. Tobacco 
cursed  m ethod ically  and  chewed. 
T h e ir  w eapons, safe in  sadd leho lste rs, 
rode dry  u nder th e ir  s t ir ru p  leathers, 
and  the ju d g e  had h is ju g  tied  to  his 
s trings.

“Now w here,” asked Tobacco Jones, 
“are  we head in ’ for, Ju d g e ? ”

Ju d g e  B ates grinned . “W e ’re de
coys, Tobacco?”

Tobacco ground  o ff a chew. “ T alk  
sense,” he said. “D ecoys is w hat you 
p u t out to a ttra c t ducks and geese 
in so you can shoot ’em.”

“ W e ’re a d iffe re n t k ind ,” said the 
judge. “W e’re lamb decoys. W e in
tend  to  a ttra c t a bunch of wolves— or 
m aybe, I  oughta  said coyoties.”

Tobacco gave up. “T h a t ju g  is 
g e tt in ’ y ou r b rains addled , Ju d g e .”
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W A T E R  sw irled  and eddied, 
obscuring  the  so u th ern  hills . 

T h e  p ra irie  ran  across th e  d istance 
and  became pa rt of the  dim  h ills ; 
the  h ills  lif ted  g rad u a lly  and be
came m ountains. E v id en tly  the grass 
had been sparse, because the ground  
w as alm ost barren . B u t th is  ra in  
w ould  bring  new  life  to  old grass 
roo ts and in a w eek’s tim e the range 
w ould again be green.

Sagebrush  and greasew ood do tted  
th e  ra in y  su rround ings. T h ey  fo rded  
a sm all creek, sw ollen by th e  rain, 
and  w ater tr ick led  in to  the ju d g e ’s 
boots. H e cursed  and took a drink .

B ig, slouchy, h is huge belly  lop
p ing  over the horn , he rode slow ly, 
le tt in g  h is horse p ick  its  slip p e ry  
w ay, h is ju g  bouncing  aga in st the 
c r it te r ’s ribs. Tobacco Jones, h is 
hangdog face solem n w ith  p o ten t 
th ough ts , rode at h is p a r tn e r’s side, 
lanky  body lith e  ag a in st h is s tirru p s.

W h en  they  reached  the  foo th ills , 
th ey  had to  ride th ro u g h  buckbrush  
and  scrubpine. T he rain  had subsided  
s ligh tly . O n the  sum m it of a h igher 
h ill, Ju d g e  B ates tu rn ed  h is horse, 
squ in ted  th ro u g h  th e  d istance a t 
H ang tow n , now  h idden  by th e  ro ll 
of the land and the rain. Tobacco 
Jones, chew ing rh y thm ica lly , fo l
low ed h is fa t p a r tn e r’s sharp  gaze. 

“ I cain’t  see n o th in ’.”
“N eith er can I ,” said  the judge, 

“bu t I aim  to keep on look in ’. W e ’re 
s till decoys, Tobacco.”

“F o r w h a t?” dem anded Tobacco 
Jones, b e lligeren tly . R ain  trick led  
dow n h is  neck, and  it  w as cold. 
“F a c t is, i t ’s w et enough to  a ttra c t a 
few  m allards, b u t I  sure  don’t  fig g er 
th a t I  look like a w ooden red-head  
f lo a tin ’—”

“Y onder,” said the judge .
T obacco s ta red  stead ily . “A  lone 

r id e r ,” he m urm ured , “p u sh in ’ hard  
th ro u g h  the rain, h is bronc a-lope de
sp ite  the  s lippery  fo o tin ’. . . . T h a t 
g en t’s r id in ’ fo r a fa ll under a bronc’s 
hoofs.”

“T h a t a in ’t  w h a t’s w o rry in ’ m e,” 
said Ju d g e  B ates. “F ac t is, I  fig u re  
m aybe it  w ould be b e tte r  fo r me an ’ 
you—an ’ fo r  him —if he d id  ge t

busted  up in  a fall. T h en  us two 
w ou ldn ’t  have to  b u st him .”

Tobacco Jo n es scowled. “W h a t’re 
you  all ta lk in ’ about, B a te s?” T he  
ju d g e  handed  him  h is fie ldg lasses 
and the postm aste r focused  them , his 
scowl changing  in to  a look of un 
d erstand ing . H e low ered  them  and  
said q u ie tly , “ Ike, the  barm an, huh? 
C irc lin ’ a roun’ us, i t  looks like .” 

“W e’re b rin g in ’ in  the ducks,” said 
the judge , g r inn ing .

“B u t w h y ?” asked  the  postm aster. 
“ I don’t  ru n  i t  down, ju d g e .”

“You w ill. . . .  in  tim e.”

TH E Y  T U R N E D  th e ir cayuses 
again, heading  tow ard  the south. 

A head, the m oun ta in s lif ted , and  the 
ju d g e  saw  snow  on th e ir  upperm ost 
heigh ts. T he w ind  was becom ing 
colder, and the ra in  was changing  to  
snow flakes here  in  the  h igh  a ltitu d e .

“M aybe Ik e ’s r id in ’ ou t to  te ll h is 
boss, M ike Faber, w e’re in  th is  te r
r i to ry ,” op ined  Tobacco.

“Y ou’re warm , Tobacco.”
Tobacco to re  o ff  a chew. H e m as

tica ted  it, h is eyes seious. T hen , “ I 
go t i t  now. . . . W e ’re  h ead in ’ tow ard  
th e  canyon w here R u s ty  stopped  
lead. . . . B u t w hy— ?” H e paused, 
s tru g g led  w ith  h is tobacco as though  
he had a g rudge  ag a in st it.

“M ike F aber and  Jak e  M ayor are 
in  cahoots,” said the  judge .

“You mean, th ey  ju s t  a c t like 
th ey ’re feu d in ’?”

Ju d g e  B ates unco rked  his Jug, his 
fin g ers  numb. “D ang th is  cold 
w ea th er,” he grow led. H e d rank  for 
a long steady  pull, and Tobacco 
Jo n es had to  adm ire  th e  ju d g e ’s 
capacity , even tho u g h  he h im se lf 
never touched  liquor. “ I t ’s the  old 
game, Tobacco. P la y  both  ends 
aga inst the m iddle. R u sty  owns some 
good g raz ing  land  and  w ater, I  u n 
derstand . . .

“B u t th ere  m ust be som eth in ’ b ig 
ger, Ju d g e . T h ey  a in ’t p u t t in ’ up 
such a ruckus fo r on ly  a l i t t le  land .” 

“T h ere  is,” the  ju d g e  agreed.
T h e  so lu tion  h i t  th e  postm aste r 

sudden ly . H e tu rn e d  w ide pale  eyes 
on Ju d g e  Lem anuel .Bates. “Jak e  
M ayor has robbed  h is own bank, 
robbed it  w hen  th a t p ay ro ll w as in
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there . M aybe M ike Faber was in 
cahoots w ith  him  on the phony stick- 
up. B u t w here does R u sty  Cam eron 
f i t  in to  the  p ic tu re  ju d g e ? ”

“R u sty  rode up a certa in  canyon," 
the  ju d g e  prom pted .

“T he one w e’re h ead in ’ fo r,” said 
Tobacco. “You don’t suppose them  
tw o’s go t th a t d inero—th a t sto len  
m oney—hid  som ew here in th a t can
y o n ?”

Ju d g e  B ates sh rugged  heavily . 
“M aybe so. . . , maybe not.”

B y the tim e th ey  reached the next 
hogback ridge, they  had lost all sig h t 
of Ike. Screened  by h igh  brush , they  
sat th e ir  w et horses and w atched, 
each pondering  w ith  m any thoughts, 
w ondering  w hat lay  ahead. T hen  
sudden ly  the ju d g e  lif ted  one eno r
mous hand  and h is fin g er jabbed out 
in  po in ting .

“T here he is.”
A lready  the barten d e r had circled  

them , and now he was m oving in. 
T rav e llin g  along the  base of a gu lly , 
th ey  glim psed  him  in the space a f
fo rded  by a deep  fissu re , then  he was 
gone.

“A m bush," m urm ured  the ju ris t.
Tobacco Jo n es’ long face, desp ite  

the cold w ind, was flushed . “A in 't 
n o th in ’ low er in the book,” he nnm- 
bled, “ ’cep t m aybe s tea lin ’ you r 
b ro th e r’s taw  m arblg.” H e  had a l
ready  dism ounted  and pulled  h is r i 
fle out of scabbard, ho ld ing  i t  under 
h is slicker to keep the rain  from  it.

“N icely  said ,” agreed  Ju d g e  Bates.
S q ua tting  there , ra in  ru n in g  from  

th e ir sou tnw esters, flakes of snow 
w h irlin g  a round them , th ey  ta lked  
it  over—and b u ilt th e ir  plan  of ac
tion. T h en  they  parted , each mov
ing th ro u g h  the brush.

B R U S H  was th ick  here, and 
M  fo r th a t Ju d g e  Lem anuel B ates 

g a v e  b rie f thanks. T h en  o ther 
though ts , m ore dem anding, pushed  
th is  th o u g h t from  him. G ravely, the 
ju r is t  moved ahead, b u lky  form  ram - 
ing  th ro u g h  brush , sho tg u n  h idden  
u nder h is s licker fron t.

H e sk irted  a rim rock  ledge ; the  
canyon below  lay c lo thed  in  a sw irl 
of ra in  and  snow. Cold c rep t in  and 
s tiffen ed  h is knuck les as he g ripped  
his sca tte rgun . Below  him, th e re  on 
the canyon floor, was a barren  place 
h idden  from  the  .canyon’s base, b u t 
easily  discern ib le  from  th is  h igh  
rock. A nd there  on the p a rk ’s edge 
v/as a horse, tied  to  the c irc ling  
brush. Ik e ’s horse.

Ju d g e  B ates paused, h is round  face 
harden ing , and  he w atched  the brush  
across the canyon, and w aited . T im e 
slipped  by and  the  cold reached  in ; 
he sh ifted , sw ore s ilen tly , se ttled  
back. T hen  fin a lly  he saw Tobacco 
Jones.

T he  m om ent w as brief, and the 
postm aster was in  the  brush  again, 
h idden. Ju d g e  B ates sm iled b rig h tly , 
and w en t ahead then . H is descent- 
down the canyon w all was slow, and 
th rough  the rain  occasionally  he 
caught g lim pses of Tobacco Jones. 
T hen  he saw Ike.

T he barten d er wore a dark  slicker. 
He crouched behind  a boulder, th ere  
on Hie canyon b e d ; h is r ifle  lay 
across the rock, and he had a small
p i* *  of canvas over the b:reech to
keen tru: w ate r out.

Ju d g e B ates came in behi nd him.
T he roa r of the rain  on th e rocks,
coupled w ith  the su rge  of ti le sm all
stream  irunning th ro u g h  the: defile,
sm other;rd all sounds the ju r i s t  made.sm ornereu an  sounas m e ju r is t  m aae. 
H is  sho tg u n  up, he stepped  forw ard .

“T u rn  around, Ik e ,” he ordered . 
“A nd keep y our hands o ff th a t gun. 
R u t them  paws up, f e l la !”

B u t Ike d id n ’t d rop h is gun. H e 
tu rn ed  h u rried ly , and  his eyes w ere 
red  w ith  hate. Ju d g e  B ates eared 
back h is ham m er. D esp ite  the fac t 
th a t hi- sca tte rg u n  was steady , Ik e ’s 
b loodshot eyes show ed h esita tion . 
H e was going to  f ig h t i t  out, the  
ju d g e  saw, and  an tic ip a tio n  rif f le d  
the  ju r i s t ’s blood.

B u t Ike  never go t to shoot. F o r 
ju s t  then  Tobacco Jo n es stepped  
from  the brush  a t Ik e ’s rig h t, and 
T obacco had his r if le  cocked.

“One move w ith  th a t W in ch este r, 
Ike, an ’ I ’m d ro p p in ’ th is  h am m er!” 

Ike  tu rn ed  suddenly , faced T o 
bacco, Ju d g e  B ates  saw  m ing led
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em o tio n s ' f ig h t across the  m an’s 
scraw ny, rugged  face. Coldly, the 
m an eyed h is opponents, and Ju d g e  
B ates saw  him  consider the  odds. 
E v id en tly  th ey  w ere too much, fo r 
the barten d e r d ropped  the rifle . I t  
landed  w ith  a sp lash  in the mud.

“D on’t shoot,” he rasped  croak- 
ing ly .

Tobacco came forw ard , jaw  w ork
in g ; he booted the  rif le  aside. “You 
tw o b it badm an,” he said ho tly . “ I 
ough ta  take th a t r if le  an ’ ram  it  down 
y our th ro a t. H ow  come you stage 
th is  one-m an B uffa lo  B ill s tu n t? ” 

T he  coldness had  le f t  Ike now, his 
gaun t m outh  bore a secretive grin . 
Ju d g e  B ates saw  th a t, and w ondered 
w hat prom pted  it—and too la te  he 
understood . F or, from  behind, came 
a m an’s cold, au th o ritiv e  voice.

“Stand  w here you are, Bates. You 
two, Jones. Now drop them  guns, 
an ’ tu rn  a ro u n ’ s low !”

Tobacco Jones froze in  his tracks. 
Ju d g e  B ates tu rn ed  s lig h tly , glanced 
a t the  man. T hen  he said, to Tobac
co, “B e carefu l, fellow . . . . D on’t 
take no chances. I go t a hunch  tha t 
M ike F aber aims to kill us. . .

“You danged  rig h t,” g ru n ted  F a
ber. “I f  you feel lucky, B ates, ju s t  
d rag  th a t sca tte rg u n  a round.”

T he judge  grinned , “B u t my lu ck ’s 
ru n n in ' sandy. . . . ” H s hadn’t a 
chance; he knew  it. H ia sca tte rg u n  
fell. Tobacco Jones, cursing  s ligh tly , 
dropped  h is gun, too.

Now  an o th er man, also to tin g  a 
rifle , came from  the brush. Ju d g e  
B ates’ eyes w en t somber, bleak.

“You too, huh, Jak e  M ayor?” 
M ayor’s double chin nodded. “Me, 

too, B a tes,” he agreed.

A T E S  SA W  the whole play 
JBL® now. M ayor and Ike had seen 
them  rid e  out of H angtow n, and had 
tra iled  them . B ecause of th e  lim ited  
vision, they  had seen only Ike w hile 
M ayor, rid in g  a w ider c ircle than  the 
bartender, had cu t deeper in to  the 
h ills. Jo in in g  forces w ith  M ike F aber 
in  the canyon, th ey  had p lan ted  a 
tra p —and he and  Tobacco had  b lun 
dered  in to  it.

Now Ike  came forw ard , coppery  
eyes slitted . “B ates,” he grow led , “ I

been w aitin ’ to  deliver th is !” H e 
sw ung, the unexpec ted  blow sm ash
ing in  on the  ju d g e ’s jaw . D espite  
h is so lidness, Ju d g e  B ates w en t 
down.

M oving quick ly , Tobacco w en t fo r
w ard, h is f is t  sw inging . H is  boney 
knuckles h it  Ike  behind  the  ear, and 
sp illed  him. H e landed  beside Ju d g e  
B ates. T h e  ju r is t  g ru n ted , heaved 
his heavy fram e on Ike, and  th ey  
w en t to  w ork.

T hey  ro lled  in  the  m ud like two 
claw ing, f ig h tin g  anim als. Now the 
ju d g e  was on top, h is f is ts  w ork in g ; 
now the  top position  belonged  to  Ike , 
who sen t fis ts  in to  th e  ju d g e ’s heavy 
face. H elp less un d e r the guns of 
F aber and M ayor, Tobacco Jones had 
to  s tand  and  w atch, h is hom ely face 
constric ted .

N ever had the  postm aste r seen the 
ju d g e  in such anger. B y superhum an 
e ffo rt, the  ju r is t  tw isted  Ike around, 
and got on top. G run ting , fig h tin g , 
he sm ashed the m an’s bloody face.

“H e’ll k ill h im ,” said Faber.
“W h a t about i t? ” g ru n ted  Jak e  

M ayor. " I f  he don’t, e ith e r me or you 
prob 'ly  w ill some one c f these

Faber s tepped  forw ard , gun  raised* 
H e in tended  to  chop the ju d g e  down 
from  behind. Tobacco Jones cursed, 
sta rted  forw ard . A gun-barrel Crashed 
behind  his ear, and d im ly he realized  
th a t Jak e  M ayor had slugged  him. 
T h ro u g h  a sw irling  haze, the post
m aste r saw F ab e r’s r if le  come down, 
sm ash across Ju d g e  B a te s ’ skull. He 
saw the ju d g e  go lim p, h is obese 
body co llapsing  over Ike, and then  
the darkness came in  and  claim ed

Jrj|jpH R O U G H  a heavy b lan k e t of 
JfeL pain, Ju d g e  L em anuel B ates 
came slow ly back to  rea lity . A cross 
h is ach ing  b rain  m oved the  tug , the 
pull, of h is th o ugh ts . G radua lly  
these tho u g h ts  so lid if ie d ; took form , 
and  he w restled  w ith  h is e rran t 
m em ory. T h e  darkness slow ly  broke, 
and  he m ade out w avering  shapes. . .

G ingerly , he sa t up. H e was on a 
floor. A  hudd led  shape, a few  fee t
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away, tu rn ed  o u t to  be Tobacco 
Jones. H e c rep t to  h is partner, 
a larm  run n in g  across him. B u t a l
ready  Tobacco, too, was s tirrin g .

T he postm aster sat up, eyes show 
ing  alarm . “W h ere  are  we, J u d g e ? ’’ 

“N ear as I can figu re , w e’re in  a 
tool shed. Y onder’s th e  forge th ere  
aga inst the fa r wall. M an, i t ’s cold in 
here. W onder w here m y jug  is?” 

“T ’hades w ith  you r ju g ,” snapped 
Tobacco ang rily . “ Is th a t all you 
th in k  about, Ju d g e?  T hey  m usta  
to ted  us ou t here .”

Ju d g e  B ates sum m oned a smile. 
“Me, I  don’t rem em ber. . . . L ast I 
can reco llect, me an ’ th is  Ike gen t 
was hav in ’ a set-to  along  the  crick. .” 

Tobacco to ld  him  w hat had hap 
pened. Ju d g e  B ates rubbed  h is head, 
licked  his d ry  lips, sh ivered. “Dang, 
w hat I W ouldn’t give fo r a drink . . . . 
W o n d er w here our w eapons a re?” 

“T hey  go t them , I  reckon .”
T he judge  go t g in g e rly  to his feet. 

H is huge knees th rea tened  to buckle 
as nausea claim ed him  m om entarily . 
T he w alls w ere made of logs b u t he 
found  a place w here the ch ink ing  had 
fallen  out and he p u t h is eyes to  th is 
crack.

A w indsw ept, snow -dotted  mesa 
lay before  him . A nd yonder, set 
aga inst a c liff, stood  a sm all log 
house, w ith  five horses tied  to  the 
ra il f ro n tin g  the dw elling . T he 
horses of M ayor, F aber and Ike— 
and his and T obacco’s.

“ M usta took us to  the canyon h ide
o u t,” m used the ju r is t .  H e slapped 
h is arm s around him  v igo rously  to 
fig h t the cold. “H ow ’d you like to 
be down on the M ex border about 
now? B et the sun is b r ig h t in  ol’ 
T eca te  an ’ the dark  eyes are sm il
in ’—” H e added, “A n ’ th e re ’d be 
m escal an ’ tequilla . . . .”

“B u t you a in ’t th e re ,” in te rru p ted  
Tobacco Jones. “W e g o tta  ge t ou ta  
th is  mess, Judge . W h a t gets me is 
w hy d id n ’t  they  k ill us w hen they  
had the  chance?”

“You g o t m e.” Ju d g e  B ates s tud ied  
the dim  in te r io r  closely. H e tried  
the  door—a heavy p lank  a ffa ir—but 
i t  was bo lted  on th e  ou tside, and

bolted  securely . T h en  he stood  back, 
s tu d y in g  the lock.

H eavy bolts ran  th ro u g h  the th ick  
planks, th e ir  heads on the  inside. 
A no ther glance, slow  and  ca lcu la t
ing, s tud ied  the  inside of the  tool- 
shed—and found no th in g  excep t the 
forge a t the fa r end of the  bu ild ing . 
No w indow s m arred  the heavy log 
w alls. H e le t h is gaze re st on the 
forge.

A m bling forw ard , he w en t to i t ;  
then , legs w ide, he s tu d ied  it. No 
v en tila tin g  flue ran  upw ard . B u t 
the  forge was filled  w ith  new  black
sm ith  coal. A nd in  it  was the  m etal 
s t ir r in g  rod.

U D G E  B ates h efted  the steel 
shaft. “O ne of us could f la tte n  

ag a inst the inside w all an ’ sm ack ’em 
w hen th ey  s tuck  th e ir  heads in— 
N ope,” he shook h is head, “ th e re ’s 
th ree  of ’em. . . . too m any.”

“W e could b u rn  ourselves ou t.” 
“Yeah, an ’ b u rn  up in  the barga in .” 
Tobacco spa t d isgusted ly . “You 

got a b rain  like a gnat, Ju d g e . H ea t 
th a t poker, b u rn  ou t the w ood a round 
the  bo lts in  the  door.”

Ju d g e  B ates s tu d ied  him. “T h a t,” 
he said, em phatically , “is the  f ir s t  
sensible th in k  I ’ve heard  you say 
since th a t n ig h t you to l’ me you 
w asn’t go in’ m arry  the W id d e r  B lu 
e tt .”

“Leave the W id d e r ou ta  th is !” 
Tobacco searched  h is pocket. “Say, 
th ey ’ve done taken  ev e ry th in ’ away 
from  me. H ow  about yo u ?”

D ilig en tly  the  ju d g e  searched  his 
pockets. . . . and found  no th ing . H e 
licked  h is th ick  lip s and  w ondered  
w here h is ju g  was. Sm iling  suddenly , 
he am bled over to  w here h is oilsk in  
sou thw este r lay  on the floor. He 
kn e lt beside the ra in -ha t, ran  a b lu n t 
fin g e r a round the  inside of the sw eat- 
band.

“You gone loco?”
“Reckon not, b u t one tim e I was 

ou t in the ra in  an ’ w an ted  a d ry  place 
to keep m y m atches. . . . yeah, w e’re 
in  luck .”

“J u s t  one m atch, tho u g h .”
“Tw o,” correc ted  the  judge , tak ing  

them  from  un d e r the  sw eatband. 
“Yeah, b u t one a in ’t  g o t no head .”
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T hey w en t to  the forge. “Now if 
we had som eth in ’ to s ta r t—some 
chips or shav in ’s—B u t we a in ’t—”

“O ur socks,” said Tobacco.
“Y our socks,” said the judge, 

“w ould p u t out a m atch tha t got any 
w here close to them  w ith  the sm ell— 
W e could rip  out the pockets on 
our s lickers .”

T hey  did tha t. T hen  they  buried  
them  under the coal w ith  ju s t a tip  
show ing. T he judge held both 
m atches to g e th er and lit them. T he 
flam e caught, came to life.

H e applied  the m atches to the o il
skin. A t firs t,  the m ateria l ju s t sp u t
tered , and the ju d g e ’s hopes died as 
the  m atches burned  low. F in a lly  the 
o ilsk in  broke in to  flame.

Tobacco Jones was already  tu rn 
ing  the  bellow s. T he  a ir  fanned  
across the flam e and spread  to the 
coals. Ju d g e  B ates le t it come to a 
heat, th en  s tirred  the em bers w ith  
the  steel rod.

“R em inds me of w hen I usta shoe 
hosses. . . .”

Tobacco Jones stiffen ed , stopped  
pum ping . “L is ten , the  door opened. .. 
to  the  cabin. , , Som ebody’s cornin’ !”

“W e got enough fire  to  hold for a 
w hile ,” the ju d g e  said hu rried ly . 
“D on’t answ er if they  call to  you. . ” 
H e stuck  h is head close to the crack. 
Ike, h is head bandaged, one eye 
black, was com ing tow ard  the tool- 
shed, to tin g  h is rife . H e pounded  on 
the  door.

“B ates, Jo n es! Come outa it—”
Silence. H e pounded again. Ju d g e  

B ates saw  Jak e  M ayor come to the 
door. Ike ho llered  to the fa t man.

“T h ey  m ust be s till knocked cold. 
Should I go in ?”

Ju d g e  B ates tensed, knuckles w hite 
on the poker. Tobacco Jones chewed 
slow ly, his eyes th o u g h tfu l. F ina lly  
Jake  M ayor spoke. “Leave ’em be.” 
he ordered. “T h ey ’ll come to later. . .”

“W e oughta  k ill ’em,” grow led Ike, 
going tow ard  the house.

“Y eah,” said M ayor, cynically , "an ’ 
get th ree  counties a-chasin’ us. . . . 
T here  m ust be a b e tte r v/ay than 
th a t.”

T he door closed behind  them. T o 
bacco ran  to the forge, tu rtjed  the

handle. T he sparks had died low 
and he blew  them  in to  life. Ju d g e  
B ates ram m ed the poker home as the 
postm aster churned .

“A fra id  to  kill us,” the ju r is t  m ur
m ured. “P ro b ’ly in there  tan k in ’ up 
on licker to screw  up courage. . . . 
M an, I w ish I had—”

“A d rin k ,” fin ished  Tobacco Jones. 
“T h a t p oker’s hot, ju d g e .”

U D G E  B ates w rapped his slicker 
a round the handle, ran to  the 

door. H e jam m ed the red -ho t steel 
beside a bolt, le t it bu rn  th rough  the 
wood. Smoke ro lled  out and the 
stench  of bu rn ing  wood assailed his 
nostrils . T he iron  cool, he took it 
back to the forge.

T im e wore on. T he sm all roam  
filled  w ith  sm oke and the odor of 
scorched wood. F o u r bolts held  the 
lock. Tw o w ere burned  free, then  
th ree— fina lly  the last one could be 
pushed  th ro u g h  the bu rned  hole. A nd 
the lock sw ung free ou tside.

“T he house door closed. T obacco?”
Tobacco looked th rough  the crack. 

“Y ep.” ^
“L e t’s go,” g ru n ted  the judge.
Tobacco w ent firs t. H e scu rried  

like a scared  hound in to  the nearby 
brush. B u t Ju d g e  B ates, tak ing  m ore 
tim e, set the  bo lts back in  place, 
ram m ing the lock back on the  door. 
H e had bu rned  his holes th rough  
correctly . F rom  the ou tside, the steel 
strap  covered them —to a casual 
glance, the lock looked the same as
before. T hen  he was in the brush
hunkeririg beside the postm aster.

“Next, my ju g .”
“You'r seted Tobac-

co. “Gim s, fe lla ’.” He added, “A n ’
th ey 're  :in the house.”

T he ji idge in the lead. they circled
through the brush, con :ing out be-
hind  the house. S tiff , la:>hed by rain,
they  set tied  beneath  a ’window, and
the judge  glanced  inside. A nd w hat 
he saw made his face grow  stern .

“S itt in ’ a ro u n ’ a po t-bellied  h ea tin ’ 
stove,” he m um bled. “W arm in ’ th e ir  
sh ins w hile we freeze ou tside. Can 
you hear w hat th ey ’re say in ’, T o 
bacco?”

T he postm aster anchored an ear
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against the  bu ilding. “Can’t make it 
ou t,” he said quietly . “Me, I ’m cold, 
hungry  and s tiff . W h a t’s next, 
Ju d g e ? ”

“W e gotta  w ait till they  get outa 
the house.”

“Yeah, but th a t m ay be a long 
tim e.”

A nd Tobacco Jones was righ t. 
T im e ran  on, slow ly ; the rain  slashed 
aga inst them , w ettin g  them  to the 
bone. A t last, w hen dusk coated the 
w ind-rainy  hills, the  f ro n t door 
opened, and the judge  glanced inside 
again.

“ Ike’s le ft,” he said.
Tensely , they  w aited. T hen  th rough 

the rain, came Ik e ’s s tr id e n t bawl. 
“T h ey ’ve busted  loose, m e n !”

Boots pounded an ex it from  the 
house, and Ju d g e  B ates, w atch ing  
th rough  the w indow, saw Jake  M ayor 
and M ike Faber run  out the door, 
r if les  in hand. H ard ly  had the door 
slam m ed behind them , w hen the 
judge  had ram m ed a shoulder into 
the  pane, sending it  tin k lin g  to the 
floor.

H e clim bed inside, Tobacco follow 
ing. H is shotgun  and Tobacco’s rifle  
stood in a corner. H is ju g  was on 
the table. D espite  the necessity  fo r 
speed, the ju r is t  shook it  rapidly, 
no ticed  ang rily  th a t the trio  had 
low ered it. H e tilted  it, d rank  rap id 
ly, grabbed his shotgun.

“Lay th a t jug  dow n!” snapped the 
postm aster angrily . “G et to  work, 
J u d g e !” T obacco-glanced out a fro n t 
w indow. M ayor, Faber, and Ike 
stood in fro n t of the toolshed, a 
tig h t, angry  knot. Tobacco grinned, 
fired  once.

H ard  on the snap of the rifle  came 
the  roar of Ju d g e  Lem anuel B ates’ 
scattergun . Beebees and lead slapped 
in the cabin over th e ir  heads. Ike 
ho llered, “T h ey ’re in the house—fir 
in ’ a t u s !” and ran into the toolshed 
w ith  Faber arid M ayor trom ping  on 
his spurs.

Tobacco low ered his rifle . “How 
we gonna get them  outa there, 
Ju d g e ? ”

B ut Ju d g e  B ates w asn’t lis ten in g ; 
he was d rink ing . H is adam s-apple 
bobbed lu stily . F ina lly  he low ered

the crock, w iped his lips. H e stud ied  
the scene practically .

“T hey  can’t fire  a t us,” he said, 
“ ’cause they  a in ’t no place to  stick  
a rifle  out. A n’ we can’t ge t them  
unless we set an’ starve ’em out. . . .” 

“ In  th is ra in ,” grow led Tobacco. 
“No.”

T he judge drank  again. T hen  he 
squinted at the lean-to against the 
toolshed. “W onder w h a t’s in  th e re?” 

“Looks like a w oodshed.”
“ I ’ll w atch from  here,” said the 

judge. “You head out the back way 
an’ go th rough  the brush an ’ hunker 
opposite the door an ’ w atch. W hen  I 
figu re  you 've reached there , I ’ll 
come.”

“O kay.”

4ft F E W  M IN U T E S  later, carry- 
JTwl ing his jug , the judge  had gone 
th rough  the brush, and was squat
ting  beside Tobacco Jones, w atch ing  
the closed door. T he harsh voice of 
M ike F aber sounded from  inside.

“H ey, you hom bres! W e aim  to 
powwow w ith  y o u !”

“N ot w ith  us,” answ ered Ju d g e  
B ates. “T he only w ay you can ta lk  
to  us is to p itch  your weapons out 
an ’ come out w ith  your hands h igh .” 

“Shut up, F ab e r!” o rdered  Jake  
M ayor huskily . “T he boys’ll s ta r t  
d r if t in ’ in soon, an ’ th ey ’ll smoke out 
th ese foreigners. J e s ’ set back an ’ 
rest. . .

Tobacco chewed, spat. “H e’s r ig h t,” 
he opined. “ Sooner or la te r some of. 
th e ir  gundogs is bound to ride in. . . 
W e b e tte r get th is over w ith, Judge. 
B u t we can’t w alk in there—th ey ’d 
be sure to k ill us.”

“ I got an idea.”
Tobacco asked, “W h a t— ?” but a l

ready  the judge  had left. C ircling 
the toolshed, he came in behind, en
te red  the lean-to. T rue  to Tobacco’s 
pred iction , it  was a w oodshed; huge 
blocks of pine lay in a heap against 
the toolshed wall.

Frow ning , Ju d g e  B ates rem em 
bered he had no m atches. Forehead  
grooved, he shook his jug , sadly 
no ted  its low ered conten ts. T h irs t 
s trugg led  w ith  self-preservation . . . . 
and the la tte r won.

H e knelt, sp rink led  w hiskey over
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the  wood, splashed  it  aga inst the 
w all. H e b u ilt a pool of alcohol in  a 
crevice in  a block. H e placed h is 
sho tgun  to  this, and pulled  the t r ig 
ger. Flam e lanced out and the  a l
cohol broke in to  fire .

H e w aited  un til the  toolshed wall 
was on flame, th en  the heat drove 
him  out. W hen  he hunkered  beside 
Tobacco again, the rear end of the 
bu ild ing  was h igh  w ith  fire. Tobacco 
stared.

“You never had no matciiHf*'’ he 
accused.

“Nope,” the _ judge  g r u n t e d .  
“T hey’re cornin’ out, Jo n e s!”

T H E  D O O R  sw ung open and 
smoke bellowed out. T h rough  

this, barely  discern ib le  due to  smoke 
and dusk, came the big form  of Jak e  
M ayor, r if le  up. Now Ju d g e  B ates, 
sho tgun  ready, stepped  from  the 
brush.

“T hrow  th a t rifle  away, M ayor!” 
B u t M ayor was desperate . B efore 

him, loomed a prison  te rm ; ahead 
w ere on ly  two m en—m en he hated. 
H e w hirled, rif le  ta lk ing . H aste  
propelled  his bu lle ts, and haste  flung  
them  wide.

Ju d g e  B ates’ sho tgun  coughed. The 
leaden  slugs, a t th is  close range, tore

in to  M ayor, sp illin g  h im  in  a dark  
heap. Q u ick ly  the  ju d g e  tu rned , 
th e  roar of Tobacco’s r ifle  p rom pting  
him.

L egs w ide, smoke sp illing  upw ard  
from  his rifle , Tobacco stood there , 
and chewed m ethodically . M ike F a 
ber was s ittin g  on the  ground, ho ld
ing  a broken  shoulder, h is  rifle  
ly ing  five fee t away. Ju d g e  B ates 
covered him  and Ike.

Ike had  lo st h is nerve. Face pale, 
hands h igh , he w as scream ing, over 
and  over, “D on 't shoot, don’t shoot 1” 

“A ll rig h t,"  said the  judge. “T a lk .” 
W hile  the  barten d er to ld  h is sto ry , 
Ju d g e  B ates kn e lt beside Jak e  M ayor. 
T he  m an was dead. Ju d g e  B ates 
s tra igh tened , asked  Ik e : “W h ere ’s
the sto len  bank m oney?”

“ In  the house—u nder th e  floor.” 
A  few  m inutes la ter, they  rode to 

w ard H angtow n, w ith  the dead m an 
scissored over h is horse. M ike Faber, 
shoulder bound, rode slouched, tac i
tu rn , silen t. Ike, hands bound to  h is 
saddlehorn , follow ed. Tobacco car
ried  the m oney in  a sack on h is sad
dle.

“T hese g en ts’ll go to ja il,” he said. 
“Ike claims F aber shot R u sty .” 

W eariness was claim ing Ju d g e  
Bates. H is m ind, run n in g  ahead, 
saw a w arm  fire , a w hiskey  toddy, a 
long chat w ith  R usty  and M argie. 
“W e’ll iron th a t out in cou rt.” he 
said. “I ’ll see th a t I  get a tran sfe r 
to  th is  county  to preside a t the ir 
tria ls. W ith  me on the bench—” 

“W e w on’t have a chance,” fin 
ished M ike Faber.

Tobacco frow ned. “One th ing  th a t 
gets me, judge. T h a t fire  s ta rted  
like it was fu ll of gasoline. . . . How 
com e?”

“ W hiskey ,” said the judge. “P oured  
it on the wood."

Tobacco chewed, grinned . “W ell, 
now,” he said, “maybe th a t was w hat 
w hiskey  was in tended  fo r—”

Ju d g e  B ates drank  deeply. “W rong 
again,” he corrected.

(T H E  E N D )
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BI LLETS WILD!

By Brett Austin
Tim Shane's poker experience came in downright handy 

when they accused him of murdering his brother.

Y O UNG T IM  Shane was p lay
ing poker in  the N ine Down 
bar w hen Chubby W in te rs  

came in, his cherubic face flushed. 
“Y our b ro ther M ike’s dead, T im ,” 
he said, hu rried ly . “T he deputy  ju s t 
b rough t his corpse in to  tow n.”

R ed-haired  T im  laid down his 
hand. “M ike, dead? Say, are you 
drunk , Chubby? W hy  I  ju s t came 
from  M ike’s Q uarte r Circle X o u tfit 
about ten  m inutes ago an’ M ike was 
p len ty  alive then .”

Chubby shook h is head slowly. 
“H e’s dead now.”

T im  Shane go t to his feet. Raw- 
boned, w ide-shouldered, he was only 
n ineteen, bu t a life tim e  of rop ing  and 
b randing  had hardened  him  in to  a 
man. W ith o u t cashing in  his chips, 
he le ft the saloon.

B ootheels ja rrin g , he w ent up- 
s treet, heading fo r the dep u ty ’s of
fice. A m ix tu re  of though ts  tugged  
at his brain. He and his older b ro th 
er had never go tten  along. A nd when 
g rizzly  H ank Shane, th e ir  fa ther, 
had died a few m onths before, the 
old man had le f t the Q uarte r Circle 
X to  steady, easy-going M ike, cu ttin g  
T im  off w ith  only his saddle and two 
saddlehorses.

N ot th a t the provisions of the w ill 
bo thered  T im  much. He had seen 
enough ranch ing ; he’d tu rned  to 
cards for his living. O ld Hank could 
never understand  that. M ^ny v io len t 
argum ents had flared  betw een H ank 
and his younger son. B u t T im  had 
stuck  to  gam bling, and as a resu lt 
M ike had inherited  the Q uarte r C ir
cle X.

A nd now, M ike was dead.

H E  LAY on the floor. A limp, 
big man. T im  Shane kne lt be

side him, m asking his em otions. He 
looked at the peaceful, tanned  face. 
A  few  m inutes before, th a t face had 
shown action, moved under the in 
fluence of life. T im  looked up at the 
deputy.

“W h at happened, S nyder?”
Snyder, a heavy-set, pot-bellied 

man, said : “You ought to know, Tim . 
By the way, you’re under arrest. I 
was ju s ’ go in’ down to the N ine 
Down saloon fer t ’a rre st you.”

T im  stud ied  him. “W h a t’s the 
charge?”

“M urd er!”
T im  was s ilen t m om entarily . He 

knew  w hat was ahead. A nger beat 
a t him, and th is anger was hot. He 
held it, though, his gaze traveling  
around the men encircling  his 
b ro th e r’s body. T h e ir glances, cold 
and d irect, m et his. H is eyes rested  
for a long m om ent on Rad Hooker.

A stocky, arro g an t rancher. Rad 
H ooker m et his gaze levelly. H is 
eyes, green behind draw n brows, held 
no em otion, no feeling. Now, more 
than  ever, T im  w anted to  step fo r
ward, smash the heavy-set cowman 
in the face.

“O kay,” he said, “ I ’ll bite. W hose 
m u rd e r?”

“The m urder of your bro ther, M ike 
Shane,” said Snyder.

T im  swore softly . “W h a t makes 
you th ink  I m urdered  my only 
b ro th e r?”

Snyder shrugged  heavy shoulders. 
“You ju s t  go t in tow n a few  m inutes 
ago. W here w ere y ou?” The m an 
silenced T im  before he could get ou t
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a syllable. “ I know  w here you was. 
You w ere ou t to  M ike’s ranch. You 
got in an argum ent. You know, an’ 
everybody knows, th a t you figu re 
M ike d id  you out of the place. So 
you k illed  him .”

“A nd then ,” said Tim , cynically , 
“rode openly in to  town. Do I look 
like a dam ned fool, S nyder?”

Snyder stud ied  him. “T h a t’s r ig h t,” 
he adm itted . He looked at Rad 
H ooker. “You say you saw T im  rid in ’ 
away from  M ike’s ranch, hu h ?” 

“Sure d id ,” grow led Rad H ooker. 
" I  was up on the rim rock, h u n tin ’ 
some of m y strays. I saw T im  here 
ride up, saw  him  leave. Me, I got 
k inda suspicious, know in’ them  tw o 
never d id get along. I  cut across 
coun try  to get you an’, by luck, hap
pened to  f in ’ you rid in ’ out th a t 
way. W ell, you know  the re st.” 

T im  nodded, seem ingly  absent- 
m inded. T he w hole set-up  was clear 
in his m ind, now. R ad H ooker had 
no s tray s  on the rim rock. H e’d been 
h id ing  up th ere  w atch ing  the  Q uar
te r C ircle X ranch  house. H e’d seen 
T im  arrive, leave, th en  he’d slipped  
down and m urdered  M ike.

H ooker had  p len ty  of reasons to 
ge t M ike out of the  way, ch ief of 
these being th a t M ike con tro lled  m ost 
of the  good grass and w ater on th is 
range. W ith  M ike out of the road, 
the ranch w ould fall to  Tim , and 
H ooker probably fig u red  th a t T im  
would sell out to  him  for a few  cents 
on the do lla r ju s t to  get rid  of the 
Q uarte r C ircle X.

Rad H ooker, and M ike had been 
deadly enem ies; any num ber of tim es 
they  had m et, clashed, and fo ugh t it 
out. A nd each tim e red-headed Mike, 
by sheer s tren g th  and guts, had fist- 
w hipped the bigger H ooker, made 
him crawl in the d u s t and eat crow. 
H ooker was the type w ho’d never 
forget. . . or forgive.

“You k illed him, H ooker,” accused 
Tim .

MO O K E R  M O V ED  forw ard. “ I'll 
— I ’ll bu st you in  two, T im  

S hane!” T hree men, includ ing  the 
deputy , moved in, held the rancher 
back. Rad H ooker found h is com

posure. The deputy  m opped h is fo re 
head.

“W h a t’d you m ean?” the lawm an 
dem anded.

“W hen I clim bed the ridge, cornin’ 
in to  town, I seen a rid e r come o ff the 
rim rock, Snyder. I recognized him  as 
H ooker. He k illed  M ike an’ then  con
cocted th is cock-an’ bull sto ry .”

Rad H ooker said, sm iling, “Sure, I 
w ent to the house. I ’ve already  told 
S nyder that. You ta lk  big, T im  
Shane, bu t trouble  is you ain ’t got no 
proof to back up your ta lk . H e’s 
k inda in te re s tin ’, huh, m en?”

A man grum bled, “W e should lynch 
a gen t th a t’d m urder his b ro th e r!” 

T im  recognized the speaker as a 
H ooker rider. Probably  spo tted  in 
the crow d to s tir  up trouble. Ha 
looked a t Snyder.

“W here  was the body w hen you 
found i t? ”

“On the k itchen  floor. W hy?*
Tim  scowled. “D ressed?”
“ Sure. W hy  ask?”
“W hen I was out there  M ike was 

in bed. Som eth in’ he’d ate w asn’t  set- 
t in ’ so good in his belly. H e w anted  
me to buy him  some m edicine in  
tow n.” T im  took a small b o ttle  ou t 
o f h is sh irtpocke t. “H ere i t  is. I  was 
ju s t  go in’ take it  out to him, too.” 

Snyder fingered  the  bo ttle , handed 
it  back to Tim . “B u t he was d ressed  
w hen me an’ Rad H ooker found  him. 
A in ’t th a t so, R ad?”

H ooker grun ted , “Sure is.” He 
stud ied  T im  sharp ly , his eyes keen. 
“W h a t kind  of a game you try in ’ to 
play, T im  Shane?”

“Somebody sneaked in to  the house 
an’ shot M ike,” said Tim . “Look at 
th a t bu lle t placed rig h t th rough  his 
heart. W hen a bu lle t h its a man 
there, it breaks a big a rte ry . B lood’ll 
sp u rt out of him  quite  a distance. I 
was read in ’ about it in a book once 
in school. Chances are th a t the blood 
ju s t  shot out and maybe it  h it the 
sh ir t of the man th a t sho t him .” He 
tu rn ed  suddenly  on Rad H ooker. 
“You see any blood on me, H ooker?” 

H ooker said, slowly, “No.”
T im  Shane moved closer, hand on 

gun. “T h a t’s blood on your sh irt 
there, a in ’t  it, H ooker?”

(Continued On Page 96)



MURDER AIN'T
POLITE

By Joe AusteH Small
(Author of "Killers Are C u r io u s " D ig  Sw am p G raves Shallow ," eic.)

If Ben Gipson's hunch didn't 
work out, it would be his last 
one, because the sheriff didn't 
aim to be polite to o cold-blood* 
ed murderer!

EN  G IP S O N  jerked  stra ig h t 
in his saddle. He looked into 
the hard  blue eyes of S heriff 

W ade S tokes. He repeated  th a t word 
the  sh e riff  had said w ith  an incredu- 
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lous tone to his voice. I t  was then 
th a t Ben realized there  are w ords a 
man never fu lly  realizes the m eaning 
of u n til they  are associated w ith  
him. A nd m urder  dam ned sure was 
one of them. . .

“But, W ade,” the young w addie 
said. “ I d id n ’t  kill old Dave Camp
bell. H e’d a’been the last m an—” 

“Yeah, I know—you’re cou rtin ’ his 
daugh ter. B u t how ’re you gonna ex
p la in  your h u n tin ’ kn ife  buried  h ilt 
deep in old Dave’s back?”

“C ouldn’t a’been m y knife, S h eriff  
—I got it  r ig h t h e re !” T here was a 
surge of re lie f in the  w addie’s voice. 
B en’s hand moved tow ard his belt. 
The two deputies ra ised  ready 
carbines th rea ten ing ly . “E verybody 
knows I use a M arble’s long blade. 
Got my in itia ls on the h ilt.”

Ben G ipson’s hand stopped sudden
ly ; and a lone fo re finger dabbed 
hopelessly at the yaw ning em ptiness 
in the w orn sheath. T here was sud 
denly  an iceberg in the bottom  of 
Ben G ipson's stom ach. A sh ivering  
chill spidered up and down his spine. 
T he w addie’s th ro a t m uscles con trac t
ed as though a hemp rope was draw 
ing them  tigh t. He had been p re tty  
d ru n k  at the shindig ail righ t. And 
he never rem em bered anyth ing ' that 
happened when he was like that.

“ I t ’s em pty, eh !” The s h e r if f s  
words were more in the form  of a 
sta tem ent than  a question.

“Yeah,” the waddie answ ered, “i t ’s 
em pty.”

EM G IP S O N  reckoned about 
now was the rig h t tim e to bow 

out of th a t p articu la r p icture. I f  he 
were gu ilty , he ought to hang for it 
all r ig h t—but, if  he w asn’t, the  w ad
die had ju st as soon live on a w hile 
longer. B ut a man couldn’t do m uch 
investigating  behind bars.

O ld W ade was a good sheriff, but 
he w ouldn’t press a case like th a t too 
far. I t  looked like ju s t one answer, 
and, as far as W ade Stokes was con
cerned, he already  had it. T he fact 
th a t Ben and the m urdered  Dave 
Cam pbell had squabbled continually  
since the w addie s ta rted  ty ing  his 
m ount to the S lash C h itch ra il, come 
sundow n on S aturday  nights, w ould

n’t help h is case a whole lot, Ben 
thought. O ld Dave hadn’t  cottoned  
to the idea of anybody m arry ing  his 
daugh ter.

R igh t now w ould be a good tim e 
to pull a fade-out on the sheriff  and 
his two depu ties all r igh t, bu t Ben 
Gipson was w ondering  how in hell a 
man was going to fade w ith  two car
bines and a long nosed .45 po in ting  
at his belly!

I t  was the suddenness th a t d id  it, 
Ben reckoned. T he tw o deputies 
spu rred  th e ir  m ounts over to  gather 
in his hardw are. Ben slum ped fo r
w ard in seem ing resigna tion  and the 
lawm en relaxed. T hen  the^-waddie’s 
l i ttle  palom ino g ru n ted  in  su rp rised  
pain and lunged  forw ard.

He was in  betw een the two horse
men, both arm s th row n  out and d rag 
g ing them  o ff th e ir  m ounts before  
the sta rtled  lawm en knew  w hat had 
happened. T he sh e riff  je rked  erect, 
th rew  up his .45 for a chance shot, 
but Ben d id n ’t aim to give the old 
lawman th a t chance. He grabbed one 
of the deputies around a sk inny  
neck, dragged  him  off his m ount, and 
held the man in betw een him  and the 
sheriff. G ipson shoved the deputy  at 
W ade S tokes and grabbed the old 
law m an’s gun arm. W ith  a sharp pull 
he jerked  the old man out of his sad-

Then Ben Gipson rode hell for 
leather. He reached the nearby 
creek before th a t firs t  bu lle t spanged 
against a po lished  g ran ite  rock -so 
close it made his sk in  bum py as a 
shriveled up lemon. O thers follow ed. 
T hey  d id n ’t m atte r now though. You 
couldn’t  shoot s tra ig h t th rough a 
screen of bushes even w ith  a carbine.

I f  the l ittle  horse w ould stay  on 
his feet now, Ben G ipson reckoned 
he’d won th a t f irs t  scrape w ith  th a t 
gallows rope. B ut, if he knew  S h eriff  
W ade S tokes, and the w addie knew  
dam ned well th a t he did, th is  was 
ju s t barely the beginning. Ben G ip
son’s kn ife  had been pulled  from  the 
back of a w ell-liked W indalong  V al
ley rancher. A nd in th is  p articu la r 
valley, w hether a m an had been d ru n k  
or sober w hen he did it, a rope 
around the neck was the p ena lty  for 
such an act. A nd S h e riff  W ade
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Stokes m eant to  see th a t it  got 
there . . .

M A K IN G  a sharp le f t  hand tu rn  
at a tiny  runn ing  tr ib u ta ry  to 

the creek, Ben looked back over his 
shoulder. N oth ing  in  s igh t yet. By 
the tim e those sleu th-hounds could 
catch th e ir  horses and follow, the 
runn ing  w ater w ould fill in  those 
sand cups his horse’s hoofs made in 
the so ft creek bottom . He follow ed 
the tin y  branch  for a sho rt distance, 
then  pulled his m ount to the rig h t 
bank on a shelf of shallow  rock. I f  
old W ade could track  him  out of th a t 
set-up, he’d have to smell as w ell as

A th ir ty  m inute ride and Ben was 
on Slash C range. H e proceeded w ith  
caution. T he sh e riff  had probably al
ready  spread w ord th roughou t the 
valley. W hen th a t old sleu th-hound 
w ent a fte r a man, he le f t  no bets un
bet.

R ig h t now, Ben thought, he’d 
ra th e r take his chances w ith  the old 
sh e riff  on ano ther break-aw ay than  
to  face M arie tta  Campbell. I f  she 
believed he was really  responsible 
for the dea th  of old Dave Campbell, 
the  g ir l’s eyes w ou ldn 't be p re tty  to 
see when she stood looking up at him. 
B u t before he d id any th ing  else, Ben 
had to  see M arie tta  Campbell.

T h ings were m igh ty  qu iet there  at 
the old S lash C headquarters. Ben 
le ft his horse in a m anzanita th icke t 
back of the house and crep t up be
hind  the big, ram bling barn. Leaves 
on the old cottonw ood rustled  dryly. 
The old w indm ill creaked. A calf 
bawled in the cowpen.

He hadn’t seen them  at f irs t  be
cause of the th ick  stand  of honey
suckle runn ing  along the backyard 
fence. Ran H u tson  stood there, hat 
in  his hands, ta lk ing  w ith  his head 
down. M arietta  had one foot on the 
back door steps, as if she were about 
to en ter the house w hen Ran rode up 
and dism ounted. The cowman would 
probably be there  an hour unless the 
girl ran him  off. The w addie couldn’t 
w ait th a t long.

Ben Gipson w alked up. T here was 
a .44 in his r ig h t fist. T he muzzle 
po in ted  carelessly a t Ran H utson .

“Sorry  to  break in  th is  w ay, b u t 
I ’m in so rt of a h u rry .”

T here  was a s ta rtled  expression  on 
R an’s face. T he g irl looked a t Ben 
dully . She d idn ’t speak.

“M arietta , I ’m so rry  about—I ju s t 
w anted you to know th a t I—”

“Ran to ld  me all the details.” The 
g ir l’s voice was hard. “ I ’d-hoped  the 
pa rt about you was a m istake.”

“ I hope it is too, M arietta . You 
know  the way I feel—”

“Sure,” the g ir l’s eyes blazed. “You 
were in love w ith  me—love me, k ill 
m y fa th e r!” T here  was h a r s h  
irony  in her voice now. “ I ’d  hoped 
you w ould a t least kn o w  w he ther you 
did it or not. Oh, Ben—how could 
you do a th in g  like th a t!” The g irl 
broke then. She was sobbing so ftly  as 
the back door slam m ed behind  her.

“T hank’ye fo r te llin g  her all about 
it.” Ben eyed Ran H u tson  coldly. 
“M aybe I  can do som eth ing  nice for 
you som etim e!”

“Y ou’ll be doing som ething nice 
fo r the w hole valley w hen you s ta r t 
k ick ing  the air a t the  end of a gal
lows rope!”

Beep anger flushed  the cowboy’s 
cheeks a dark  red. “ I  like som ething 
more solid  to kick on than  air,” he 
stepped  forw ard  quick ly  and grabbed 
the cowman’s gun. In  another mo
m ent Ran H u tson  cried ou t in pain 
and anger,

EN  G IP S O N  sm iled s ligh tly  as 
he plodded along the dusty  

tra il. H e’d alw ays figu red  he could 
kick a man down if he go t a good 
sw ing from  behind. Ben guessed a 
man ough tn ’t  to flare  up Ike a k id  
over th ings like tha t, b u t he could 
sw ing at the end of a rope now a heap 
more sa tisfied —if it came to th a t of 
course. J u s t  seeing th a t silly , pained 
expression on Ran H u tso n ’s face and 
the man hold ing  the seat of his pants 
was w orth  a w hole lot. I t  would help 
ease the pain of th a t long stre tch . 
H e’d die a heap m ore satisfied.

T he sh e riff  w ould expect him  to 
h it fo r O ld M exico, so he’d ride in  
the opposite d irec tion—north , up 
W indalong  V alley. H e’d He ou t a few
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days to  give the search ing  parties  
tim e to  boil dow n a li t t le  and  then  
do some qu ie t investig a tin g  on his 
own. T hey  cou ldn ’t tra il him  from  
the S lash C ranch  house. H e’d ridden  
aw ay to the south  and  then  circled  
n orth . T he  g round was hard. He 
h zdn’t  le ft m uch sign. H e so rt of 
w ished  R an H u tson  w ould tackle the 
task  of fin d in g  him  alone.

As the w addie rode, his m ind 
w orked  rap id ly . I t  sure  looked like 
h is ta il was in  a crack all r igh t. O ld 
Dave Cam pbell w asn’t know n to have 
an enem y in the V alley. H e was 
to ugh  and a squareshooter. People 
le t him  alone. Back in the old days, 
fo lks said a m an could back old Dave 
aga inst a nest of sidew inders, stake 
each ra tt le r  to  one b ite  before  Dave 
got s ta rted , and s till come ou t w in
ner. A m an like th a t was le t alone 
and respected  in  a place like W ind- 
along  V alley.

O n th e  o th er hand, Ben G ipson 
w as w ork in g  fo r old H ank G illis of 
the  W agon  T ongue  spread . H e d id n ’t  
own a foo t of land, b u t he d id  have 
a claim  on old Dave Cam pbell’s gal. 
T h a t’s w hat m ade the  d iffe ren ce  in  
th is  p resen t m ix-up. I t  looked like 
old Dave never was go ing  to  ge t 
reconciled  to  Ben, or anybody else, 
grabbing  o ff his on ly  child . T h a t’s 
w hy he and the  w addie had squab
bled p re tty  harsh  of late.

O W , T O  the fo lks of W ind- 
along V alley, it m ig h t look 

r ig h t logical fo r a boy like Ben to 
fig u re  it  good business if he could 
get rid  of old Dave. N o th ing  w ould 
stand  in  the way of his m arry ing  the 
g irl then  and com ing in to  one of the 
best l i t t le  ranches in the valley. M ay
be he d id n ’t have enough nerve to do 
it w hile he was sober, bu t on th a t 
n ig h t of the sh ind ig—he’d carried  
out his plans. T he w addie had been 
too d runk  to  cover up such m inor l i t 
tle  details as leaving his own knife  
in old D ave's back, however.

Yep, people were m igh ty  ap t to 
th in k  along these lines all r igh t. 
W h a t bo thered  B en m ost rig h t now 
though  was not so m uch w hat peo
ple though t, b u t the fact th a t he him 
se lf d id n ’t  know  w hat to  th ink . H e’d

got woozy aw fully  fas t las t n igh t. A 
m an ough t not to  ge t th a t way. Ben 
hadn’t since he was a youngster. He 
hadn’t aim ed to  last n ig h t e ither.

T he w addie sat loosely in his sad
dle, sh iftin g  his shoulder blades as 
the sun burned  th ro u g h  his sh irt. 
T he little  palom ino was sw eating 
peartly . The smell of wet horse hair 
and saddle leather filled  the languid 
air. H e 'd  be up in the n o rth  end of 
the valley and at the far side of Ran 
H u tso n ’s R afte r O in  ano ther hour. 
H e’d hide out then, and the little  
horse could get some m uch needed 
rest.

Ben heard th a t upper W indalong  
V alley  was w ild, bu t he hadn’t 
guessed th a t it w ould look plum b un 
civilized. A m an could ge t lost in 
th a t maze of gulches, funnel shaped 
h ills  and th ick  m esquite brush. A l
though  the grazing  w asn’t so good, 
there  w ere p len ty  of ca ttle  in here— 
fat, sleek stock. T he w addie glanced 
a t them  id ly  as he rode along. T hey  
w ere all fresh  branded. F unny  th ing . 
T he old s tu ff  as w ell as the young— 
all w ith  new  burns. Looked strange, 
by gosh. A rancher h ard ly  ever—

Ben G ipson pulled  his jaded  horse 
short. Suspicion burned  its  w ay 
th ro u g h  his brain. H e dabbed a rope 
on one of the o lder c ritte rs . T he  li t 
tle  palom ino braced h im self against 
the rope pull as Ben q u it the saddle. 
H e exam ined the b rand  hu rried ly .

The burn  was a blamed fuzzy look
ing R a fte r O brand. T he best Ben 
could figu re  out, those cattle  s ta rted  
out w ith  a S lash C brand, and the 
re s t of the m ark ing  th a t made them  
R an H u tso n ’s ca ttle  looked like 
p re tty  poor ha ir  branding.

F o r a m om ent Ben G ipson stood 
there . H is eyes w ere s till, bu t his 
m ind w orked fast. A so rt of uncon
tro llab le  drum m ing pounded at his 
ear drum s. T he c r it te r  standing  
there  before him  wore a fuzzy R afte r 
O brand  on the outside  all righ t, but 
an orig inal e igh teen  square inches of 
hide, laid  down before a cam pfire, 
w ould show p lain  enough w hat she 
wore on the  inside.

Ben k illed  the cow quickly. I f  his
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hunch was w rong, th a t c r itte r  would 
cost him  a w hole m onth’s wages. I f  
he was rig h t, the  scragg ly  old cow 
m igh t save h is neck. . .

W ith  a du ll pocket knife, he 
w orked  feverish ly . T he th ick  hide 
came aw ay slow ly, b u t the  s to ry  was 
there  w hen he fina lly  laid  it  back. 
T h e  inside m ark ings w ere p lain  
enough to  convict any man. The 
w addie’s h eart stood still fo r a mo
m ent. T hen  the  w ater in his veins 
tu rn ed  back to  blood. I t  was good to 
have hope again.

H e covered the  carcass w ith  brush. 
H e aimed to  b ring  som ebody back' 
and show them  th a t cow, and he 
w anted  the c r it te r  to be there  when 
he go t back. T he ragged  patch  of 
hide he’d cu t o ff the cow w ould j ig 
saw  back perfec tly . A changed brand 
—w ith  the c r itte r  ca rry ing  it found 
on Ran H u tso n ’s ranch! U ndoubted ly  
th e  rest o f those fresh ly  branded cat
tle  had  been changed from  Slash C 
to  R afte r O. O ld Dave C am pbell’s 
b rand  was the only one in  the valley 
th a t could be changed to  Ran H u t
son’s R afte r O. Ran ev idently  had 
been w orking  on old D ave’s beef p re t
ty  heavily  of late.

“Pal, o ld boy,” the  w addie ad
dressed  h is m ount, “you are tired , 
and  I ’m  tire d —m ighty . B u t we got 
some w ork to  do. W e can’t clear up 
a m urder w ith  th is  patch  of cowhide 
I  go t here, b u t we can dam ned sure 
s ta r t  somebody th in k in g ! W e’re go in’ 
back. . . ”

H A L F W A Y  across the R a fte r O, 
Ben reined  in  h is m ount sharp 

ly. Two riders  w ere coming th rough  
the brush  a t a long fox-tro t.

"—but I  guess he knows w hat he’s 
do in’.” Ben caught the ta il end of a 
tw o-w ay conversation. “W e’ll have a 
clean sweep all r ig h t if he can get 
th e  posse tra ilin ’ south  a fte r th a t 
G ipson chump. I f  no trouble  pops 
up at the N orth  Pass, we’ll have easy 
go in ’.”

T he riders  passed on, th e ir  voices 
tra ilin g  o ff into inaudible m um blings.

A smile pu lled  back the corners of 
Ben G ipson’s lips. I t  was all p iecing 
ou t now. T he edges w ere s till a l i t 
tle  ragged, b u t the w addie knew  one

th in g —Ran H u tson  was one of the 
s lickest dealers in  ca ttle  ru stlin g  he 
had run  across, and th e re ’d been 
p len ty  of it in the w est those las t 
few  years.

T here  w ere six  ranches in W ind- 
along  V alley. T hey  w ere sm all as 
ranches go, b u t the  lush  valley grass 
supported  tw o ca ttle  on a s tr ip  of 
land th a t o rd inarily  w ould support 
only one. T hey  were a tig h t l i ttle  as
sociation—those six  ranchers.

Now, if old Dave Campbell had 
s trong ly  suspected  Ran H utson  of 
ru s tlin g  his cattle , has w orked  up a 
li t t le  proof—Ran m igh t fig u re  th a t 
i t  w ould be a good th in g  to  get old 
Dave out of the way. T h a t would 
leave old Dave’s d augh ter running  
the place. I f  R an’s m anners were 
good enough, he m igh t annex the 
dau g h ter and the whole Slash C w ith 
one preacher. T he S lash C and R afte r 
O com bined w ould make a m igh ty  
nice spread—tw ice as big, nearbout, 
as any o ther ranch  in the valley.

T he  R afte r O ram rod w ould have 
a p erfec t chump to lay the  m urder 
on. A nd w hat could have been a 
be tte r tim e than  the n ig h t of th a t 
annual W indalong  V alley  R anchers’ 
S tag  Shindig  to  pu ll the  job? E very 
body would m eet a t Sam D otson’s 
D ouble D th is  year, all leave to
gether, then  separate  and each ride 
to  h is own ranch. T h e re ’d be some 
drink ing . I t  would be a good time 
to—by golly, th a t last d rin k  Ben 
took had tas ted  dam ned funny! H6 
hadn’t  made it  home, b u t had woke 
up n ex t m orning  on the  tra il, his 
horse grazing  nearby. T h e  sh e riff  
and his deputies had rode up then.

Ran H utson  could have slipped 
som ething in  his d rink  ju s t  as they  
were about to leave, la te r taken his 
kn ife  and. . .

“P ea rten  up, old b oy !” T here  was 
a trace of excitem ent in the  w addie’s 
voice. “T he soup’s beg inn in ’ t ’ sim
m er a l i t t l e !”

Wf&EN C R O SSED  the north-east 
corner of Slash C range and 

in to  B ar S country . H e’d w orked for 
o ld W a lt Sorelson one tim e; had 
hazed a hundred  sleepers down the 
w est slope of the valley a fte r a two-
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day pick up. The w addie looked un 
easily a t a d ropping  sun. He had a 
rig h t sm art to do before the last rays 
of th a t sun burned  out in the west. 
I t  was the f irs t tim e in the w addie’s 
life  th a t he’d ever staked  his neck 
on a hunch. And, the way Ben G ip
son looked a t it, if th a t hunch d id n ’t 
w ork out righ t, it would be the last 
time. . .

I t  was risky, slipp ing  up to the 
W agon T ongue headquarters th a t 
way. B u t the posse w ould more than 
ap t be looking for him  elsew here— 
th ink ing  th a t home w ould be the last 
place he’d  be. The ranch was de
serted  save for the colored cook.

“M istuh  B en !” the darky  ex
claimed. “Lawd, m an— I tho t you’s 
out ob de country  by now! Dey look
ing fo ’ you everyw here, su h !” The 
old fellow  glanced out of the w in
dow, and a low er tone crep t in to  his 
voice. “OF S h eriff  got every rancher 
an all the ir help in the valley lookin’ 
to ’ you! Everybody 's pow erful mad 
about dot k illin ’ of po' oY M istah
Campbell. You d idn 't do 
d idja, suh?”

it now.

“ W here are they him :in \  S m ut?”
the waddie asked.

“A ll ovah the south end c,f the val-
ley, su h !” The d ’ti v was cemoerued.

hid valley
out, s u h ! You bettah  be kt• rfu l!”

“Smut, you’re a life  sav e r r  The

grub rig h t qi*i§:k and go ss;5dle me a
fresh  horse w hile I e a t!”

A fte r w olfing down enough food
to give him  stren g th  for the ordeal
ahead, Ben rode cau tiously  away from
the Bar S on a new horse. “Now be-
g ins,” he m umbled to 'mm self w ith
a sm ile “one of the strong est crim-
irial hunts ever staged— the1 crim inal
h u n tin ’ the h u n te rs !”

There w ould be several d iffe ren t
posses Ben knew. He wa s m aking
good time. T hings would j ust about
run according to schedule if there
were no hitch-ups.

H E  W A D D IE  rode out on a low 
b lu ff, overlooking the south  end

of W indalong  V alley. The grea t 
low lands were bathed in th a t rich  
golden lig h t th a t comes ju s t before 
the shadows. Greens seemed greener, 
yellow  yellow er. To Ben Gipson the 
long stre tches of lush m esquite grass, 
the gentle slopes, and the tim bered 
valley proper looked like about the 
closest th ing  to paradise he’d ever 
seen. M aybe it was because he w asn’t 
so sure he’d be able to see it  a t all 
a fte r the s tu n t he was about to  pull. . .

He saw them  then—a small party  
of ranchm en and th e ir  ranch  hands 
rid ing  th rough  a small c learing. T he 
w addie acted in stan tly . He m ight 
give up the whole idea if  he gave 
h im self m uch tim e to  th ink  it over.

The w addie headed d irec tly  into 
the search ing  party , gave them  tim e 
to see him and pull up th e ir  horses, 
then  b rough t his m ount to  a sudden 
stop, w heeled and took off a t r ig h t 
angles, seem ingly as if  he had ju st 
spo tted  them . The posse follow ed 
w ith  a shout. H e headed south a fte r 
m aking a w ide arc.

The w addie was sm iling grim ly. 
A posse of ira te  ranchers on his tail, 
more ahead—it looked like he was 
rid ing  hell bent for the gallow s! A t
trac ted  by the shooting, another small 
group fed in to  the f irs t posse as 
Ben swung to  w ith in  th ree hundred  
yards of them. M ore r.'.en jo ined  the 
ira te  ranchers as the w ild chase p ro 
ceeded through  the m esquites.

A big yellow  moon: lif ted  its  round 
head over the horizon. Ben looke’d 
at it and sm iled w ith  satisfaction . So 
far every th ing  was w orking  accord
ing to schedule. I t  w ould be so easy 
to trip  up though. . .

M aking a w ide sw ing across the 
south end of W indalong  V alley, the 
w addie headed due north . T his move 
m ust have given the  pursu ing  ranch 
men a profound shock. T hey  had ex
pected the fug itive  to head s tra ig h t
for the M exican border. T hey  -were
pressing him hat d now. Ben d idn ’t
like tha t. He noi^ht arrive at his
dest:ination too soon. T ha t “round-
ing up the hur had
take:n le:ss tim e ti':an he had figuired

T hree tim es the w addie hid ou t and 
delayed the chase. Then  as the moon 
lifted  its  head high above the valley,



32 ★  ★  ★  Famous Western

B en G ipson  sm iled  grim ly . T h is  last 
dash w ould  be th e  sugar game. I t  
w ould  prove w hether or no t th a t neck 
of his rem ained  its  p resen t length.

A s the w addie rode, he began to 
grow  uneasy. Ben peared ahead, lips 
tig h t. T hey  w ere ha lf w ay up the 
valley  now, s till going north . H is 
m ount was blow ing hard. T h is  bay 
he was rid in g  couldn’t  stand  up to

Cold fear sp idered  up B en G ip
son’s sp ine w hen he m ade the last 
g rea t sw ing in th a t w inding  valley. 
T w o m ore m iles and he would be a t 
th e  n o rth -east pass. I t  looked like 
m aybe th is  tim e h is hunch—

T h en  he saw  it. A brow n blanket 
ro lled  up over the  horizon, hanging  
lis tle ss ly  in  the  life less  air. D ust! 
Good, clean, d ir t-d u s t!  M aybe there  
w as some ju stice  in the w orld  again! 
B en  G ipson had ju s t  about decided 
the  devil was ru n n in g  th ings in 
W inda long  V alley . . .

A  H E R D  O F  fa s t m oving cattle  
was ahead o f th a t d u st cloud. 

T h e  posse w as slow ly closing  the 
space betw een them  and the w ad
d le ’s jaded  bay. T hose b u lle ts  w ere a 
li t t le  too close now fo r deep, easy 
b re a th in g !

T hey  w ere bearing  down on the 
herd  now’. Ben could see excited 
rid e rs  h u rry in g  the ca ttle  on. C aught 
in  the act, the ru s tle rs  chose to fig h t 
i t  out. A hail of lead sw ept up the 
valley.

T h e  posse held th e ir  f ire  fo r a m o
m ent. B en could im agine the su rp rise  
on th e ir  faces. B u t th ey  w ere hard
ened cattlem en ; they  asked no ques
tions. A group of apparen tly  hostile  
m en was shooting  a t them. T he posse 
answ ered bu lle ts w ith  bu lle ts.

C aught in  the  narrow  no rth  neck 
of W indalong  V alley, the  ru stle rs  
had but tw o means of escape—fo r
w ard  and to  the  rear. T h a t back sec
tio n  was grow ing  h o tte r  every m in
u te , so the  exc ited  ca ttle  th ieves be
gan a frenzied  re trea t th rough  the

very  ranks of the  m oving herd, shoot
ing back over th e ir  shoulders.

I t  was a m istake of course. W ild  
shooting  stam peded the  herd. D ust 
fogged high. The ca ttle  rushed  w ild
ly  forw ard , th e ir  in tended  m asters 
trapped  securely  in  the ru sh in g  mass 
of beef on the  prod.

W hen the herd  slowed down, 
stopped , and f in a lly  s ta rted  m illing  
in  a so rt o f n a tu ra l corral a t the  head 
o f W inda long  V alley, the  ru stle rs  
began w orking  th e ir  w ay out. I t  had 
been too m uch fo r them . C aught in 
a net of th e ir  own spreading , the men 
w ere bruised, dust choked, and scared.

“T h e re ’s Ran H u tso n !” someone 
exclaim ed. “I  th o ugh t he was w ith  

us on th is  search  for G ipson!”
“He was—but he came back for 

more im portan t business!” A voice 
came from  behind  the  posse. The 
men tu rn ed  quickly. T h ey  stared, 
jaw s sagging , a t B en Gipson. Gun 
m uzzles w ere moved over h u rried ly  
to  cover him.

“A ru s tle r and a m urderer! W e 
g o t’tum  both  a t one t im e ! L e t’s 
s trin g  ’um up, boys!”

The m en looked like maybe tha t 
w ouldn’t  be a bad idea.

“Boys, I d id n ’t  k ill old Dave Camp
bell,” Ben looked s tra ig h t in to  the 
eyes of S h e riff  W ade  Stokes. T he 
o ld law m an w as peering  at him  in
ten tly .

“S trin g  ’em u p !” an im patien t ca t
tlem an yelled.

“Yeah, le t’s get it  over w ith !” an
o ther echoed his sen tim ents.

“H old on, boys!” the old sheriff  
ra ised  a w eather-cracked  hand. “ If  
Ben G ipson here hadn’t  lead us to  
them , the w hul valley’d been sw ept 
clean by our frien d  H u tson  and his 
men. L e t Ben ta lk .”

“By grab, he did lead us here all 
r ig h t!” one of the m en reasoned.

Ben continued, “O ld Dave Camp
bell got some p re tty  sure proof th a t 
Ran H u tson  was s tea lin ’ his cattle .” 
Ben handed the S h e riff  th a t jig -saw  
patch  of fresh  cowhide. “ I took th is  
o ff a cow on Ran H u tso n ’s ranch th is  
evenin’. Look it  over.”

“R an k illed  the old m an to  keep 
him  quiet. A t th e  C attlem an’s Sh in 
d ig  he doped m y la s t d rink , follow ed



Murder Ain't Polite ★  ★  ★  33

me out and got my knife  w hen I fell 
o ff my horse on the way home. He 
caught up w ith  old Dave then  and 
stuck  him  in the back. Me an’ old 
Dave had been arg u in ’ some over 
M arietta, and Ran figu red  th a t my 
knife in  the old m an’s back would 
cinch the deal. I t  w ould hush  old 
Dave before he could accuse his 
neighbor of ru stling . Ran w ould get 
the gal and the  ranch too. I ’d get my 
th roa t s tre tched . T h a t’d relieve Ran 
of his com petition.

“T onight,"  the waddie continued, 
“Ran figu red  to make a clean sweep. 
I t  would be the chance of a lifetim e. 
He got you boys all dow n on the 
south  end search in ’ for me and then  
he snook back. He had men sta tioned  
on each ranch. T hey  hazed the sm all
er herds toge ther into w hat you see 
is the finest stock in the valley. They  
were going to  shoot them  out the 
N orth-east Pass, over f ifteen  m iles of 
hard, rocky soil to D ry  L izard  Gulch 
and s tra ig h t south  then into M exico.”

“You’ll have a hard  tim e, cowboy,” 
Ran H u tson  spoke up, “proving  th a t 
I k illed  Dave Cam pbell!”

“M aybe not,” there  was confidence 
in Ben G ipson’s voice. Ran looked at 
him  sharp ly . “ I notice you lost a b u t
ton o ff the cu ff of your jacke t there .”

The b ig  m an glanced down quickly, 
fear in his eyes. “ I f  I could show 
you one to  m atch, found at the scene 
of the  m urder— Ben reached inside 
a sh irt pocket.

“H old i t,-G ip so n !” The big man 
jum ped aside w arily. Ben now was

betw een Ran H u tson  and the posse. 
The big man had a gun in his hand. 
“Y ou’re going to back o ff w ith  me, 
G ipson.’’ T here was cold th rea t in 
his voice. The man w ould stop at 
no th ing  now. “T h ey ’ll have to kill 
both of us if  they  stop  m e!”

Ben was perhaps five fee t from  
the big man and his level gun. A 
jum p—nog stra ig h t a t him —off to 
the le ft side—would pu t the w addie 
close. He jum ped. Ran H u tson ’s gun 
roared under B en’s arm. He was su r
prised not to feel the bullet. The 
w addie looped his rig h t fis t over as 
he jum ped again. I t  landed when he 
landed. I t  took the big man too h igh  
—up on the cheekbone—but it rocked 
him.

The w addie d idn ’t know w hat had 
happened to  R an’s gun. H e d id n ’t 
stop to look for it. He was busy, 
crow ding him back, not le ttin g  the 
big bull of a man set him self, stay ing  
close, d riv ing  at him  w ith  bo th  hands.

The w addie supposed th a t Ran 
H utson  h it him  p len ty  as . he ham
m ered the big m an back. H e m ust 
have. B u t he d idn ’t  feel anyth ing .

Ran H u tson  fe ll backw ard. T he 
w addie got h is le f t  arm  around the 
big m an’s body, ho ld ing  him  secure. 
A nd then  Ben began to th row  his 
rig h t fis t into him, hard. T he w ad
die liked  that. Ran H u tson ’s belly  
was flabby, and i t  got so fte r every 
tim e he h it it. He h it it  often.

“L e t’um  go!” he heard the sh e riff  
bellow  as someone s tepped  in  to  in 
tervene. “The boy’s got a rig h t to a 
few belly  punches a f te r  nearly  losing
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his neck in  as neat a fram e job as has 
ever been pulled  in th is here valley !”

TH E  W A D D IE  came up then, 
pu lled  Ran H u tson  to his feet. 

H e took  tw o punches in  the face. 
T h ey  w ere weak though. T h a t belly
bouncing he’d ju s t  given the big man 
had taken  the  pep out o f the big 
ape’s muscles. H e h it Ran H utson  
hard  then  over the rig h t ear. T he big 
m an w ent down. H e tried  to get up. 
H is .eyes w ere open, his m ind seemed 
alive, bu t those big h a iry  arm s and 
legs w ouldn’t  l i f t  him  from  the 
ground.

Ben G ipson was p re tty  bloody. 
H e’d taken  more punishm ent in  tha t 
fig h t than  he thought. W hen a man 
was as bent on elim inating  some
th ing  as he was, such th ings as ge t
tin g  beat up d id n ’t reg is te r very hard.

He saw M arietta  then. She was 
lis ten ing  to the  sh e riff  talk . I t  made 
the  w addie feel good. H e’d always 
w anted to whip a bu lly  in  f ro n t of 
his g irl. Even when he was a kid 
he’d dream ed about doing it. He was 
beat to a pulp him self, the w addie 
began to realize, bu t he’d w hupped 
Ran H u tson  before every rancher in 
the valley, and m ost im portan t, be
fore  M arie tta  Campbell.

B en G ipson sm iled. H e tu rned  
around to w alk tow ard his girl. The 
w addie’s knees buckled. He w ilted  
to the ground in slow  m otion. . .

S h e riff  W ade S tokes, M arietta , 
and Ben Gipson sat on the fro n t 
po rch  of the Slash C ranchhouse. I t  
was only two hours ago th a t he had 
fough t Ran H utson  to the ground. I t  
seemed m onths. H e liked  the tender 
care the g irl had given his battered  
face. Maybe he’d be a long time m end
ing up to par again, Ben looked at 
the g irl. T here was a warm ness in 
her eyes. I t  made th a t danged lizard 
s ta r t  ru nn ing  up his back again.

“Ben,” the sh e riff  was sm oking his 
blackened cob and looking out across 
the m oonlit richness of W indalong  
V alley. “ I had a m an w atch ing  the 
scene of th a t k illin ’ for hours a fte r 
we found old Dave’s body. T h ough t

maybe we’d see who showed up. 
W asn’t a danged soul came now here 
about. You shore stuck  your neck 
out about th a t bu tton .”

“Yeah, I  d id ,” Ben adm itted.
“B et you d idn ’t  even have a b u t

ton .”
“Naw, I  d idn ’t,” the  w addie con

fessed.
“You’d been in  one heck of a fine 

shape if  H utson  had w aited and 
called your hand on it ,” old W ade 
suggested.

“Shore w ould,” Ben agreed. “B ut 
dam m it, man, I  had to  do so m eth in g !”

Old W ade S tokes held back his 
head and laughed. “A nd I guess you 
got to do som ething else ’long about 
now too. I ’ll be m oseyin’ on down the 
road. You’re a danged lucky cow
poke!” the  sh e riff  sm iled, g lancing at 
M arietta

A fte r  the  old lawm an had gone, the 
g irl tu rned  to B en Gipson. “Some
how, all along, I never could bring 
m yself to believe com pletely th a t you 
did i t ,” she said. T here was a soft 
lig h t in  the g ir l’s eyes now.

“M y pa to ld  me once,” th e  waddie 
said slowly, “th a t a m an never fu lly  
realizes the m eanin’ of some w ords 
u n til he’s accused of ’em. M urder’s 
sure one! My pa sw ore he’d  raise me 
up righ t. H e said keep out o f these 
blasted  shoo tin ’ and cu ttin ’ scrapes. 
H e said it w arn’t a po lite  way to  trea t 
a m an’s n e ig h b o rs! P a ’as kinda funfty 
about exp ressin ’ th ings b u t they  made 
sense.”

“D id your pa,” the g irl said, sm il
ing slow ly, “ever say how to trea t 
your w om enfolk ne ighbors?” . H er 
iong hair g listened  in the yellow  
m oonlight. The g ir l’s eyes were 
sm iling at him  now.

“Come to th in k  of it, don’t believe 
he d id .” Ben Gipson h itched  his chair 
over a l i ttle  closer to  th e  g irl’s bat
tered  old rocker. “Guess maybe he 
figu red  a man ought to  handle th ings 
like th a t w ithou t tra in in ’ !”

“He ough t,” the g irl said solemnly.
Ben Gipson did.

(T H E  E N D )



S h orth orn  D eputy
By Gunnison Steele

(Author of "Cold Blizzard— Hot Lead")

Young "Paint" M cCabe W anted  to Be a D eputy  
Som ethin ' Fierce, and  . . .

f ’D N E V E R  seen anybody who 
w anted any th ing  as bad as 
“P a in t” McCabe w anted  to be a 

lawman. He was a tow -headed, 
freck led  youngste r, n o t over seven
teen, and he was a so rt o f m averick 
about tow n. W hen  he w asn’t doing 
odd jobs, he hung about my office, 
pestering  me to  make him  a depu ty .

I d id n ’t  have the hea rt to te ll the 
b u tton  he ju s t  p la in  d id n ’t  have the 
savvy. H e had a lo t o f queer ideas 
about how to cap tu re  crim inals. L ike 
the tim e th is  gen t w earin ’ a dep u ty  
U. S. M arshal’s badge fogged  into 
tow n on a spen t b rcnc. . .

H e w as a big, hook-nosed, black- 
bearded hom bre. W hen he saw the  
sign  over m y office, he sw erved his 
bronc in  to the  rack  out fron t, d is
m ounted  and came inside. He looked 
at me, to a s tin ’ m y shanks th  re be
fore the  w arm  stove, and he sa id : 

“ I ’m lookin’ fo r the county  
sh e riff .”

“Me,” I said. “Sam L ittle jo h n .” 
H e unbu ttoned  h is sheepskin  coat 

and show ed me a badge.
“ I ’m N ick P ee l,” he said, speak in ’ 

fast. “I ’m a dep u ty  U. S. M arshal, 
and I ’ve been t r a il in ’ ‘L e ft-H an d ’ 
H ogan and his gang fo r the last 
couple of weeks. T hey  stuck -up  a 
tra in  up close to  R ed B u tte  a m onth  
ago, k il l in ’ a couple of guards. Mebby 
you  heard  about i t? ”

I  ce rta in ly  had heard  abou t it. 
F u rtherm ore , I 'd  go t w ord th a t th is  
L eft-H and  H ogan—so called because 
he was a le ft-handed  gun-slinger, and 
greased lig h tn in ’—had headed south  
tow ard  m y neck of the  w oods a f te r  
the  robbery. I ’d been on the  look-out 
for them . L eft-H and  H ogan, acco rd 
ing  to  the  rew ard  fly e r I  had in  a 
desk draw er, was dangerous as a mad

ra ttle r  th a t'd  d runk  a quart of red-eye 
sp iked  w ith  g ila  m onster poison.

I go t up and shook hands w ith  
th is  N ick  Peel. “ I g o t w ord H ogan’s 
bunch  was headed th is  way. You go t 
any  idea w here th ey  a re?”

" I  sure  have,” he says. “I caught 
up w ith  ’em two days ago over at 
Rock F erry . T hey  fo u g h t th e ir  way  
clear, b u t I took up th e ir  tra il again, 
along  w ith  a couple of d epu ties  from  
the F e rry . W e had fa s t horses, and 
we caugh t up w ith  'em  ag ’in la te  yes
te rday  up a t the head of a place the 
deputies called T u rk ey  Canyon.”

“ I know  w here it  is ,” I to ld  him. 
“A t th e  canyon head’s an  old stone 
corral w hich  used to  be a w ild  horse 
trap . I t ’s a n a tu ra l fo rt. Is  th a t where 
they  holed u p ?”

“T h a t’s rig h t. W e cou ldn ’t  get at 
them —there  w ere only th ree  of us— 
b u t th ey  co u ldn ’t  ge t ou t w ith o u t 
be in ’ cu t dow n. So i t  was a stan d 
o ff. I  le f t  m y tw o d epu ties  th e re  to  
keep them  holed up, and headed here 
fo r help to  sm oke them  out. Can you 
round up a posse?”

S T O L D  H IM  I could. “ I  sure  
don’t  w an t th is  L e ft-H an d  H ogan  

and  h is gang  o f hellions loose in  m y 
county . I can have a bunch  ready  to 
ride  in an hour.”

T he  door opened ju s t  then  and 
P a in t M cCabe came in to  the office. 
H e had a sack of s trip ed  s tic k  candy 
in h is hand. I f  th e re  was a n y th in g  
the k id  liked  b e tte r  than  s tick  candy 
I ’d never seen it. He stopped  short, 
gnaw ing  on a stick  of candy and 
looking  at N ick Peel susp iciously . 
T he  b u tto n  suspected  every  s tran g e r 
he saw  of being an  outlaw .

“K id, th is  h e re ’s N ick  Peel, a d ep 
u ty  U. S. M arshal,” I said. “H e’s go t 
L eft-H an d  H ogan  and his bunch cor
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nered up a t the old stone corral in 
T urkey  Canyon. I w ant you to go 
out and round up a big bunch of 
men, all you can f in d .”

‘'Do I ride w ith  the posse? '’ he 
asked.

“Sure—SUjce,” I  agreed. “O nly  
hu rry  £"

k id  insisted . H e took a stick  of cap» 
dy from  the sack and tossed it at 
N ick Peel. “ Have a s tick  of candy, 
M arshal. I t ’s pow erfu l good.”

N ick Peel caught the candy, then 
tossed it  im p atien tly  onto the desk. 
“T im e’s precious, sh e riff . T h a t gang 
m igh t ru sh  my two m en at any time, 
so I w on’t w ait fo r the posse. I aim 
to get back out there  quick as I can.” 

I said, “W e ’ll h it T u rk ey  Canyon 
in no tim e,” and headed in to  the nex t 
room to get my W incheste r.

T h rough  the  doorw ay, I saw Nick 
Peel tu rn  and s ta r t  fo r the s tree t 
door. A nd I saw P a in t M cCabe jum p 
for him  head -first, like he was d iv
ing in to  a river. I saw Mick Peel 
w hirl, and snatch up under his coat 
fg r h is six -shooter.

B u t P a in t h it him ju s t  about then, 
in the stom ach, and I heard  the 
brea th  w h o o s h - h !  out of the big 
hom bre as he slam m ed aga inst the 
floor. T hen  the k id sw arm ed over him  
like a w ildcat, using  his fis ts  and 
head and feet to  w ork N ick Peel 
over.

I ran back in to  the room. “You 
crazy, jug-headed  i j i i t ! ” I yelled. 
“Y ou’ll get tw en ty  years in the pen 
for assau ltin ’ a U. S. M arsha l!” A nd 
I grabbed him  by the neck and tried  
to pu ll him  loose.

B u t he clung  to N ick Peel like a 
burr, and I never saw a m an ge t a 
w orse beating  in less tim e than  th a t 
big hom bre got. A nd finally , w hen 
P a in t M cCabe got up, N ick Peel 
d id n ’t. He lay there , m oanin’ and 
try in g  to  find  ou t w hat'd  h it him. 
T he k id had h is gun.

“Y ounker,” I said, “ I don’t know 
w hy you done it, bu t you’ve prob
ably got us both in to  a m ess of 
trouble. H e ll’s hog-pen! D idn ’t you 
hear me say th a t was N ick Peel, a 
U. S. M arsha l?”

“H is name a in 't N ick Peel, and he 
a in ’t a m arshal.”

“ I reckon  he's L eft-H an d  H ogan  
h is-self, th e n ? ” I hollered.

“He sure is,” the k id  says calmly. 
“The rew ard fly er says L eft-H an d  
H ogan’s hair and beard are red. W ell, 
when I got m y f irs t look at th a t 
hom bre’s shrubbery , it looked phony, 
like i t ’d been dyed black—”

J u s t  then  the gen t w ho’d  called 
him self N ick Peel, sat up, and he 
s ta rted  yow lin ’ like a tu rp en tin ed  
cat. He called P a in t M cCabe a lo t 
of names.

“H ow ’d you figu re ou t I was L eft- 
H and H ogan?” he snarled.

I locked him in a cell, and p re tty  
soon I had the w hole s tory . L e ft-  
H and H ogan, m asquerad ing  as a U. S. 
M arshal, had figu red  to em pty  the 
tow n by lu ring  m ost of the m en out 
on a fake m an-hunt and then  ride in 
w ith  his own gang and clean every
th ing  out down to the floor. I t ’d have 
w orked, too, if  it h adn ’t been for 
P a in t M cCabe.

“A bout th a t dyed hair and w hisk
ers,” I said, aw hile la te r in  m y o f
fice. “T h at was p re tty  slim  evi
dence, considerin ’ H o g a n  had 
sw itched  his gun to  h is rig h t side to  
avoid susp icion .”

P a in t M cCabe grinned .
“T h a t’s ju s t  it. I w asn’t  sure  about 

the w hiskers—but w hen I tossed him  
th a t stick  of candy, r ig h t quick, be
fore he had tim e to  th ink , he caught 
it  w ith  his l e f t  hand. T h en  I knew  
th a t righ t-handed  gun was a fake, 
and I jum ped h im !”

“K id ,” I said  w eakly, “I a in ’t f i t  
to be le t loose in  my old age. A s of 
rig h t now, you ’re m y d e p u ty !” 
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The loop tightened sw iftly  and  dragged the old cattlem an from h is saddle.

M ary Tarson cam e back  from the  
kitchen in time to hear her father 
and  her son declare w ar on the 
Triangle Box, though both were  
sustaining serious wounds. But 
M ary kn ew  her m en folks  — it 
w as kill or be killed, and her 
husband had  been  found  shot in 

the b ack  . . .

S P R IN G  R O U N D U P  had come 
and gone in  the  B ear P aw  
M ountains o f M ontana. T he  

H a lf C ircle T  was once m ore a tw o- 
m an o u tfit, and the  tw o ow ners w ere 
com bing the fo o th ills  fo r any s tray s  
overlooked by the  h ired  hands.

M itch  T arso n  was s till a m ig h ty  
m an desp ite  the s ix ty -odd  y ears 
w hich had w h itened  h is shaggy ha ir 
and  cow horn m ustaches. C rad T a r 
son was edg ing  tw en ty , had no t a t
ta in ed  fu ll g row th , b u t he w as m ould
ed along the sam e lines. B ig  m en,
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both  of them , b e tte r  th an  six  fee t 
ta ll.

O ld  M itch  tw isted  in the saddle, 
ra ised  his snow -thatched  head, and 
w rinkled  his long s tra ig h t nose. T hen  
he neck-reined  h is s to u t m ountain  
horse to  the le f t  and follow ed the 
sm ell of smoke like a hound on a 
ho t tra il.

Y oung C rad T arson  was a few  
paces behind  the  old cattlem an w hen 
old M itch  s lid  h is horse to  a stop  
at the edge of a b ru sh -frin g ed  c lear
ing. A w ide-shouldered  m an was 
lean ing  over a small chip fire  in the 
clearing, and a sh o rt-yearling  calf 
was hog-tied, w aiting  for the iron.

A hissing  rope sounded a belated  
w arn ing  from  a hole in the brush. 
T he loop c ircled  M itch  T a rso n ’s 
arm s, tig h ten ed  sw iftly , and  d ragged  
the old cattlem an from  his saddle.

Young Crad T arson  g igged  his 
horse w ith  a b lu n ted  sp u r and 
charged in to  the clearing. T he man 
by the  fire  was advancing on old 
M itch  w hen Crad T arson  made a 
runn ing  dism ount, d rag g in g  his 
spu rs to  stop  the  speed of h is rush.

“Sig D eifer, you dam ’ ru s tle r !”
T h e  barn-shouldered  m an changed  

h is course away from  M itch  T arson  
to  face th e  H a lf C ircle  T  cowboy. 
C rad T arson  had  shou ted  fig h tin g  
w ords, and he was backing  up his 
charge w ith  no w eapons except his 
tw o bare fists.

S ig D eife r squ in ted  h is p igg ish  
eyes and drew  h is rounded  head down 
betw een his shoulder blades. A 
glancing  blow  grazed  h is chin and 
th u d d ed  aga inst a m assive shoulder. 
A  s tra ig h t d r iv ing  r ig h t f is t  fla tten ed  
h is bulbous nose and b ro u g h t a gush  
of crim son to  d raw  f ir s t  blood.

Crad T arson  fo llow ed th ro u g h  
w ith  a hundred  and f ifty -fiv e  pounds 
of fu ry  behind  the  blow. A pair of 
huge hands g ripped  Crad T a rso n ’s 
w ris t like a vise as Sig D eifer 
stom ped down and th rew  h im self 
backw ard a t the same tim e.

A k n ifin g  pain  sho t th ro u g h  Crad 
T arso n ’s le f t  foo t ju s t  before  he was 
je rk ed  th ro u g h  the  a ir  by th e  g rip  
on h is w rist. O nly  the b lood on h is 
w ris t saved him  from  a broken  arm

w hen D eife r’s b ig  hands s lipped  and 
lo st th e ir  hold.

Crad T arson  crashed dow n to plow 
a fu rrow  th ro u g h  the grassroo ts  w ith  
his stubborn  chin. F o r a m a tte r of 
seconds he lay  s tunned  like a calf 
w hich  has been “bu sted ” hard  to  
make it  “lie ” fo r  the  p ig g in ’ strin g .

Sig D e ife r’s th ick  body w en t w ith  
h is ro ll. H e came to  h is knees, th rew  
h im self on h is v ictim , and s lugged  
Crad T arson  on the  side of the  head.

A slender sw arth y  m an leaped  
from  the brush  w ith  a long-b laded  
k n ife  in h is rig h t hand. T he  gleam 
ing knife  flashed  down and d isap 
peared  in Crad T a rso n ’s back.

Sig D eife r recovered and slapped  
the sw arthy  m an fla t-handed , m um 
b ling  th ick ly  because of his b ru ised  
lips. H is speech was m arked  by a 
stro n g  T eu ton ic  accent.

“H e is m ine, T o n y  R affe ta . M it 
m y bare hands I  k ill the  sw ine!”

A six -shoo te r roared  savagely from  
the edge of the brush , and  Crad T a r
son’s body tw itch ed  under th e  im 
pact of a heavy slug. S ig D eife r 
stared  s tu p id ly  a t a w aspy li t t le  m an 
w ho wa3 bucking  dow n a heavy .45 
C olt six -shoo te r in  his sm all r ig h t 
hand.

“You k illed  him , Jo e  Sargean t,” 
D eife r said, in  a far-aw ay voice. “ I 
w ill fin ish  th e  o ld one, n ein?”

T he l i t t le  gunm an tig h ten ed  h is 
lips and h is tr ig g e r-f in g e r  a t the  same 
tim e. O ld M itch  T a rso n ’s shoulders 
je rk ed  spasm odically . Joe S argean t 
spoke in  a p ecu lia r ru s tlin g  w h isper 
to  h is gaping  com panions.

“H it le a th e r and le t ’s get long 
gone. T hey  w on’t  be found  fo r days, 
and then  we can take ov e r!”

m .* T T C H  T A R S O N  groaned  and  
- Iv if t  sat up w ith  a jerk . H is fierce 
g ray  eyes w ere film ed w ith  pain  and 
w eakness, and fo r a tim e he panted  
as he clu tched  h is le f t  shou lder w ith  
his gnarled  r ig h t hand.

T he sp ring  sun  was b r ig h t w ith o u t 
w arm th , d ire c tly  overhead. T h e  old 
cattlem an knew  it  w as h ig h  n o on ; th e  
shoo ting  had  taken  p lace ju s t  before  
n ine  o’clock.
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“Grad,” old M itch  called to his 
grandson, and than  tu rned  slow ly to 
stare  a t a huddled figu re across the 
grassy clearing.

M itch T arson 's eyes w idened when 
he saw a grim y blood-stained hand 
stre tch  tow ard him. Crad was alive, 
and old M itch fo rgo t the pain of his 
own w ounds as he staggered  tow ard 
the craw ling cow boy.'

“W e can 't qu it now, M itch ,” a weak 
voice w hispered hoarsely.

M itch T arson threw  back his w hite 
head like a proud old stallion.

“Hell no! M ountain men don 't quit, 
Cradshaw,” old M itch said proudly. 
“Lemme have a look at yore h u rts .”

F rom  some hidden  reservoir deep 
w ith in  his tough  old fram e, M itch 
T arson  summ oned enough stren g th  
to dress his g randson’s wounds. Joe 
Sargeant’s bullet had en tered  high 
above the le ft breast, and M itch T a r
son grun ted  his contem pt.

“He d idn’t allow  for us being down 
on the g round ; th a t’s why we’re 
alive.”

T he old H alf C ircle T  cattlem an 
cut a piece of clo th  from  Crad T ar- 
son’s sh irt sleeve, rolled it  tigh tly , 
and used it  to plug up the bu lle t 
hole in his g randson’s breast. T hen 
he rolled the now unconscious cow
boy over, and his g ray  eyes were like 
glare ice on a m ountain lake, as he 
stared at a kn ife  from  beneath shelv
ing  bushy w hite  eyebrows.

“T ony  R affe ta ’s kn ife ,” "the  old 
cattlem an m uttered , as he picked up 
the stained  blade. “He h it the 
shoulder-blade, or Crad would have 
been a dead dogie!”

Using the kn ife  to cut bandages 
from Crad T arson ’s sh irt, the old cat
tlem an stopped the bleeding and made 
a t ig h t compress. H is horse w andered 
into the clearing and came close, and 
M itch Tarson  rose unsteadily , fum 
bled in  his saddle-bags, and found a 
bottle of perm anganate.

H is firs t aid finished, M itch T a r
son stared  at his grandson’s battered  
face. He leaned forw ard w ith  his 
m outh open when Crad T arson 
opened his eyes and slow ly winked.

“Get me on my horse and I can 
make it back to the house.” Crad

w hispered. “ I ’ve been h u rt  worse 
than  this, and s till did  a day’s w ork.” 

“Yuh damn lia r,” old M itch w his
pered huskily , but his w ind-rough
ened voice was pridefu l. "Cornin’ 
rig h t up w ith  the broncs!”

m . f  ARY T A R SO N  h urried  to  the 
i v M  fro n t door of the s to u t log 
house w hen a weak voice called from  
the w ind-sw ept yard. Tw o horses 
were s tanding  by the tie-rail. One 
of the riders  was draped across the 
neck of his horse, tied  to the saddle 
w ith  a catch-rope. T he second rider 
was drooping like a w ilted  leaf, and 
he slid  down the le f t side ju s t ar 
M ary T arson  ran  down the steps.

M itch  T arson  m anaged to crawl tc 
the rail w here he leaned against the 
end post. H is voice was a foggy 
w hisper as he tried  to tell M ary T a r
son about her only son.

“H andle Crad easy, M ary. H e’s 
been beat up, kn ifed , and shot. Throw  
off the ties and get him  inside on 
the couch. H ell no. he ain’t a-goin’ 
to cash if  you s tradd le  m y cayuse 
and w hip it  dow n the h ind  laigs. I t ’s 
only seven m ile to  Doc Sm ith’s place 
in Red Dog, and tim e’s a-w astin’ l”

M ary Tarson  was tall, strong, and 
m ountain-bred. She th rew  o ff the 
coils w hich held her son to the soggy 
saddle, lif ted  him  in her strong  arms, 
and carried  C rad T arson  up the  porch 
steps and in to  th e  fro n t room. A fte r  
m aking C rad com fortable on a cow- 
sk in  couch, she hu rried  ou tside to 
help old M itch.

M itch Tarson  had m anaged to get 
to his feet, but his eyes were closed, 
and his r ig h t hand was o u ts tre tched  
like a b lind man groping  in the dark. 
M ary T arson half-carried  him  into 
the house and to  his room, w here she 
helped him  to the bed and pu lled  off 
his scarred h igh-heeled boots. O ld 
M itch opened his eyes w earily  and 
spoke roughly.

. “L ig h t a shuck for Red Dog. gal. I 
a in ’t got but a scratch, but Crad needs
a sawbones m ighty  bad. R attle  yore 
hocks and get long gone!”

HIIT C H  TA R SO N  closed his 
eyes drow sily  as a deer fly  be
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gan to hum  against the w indow  pane. 
The old cattlem an m um bled th a t it 
was tim e M ary and Doc Sm ith were 
g e ttin g  back, and w hat the hell was 
keeping them ? T hen  his eyes opened 
as he sat up w ith  both elbows prop 
ping his gaun t frame.

He could see Crad T arson  th rough  
the crack in  the door where the 
hinges w ere fastened  to  the frame. 
T he opening was only an inch wide, 
and M itch T arson  stared  at his g rand 
son lying on the sk in  couch w ith  a 
H udson Bay b lanket covering his 
body.

Som ething had aroused old M itch ; 
a sound w hich m igh t have been the 
m uffled  hooves of a w alk ing  horse. 
B racing h im self on his le f t elbow, 
M itch reached for his six -shooter 
hanging from  a shell-studded  belt on 
the back of a cane chair.

He could no t see the fro n t door, 
bu t he heard the fam iliar creak of a 
hinge when the door was pushed 
slow ly open. A shaft of su n ligh t 
filte red  into the fron t room and 
stopped  on the pallid  face of young 
Crad Tarson.

“G oot!” a g u ttu ra l voice m uttered . 
"M it my bare hands I strang le  the 
sw inehund t!”

Old M itch  Tarson  began to trem 
ble, and beads of sweat stood out on 
his forehead beneath his shaggy 
w hite thatch . He recognized the 
voice of S ig fried  D eifer, and then  he 
saw the massive ru s tle r th rough  the 
crack of the door.

D eifer shu ffled  tow ard  the couch, 
hands taloned  like claws. A wave of 
w eakness sw ept over M itch  T arson, 
bu t he sum m oned up his rem aining 
s tren g th  to  raise the old six-shooter 
in his gnarled  rig h t fist.

The gun shook and sta rted  to sag. 
T he crack in the door began to shrink  
as M itch T arson  w inked his eyes to 
find the gun-sights.

Sig D eifer was breath ing  loudly 
th rough his broken, fla ttened  nose, 
m aking a sound like a w ind-broken 
horse w ith  the heaves. T hen  those 
taloned hands touched the u np ro tec t
ed th roa t of his unconscious victim .

M itch cleared his eyes ju s t as a 
gasping cough came from  the fron t 
room. T he old cattlem an’s hand

steadied, and his eyes w ere clear and 
b rig h t as he lined  his sigh ts  and slow 
ly squeezed the trigger.

D eifer spraw led backw ard a? the 
explosion roared th rough  the low- 
ceilinged room and acrid  pow der 
smoke s tung  M itch T arso n ’s th roat. 
He sank back gasping.

“Nice shoo tin ’, M itch, ole mossy- 
back,” a weak voice w hispered  
th rough  the silence th a t follow ed the 
roar of the old cattlem an’s gun, and 
the ra ttle  of D eifer's  boots.

M itch T arson  closed h is eyes and 
sank down in to  a deep dark  refuge of 
w arm  b lankets and down pillow s. T he 
d eer fly  began to hum  against the 
w indow  pane. W hen a m an was down 
on bedground w ith  his head under 
him, he had to take his rest.

T W O  H O R SE S roared into the 
H alf C ircle T  ranch  yard, slid 

ing to a stop at the tie-rail. M ary 
T arson  ran up the steps and in to  the 
fro n t room ; the doctor carried  his 
black bag in one hand, a cocked six- 
shooter in the other.

She stopped suddenly, a l ittle  cry 
gasping from  her th roat. The body of 
S ig fried  D eifer was spraw led  on the 
floor ju s t  inside the open door, and 
Doc Sm ith pushed M ary gen tly  aside.

“H e’s dead, M ary,” Doc Sm ith said 
qu ietly , b u t w ith  defin ite  satisfaction . 
“Shot th rough  the heart, and not a 
second too soon from  the looks of 
those scratches on young C rad’s 
th ro a t!”

“T hen  Dad m ust have k illed  him ,” 
M ary w hispered. “B u t the door to  his 
room. He can’t see out here from  his 
bed !”

Sm ith w alked slow ly to the door 
and poin ted  to a sp lin te r near the 
m iddle hinge.

“T h a t’s tophand shooting. O ld 
M itch shot th rough  the crack of th a t 
door, and he d idn ’t th row  o ff his shot. 
I  b e tte r have a look at him  f irs t .”

“ Is he. . . dead?” M ary w hispered, 
w ith  one hand covering her lips.

“Naw,” the doctor scoffed, a fte r 
feeling  for a pulse. “Old M itch  Is 
stou t as a bull and tw ice as stubborn, 
b u t he’s lost considerable blood.
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B ring  a basin and some hot w ater, 
and help me cut th is old wool sh irt 
away. I ’ll look at Crad while you 
get th ings ready .”

Crad Tarson  opened his eyes w ith  
a s ta r t when the doctor touched his 
th roat. Two hands shot from  beneath 
the blanket and clu tched  the doc to r’s 
w rist, and then  fell back to the cov
ers.

“D oc!” the cowboy m uttered . “I 
th ough t you was Sig D eifer. He had 
me by the th roat when old M itch 
busted  a cap f

“A nd saved your life, cow fe lle r,” 
Doc Sm ith said roughly , as he w inked 
a tear from  his eyes. “Now you ju s t 
lie back and take ’er easy. I ’ll give 
you som ething to  make you sleep. 
Probing  for tha t bu lle t is going to 
h u rt me worse than  it w ill you.” 

“Probe for old M itch 's slug firs t ,” 
Crad T arson m uttered  drow sily , then  
his eyes closed.

CRAD TA R SO N  was propped up 
against the big pillow  from  an 

old M orris chair, on the couch in the 
big fron t room. O ld M itch was preen 
ing his w hite  m ustaches in a shaft of 
warm sun ligh t slan ting  in from  the 
open door. He was r id ing  a w ooden 
horse, as he called the heavy rock
ing chair in which he was seated. ■ 

M ost of the color had re tu rned  to 
the old cattlem an’s face, because 
M itch T arson  had been up and about 
fo r th ree days. The w ound in his 
chest had etched a few  added lines 
on the old w arrio r’s lea thery  fea
tures, bu t he rem arked to Crad th a t 
he was ready for war and eager to 
be about his snake-killing.

Crad Tarson  listened  and sm iled to 
soften  the hard outlines of his battle- 
scarred face. I t  was ten  days since 
he and old M itch had jum ped the 
ru stle rs  branding  a H alf Circle T  
calf w ith  the ir T riang le  Box iron.

“T h a t kn ife  cut don’t bo ther me 
much, bu t my le ft arm  is a b it s tif f  
yet,” Crad Tarson  inventoried . “ I t ’s 
my le ft foot th a t hu rts  m ost w here 
Sig D eifer stom ped me w ith  his boot- 
heel. Doc Sm ith allow ed a bone was 
broke, but th a t w on’t keep me from 
rid ing  a horse.”

“W e got to  get ou t there  and m ake

a go-around,” M itch  T arson  said fre t
fu lly . “Joe  S argeant and T ony Raf- 
fe ta  w ill ru stle  us b lind w hile w e’re 
bogged down here on bedground.”

Crad T arson  nodded and puckered 
his eyes tho u g h tfu lly . T he T riangle  
Box was a two-m an o u tf it since old 
M itch had se ttled  fo r Sig Deifer.

“The cattle  can w ait,” C rad said 
slowly. “Give me a few  more days 
to  get back m y s tren g th  w ith  M a’s 
cooking, and you and me w ill ride 
gun-sign  on th a t pair of w olves!”

M ary T arson  came from  the k itchen  
in tim e to  hear the dec la ra tion  of 
war. The expression on her face did 
no t change, because M ary T arson  
knew  her men folks. I t  was kill or be 
killed, and her husband had been 
found shot in  the back when Crad 
was fourteen  years old.

M ary Tarson  made no m ention ol 
the  law. C harley T arson  had appealed 
to the law  when ten  head of H alf C ir
cle T steers had disappeared  m yste r
iously. The next day C harley T arson 
had been found dead near the ford 
of B itte r Root Creek.

“ I ’ll have to take the wagon and 
drive to  Red Dog fo r supplies.” M ary 
T arson  said casually, bu t her eyes 
watched the face of old M itch.

T he old cattlem an nodded and 
tw isted  the ends of his m ustache 
w ith  his rig h t hand. A qu ilted  com
fo rt covered his bony knees, and his 
gun-belt was buckled around his hips.

“B ette r fe tch  me some tobacco for 
my pipe, M ary,” he requested, w ith 
out m eeting her eyes. “Me and Crad 
can m ake out u n til you ge t back. 
W e’ll look for you along about noon.”

“Take care of yourself, Mom,” 
Crad T arson  told his m other gravely. 
“ I ’m g lad you’re w earing  D ad’s old 
six-shooter. No te llin g  w hen a fe ller 
m igh t jum p a varm int ou t of the 
brush .”

T h a t’s the  way it  was w hen M ary 
T arson  harnessed a team  and drove 
away from  the H alf C ircle T. M oun
tain  m en w ere patien t, bu t they  had 
to  eat. W hen the ra ttle  of w heels 
had died away, C rad T arson  th rew  
back his blanket and sw ung h is fee t 
to the floor.

“M ind th a t busted  foot, C rad,” old 
M itch  w arned  sharp ly . “Y ou’ve got
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to take it easy like Doc Sm ith said .” 
“Yeah,’’ Crad agreed, and then he 

hobbled across the room. “T h a t p las
te r cast is like iron ,” he to ld  old 
M itch w ith  a grin . “ I could ride to 
day if  I had it to do,” he boasted. 
“I t ’s only a m atter of four m iles over 
to the T riang le  Box spread .”

“N uh uh ,” the old cattlem an g ru n t
ed. “ I was th ink ing  the same th ing , 
but them  two can w ait. Joe Sargeant 
is alm ighty  fast w ith  his shooting 
pistol, and R affeta  can throw  tha t 
knife of his like a bullet. T his tim e 
next week w e’ll both be in better 
shape to settle  our ta lly .”

C^RA D  T A R SO N  hobbled about 
J the room for exercise. H is rig h t 

hand rubbed the b u tt of his ho lstered  
six-shooter from  tim e to tim e, and 
his blue eyes took on a smokey hue 
every tim e he glanced out across the 
yard.

M itch Tarson  w atched w ithout 
seem ing to notice, and he read the 
signs of repressed  im patience. Young 
Crad was clenching his big hands, 
stabbing at his gun, and tw itch ing  his 
rig h t shoulder. A day or two more 
would be all the  longer Crad would 
rem ain inactive.

T he m orning dragged slow ly w ith 
out m uch ta lk  betw een the two con
valescents. W hen Crad sat down on 
the couch, old M itch got up and 
paced the floor. C rad Tarson  came 
to his feet w hen the ra ttle  of wheels 
took old M itch to the open door.

“T h a t’s our wagon, and the team  is 
runn ing  w ild !” Crad shouted  at his 
g randfather. “S om ething’s happened 
to M a!”

M itch Tarson  was down the porch 
steps and into the yard  before Crad 
had finished speaking. T he team  
came th rough  the gate at a slower 
pace w ith  the leather lines dragging. 
T hey  headed for the horse barn and 
stopped at the barred  entrance w hich 
made an aisle between the sta lls in 
the barn.

Crad Tarson  forgot his broken foot 
as he hobbled a fte r old M itch. M ary 
Tarson  was nowher^ in sigh t, but the 
cattlem an g run ted  so ftly  as he 
clim bed up on the fro n t wheel.

‘Take ’er easy, son,” old M itch said

to Crad. “M ary’s here on the wagon 
bed w ith  yore P a ’s gun near her 
hand. She m ust have cu t w olf-sign 
som ewhere out there  in the tan g le s!”

M ary Tarson  m oaned so ftly  and 
sat up ju s t as Crad clim bed in to  the 
high wagon. T he provisions w ere 
scattered  about from the bouncing of 
the wagon, and C rad’s m other pu t a 
hand to her head w here a trick le  of 
blood sta ined  her graying hair.

“Y ou’re hurt, M a,” Crad T arson  
said hoarsely, and his big rig h t arm 
w ent around his m other. "W ho done

ed to her old S tetson  hat w hich was 
ly ing  on a sack of flour. Tw o holes 
th rough  the crown ju s t above the 
band showed where a bu lle t had 
scored a passage. An inch lower, and 
the scalp wound w ould have been 
fatal.

“ I don’t know for su re ,” M ary T a r
son said slowly. “ I was crossing the 
ford  down at B itte r Root Creek. The 
team  stopped to drink , and a rifle  
cracked from  the brush over on th is 
side.”

“You fired  your six-shooter tw ice,” 
old M itch said stonily . “W ho was you 
shooting  at, M ary?”

M ary T arson  shook her head, eyes 
half-closed. “I  was stand ing  behind 
the seat,” she said w earily . “M y hat 
flew  off w hen the rifle  barked, and I 
sho t a t som ething moving down there  
in the brush. A man yelled, and then 
the horses ran away. I th ink  I fa in t
ed.”

“H elp your Ma to the house, C rad,” 
the old cattlem an said qu ietly , but 
his voice hum m ed in his corded 
throat. “I ’ll saddle the horses for 
th a t ride we was ta lk ing  about!”

M A RY T A R SO N  stood in  the 
doorw ay w i t h  a bandage 

around her head, leaning against the 
oaken frame. N either Crad nor 
M itch had said much when they  had 
m ounted th e ir  horses and had rid 
den out of the H alf C ircle T  yard. 
B oth  had waved th e ir  r ig h t hands.

“W e’ll be back soon,” Crad called 
belatedly, and his m other h a d
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answered w ith  a sm ile of understand 
ing.

Crad T arson ’s face was a frozen 
mask th rough w hich h is eyes burned 
to tell of the anger sm ouldering in 
his heart. He had taken a beating  at 
the hands of Sig D eifer. He had 
been knifed, shot, his le f t  foot 
broken. He hadn’t com plained be
cause he was a man.

A low savage m urm ur rum bled 
from his tig h t lips. M ary Tarson  
was a woman, and his m other. Some 
cow ardly d ry-gulcher had tried  to  kill 
her, and someone was going to die.

M itch T arson  heard the grow l and 
nodded approval. The old ca ttle 
m an’s face had the look of a hunting  
hawk as he watched brush  w hen they  
came to B itte r Root Creek. I t  was 
old M itch who swung down from  the 
saddle to circle fo r sign.

The old cattlem an was leaning 
over, s tudying  the ground as he 
w alked into the dense brush. Crad 
T arson  sat his saddle w ith  his rig h t 
hand on his holstered  gun. T hen  old 
M itch shouted hoarsely, like a bay
ing hound which has found a hot 
scent.

“M ary w inged the varm int, son. 
T here’s a spoor of blood leading up a 
deer t ra il!”

Crad Tarson  g igged h is horse into 
the rush, and tne six-shooter leaped 
from  his ho lster w ith  his thum b cu rl
ing back the hammer. T he deep- 
chested horse breasted th rough  the 
brush and came out in to  the deer 
tra il.

M itch Tarson  was half-running  
w ith  his gaunt fram e crouched over 
as he follow ed a tra il of crimson 
blotches. The old cattlem an gripped 
his six -shooter in his rig h t hand, and 
he d id  not see the brush wave up the 
trail.

Crad Tarson  saw the m ovement 
ju st as the barrel of a rifle  poked 
through a hole in the buckthorn. 
W ith  a speed born of desperation, 
Crad T arson  triggered  a shot ju s t as 
the rifle  barked like the lash of a bull 
whip.

O ld M itch T arson  grun ted  and 
w ent to his knees. The riflem an 
yelled and pitched  out from  the

brush. Crad T arson  bucked his six- 
shooter down, caught the riflem an in 
his sigh ts, and he recognized the 
sw arthy  face of T ony R affe ta  ju s t 
as he pressed trigger.

R affe ta  was b a tte red  back under 
the im pact of the heavy slug, the 
sm oking rifle  slipp ing  from  his 
hands. He fell on his back w ith  
only his boots in the tra il ;  C rad T a r
son tu rned  his horse and rode back 
to his g rand fa ther.

M IT C H  T A R SO N  was s ittin g  
up in the tra il w ith  his hand 

pressed to his le ft side. He snarled 
at C rad w hen the cowboy asked how 
bad he was hurt.

“J u s t a bu lle t-bu rn  across the short 
ribs,” the old cattlem an said sourly. 
“L ig h t down off th a t cayuse and 
hun t cover, you sa lty  y earlin ’ !”

Crad T arson  je rked  erect as he re
m em bered Joe Sargeant. H is horse 
took a step to hide old M itch  in  the 
tra il. Crad s ta rted  to sw ing down 
from  the saddle, favoring  h is le f t  foot 
in the heavy p laste r cast.

“H ang and ra ttle , cow boy!”
Crad T arson  had holstered  his gun, 

and his rig h t leg was coming back 
behind the cantle of h is saddle. T he 
pressure on his broken foot stabbed 
like a knife, and igno ring  the  sudden  
command, C rad swung his rig h t leg 
back again to find  the s tirru p .

Joe  S argeant was stand ing  w ide
legged in the tra il, a l ittle  m an w ith  
a bony face, and p iercing  b lack eyes. 
T he cocked gun in  his r ig h t hand 
sw ung up as Crad T arson  se ttled  back 
in the saddle.

A gun roared behind C rad T arson  
to s ta r t  his horse to bucking. Joe  
Sargeant was hurled  backw ard ju s t 
as he pressed trig g e r to  b last a w ild 
shot off-side.

Joe  Sargeant rolled to  h is knees, 
changing the sm oking gun to his le ft 
hand. He was curling  the ham m er 
back when Crad T arson  cleared 
leather and beat the l ittle  gunm an to 
the shot.

Sargeant scream ed w ith  bo th  hands 
ba tte red  and bleeding. M itch T a r
son’s slug  had sha tte red  his r ig h t 
hand ; 'C rad ’s bu lle t had cripp led  the 
ru s tle r’s le f t  hand for life.

(Continued On Page 94)



THEY DIDN’T
JUST GROW

Turkey-Talk About Lawmen in the Old West

By Z. A. Tilghman

S H E R IF F S  and m arshals are a 
v ita l p a rt of W este rn  and ad
ven tu re  stories, a part of real 

h istory . T he fic tioneer uses them  as 
he w ill. W hen  it  comes to true  ac
counts, however, there  are ru les 
and lim itations, w hich readers often 
fail to  understand .

W hen  Congress organized a T e r
rito ry —as all our W este rn  S tates 
once were—the A ct estab lished  the 
boundaries; provided fo r an elected 
assembly, and fo r adm inistra tive of
ficers, a governor, secretary , judges, 
d is tr ic t a tto rney , and  a U nited  S tates 
M arshal. A ll o f these w ere appoin ted  
by offic ia l w ritten  commissions from  
the P residen t.

The assem bly—under various names 
—perform ed the usual w ork of a 
leg isla ture . I t  passed civil and crim 
inal laws, p rovided for county  and 
tow n governm ents, schools, and elec
tions.

A sh e riff  was usually  elected, but 
tem porary  appoin tm ents could be 
made by the co u n ty  com m issioners. 
H is  au th o rity  ex tended only to the 
confines of h is county. I f  he pu r
sued a crim inal beyond these, it was 
h is du ty  to  call upon the nearest 
local o fficer, before tak ing  the of
fender. T he num ber of deputies a l
lowed him  depended on the size and 
population  of the county, and the 
am ount of tax money available. For 
em ergencies, he could hire  tem porary  
deputies or possemen. A sum of 
m oney was usually  set aside for such 
hire. A ny peace officer has au tho rity  
to call upon citizens for help against 
an adversary. Such calls are not 
frequent, and are not expected to  be 
paid fo r ; as w hen a prisoner m ight

break and run, and citizens help to 
catch him.

TH E  U N IT E D  S tates M arshal 
held his com m ission from  the 

P residen t, and he operated  under the 
D epartm ent of Ju s tice  a t W ash ing 
ton, receiving orders from  there, and 
m aking annual or q u arte rly  reports. 
H is au th o rity  was also lim ited  to an 
a rea ; som etim es the en tire  T errito ry . 
B u t large or populous T e rrito rie s  
w ould be cu t in to  tw o or th ree  d is
tric ts , each w ith  its  m arshal.

The M arshal was allow ed an office 
deputy  and su itable offices provided. 
H e had a certa in  num ber of field  
deputies, som etim es ten  or twelve. 
T he m arshal issued them  w ritten  
commissions, and th e ir  salaries were 
paid from  an app rop ria tion  by Con
gress. A yearly  sum  was allow ed the 
m arshal fo r possem en and  guards. 
T ravel expenses w ere allow ed the 
deputies, and they  had to  keep s tric t 
account, p resen ting  signed  vouchers 
from  hotelm en, ra ilroads and others. 
Since they  handled  all cases of tra in  
and express robberies, the railroads 
usually  gave them  each an annual 
pass.

O ften  a crim inal would escape 
across the line, and be clear away 
before the pursu ing  deputy  could 
contact one in th a t d is tric t. H ence 
the m arshals usually  gave courtesy  
commissions to tw o or th ree deputies 
in ad jo in ing  d istric ts. T hese carried  
no pay, but enabled the ho lders to 
pursue the ir  quarry  across the lines.

E IT H E R  m arshal nor sheriff  
had au th o rity  to a rre s t w ith 

out a w arran t, unless he actually
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uties, w ork ing  w ith  the D is tric t A t
torney, gave out the w arran ts  to the 
deputies. A w arran t sta tes the name 
of the person, the crim e of w hich he 
is accused, and orders the officer to 
take him  into custody. I f  the name 
was unknow n, they  w rote John  Doe, 
and these w ere called John  Doe W ar
rants. A  federal ja il was m ain tained  
in  each m arshal’s d is tric t, and was 
under his control. W hen a deputy  
delivered a prisoner, w ith  his w ar
ran t, he received a rece ip t from  the 
ja iler. The deputy  m arshals also 
served subpoenas and o ther court 
processes.

Tow n m arshals w ere to keep the 
local peace, and th e ir  au th o rity  was 
prescribed by the city  council. They  
did not need w arran ts, since they  
were generally  on the spot. T hey  of
ten held a courtesy commission from  
the sheriff, as deputy, and thus 
could serve a w arran t if the sheriff  
told them  to w atch for w anted men.

T here is m uch confusion about 
rew ards. O ffic ia l rew ards are u su
ally  offered  by the G overnor of the 
S tate or T e rr ito ry ; and only for

w hich had m any o ther calls upon  it. 
R ailroads and express com panies 
w ould often  offe r rew ards, and o ther 
large business such as cattle  associa
tions or mines, w hich had suffered .

N ine tim es out of ten, rew ards are 
offe red  for arrest and conviction. I f  
the officers un luck ily  k illed  th e ir  
m an; if  they  could no t m uster su f
f ic ien t evidence to  convict; or if the 
accused by m eans of p erju ry , a hung  
ju ry  or any other means escaped con
viction, the rew ard could not be 
claimed.

O nly rarely , for notorious killers, 
have rew ards been offered  dead or 
alive. For these, it  was only neces
sary  to  produce and iden tify  the per-

Belle S tarr, the  fam ous wom
an bandit, rem em bered th is w hen 
b rought before her husband’s body. 
T he m en who had k illed  him  counted 
upon her g rie f to  prove h is iden tity . 
B elle forced herse lf  to  calm ness, 
and w ith  a careless glance w alked 
out, saying, “ I ’m sorry , gentlem en, 
you’ve got the  w rong man. You’ll 
have to  k ill J im  Reed before you can 
claim  the rew ard for him .”

(T H E  E N D )



It w as only those two guns he  carried that com m anded what 
little m easure oi respect the town still had ior the sheriff.

it -k ★

The town w as lauqhing at old 
"M osshead" Slater, but Slater 
knew  they wouldn't laugh long. 
The series of killings that had  
him  behind the 8 ball were too 
serious for continued mirth. A nd  
w hen the town lost its temper, a  
helpless, innocent m an might 

have to sw ing  . . .

G R O U P of bearded, macki- 
/jML naw-clad m iners stood on the 

A. S  porch of Ma R iley ’s boarding 
house and w atched S h eriff  Jo h n  
“M osshead” S later jog down the 
s tree t on his s trin g y  sorrel mare.

“T here goes the old saddle bum ,” 
one of them  rem arked, loud enough 
for the lawm an to hear. “Been out 
chasing the ‘G host K ille r’ on his hoss 
ag’in. I t ’s tim e th is tow n got itse lf  
a new badge-to ter, m en—one th a t
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won’t use the law  to keep his outlaw  
friends ou t of ja il!”

I t  was b itte r m edicine fo r the 
sh e riff  to  swallow, b u t he rode on 
w ithout a glance at the men. He 
knew  the tow n hated  him ; th a t was 
becoming more apparen t every day. 
In  the past few weeks, since the 
Ghost K iller f ir s t  s truck  down a 
hapless m iner in the hills, old Moss- 
head had become accustom ed to the 
cold stares, gibes, and open h o s tility  
of the town.

Even the term  “Ghost K ille r” was 
m eant to rid icu le  the sheriff. E very 
body in  tow n believed hulk ing , dull- 
w itted  Dan R ider, who had received 
a head in ju ry  in a m ine accident 
some m onths previous, to be the 
killer. B ig T ince Clemmons, owner 
of the richest claim  on Ind ian  Creek, 
had openly accused the  sh e riff  of 
p ro tecting  Dan w ith  his law  badge.

“One more killing  and th is town 
will take the law  in its own hands,” 
Clemmons had w arned him. “ If  you 
don’t see th a t Dai. is b rough t to ju s 
tice, we’ll use a hang-noose!”

The sh e riff  was th in k in g  of tha t 
when he racked his jaded  bronc at 
the rail in fron t of the ja il and sw ung 
s tif f ly  from  the saddle. F o r the 
Ghost K iller had s truck  again. O ld 
M osshead had ju s t  re tu rn ed  from  a 
tw en ty  m ile ride to  Ind ian  Creek, 
w here he’d found F ran k  H anna m ur
dered and his cabin show ing the e f
fects of a system atic  search. And 
as usual, M osshead hadn’t found a 
single clue.

H e crossed the wooden sidew alk 
w ith  a rlieum atic limp, a gaunt, 
g ray-m ustached old man whose th ick- 
banded C hihuahua spurs row eled so ft 
music. T ha t was som ething else tha t 
m ade the tow n mad. T he ca ttle  had 
long since d r if ted  from  th is range. 
The ranches w ere deserted, w ith  
houses and corrals to rn  down fo r the 
m ost part to bu ild  shanties fo r the 
miners. Gold had changed the old 
way of life, ye t M osshead S later 
lived on like a ghost of the past. In  
a m ining tow n he wore spurs and 
ru sty  old h igh-heeled boots, shaded 
his faded blue eyes w ith  a w ide- 
brimmed hat, and rem inisced forever

about the bygone days w hen he was 
a brush-popper w ith  the R id e r’s 
Lazy 8 o u tfit.

So the  tow n called him  a saddle
bum, an old “m osshead” th a t had 
outgrow n his usefulness. B ut for 
the hickory-handled  fo rty -fives th a t 
sw ung at his hips, some of the ho t
headed sons of S later, A rizona, 
m igh t have a ttem pted  to run  him  out. 
Those guns commanded the l i ttle  re
spect accorded S h eriff John  Slater.

f N S ID E  the office a beefy, round- 
faced m iner crow ded the  pot-bel

lied  l i ttle  stove, for there  was a 
bleak w ind o ff San P ed ro  Peak, and 
a touch of w in te r in  the air. Seeing 
him  old M osshead lifted  his tired  
shoulders, w iped the look of w eari
ness and dejection  from  his lea thery  
face.

“H ow dy, T ince,” he said, peeling 
o ff his shabby brush  jacke t and  hang
ing it on a nail. “B een around long?” 

“N ot long,” said B ig T ince Clem
mons, and today old M osshead found 
he was too w orried  and tired  to  be 
ir r ita te d  by the m an's blun t, fo rcefu l 
way. “W h at did you find  on Ind ian  
C reek?”

“J u s t w hat you though t I ’d find ,” 
re tu rn ed  the sheriff, m orosely. “O ld 
F ran k  H anna dead his cabin ransacked 
and his gold gone. H is body w asn’t 
fo rty  feet from  his placer d igg in ’s 
there  a t the m outh of O ak Creek. 
H ead bashed in  w ith  a pick handle. 
I ’m too old to w alk in  and bring  the 
body on m y horse, so I  le f t  it  fo r a 
wagon. You m igh t send some of the 
boys out to  pick it up.”

“I w ill,” said Clemmons, s ta ring  
a t the lawman w ith  his round, hard  
eyes. “A ny lead th is  tim e?”

“N one,” M osshead adm itted . “N ot 
even a track . W hoever com m itted 
the crim e was sure bueno  a t h id ing  
sign. You w ould th ink  th is k illing  
was done by a ghost, sure  enough. 
I reckon i t ’s got me stum ped, T ince .” 

“ I t  looks like you’ve come to  the  
end of the tra il,” Clemmons said f la t
ly. He continued  in a d iffe ren t 
voice, “D on’t le t it w orry  you, old 
tim er. You’ve done your b it fo r the 
country. T rouble  is tim es have
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changed. W e ’ve all go t to  ge t old 
som etim e, and  I  reckon  i t ’s about 
tim e for you to  step  down from  the 
saddle and le t a younger m an take 
over.”

“M eaning yo u ?” M osshead de
manded.

“The boys have asked me to  run 
for sh e r if f ,” Clemmons answ ered, 
nodding.

T he old law m an saw red. G etting  
old and useless, was he! W hy  he’d 
come to th is  In d ian  Creek coun try  
long before  T ince  C lemmons saw 
the  lig h t of day, choused w ild cattle  
on the brushy  slopes of San Ped ro  
before m en scarred  her flanks w ith  
the dum ps of the Gold T urkey , R ich 
Ind ian , and o ther m ines. T he tow n 
was nam ed a f te r  him — Slater, A rizo 
na. H e ’d ja iled  Rep D ailey and Tom  
M asters, ru n  the  C urly  W o lf Gang 
plum b out of the  T e rr ito ry  and—

TH E  S H E R IF F  expelled  a long 
sigh. H e was g e ttin g  old, he ad

m itted  to him self. H is tendency  to 
live and th in k  in  the past was proof 
of it. J u s t  a rheum atic , stove-up old 
b rush-popper try in g  to fill a young 
m an’s boots. In  the old days, w hen 
all a law m an needed was a batch  of 
iron  gu ts  and  a lig h tn in g  draw , he’d 
filled  the bill. Now, w ith  a k ille r 
lu rk in g  in  the  h ills, m u rdering  and 
robbing m iners, old M osshead fe lt 
helpless.

“ I reckon  you’ll rrlake ’em a good 
sh e riff ,” he said by w ay of ending  
the  interview .

Clemmons took a heavy buckskin  
poke from  h is m ackinaw  pocket and 
p itched  i t  on the desk.

“K eep th is  fo r me,” he ordered. 
“U n til th is  G host K ille r is b rough t 
to  ju stice , I ’ll no t be having any dust 
around m y cabin. A nd, S h e riff—re 
m em ber w hat I to ld  you about the 
tow n tak ing  the law  in its  own 
h an d s!”

T he m iner le ft. O ld M osshead 
opened h is rick e ty  safe and dum ped 
th e  go ld  sack inside, then  propped 
h is  ru s ty  boots on th e  spur-scarred  
desk and tr ie d  to  do some construc
tive th in k in g  about the case. I t  was 
fu tile . F o r days th e  old m an had

been in  the saddle, rid in g  the  h ills  
in  search of the  phantom  killer, and 
w eariness was an  in fin ite  pain th a t 
w racked his body. In  a few m inutes 
h is head sagged on his chest, and he 
slep t from  sheer exhaustion.

T he sheriff  knew he was being 
w atched. H e s trugg led  up th rough 
the fog of sleep, lif te d  h is head to  
f ind  young D an R ider s ittin g  by the 
stove, h is eyes dull and  life less as 
usual.

“W hy  did he do i t? ” Dan asked, 
“W hy  did he h it me from  behind 
th a t way, Mr. S la te r?”

Sudden excitem ent gripped  the 
sh eriff . Dan had been w orking  for 
B ig T ince C lemmons at his Ind ian  
C reek claim  w hen the accident oc
curred . Nobody knew  exac tly  how 
it  happened. C lemmons claim ed he 
had  le f t  D an hand ling  the  ho ist, come 
back to find  him  at the bottom  of the 
shallow  shaft w ith  a bucket o f mud 
spilled  over his body. A pparen tly  
the rope had broken, and the heavy 
bucket knocked Dan down the shaft. 
Since then  Dan had w andered around 
the coun try  like a person in  a daze.

“W ho  h it you?” the  sh e r if f  de
m anded. “H ow  did it  happen? T ell 
m e about it, son.”

“I reckon he d id ,” said Dan, tw is t
ing his face in an e ffo r t a t concen
tration .

“T ince C lem m ons?” M osshead’s 
voice was sharp  w ith  hope.

“No,” D an answ ered. “ I t  w asn’t 
T ince Clemmons, M r. S later. I t  was 
H im . H e d id it U p T here.”

T he young m an hooked h is thum b, 
p o in ting  up, and  the  sh e riff  sank 
back w ith  som ething ak in  to a groan. 
J u s t  seeing the son of his old boss 
in  th is condition  h u rt M osshead 
S la te r more than  an y th ing  the town 
could ever do to him. D an was the 
m ain reason the old lawm an kept 
h ang ing  on when he knew  he was 
l icked, try in g  to  track  down the real 
k ille r and  prove th a t W ayne R id er’s 
boy w as no t a cold-blooded m urderer.

“N ever m ind,” the sh e riff  said 
sooth ingly . “M aybe w e’ll ge t you to 
th a t specialist in  Chicago one of
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these days, younker. I know he can 
fix  you up. A nd I w ouldn’t go blam
ing the B ig Boss about it, Dan. I 
reckon H e d idn ’t p lan for th ings to 
come out like th is. J u s t  an accident, 
th a t’s all.”

“J u s t an accident,” D an echoed, 
and gave the sh e riff  a sudden smile.

T h a t sm ile cu t the  old man to  the 
heart. L ooking at Dan, M osshead 
could hard ly  repress a shudder. He 
had the lean, fla t bu ild  of a man born 
to the saddle. H e had h is dad’s gray  
eyes and ju tt in g  chin, and h is fea
tu res  w ere b lun t b u t handsom ely 
chiseled, w ith  lines of stren g th  and 
courage etched in them. I t  was D an’s 
eyes th a t gave him  the look of a 
helpless, du ll-w itted  anim al—em pty, 
vacuous, uncom prehending.

^~feLD  M O SSH E A D  had w ritten  a 
®  w  famous doctor in Tucson, te ll
ing him  about the accident and w hat 
it  had done to Dan. T he m edico 
d idn ’t handle cases involving the 
brain, he w rote the sh e riff  reg re t
fully , but he had a friend  in  Chicago 
th a t specialized in brain  surgery . I t  
w ould cost a lot, bu t the medico was 
certa in  his colleague could cure Dan. 
I t  had the earm arks of an easy case, 
ju s t  a sim ple operation  to take the 
pressure off h is brain.

“M aybe w e’ll round-up  the  m oney 
one of these days,” M osshead said, 
b u t there  was l i ttle  hope in his 
voice.

The sta tem ent caused D an to g r in  
w idely, and a look of intelligence 
came into h is gray  eyes.

“M oney?” he echoed. “W hy, I ’ve 
got the money, M r. S later. I t ’s for 
—for—now let me see, the—the oper
ation! T h a t’s w hat i t ’s for. F rank  
H anna said it  w ould be a good use 
for his gold dust. Said he was old 
and useless and d idn ’t  need anyth ing  
th a t money could buy. H e give it  to 
me so I could get operated on.

“W hy, w hat’s the m atter, Mr. 
S la te r?”

T he sh e r if f ’s face was gray  and 
m ottled. H e got up and stood in 
f ro n t of Dan, keeping his voice qu iet 
and try in g  n o t to  excite the young 
man.

“You say you got some m oney from  
F rank  Hanna, D anny?” he asked.

“ I— I th in k  th a t’s r ig h t,” Dan an
sw ered ha lting ly . “ I t  m ay have been 
from  Pe te  Jeb ro .” H is eyes clouded. 
“ I t  seems to  me th a t M r. Jeb ro  give 
me m oney too.”

T he sh e riff  rocked as if  from  a 
physical blow. He had w anted  to  be
lieve D an’s sto ry  about F rank  H anna 
g iving him  money, bu t the m ention 
of Jeb ro  rem oved any doubt from  
his m ind th a t D an was really  the 
G host K iller. P e te  Jeb ro  had been 
the  f irs t m iner s truck  down, a k ind
ly old m an who had befriended  the 
boy on more than  one occasion. The 
idea th a t Dan m urdered  these two 
harm less, benevolent old d esert ra ts 
appalled  M osshead. The sh e riff  knew 
tha t both had given food and she lte r 
to the big, s tringy-m uscled  youth  
who was sick in  his m ind, and nei
ther would be a m atch for his bull 
streng th .

“Give me the money, D an,” he com
m anded harshly.

Dan pulled  a buckskin  poke from  
his shabby brush  jacke t and handed 
it  to M osshead. T here  was a h u rt 
look in his vacuous eyes.

"Sure, Mr. S la te r,” he said. “I 
m eant to bring  the dust to  you. F rank  
H anna to ld  me to. He said you’d 
w orked fo r dad, and was my friend . 
T h a t’s w hat everybody else says too.” 
Puzzlem ent came in to  D an’s eyes. 
“F olks say if  it  w asn’t  fo r you I ’d 
be in ja il, and maybe th ey ’ll ju s t 
hang us both. I heard a bunch of 
’em ta lk ing  up a t the B onanza Bar. 
I though t they  was going to  h u rt 
me, bu t M r. Clemmons made them  
w ait. H e laughed and said I  w ou ldn ’t 
run  off. H e to ld  the o thers I  was 
too crazy to go up in  the h ills  and 
hide.

“Do you th ink  I ’m crazy, M oss— 
Mr. S la te r?”

“No,” said the sh eriff , and there  
w ere tears in his eyes. “You’re not 
crazy, Dan. You’re sick in your 
m ind, ju s t  like o ther fo lks ge t sick 
to th e ir  belly. You look tired , 
younker. You b e tte r come back in 
the ja il and lay down fo r a w hile.”

Dan had slep t in  the  ja il a lo t of



50 ★  ★  ★  Famous Western

times. H e follow ed read ily , b u t a 
look of bew ilderm ent came in to  his 
eyes w hen M osshead clicked the key 
in  the lock.

“W hy  you locking me in ?” he 
asked dully . “ I a in ’t done any th ing .”

“You be tte r stay  back here a while, 
D an,” the  sh e r if f  answ ered, and his 
voice w as ragged  w ith  feeling. “ I 
guess i t ’s the best way. I  reckon 
you d id n ’t mean to kill F rank  
H anna.”

“D id—did I  k ill old F ran k ?” D an 
asked, his eyes grow ing  round. “ I 
saw him  yesterday . H e give me some 
gold dust then. Said it was for an 
operation .”

M osshead tu rn ed  away to  hide the 
look of agony in  h is old faded  blue 
eyes. F rom  the looks of th ings, 
F rank  H anna had been dead about 
two days. W ith  his little  w orld 
crum bling about him, the sheriff  
w ent back in to  his office. J u s t  an 
old fool, he th o ugh t b itte rly , who 
had caused the death  of F ran k  H an
na because he couldn’t  believe Dan 
R id e r was a k ille r—had re fused  to 
even lock him  up. W ell, the  evidence 
was there  before  him , a buckskin  
poke of gold dust th a t he had pitched  
on the desk. H e took it and locked 
it  in his safe, then  sat down to w ait 
for the delegation  of town folks tha t 
he knew w ould pu t in an appearance 
soon.

B  p I G  T IN C E  Clemmons was lead- 
ing them . He shoved heavily  

th ro u g h  the door, and a crowd of 
burly , bearded m iners stom ped in 
a f te r  him. T he m otley, cold-eyed 
crew  ranged around the room, and all 
eyes w ere on the lean, gray-haired  
old lawman. H e noted th a t B ig  
T ince had a noticeable bulge under 
h is mackinaw. Some of the o ther 
m iners wore guns too.

“T his is the showdown, S h eriff ,” 
Clemmons said in  a s trid en t voice. 
“W e know th a t D an R ider is the 
killer. I  saw him  a t F ran k  H anna’s 
claim  day before yesterday . D idn ’t 
see old F ran k  all day yesterday , so 
I  asked you to  ride  out.

“You found H anna dead, and  you 
got the boy here now. You been 
p ro tec ting  him  w ith  th a t law  badge 
long enough. W e got no th ing  ag ’in 
you, b u t you can’t le t a k iller run  
loose in the h ills  ju s t  because he’s 
son of an old frien d  of yours.

“T he boys here  are  ’p o in ting  me 
depu ty  sh eriff , w hether yon like  it  
or not. W e aim  to see th a t ju stice  
is done. W e’re p u ttin g  it to you like 
th is  cold tu rkey , and we w ant an an
sw er now!

“Call your hand, S la te r!”
The old sh e r if f ’s heavy b reath ing  

f illed  the m om ent of silence, w hile 
h is b leak eyes under th ick  g ray  
brow s roved the assem bled m iners.

“ I  go t D an  locked up  back there ,” 
he said  finally . “Reckon I  was plum b 
wrong, boys. D an b rough t in  a poke 
of gold dust w hile ago, and said he 
got it  o f f ’n F ran k  H anna. T h ere  
w a rn ’t no th ing  else I  could do, so I  
locked him  up .”

T he old m an’s eyes blazed around 
the  room.

“You all know  he’s sick in h is 
m ind ,” he w en t on grim ly . “You 
also know he a in ’t  responsible fo r 
an y th in g  he does. H e ju s t  don’t re 
alize w hat he’s doing. You a in ’t 
going to  take the  boy out and  hang 
him ! T h a t’s final. T h is  is going to  
be done accord ing  to  law. W hen  the 
body comes w e’ll ho ld  the usual in 
quest, th en  sh ip  D anny dow n to  T u c 
son where he’ll s tand  tr ia l in  regu la r 
court.

“ I f  he’s found  g u ilty  th ere—w ell, 
th ey ’ll probably send him  to a hos
p ita l for crazy people somewhere, 
and th a t’s w orse’n being in the p en !”

M O S S H E A D ’S explosive sigh 
was an eloquent ending  fo r 

h is te rse  declaration . H is  eyes sw ept 
the room, h is gnarled  hands hover
ing  near h is hickory-handled  six- 
shooters. B ig T ince spoke, and 
s tilled  any p ro test on the p a rt of the 
men. H is hard  eyes blazed at the 
old sheriff, hot w ith  trium ph.

“So you fina lly  proved his g u ilt!” 
he exclaim ed exu ltan tly . “T h at saves 
us the trouble  of try in g  to  bu ild  a 
case ag ’in  Dan. N atu ra lly  we w ould
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have to go easy long as there  was 
any doubt, bu t now—”

H is bold, contem ptuous eyes sw ept 
the room, and to ld  M osshead as plain 
as w ords th a t the m iners would nev
er perm it Dan to be taken  to Tucson. 
A fte r the inquest they  m eant to draw 
him high on a hang-noose. K now ing 
th a t the old sh e riff  s till held his 
peace. He even le t a th in  smile 
touch his lips. The years m ight have 
slowed down his th in k in g  processes, 
made him a failu re  a t track ing  down 
cunning killers, but he s till had his 
guns.

“T h e re ’ll be an inquest,” the sher
iff  said s teadfastly . “You all heard 
m y statem ent. I t ’s the law, and 
th ings w ill be done th a t way long as 
I ’m in office .”

“You won’t be in office  lo n g !” a 
m iner jeered. “ I reckon B ig T ince 
w ill be sh e riff  a f te r  the next elec
tion—if not ’fore th e n !”

“Be th a t as it m ay,” the sh e riff  re
turned , “I ’m still runn ing  th ings.” 

“The sh e riff  is r igh t, m en,” said 
B ig Tince. H e gave old M osshead a 
confident smile. “I ’m w ith  you, all 
the  way! The boys b rough t the body 
in  to the B onanza Bar. Supposing 
we take Dan down there, and hold 
the inquest in a b igger place.”

“B ring  F ran k ’s body down here,” 
M osshead d irected. “A saloon is no 
place for such proceedings.”

B ig T ince and some of the m en 
w en t a f te r  the body. T he sh e riff  
made his sim ple p reparations for the 
hearing . H e b rough t Dan R ider out 
of the cell and p u t shackles on his 
w rists, avoiding the boy’s du ll stare. 
T hen  the lawm an opened the safe 
and dragged out the tw o pokes of 
gold dust.

The sh e riff  was su rp rised  to find  
the bags about the  same size. F row n
ing, he opened one and sifted  the 
dust th rough  his fingers. H e knew 
very  l ittle  about gold, view ing it 
w ith  all the  d is tru s t and d istaste  th a t 
an old tim e cowman can m uster. T his 
dust was fine grained, sta ined  a cop
pery  red. M osshead opened the o ther 
sack. H e could te ll no d iffe rence  in 
the gold, so he placed one poke back

in the safe and pitched  the o th er on 
the desk.

The body was b rought in and 
placed on an im provised table made 
of planks laid  across two chairs. Dan 
R id er’s eyes grew  big w ith  wonder. 
H is face assum ed a clammy pallor, 
and beads of sw eat stood out on his 
forehead. M osshead saw th a t the 
boy’s fis ts  were g ripped  on the rungs 
of his chair, m aking the knuckles 
pop out w hite against the skin. He 
d idn ’t look at Dan a fte r that.

“L e t’s get s ta rted ,” Clemmons sug
gested, by way of bring ing  the m eet
ing to order.

The m iners ranged around the 
room, squatting  on th e ir  haunches 
against the wall w hen chairs w eren ’t 
available. B ig T ince took charge of 
the proceedings, and the old sheriff 
was conten t to sit and listen. H e was 
convinced of D an’s gu ilt, ce rta in  th a t 
any court w ould reach a like verdict, 
and the only em otion of w hich he 
was conscious was a great p ity  for 
the du ll-w itted  boy.

CLEM M O N S quick ly  appoin ted  a 
ju ry , and to ld  his sto ry  to the 

six men. He had seen the defendant, 
Dan R ider, a t F ran k  H anna’s shack 
on the day the old m iner was killed. 
H anna hadn’t been around his d ig
g ings the fo llow ing  day. W orried , 
B ig T ince repo rted  the m atte r to  the 
sheriff, and M osshead rode out and 
found the m iner dead.

“He give me the m oney,” Dan 
broke in, sta rin g  at the corpse. “H e 
said he was old and useless and d id n ’t 
need no luxuries. Said I  needed an 
op—op—W h at was th a t big word, 
Mr. S la te r?”

“N ever m ind, D an,” said M osshead 
quietly . He took the stand  and 
verified  C lem m ons’s story , then  told 
about Dan b ring ing  in the poke of 
gold dust.

“Dan claim s F ran k  H anna gave 
him  the m oney, ju s t  like you heard. 
I ’ve heard  F ran k  say m ore’n once 
the m iners ought to  take up a collec
tion  and ship D an to  th a t specialist 
in Chicago. You all know how good- 
hearted  he was. I  m ight believe D an’s 
story , ’cep t he to ld  me P e te  Jeb ro  
give him  dust too. Reckon th a t’s
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carry ing  a coincidence too far, w ith  
both men dead.”

A n ugly m urm ur ran around the 
room, and Dan gave the sh e riff  his 
bew ildered smile. “Mr. Jeb ro  was a 
nice man,” he said, lick ing  his lips.

“The gold is there  on the table,” 
the sh eriff  w ent on woodenly. “One 
of you men w ith  m ine savvy m ight 
step up and look a t it. I don’t know 
m uch about these th ings.”

A lank, hook-nosed m iner in a 
sheepskin coat picked up the poke 
and sp illed  some of the dust on the 
table. He pinched it  betw een thum b 
and finger, then  gave M osshead a 
bleak look.

“T h ere’s no doubt th is came from  
F ran k  H anna’s claim ,” he declared. 
“T h is  gold is d iffre n t from  any
th ing  else taken out of Ind ian  Creek. 
O ld F ran k ’s claim  stradd les the 
m outh of Oak Creek, and the dust 
comes from  th a t canyon. I t ’s flou r 
gold, w ith  a kind  of ru sty  color 
peculiar to the vein i t  come from. 
Gold above the m outh of Oak Creek, 
where the rest of us have claims, is 
flaky  and cleaner in color. I reckon 
th is  cinches the case ag ’in Dan 
R id er!”

“Then  w hat are we w aiting  fo r? ” 
somebody growled. “Fetch  along a 
rope, B i l l !”

TH E R E  W A S an in stan t uproar.
O ld M osshead’s v o ice .cu t in to  it 

like a cold blast.
“O rd e r!” he roared, rising  and 

kicking back his chair. “F ogarty , 
you say F rank  H anna’s gold is d if
fren t from  any th ing  else along the 
creek?”

“ I t  shore is,” F ogarty  agreed. He 
pulled a tobacco sack from  his pocket 
and  sp illed  more gold on the desk. 
“T his is regu lar Ind ian  Creek gold. 
You can see th a t’s not a t all like th is  
from  Frank  H anna’s claim. I t ’s 
flaky, coarse, and—”

H e broke off, fo r old M osshead 
had w hirled  to the safe and yanked 
out another poke of gold dust. He 
spilled  some on the table w ith  eager, 
trem bling  fingers.

“W here d id th a t come from ?” he 
demanded.

“C ut out the damn foolishness,” 
B ig T ince Clemmons roared, shov
ing  forw ard. “B ill, b ring  on tha t 
rope. Men, don’t le t th is old long
horn sta ll any longer. I—”

O ld M osshead’s long-barreled  six- 
guns brough t in stan t o rder in the 
room. Nobody saw him  draw  them. 
T hey  ju s t  seemed to  m aterialize, 
black bores sw inging  slow ly to covet 
every man in  the room.

“Fogarty , w here d id  th a t gold 
come from ?”

“W hy, the same place,” said the 
puzzled m iner. “W h at has th is got 
to do w ith—”

“T h a t’s all I w ant to know !” 
M osshead cut in, and he was sm iling 
now. He dropped  his heavy six-guns 
back in th e ir  w orn holsters. “Tince, 
I ’m arresting  you for the m urder of 
F rank  H anna!”

Tension  gripped  the room. A tten 
tion was riveted  on the big, b lunt- 
featured  m iner, and M osshead fe lt a 
surge of e lation  w hen the m an w ent 
ashen under the sting  of his accusa-

“N o!” shouted Clemmons, raising 
his hand in pro test. “ I—”

“T h ough t you could pu t a gold 
trick  over on an old brush -popper!” 
the sh e riff  broke in. “T hrow ing  off 
suspicion by having me keep tha t 
damn gold. Knew I d idn ’t have 
enough gold savvy to figu re  out it 
come from  F ran k ’s place.

“W ell, it d idn ’t  work, and now 
you’ll sw ing fo r the k illings you 
tried  to pin on Dan R id e r!”

Clemmons m ade h is p lay then. One 
hand darted  under h is m ackinaw  and 
came out w ith  a snub-nosed .44. He 
got in the firs t  shot, and m issed in 
his nervous haste. H e never fired  
another. O ld M osshead was actually  
sm iling when his hands b lu rred  down 
to his hickory-handled  guns, came 
up w ith  the fo rty -fives bucking 
against the heels of his hands.

H is f irs t  sho t slapped in to  the 
m iner’s belly, doubled him  up. The 
second pu t a neat hole betw een B ig 
T ince’s eyes as he fell. T he man 
crashed to  the floo r and ro lled  over 
on h is back, one o u tflung  hand siz- 

(Continued On Page 94)



HANDCUFFS FOR 
THE WOLF BREED

By Cliff W alters
Dave Tarquinn's father had been  
an outlaw, v/resting what he could  
get from people; Dave w as just the 
opposite  — he stuck out his neck  
to help them. But it looked as if 
Dave would m eet the sam e end as 

the elder Tarquinnl

W H E N  D A V E  T arquinn , a 
slim, w iry  man astride  a 
slim, w iry  roan horse, rode 

in to  the B roken Rims, he wasn’t 
looking for a sho rt cu t across the 
F ry in g  Pan M ountains. He was look
ing for a grave. The grave of an ou t
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law known only as T all T ark.
Dave knew  about w here to  look in 

th is rem ote land of silence and tw is t
ing coulees. H e had ta lked  to  one of 
the men who had been in a posse th a t 
day tw o years ago when the so litude 
of the Broken Rims had been sha t
tered by guns. T h a t day a fierce old 
outlaw , his back to  a rock, his sm ok
ing six-guns em pty, had fallen  be
neath a storm  of w hining lead. T ark  
m ight have got away th a t day, they  
said, if he hadn’t tr ied  to cover the 
re trea t of a w ounded pard. . .

Dave T arqu inn  th o ugh t he saw it 
now—th at rock —as big as a small 
bu ild ing ; and, oddly enough, w ith  a 
broken stub of steep lelike sp ire  on 
one end of it. The roan horse moved 
in  th a t d irection . He kept looking 
around, p rick ing  his ears forw ard. 
T he r id e r’s blue gaze was riveted  on 
a little  m ound in the shadow of the 
big rock, a grass-grow n m ound on 
which bloomed a l i ttle  sp rig  of In 
dian p a in t brush.

Dave T arquinn  sw ung from  his sad
dle and stood for a m oment. T h a t mo
m ent lengthened  in to  m inutes before 
the roan horse em itted  a low snort. 
Dave came ou t of his reverie and 
saw the b rid led  head of a slow-mov
ing black horse coming around the 
corner of the b ig rock. T hen  the 
rider, a large man w ith  shaggy brown 
hair, leaning over the horn of the 
saddle. The black horse, barely mov
ing now, stopped  com pletely. H is 
rider groaned words barely  in 
te llig ib le : “W ell, here I am, T ark. 
Back to  keep. . . you com pany.”

Dave th o ugh t the big man was 
drunk  as, head still down, he fell o ff 
the black horse and mumbled, “Got 
to pull. . . th a t saddle off. H ills are 
all yours now, N ig.” He tried  to rise 
and reach the latigo.

I t  was then  th a t Dave T arquinn  
glim psed the  red-stained sh irt of the 
o ther man. M oving forw ard quickly, 
Dave caught the sagging man, eased 
him  to the ground and said, “ I ’ll tu rn  
your horse loose.”

A pair of feverish dark  eyes 
blinked up, held stead ily  to the lean, 
w ind-brow ned face of the younger 
man. The wounded traveler m ustered

the h in t of a tw isted  sm ile and said, 
“Y ou’ve got a strong  ghost, T ark .”

“I ’m no t T ark .”
“I  know. B ut I ’d bet you’re T a rk ’s 

son. I can te ll by them  eyes of yourn. 
L ig h t blue. . . like In ju n  beads. A nd
as hard .”

“A nd you’re T a rk ’s pard—S tring  
Sm ith” Dave looked a t the  greasy 
buckskin  gee-string  w hich, punched 
th rough  the base of a dusty  black 
hat crown, looped around the back of 
a shaggy head. “I ’ll go fetch  some 
w ater and—”

“Too far away,” came the reply. 
“T hey  p u t too m uch lead in  me— 
’fore I could shake ’em off my tra il 
las t n igh t. T h ree thousand  scalp 
money. A nd they  le t it get away.” 
S tring  Sm ith tried  to  g rin  again.

“ I f  you don’t get help—”
“I ’ll d ie  anyhow. N ot too unhappy 

. . . know in’ th a t you’ll p lan t me here 
beside old T ark . O r I ’m hop in ’ you 
w ill, a fte r you’ve co llected m y scalp. 
O nly  one h itch  about the  m oney. I ’ve 
got a son, too—even if  he’d never ad
m it it. Name’s Roedecker, m y rig h t 
name. Lives over on Shell R iver. In  
debt on a l ittle  bunch of cattle . You 
sp lit. . . go to bank and find  about— 
about h is note. H ow  m uch— T h is  
lead in me’s b u rn in ’ like hell. H ell 
w here I ’m  headin’ for. . . ”

S tring  Sm ith, born R oedecker, 
c lu tched a t his chest. H is ta lk  grew  
wild, spasmodic. He knew  again the 
to rtu re  of those hours w hen a posse 
had chased him. He called on T all 
T a rk  to  help him. A nd T all T a rk ’s 
son could only stand tjjere helpless 
in  the shadow  of C hurch Rock un til 
all was as qu iet as the grave on w hich 
grew  a sing le  red flow er.

§T  W A S several days la te r when, 
in the m iddle of a hot afternoon, 

a slim, w iry  rider jogged  his roan 
horse in to  Shelltow n, the ugly, du sty  
l ittle  settlem ent strew n along the 
bend of a badland stream . Dave T a r
quinn stabled his horse and s ta rted  
w alking up the street. A head he saw 
a sign—ST O C K M E N ’S BANK. He 
tu rned  in to  a saloon, w alked up to
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the  bar w here he leaned for a m o
m ent in contem plation.

“D rin k ?” asked the  bartender.
“ I guess.” Dave took the bottle, 

filled  the m uggy li t t le  glass. H e 
d idn ’t  d rink. He ju s t stood there  
looking a t the bank across the street. 
He d id n ’t have to  go over th e re ; he 
hadn’t had to  come to Shelltow n at 
all. B u t here he was, fo llow ing  a tra il 
an  outlaw  had asked him  to ride. 
Suddenly  he sw allow ed the raw, 
fie ry  w hisky  and handed  the  barkeep 
a tw enty-dollar bill.

T he bartender grinned  and said, “ I 
seen you lookin’ a t the bank, m ister. 
B u t I  d id n ’t know any cowpoke had 
tha t m uch m oney.”

Dave pocketed h is change and 
headed for the bank in  question, a 
none-too-prosperous-looking In s titu 
tion  housed in  a log bu ild ing  w ith  
barred  w indow s. As he en te red  the 
place, a bald, pudgy m an got up from  
a creak ing  swivel cha ir and eyed the 
s tranger susp iciously  fo r a mom ent. 
T he ra th er sta rtled  gaze of F red  H an- 
n ing ton , banker, seemed to  focus on 
th e  old black gun  slung  at the  
s tran g e r’s hip.

“You know  a m an named Roe- 
decker?” Dave asked quietly .

“H erb R oedecker—yes. Y ou’ll find  
h is l i ttle  ranch about six  m iles w est 
o f here .”

“You do business w ith  h im ?”
“W ell, yeah. H e owes m oney to 

the bank.”
“H ow  m uch?”
“Seventeen hundred  and—W h y  do 

you w ant to  know ?”
“ Seventeen hundred  and h o w  

m uch? I ’m here to pay th a t note 
off, if  i t ’s all r ig h t w ith  you.”

H an n ing ton ’s ro tund  face b r ig h t
ened. “ I t ’s su re  all r ig h t w ith  me, 
m ister. T h ings haven’t  been going so 
w ell w ith  H erb  la te ly . I ’ll get th a t 
note.”

“A nd I ’ll pay i t  o ff on one condi
tion .”

“W h a t’s tha t?  I  th o u g h t the re  was 
a  catch—”

“You’re n o t to  te ll R oedecker who 
paid it, or why. Y ou’ll never know  
w hy. B u t m y m oney’s good, and 
here i t  is.”

HA N N IN G T O N  sta red  fo r a mo
m ent, b u t asked no more ques

tions. H e produced  a note signed  by 
H erbert R oedecker which, for the 
sum  of nearly  e igh teen  hundred  dol
lars, he m arked paid, and handed over 
to  Dave.

Dave le f t  the bank and w ent back 
to the saloon. H e w asn’t in  a happy 
fram e of m ind. H e kept saying to 
him self, “You’re a dam ned fool, Dave 
T arquinn . T h row in ’ away eighteen 
h undred  cash. W h a t the h e ll’s it to 
you w hether a s tranger named Roe
decker ever got his debts paid off? 
D idn ’t T a ll T a rk  sacrifice  enough 
when he lost his life  try in ’ to p ro tect 
S tring  Sm ith, the grizz ly  th a t was 
your fa ther, Roedecker? T h a t th ree 
thousand  rew ard  was mine. I  d id n ’t 
have to play S anty  Claus, sp lit w ith  
a stran g e r because a dy in ’ outlaw , 
w averin’ on the b rink  of hell, asked 
me to !”

Dave T arqu inn  called fo r another 
drink . . . two, th ree of them ; and de
cided to  leave tow n about dusk, a fte r 
his horse had rested  a few  hours.

H aving  his fo u rth  d rink  about sun 
down, and w atch ing  a squat, th ick 
shouldered  m an loading  supplies on 
a pack horse th a t was tied  to  the 
store  h itch ing  rack  across the s treet, 
Dave was th in k in g  about go ing to 
supper w hen a husky, w ell-dressed 
m an who had been p lay ing  so lita ire  
a t a card table s tro lled  up to the bar 
and said, “H ow  about us s ta r tin ’ a 
l i ttle  game of stud, s tranger?  The 
o ther boys’ll be d r i f t in ’ in  p re tty  
soon.”

“Nope,” said Dave fla tly . “ I ’m 
trav e lin ’ as soon as I  eat supper.” 

“Scared of lo sin ’ the re s t of th a t 
tw en ty -do llar b ill?  O r d id you de
posit i t  in  the  bank  before the  best 
gam bler th a t ever h it S helltow n”— 
T ray  T re law ney’s lips tw isted  in  a 
sm ile—“could take it away from  
y ou?”

“A re you  the  best th a t ever h it  
th is  tow n?” Dave hadn’t m eant to  
sound quite  so caustic . Perhaps i t  
was his mood.

The bartender laughed. T h a t laugh  
goaded the  gam bler w ho flushed  and 
said, “ I  fig u re  I ’m  m ore than  a m atch 
a t  cards, f is ts  o r guns, fo r any
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damned range scum th a t comes 
craw lin’ into th is  tow n!”

C ontem pt burned in a pair of ligh t 
blue eyes as Dave answered, “You’d 
probably know all about th ings tha t 
crawl, m ister.”

T hat rap ierlike th ru s t was too 
m uch for T relaw ney. He swore, 
moved quick ly  and tried  to catch 
Dave on the po in t of the jaw  w ith  a 
savage swing. Dave d id n ’t  move 
much, only enough to le t th a t blow 
shoot past his head. T hen  he ripped  
a vicious uppercu t to the gam bler’s 
nose and sent him  rocking back on 
his boot heels.

T relaw ney elected not to rush  
again, try  to  accom plish w ith  fists 
w hat he had failed to  achieve when 
the elem ent of su rp rise  had been on 
his side. H is rig h t hand snagged 
dow nw ard and je rked  free of leather 
the forty-five th a t had got him  out 
of o ther scrapes. I f  he was a b it 
slow th is time, perhaps it was due 
to the gun in stinc t th a t Dave T ar- 
quinn had inherited  from  a man who 
now lay buried in the shadow  of a 
big, church like rock up there  in the 
B roken Rims. Dave’s gun came free 
and its sharp, ja rrin g  voice shook all 
of Shelltow n. A shaft of flame lanced 
half-w ay across the saloon and 
seemed to stab in the le ft side a 
gam bler who, tw isted  o ff balance by 
the im pact of lead, staggered  and col
lided w ith  the floor.

SM O K E W A S still w isping from  
the barrel of D ave’s gun when 

men burst into the saloon to find  out 
w hat had happened. Among them  
was the squat, thick-shouldered  man 
who had been loading supplies on a 
pack horse tied  across the s treet. 
And there  was old George Summers, 
m arshall of the little  town.

The bartender said, “T ray  and th is 
fe ller had a few words. T h is  fe ller 
shot T ray .” W hich  was true. B u t 
the bartender, a friend  of the 
gambler, wasn’t helping D ave’s case 
by such b rie f testim ony.

Coolly Dave said, “The gam bler 
sta rted  w ith  fis ts  and tried  to fin ish  
up w ith  guns. I t  was his idea, not 
m ine.”

“B ette r come w ith  me, M ister,”

said the m arshall. “W e haven’t  got 
m uch of a ja il here, b u t i t ’ll do til l  
T ray  comes to. I f  he does come to. 
Go get the doc, Cal. A nd h u rry  u p !” 

A lthough  Dave d idn ’t p ro test, two 
volunteers accom panied him and the 
m arshall on the w alk to the l ittle  log 
ja il a t the edge of town. The prison
er was tigh t-lipped . N ot especially  
angry  at anyone, bu t b it te r  a t the 
tu rn  of events. I f  he w ere searched, 
if tw elve hundred  dollars in cash v*as 
found on his person, it w ould com
plicate  m atte rs ; a t least, un til such 
tim e as it  took to determ ine th a t he 
was the legal possessor of th a t 
money. In  the m eantim e, he would 
be a p risoner in a l ittle  town th a t he 
had already  grow n to  hate. R esent
m ent burned  in a pair of lig h t blue 
eyes, eyes as hard  as In ju n  beads, 
w hen Dave was th ru s t in to  an un
clean, ra t-in fested  ja il th a t was m usty 
and dark  in the dusk th a t had begun 
to fall. B ut there  was som ething to 
be th an k fu l for. T he m arshall d idn ’t 
search  h is p risoner.

IT  W A S an hour a fte r dark  th a t 
su ltry , s ta r li t  n ig h t when Dave 

T arqu inn  heard foo tsteps approach
ing the ja il. T he p risoner though t 
he was to  receive a belated supper. 
Then  a low voice came th rough  an 
apertu re  w here ch inking  had fallen 
from  betw een two logs: “W an t to 
get outa th a t tra p ? ”

“You know dam ned well I do,” 
Dave replied.

“W ould  you be w illin ’ to  w ork a 
l ittle  for your freedom ?”

“M aybe.”
“ I ’m tra il in ’ a li t t le  bunch of cattle  

north . I  need help.”
“No thanks. I ’m in jam  enough, 

w ithou t ru s tlin ’ ca ttle .”
“These are m y  cattle, m ister. O nly 

I ’m fla t broke. Spent my last do llar 
for g rub  th is  evening. You seen me 
loadin’ my pack horse over th ere  by 
the store. H e l l ! Do you th in k  I ’d 
show up in town, and leave a bunch 
o f sto len  cattle  g raz in ’ ou t here six 
m iles from  town. . . in broad day
l ig h t? ”

“I rem em ber you now,” Dave said,
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recalling  the squat, thick-shouldered  
man. “W h a t’s your nam e?”

“M cBride. J im  M cB ride. A nd I 
lost one of my best horses to  th a t 
tinho rn  gam bler you shot. I set in a 
game w ith  him  last nigh t. I 'd  have 
shot the dam ned cheat m yself, if  I ’d 
had a gun .”

“H ow ’s th a t gam bler now ?”
“Bad shape. T he doc’s s till work- 

in ’ on him.”
W ith  the know ledge th a t he had 

sho t only in self-defense, Dave 
though t th a t freedom  would be the 
m ost desirable th ing  fo r him  now. 
T he only w itness to the  shooting had 
been a bartender who, apparen tly , 
was friend ly  w ith  the victim  of the 
fray. Dave said, “S ta rt g e ttin ’ me 
outa here, M cB ride. I ’ll help you 
drive your ca ttle .”

M cB ride had come prepared. A 
crow bar slid  under the d irt-covered 
boards at the  corner of the roof. 
P re tty  soon the prisoner was em erg
ing from  a hole there  and dropping  
qu ie tly  to the ground beside the 
husky man.

“M y horse—” Dave began.
“H e’s tied  in the w illow s n o rth  of 

town. H ell, man. I ’d  have freed  you 
from  th a t ra t nest anyway. You de
serve a medal, instead  of ja il—and 
m aybe a long term  in  the pen—for 
shootin’ T relaw ney. Come on.”

Dave and h is com panion silen tly  
le f t  the  l i ttle  town. W ith in  an hour, 
and by the lig h t o f a late, cloud-har- 
rassed moon, th ey  w ere rounding  up 
a li t t le  bunch of ca ttle  w hich had 
bedded down in a grassy  swale w est 
of town. Dave glanced up a t the 
moon. T he clouds up there  w ere 
grow ing darker, w ere banking in 
storm  form ation. A ll of w hich 
pleased the m an who had p re fe rred  
herd ing  ca ttle  to  rem aining in the 
Shelltow n ja il. A nd if  ra indrops 
washed o u t tracks, th a t w ould be all 
r igh t, too.

A bout m idn igh t Dave had p u t his 
slicker on. M cB ride rode up and 
said, “M aybe you’d b e tte r ride on, 
cowboy. A fte r  all, th is  is p re tty  slow 
going fo r a m an th a t’s ju s t  broke 
ja il.”

Dave answ ered, “ I  made a bargain, 
M cBride. A nd I ’ll keep it. A t least,

till I see riders  cornin’ along our trail. 
A fte r  that, I ’ll depend on the speed 
of th is  roan.”  «

“He looks fast, all righ t. W ell, 
thanks for s tay in ’.”

FOR SE V E N  days Dave T arqu inn  
rode in the dust of a little  herd 
th a t travelled  northw ard . I t  was a 

tough  trip , w ith  no change of horse, 
and very little  grub. The evening of 
the seventh day, f if ty  head of tra il- 
w eary cattle, b randed w ith  a JM , 
straggled  tow ard a d is tan t stream  
w hich was a s ta te  boundary line in 
th is p articu la r section.

L ooking down from  a l ittle  mesa, 
Dave had also sigh ted  a d is tan t town. 
Now he rode up to his com panion 
and said, “You'd b e tte r take th is ten- 
dollar bill and go buy us some grub. 
M ac.”

“I th ink  we’d b e tte r get them  dog- 
ies across the stream  while i t ’s s till 
ligh t. T hen  I ’ll go.”

The stream  was deep and p re tty  
sw ift. Yet the task of crossing the 
l i ttle  herd had ju s t  about been com
pleted  w hen a d riftin g  cottonw ood, 
ro lling  along under the surface of 
the w ater, bum ped against and en
tangled  the legs of M cB ride’s w eary 
bay horse. The rid er yelled as his 
horse squealed, kicked and floun 
dered. The bay horse w ent dow n; 
ro lling  his rid er o ff in to  the sw ift 
w ater which, a sho rt way below the 
crossing, narrow ed and sw irled  into 
the th ro a t of a shallow  canyon.

Dave T arqu inn  moved fast to  save 
his com panion who, unable to  swim, 
called loudly  for help. T here  was a 
m om ent w hen it looked as if  the 
luckless m an w ould drow n, bu t Dave 
and the horse came to him  in tim e to 
drag  him, pale and gasping, from  the 
w ater. Dave im m ediately tu rned  back 
to  free, if  he could, the entangled  bay 
horse. B u t th e  bay had somehow 
freed  h im self and, trum peting  w ater 
from  h is nostrils , was kick ing  a t the 
saddle w hich had tu rned  under his 
belly . Dave flipped  a loop in  his w et 
la ria t and caught the frigh tened  
horse.

L ater, h is c lothes nearly  d ry , Me-
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B ride headed for tow n w hile Dave, 
s ittin g  on the south  bank of the 
stream , and w atch ing  ca ttle  w hich 
had s trung  out to  grass on the op
posite side, was glad th a t he was so 
close to another state. He w ished he 
owned a l ittle  bunch of good cattle  
like these. T h a t w ould be s ta r t 
enough for any m an w illing  to  work. 
And he was w illing. Suddenly he 
ground a c igare tte  b u tt under the 
heel of his boot. He could have 
bought some ca ttle  and maybe a l i t 
tle  land if  he hadn’t  paid so m uch a t
ten tion  to the  w ishes of an old o u t
law who, ripped  w ith  lead, had tra iled  
back to the Broken Rims, back to 
C hurch Rock, to  die beside the grave 
of another outlaw  nam ed T all Tarlc.

Dave was s till w aiting  fo r his com
panion 's re tu rn  when a man who had 
a gun in his hand and a sta r on his 
vest suddenly clim bed up the  steep 
creek bank and said, “P u t your hands 
up, m iste r!”

A little  stunned , Dave came to his 
feet as the o ther man continued, 
“T u rn  your back til l  I  l i f t  th a t gun  
of yours. D on’t  try  any  tricks. M y 
gun’s loaded and cocked!”

Dave obeyed, stood there  w hile he 
was relieved of his weapon. He said 
fla tly , “M ind te llin ’ me w hat’s go in’ 
on, Mr. O ffice r?”

“Y ou’re go in’ to tow n and to ja il,” 
was the answer. “A nd your pard, Mc
Bride, would be go in’ there  w ith  
you if  he w asn’t  already  dead.”

Dave sw allow ed hard. “Y ou’ve 
killed M cB ride?”

“N ot me.” A pair o f handcuffs 
were snapping around D ave’s w rists. 
“The m an th a t owns them  ca ttle  over 
there—H erb  R oedecker from  Shell- 
tow n—killed your pard. I  don’t 
know w here you was a t the time, bu t 
your pard was shot out there  in m id
stream  w hile he was crossin’. Him 
and his horse w ent dow n the canyon.”

“You’re crazy as hell,” Dave re 
plied. “I fished M cB ride outa th a t 
crick, sent him  to tow n for grub. He 
w asn 't dead then .”

“I  heard it  d iffe ren t. Come on. 
W e’re headin’ for G raystone. W e’ll 
see if you, w ith  the help of any of 
your cronies, can bust outa th a t 
stone  ja il we’ve got th e re !”

T H E  D E P U T Y  sh e riff , B arney  
D onahue, and his p risoner were 

close to  tow n w hen they  m et an
other rid e r on a jaded  bay horse, a 
squat, th ick-shouldered  man who had 
a sack of g roceries tied behind his 
saddle.

“W ell, I  p icked him  up, Roe- 
decker,” said the o fficer. “S lipped  
down along the crick a foo t and 
caught him  asleep.”

“Good,” said the squat man.
“T h a t m an ain’t  Roedecker,” said 

Dave T arquinn , his voice hard, b r it
tle. “H e’s the same double-crossin’ 
skunk tha t I helped drive a bunch of 
cattle. A nd all the way from  Shell- 
town. Is  th is  the  way you thank  me 
for savin’ you r dam ned, d ir ty  neck 
th is  evening, M cB ride? W h a t’s your 
gam e?”

“ I know w hat his name is,” said 
D onahue im patien tly . “ I t ’s H erb 
R oedecker. A h a lf a dozen people in
G raystone know him.”

“H e’s a th iev in ’ in g ra te !” Dave 
snapped.

“H e follow ed a tra il un til he picked 
up his own bunch  of ca ttle— called 
branded  w ith  a JM ,” said D onahue. 
“A nd if  he k illed  your pard, a gen t 
nam ed J im  M cB ride, the law  w on’t 
ho ld  it  ag a in st him. W ell, Roedecker, 
now th a t y ou r ca ttle  have been ru n  
across the s ta te  line, you’d be tte r see 
the au th o rities  over th ere  about. . . " 

T alk  w ent on w hile Dave sa t there  
looking w ith  hard, m urderous eyes 
a t a m an who w ouldn’t  re tu rn  h is 
gaze. I f  handcuffs hadn’t  been 
shackling  Dave’s w rists, he w ould 
have leaped upon th a t squat, heavy 
m an and tr ied  to  tea r h im  to  pieces. 
B u t all the  p risoner could do was s it 
there  steeped in  the fire  of his own 
w rath  and t ry  to reason th is  th in g  
out. Yet, w ith  hate  th robb ing  
th rough  h is veins, reason was d iff i
cu lt. . . M ore ja il bars loom ing ahead. 
Bars undeserved in  the f irs t place.

Dave said, “W h ere’s the gun you 
k illed  M cB ride w ith, R oedecker?” 

W ith o u t even hesita ting , the squat 
m an rep lied , “I  le f t  i t  back in  Gray
stone to  have it  fixed. T he cy linder 
was—”

“You haven’t  go t a gun ,” Dave 
countered. “Y ou’ll w ish you had one
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if I ever ketch up w ith  you.”
‘‘See you in a day or two, D ona

hue.” said the man on the bay horse. 
“ Keep th is jail buster locked up 
tig h t.”

"I w ill." the deputy  prom ised. He 
m otioned for Dave to ride on.

P risoner and custodian were la ter 
rid ing  across a pole bridge w hich 
spanned a sandy-bottom ed, steep- 
banked creek when Dave suddenly  
th rew  spurs against his roan and 
forced  him, w ith  ja rrin g  impact, 
against the d epu ty ’s l ittle  pinto. The 
p in to  snorted, leaped ahead. The roan, 
a fine “hazing” horse, leaped w ith 
him , crow ding still harder under the 
guidance of his hand-cuffed  m aster.

The pin to  couldn’t  w ith stand  tha t 
force, couldn’t save him self. He w ent 
over the side of the bridge as his 
rider, sw earing and grabbing for his 
gun, leaped clear of the falling  horse 
and p lunged in to  the shallow  w ater 
below.

Dave was already  w h irling  his roan, 
was leaning over the saddle horn  and 
heading for the next state. Once, 
from  the crest of a ridge, Dave 
glanced back in to  the deepening dusk, 
b u t he d id n ’t  see anyone in pursu it. 
H e kep t r id ing  fast fo r the stream  
w here he had saved a m an’s life  to 
day—only to  reg re t i t  la ter. He re
gre tted , too, th a t these handcuffs 
w ere shackling his w rists. B u t he was 
g ra te fu l th a t Donahue hadn’t deemed 
it  necessary to  shackle a p risoner’s 
hands behind his back, as some o f
ficers did.

IT  W A S alm ost dark  when Dave 
sk irted  a clum p of cottonw oods 

and came in to  sig h t of the crossing. 
H e pulled the roan to a halt, sat for 
a m om ent w atch ing  a squat m an p ly 
ing his spur row els free ly  to a jaded, 
frigh tened  horse which was refusing  
to en te r the stream  in w hich the an i
mal had nearly  lost its  life  today.

“Come on, you—” V iciously the 
rid e r applied spurs to  the rearing, 
w h irling  horse.

Then, like a bo lt from  the dusk, 
another rider shot forw ard. A pair 
of long arms, bowed out a t the el
bows, ja rred  down and encircled  the 
rid e r of the bay. A pair of hand

cuffs gouged into his th ro a t and 
s tifled  the w ild cry there.

B oth riders fell in a tangle  from 
the ir saddles. Spurs clanked against 
the ground, against the rocks of the 
bank, and it was man to man. I f  Dave 
had had a choice, he w ouldn’t have 
elected to fig h t such an adversary  in 
such a m anner—at such close quar
ters. T h a t adversary, bu ilt close to 
the ground, was strong  as a bull. 
A nd he was fgh ting  w ith  the furious 
desperation  of a cornered animal. He 
could use his hands. A nd he did, w ith  
savage industry . Yet, w ith  all his 
streng th , his th resh ing  about, he 
couldn’t break or shake the hold of 
those raw hide arm s about his tw isted, 
s tra in in g  neck

In  desperation  he began to use his 
knees against Dave’s body, and the 
tali man fe lt as if a horse were kick ing  
him. He began using his own knees, 
m eting  out the same b ru ta l pun ish 
m ent th a t he h im self was absorbing. 
I f  w eight advantage was w ith  his op
ponent in th is fierce s truggle , Dave’s 
toughness, determ ination  and un 
leashed anger w e r e  form idable 
factors.

A sharp rock to re  the back of 
D ave’s neck as the o ther m an gained 
tem porary  trium ph. A nd there  was 
an in stan t w hen sickening  pain shot 
th rough  Dave T arquinn , an in stan t 
w hen he fe lt th a t h is ribs w ould col
lapse under the onslaught of c rush
ing fis ts  and knees. Yet, grogged  by 
th a t punishm ent, he refused  to re 
lease the hold he had f irs t clamped 
on the neck of his an tagonist.

Perhaps it  was the w olf stra in  in 
him, the stra in  inherited  from  a man 
known to the w orld as T all Tark , 
th a t carried  Dave th rough  th a t a l
m ost unbearable moment. W ith  des
perate  s tren g th  he fo ugh t his way 
from  under. Then , in flic tin g  pun ish 
m ent every step of the way, he m an
euvered his opponent tow ard the 
stream  and forced him  in to  the w ater.

“N o!” gasped the m an who had 
nearly  lost his life  in th is cold w ater 
today.

“Y es!” Dave g ritted , f igh ting  to 
ward deeper w ater.

T h a t move tu rn ed  the tide  of vie-' 
to ry  tow ard  Dave. Seconds la te r he
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dragged  a choking, half-drow ned m an 
from  the stream . T hen  he said, “Tell 
me s tra ig h t—are you M cB ride or 
R oedecker?”

“R oedecker!” came the blubbering 
answer.

“W hy are you s tea lin ’ your own 
ca ttle ?”

“So th a t dam ned banker a t Shell- 
tow n couldn’t foreclose on me and 
grab ’em.”

“A ny th ing  else to say before I drag  
you back there  and drown you?” 
Dave w asn’t  sure he had s tren g th  
enough le ft to do any dragging. “ I 
m ight as well. I ’ll be go in’ back to 
ja il at Shelltow n anyhow .”

“N o!” Roedecker gasped. “ I lied 
about th a t gam bler you shot. He 
w asn’t bad hurt. He don’t w ant you 
cornin’ back to Shelltow n. He ain ’t 
p re fe rr in ’ charges against you. They  
was goin’ to tu rn  you loose anyhow. 
I ju st though t—”

“You seen a chance, you damned 
scum, to get some free work done. 
Make me a party  to your scheme of 
tak in ’ m ortgaged cattle  outa the 
state. Is th a t i t? ”

“Yeah, th a t’s it. B ut now I 'll go to 
Graystone w ith  you. T ell D onahue 
the tru th  if you—”

“You don’t have to do th a t!” 
grow led a voice from  the darkness.

A V E  G LA N C ED  around, saw 
B arney Donahue stepping  from  

behind a cottonw ood. The deputy  
w ent on, “ I ’ll unlock them  cuffs, 
Tarquinn. I w ished, when you 
bumped me and my horse off th a t 
bridge, tha t them  cuffs had been 
locked around your neck. I ’ve 
changed my mind about tha t now. I ’m 
glad you had the gu ts to lock ’em 
around R oedecker’s neck!” A little  
key tw isted  and Dave g ra te fu lly  fe lt 
of his aching, bleeding wrists.

“ I ’ve got some dry  m atches in my 
saddle pocket,” said Dave, looking 
around for his horse w hich was graz
ing nearby. “I th ink  I ’ll build  a fire 
and dry out."

“B ette r help me take R oedecker to 
tow n.” Donahue grinned. “Seems like 
I need help g e ttin ’ a prisoner there .”

“Nope,” Dave answered, g e ttin g  
m atches from  his saddle. “ I ’ll stay

here near m y cattle, if  i t ’s all r ig h t 
w ith  you.”

“Your  ca ttle ,” Roedecker grow led.
“T h ey ’ll be mi..e. A fte r you give 

me a bill of sale for ’em. J u s t to— 
shall we say—square up the wages 
you owe me?”

“A bill of sale for m ortgaged  ca t
tle  w on’t do you no good,” B arney  
D onahue said.

“B ut you’ll give it to  me, w on’t 
you, R oedecker?” Dave said. “O r 
w ill I d rag  you back in the crick 
again?”

“.W rite  it o u t!” Roedecker said.
Dave w rote it by the lig h t of a l i t

tle  fire  ju st s ta rtin g  to  burn. Roe
decker signed i t ;  and Donahue, say
ing it was w orthless, w itnessed  it.

“ I t  w ould be w orth less—if i t  
wasn’t for th is l i ttle  slip  of paper 
here .” Dave b rough t out the can
celled note the S helltow n banker had 
given him.

Roedecker looked at th a t note, 
b linked s tu p id ly  and said, “How 
come th a t a s tranger goes around 
pay in ’ off o ther people’s no tes?”

“I ’d tell you th a t,” said Dave, “if 
it w asn’t  for sh ie ld in ’ the respect of 
a man tha t was w orth  ten like you. A 
man tha t couldn’t stoop to double
c rossin’ another man th a t had saved 
his life  once. I w ouldn’t  w ant him 
tw istin ' over in his grave because 
folks had found out he was any re 
la tion  to you.”

“ I ’ll get them  cattle  back !” Roe
decker said.

“You will like h e ll!” cu t in B arney 
Donahue. Then, gazing across a 
stream  in w hich the re flec tion  of 
the f irs t pale s tars had s ta rted  to 
dance—looking over into the next 
state, the deputy  added, “Damn! I 
w ish I had a nice l i ttle  bunch of cat
tle  like that, Tarquinn . A ll in the 
clear.”

“ I t ’s a s ta rt,” Dave answered. B ut 
he w asn’t seeing the s ta r reflections 
dancing on the w ater. N or was he 
seeing the dark shapes of cattle  be
yond th a t stream . He was seeing a 
pair of graves, one of them  w ith  a 
b righ t red Ind ian  pa in t brush  blossom 
on it, back there  in the se ren ity  and 
solitude of th a t rocky w ilderness 
w hich men called the Broken Rims.



WILD WEST Q U IZ
By Idaho Bill

Turn to Page 92 for Answers

1. In  the rough, lawless days of the 
W est, a n e c k t ie  p a r ty  was a 
jocu la r name applied  to

a Saturday  n igh t danse 
church  going 
a hanging 
a w edding

2. Besides being a sure-fire  proposi
tion, a cinch  is also
a p a rt of the saddle 
a species of bedbug 
a t ig h t squeeze 
a cowboy’s hat

3. As far as we know, cattle  were 
firs t  b rough t to th is country  by 
the

Spanish
D utch
E n g lish
F rench

4. T he cayuse, indispensable on the 
ranch, is m ost generally  used for 

bailing hay 
bu ild ing  fences 
rid in g  the range 
sk inning  cows

a. W hen a w esterner speaks of his 
hogleg, he means his 

b reak fast bacon 
p isto l ho ls te r 
w olf traps  
good luck piece

6. C h a p a ra jo s , indispensable to the 
cowboy, is ju s t another name for 

saddle b lankets 
spurs
leather gloves 
leather pants

7. Calf slobbers is an old range n ick
name for
w ater
m ilk

pie-filling

8. M averick  is a name m ost gen
erally  applied  to
a lonesome cowboy 
a sorry  horse 
an unbranded  yearling  
a desert p lan t

9. A good synonym  for the cowboy’s 
slicker  is
hu n tin g  knife 
razor 
ra incoat 
cu rry  comb

10. Som breros  are m ost commonly 
used by w esterners to 
bake bread on 
w ater cattle  in  
sleep on 
cover the head

W h a t D o Y o u  T h in k ?

1...................................................................  6.

2 ............................................................  7.

3 ............................................................  8.

4 ............................................................ 9.

5 ...........   10.
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HELL ROARING 
HOLIDAY
By Cliff Campbell

A ll Comanche w aited for 
Deputy W ebb to call the no
torious W es Hardin. A  true 

story of the Old W est.

E C R O W D  in the saloon 
| | |  sh ifted  restlessly , and quiet set- 

tied over them. T hey stepped 
clear of W #s Hard in tg  give him 
plen ty  of room.. H a rd in  tested  out his 
gun, made sure it tw u ld n 't  stick  in the 
holster, then  w alked th rough the ba t
w ing doors of W rig h t’s Saloon, on
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the no rth  end of the square in 
Comanche, down in Texas. There, he 
stood and w aited for Charlie W ebb, 
the deputy  from  adjo in ing  Brown 
county.

H ard in  was a p leasant looking 
young fellow, ju s t tw enty-one this 
day. He was ligh t com plexioned and 
had hard, blue eyes th a t could soften 
quickly in  a friend ly  grin. B ut a l
ready, th is p leasant looking boy had 
nearly  tw en ty  notches on his guns. 
H is nearly  six  feet of height carried 
his hundred  and s ix ty-five pounds 
well.

I t  was a gala day in town, that 
tw en ty -six th  of May, in 1874, and 
Comanche was crowded. E verybody 
was th e re ; everybody was celebrat
ing. The big day had been well ad
vertised  by the business element. 
There were races at the track, and 
W es H ard in  had won over three 
thousand dollars. He was spending  it 
lavishly. I t  was his b irthday.

D eputy S h eriff  Charlie W ebb had 
ridden  in a couple of hours earlier. 
He had about tw en ty  well arm ed men 
w ith  him  and these gun-slingers 
stayed close together, th e ir  eyes 
w atchful. T alk  ran w ild th a t W ebb 
was going to  arrest the no torious 
John  W esley  H ard in ; he had bragged 
th a t if S h e riff  C arnes of Comanche, 
here in  Comanche County was afraid  
to a rrest H ard in , he, Charlie W ebb 
sure was not. A nd he’d do it, too. He 
was going to get the young outlaw , 
claim  an old rew ard on hifn.

W es H ard in ’s friends and a crowd 
of his re la tives shot back th a t if 
H ard in  needed help, he sure as hell 
was going to  get p len ty  of it. The 
outlook was for a storm y day—gun- 
smoke. E very  man in the big crowd 
in Comanche was set for the coming 
rukus. I t  was the main topic of con
versation. Some favored W e b b :  
others stood behind W es H ardin.

CH A R L IE  W E B B , heavy shou l
dered, pow erful, his legs a bit 

bowed came across the dusty  square 
slowly. H is head was down, his chin 
alm ost touching  his vest, but his keen 
eyes were busy, beneath the ir bushy 
eyebrows. He missed no th ing  th a t 
w ent on about him  and h is two guns

were ready, well to the fro n t on his 
thighs.

He came abreast of H ard in , w here 
he stood on the porch of the saloon 
w ith  Jim  T ay lo r on one side of him  
and Bud Dixon, his cousin on the 
o ther side. “A re you S h eriff Charlie 
W ebb, of Brow n C ounty?” W es 
H ard in  snapped at him.

W ebb stopped, stared  for a m o
m ent. "W hat if I am ?” he snarled. 
“ I ’m D eputy  S h eriff of Brow n Coun
ty-”

“ You looking for me, like I hear 
you been b ragg ing?” H ard in  asked.

“ W ho the hell are you?” W ebb 
came back.

“ I'm  th a t  hell-for-leather gun- 
figh te r, John  W esley  H ardin. Now 
don’t deny you ever heard of m e,” 
H ard in  yelled.

W ebb stood unmoved, calm. He 
was sizing up H ard in  w ith  sharp 
eyes. N either of these men had ever 
m et before.

‘I hear you been m aking ta lk  you’re 
going to  get me, W ebb. How  about 
th a t? ”

B efore W ebb could reply, Ju d g e  
T hurm ond, a friend  of his called, 
“Charlie, come on over here a min-

H ard in  snapped, “ Keep your rope 
out of this, Judge. I got som ething 
to  se ttle  w ith  th is polecat.”

W ebb s ta rted  to move o ff and 
H ard in  yelled, “Hold on, you son.”

Charlie W ebb took a couple of 
steps, p u t a cigar in his m outh, l i t  it. 
T hen  he wheeled. “D on’t th in k  I ’m 
scared of you, H ard in ,” he yelled. 
H is hands shot to his guns, snapped 
them  out of their cut-dow n holsters.

H A R D IN ’S gun came out of a 
ho lster sewed to his vest, w ith  

the speed of ligh t. H is slug took 
Charlie W ebb in the face. Budd
Dikein and J i m T ayl or, on H ard in ’s
rig ’n i: and lei t, fired w ith  him. A ll
three; bullets h it W ebb. He w ent
dowr; on one: knee. rested  his gun
arm on the at her, trie d a last shot. I t
w ent wild. He■ fell out:r, dead. H ard in
had a sligh t w ound in his th ig h —
noth ing  that counted.

W es H ard in  and his two m en 
stood fast on the porch, th e ir  guns
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ready. A t firs t, the  crow d sca tte red  in 
a panic. T hen  others came running  
from  all directions. M ost of them  
had th e ir  guns drawn. T alk  ran  high. 
W ebb's friends yelled, “Lynch  ’em! 
T h ey ’ve gone too far, th is  time. 
Lynch  ’em !” E verybody in the stree t 
was yelling  a t once. The uproar was 
te rrific . A heavy pall o f dust rose 
over every th ing .

S h eriff  Carnes c a m e  charg ing  
th rough  the crowd w ith  a shot gun. 
He jum ped to the porch. “H old on, 
men. H old on, now! T h is  is a job 
fo r the law ,” he yelled  repeatedly. 
H is shot gun held them  for a few 
m inutes, b u t not for long. Mob feel
ing was runn ing  high.

H ard in ’s friends, A nderson, T ay lo r 
and D ixon pushed h im  back inside 
the saloon. T hey  th rew  th e ir  guns 
on the crowd in there  and lined them  
up, facing a wall of the place.

W es H ard in  issued his o rders 
calmly, like a company com m ander in 
battle . “W e’ll get out of here ,” he 
said stead ily . “ I don ’t  like mobs. I f  
i t  was one man. O r even tw o or th ree 
. . . B ut a mob. . . I  don’t  like it. 
G et ou t the side door, there . S treak  
for the horses. R ide for m y place. 
D ixon, take another man and cover 
our get-aw ay.”

H ard in , A nderson and T ay lo r led 
the way. W ell placed shots from  the 
rear guard, covering the w ithdraw al, 
broke up the ru sh ing  mob which had 
sw ept past S h e riff  Carnes.

T aking  advantage of the flu rry , 
H ard in  led th ree  of his men out of 
town at a full run. D ixon and A nder
son got out behind them, firing  rap 
id ly  in to  the mob to  delay them. 
They  all headed for H ard in ’s ranch, 
four miles from  Comanche.

E verybody rushed for horses, took

up th e  pu rsu it a t fu ll speed. S h e riff  
Carnes and his deputies storm ed in to  
the gallop ing  mob, yelling  for order, 
plead ing  w ith  the excited  m en to  
le t the law  take its  course. Nobody 
paid any atten tion .

The chase w ent fu ll t ilt,  in  a cloud, 
of dust, fo r a couple of m iles. Then , 
w ith  m any em pty  saddles proving  the 
good m arksm anship of H a rd in ’s rear 
guard  and w ith  C arnes’ pleas ring ing  
in th e ir  ears incessan tly , the  p u rsu it 
slackened broke up. B u t C harlie 
W ebb’s friends swore th a t they  
w ould k ill H ard in  and h is friends be
fore m orning.

W es H ard in  and h is m en knew  it  
w ould be su icide to  stay  a t the 
H ard in  ranch. T h ey  l i t  ou t a t once 
on fresh  horses for the w ild, rugged  
h ills  back of Comanche. H ere, i t  was 
alm ost im possible for riders  to  su r
prise them —even find them.

FOR A sh o rt time, H ard in  was 
safe. Then, made bold by th e ir  
safety , h is tw o cousins, Bud and Tom  

D ixon s ta rted  back to  the  H ard in  
ranch  near Comanche. T h ey  w ere 
prom ptly  lynched  by one of the mobs 
th a t w ere rid in g  the  country , n ig h t 
and day looking for the H ard ins. 
H am ilton  A nderson, who had been 
w ith  W es in the Comanche trouble, 
m et the same fate. Y oung Joe 
H ard in  was lynched a li t t le  later.

Then , a t last, H ard in  fu lly  realized  
the in ten s ity  of the feeling  th a t had 
been s tirred  up aga inst him  by th is  
la test k illing , the death of Charlie 
W ebb. He considered the  situa tion  
from  all sides, calmly. T here was 
only one th in g  to do—run  from  the 
country. A man couldn’t  live long, 
if  everyone was against him.

J im  T ay lo r was s till w ith  him.
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H ardin  was his hero—the g reatest 
man in the whole s ta te  of Texas, 
from  his tw isted  view point. T he two 
men rode out of the hills, travelling  
south. D ropping  down in to  a big val
ley, it looked as though they had the 
whole country  to them selves. T here 
was not a rider in  sight.

H ard in  and T ayio. headed for the 
M exican border a t an ex tended  gal
lop. P resen tly , a low  h ill was in  th e ir  
path. As they  ran over its crest, 
H ard in  suddenly  pulled up, cursed 
softly . “L ook!” he grow led, po in ting  
south.

“U huh. Bad! W h a t’ll we do?”
A mob of nearly  a hundred  riders 

was sw eeping up the slope from  the 
south, tow ard them.

^ | 7 E S  H A R D IN  said no th ing  for 
w w a moment. T hen  suddenly, he 

wheeled, pointed. T a y l o r  too, 
wheeled. A no ther gang of riders 
were charg ing  a t a gallop, from  the 
north. The two outlaw s w ere in a 
trap, caught betw een these forces. 
Each of the big posses had seen them. 
T heir savage yells came p lain ly  to 
H ard in ’s ears. I t  looked as if  the 
no torious Jo h n  W esley  H ard in  was 
about to  end his dashing career in 
the south  w est on the end of a rope, 
at last.

T aylor moved im patien tly . “W ell, 
we gotta  do som ething quick,” he 
said qu ietly . “W e better. . . . ” W es 
H ard in  held up his hand and Jim  
T ay lo r fell silent. H ard in  had a leg 
hooked over the horn of his saddle. 
He stud ied  the s ituation  for a mo
ment. He was w eighing his plan of 
cam paign calmly, like a good soldier 
on the  fie ld  of battle. H is keen, clear 
mind was w orking sw iftly . Taylor, 
tru stin g  his hero im plicitly , sat quiet, 
said nothing.

W hen the gang coming from  the 
south was well w ith in  rifle  shot, W es 
H ard in  snapped out of his study. 
“Come on, Jim . Follow  me. Do as I 
do. W atch  me, now,” he ordered. He 
fed steel to his bronc and headed at 
a run s tra ig h t for the posse coming 
from  the north, f iring  his six-guns 
as he ran.

T he mob Coming from  the south  
topped th e  h ill behind the two o u t
laws. B u t they  could n o t fire  a sh o t; 
they  w ould have been shooting  
squarely  in to  the o ther posse. N either 
posse could fire, for tha t reason. W es 
H ard in 's keen m in '1 had seen the 
value of th is s tra tegy . He was carry 
ing it  th rough  w ith  stra ig h tfo rw ard  
courage and action.

W hen the tw o outlaw s w ere alm ost 
among the n o rth  posse, they  pulled  
th e ir  horses to a rearing  halt, wheeled 
and raced for the mob coming behind 
them. S till, ne ither posse dared fire  
a shot.

“ W e 're  go in’ th rough. M ake your 
shells count,” W es H ard in  shouted. 
H alf a dozen jum ps behind, the no rth  
posse came on at a full run  a fte r 
them. The o ther group charged down 
the hill tow ard  them.

Then, H ard in  and T aylor were 
among the south  posse like a cyclone, 
fir in g  and yelling.

T he two gangs ran  toge ther head 
on, in a w ild m ix-up of riders. The 
tangle was so tig h t th a t none of the 
possemen could use th e ir  weapons. 
H orses collided at fu ll soeed. M any 
w ent down, w ere tram pled.

The confusion gave w'es H ard in  
and T aylor a good s ta rt. In  less than 
five m iles they  w ere clean away, lost 
to s igh t of the mobs. N either one of 
them  had been h it by the storm  of 
lead th a t was flung  at them, as soon 
as they  got clear of th e  mob.

F or days, they  dodged  and hid. T he 
whole country  was a fte r them . B u t 
a t last, they  shook o ff pu rsu it com
pletely.

Jim  T aylor having been taken sick, 
H ard in  le ft him  w ith  a relative. W es 
wanted to get back to Comanche if  
possible and get his w ife and two 
ch ildren  away from  there  w ith  him. 
And th is  he did, despite the terrib le  
hazards of the trip .

He w ent to New O rleans. T hen he 
took his fam ily to F lo rida  by boat, 
and here, he w ent in to  the saloon 
business. F or the tim e at least, he 
was safe. H e had changed his name 
to Swain. Nobody knew him, nor his 
blazing record.

(T H E  E N D )



MAN HUNTER
By C. C. Staples

The instinct of the law m an isn't som ething that dies a w ay  when an ex- 
Ranger hangs up his guns, and Big Zeb couldn't help hitting the trail of the 

stagecoach bandits — even  when his w ife's life w as at siakel

A rociipiete Novolet
^ i$ " * H E R E  W A S a heavy frow n on

B j Big Zeb W in te rs ’ face, and he 
JSL  rode w ith  his chin alm ost down 

on his wide chest. P a r tly  because of 
the terrib le  problem  tha t he faced at 
home, partly  because he was forced 
to sell the six fine S teeldust colts 
th a t he led, close tied  toge ther by 
three foot halter-shanks. H is heart 
was as heavy as though  he was r id 
ing to the funeral of an  old friend. 
These colts w ere m ighty  dear to  the 
horse-loving heart of him.

The tra il led south in a s tra ig h t 
line tow ard narrow , steep Borico 
pass, and it was here th a t he was to 
meet P ark  F raser and h is riders, 
bound back from  Tw o A rrow s to  his 
big rich  spread, deliver the  colts and 
collect the m oney for them.

Big Zeb raised h is g ray  eyes for a 
quick glance ahead. T he jackpine- 
covered h ills  w here Borico pass 
s ta rted  its  climb th rough  the m oun
tains, loomed close. O nly  about a 
m ile ahead. Zeb’s h an d s‘w ent to  the 
w ell w orn bu tts  of h is two forty- 
fives, lif ted  the W incheste r a b it in 
its  scabbard under h is leg. Borico 
pass had been a favorite  hold-up spot 
for outlaw s, for years.

H e swiped the mop of black hair 
o ff his forehead, pu lled  h is fla t 
topped black S tetson  down lower 
over bleak gray  eyes th a t missed no 
detail of the h ills  of the pass.

A ll th is was pure habit, a re lic  of 
his years as a Texas Ranger, before 
he resigned  to  get m arried  and take 
up ranching, here  in  Arizona.

He was coming in  o ff the  desert a t 
the head of a long ta il of dust, in 
full view of anyone among the jack

pines. And those six fine sons of the 
famous K entucky  sta llion , S teeldust, 
tha t he led, would be a tem ptation  to 
any w idelooper. B ut back of him, 
back at the ranch—there lay his most 
desperate  worry.

Only two weeks before, old Doc 
S tiles had ridden  out from  Tw o A r
rows, ten  miles to the east. He had 
cornered Zeb in the barn and told 
him  about his w ife, M ary; to ld  him 
every th ing , sparing  him  nothing. 
T h a t bad fall from  her bronc, weeks 
before—it had broken  som ething in
side. U nless M ary could be sent 
east, and soon, fo r a special opera
tion, she w ould never see ano ther 
sp ring  on th is  range, and  young Zeb, 
and A nn the baby, would be m o th er
less.

N ext day Big Zeb had gone to see 
paunchy little  Joe  A rtz  the banker 
in  Tw o A rrow s, seeking a loan on 
his ranch, try in g  at any cost to get 
the m oney he had to  have fo r M ary. 
W ell, th in k in g  it over calm ly la ter, 
he couldn’t  blame Jo e  fo r tu rn in g  
him  down. H is spread  was gu tted  by 
d rought, w asn’t w orth  m uch as 
secu rity  for the m oney Zeb w anted.

As a last resort, his m ind had gone 
to those six fine S teeldust colts. 
T hey  w ere his p ride and joy, but 
they  were his last hope. He had rid 
den over to  see big, k ind ly  P ark  
F raser of the C ircle S ta r iron. O ld 
P a rk  had coveted the co lts ever 
since Zeb drove them  in from  down 
T exas way a year before, w hen beef 
was high, crops good. P a rk ’s o ffer
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would bring the money Zeb m ust 
have to save M ary’s life.

BIG ZEB  pulled his horse down 
to a lope, tu rned  him a bit west 

of the pass, to get the cover of a spur 
tha t branched into the desert from  
the hills. H e couldn’t a ffo rd  to take 
chances. If any outlaw s were laying 
for him, had seen him  coming, they

would have to change position now. 
Zeb m ight see them.

N oth ing  happened; no one chal
lenged him  as he came in  off the 
desert and loped in among the pines. 
The stage road th rough  the pass, 
w here he was to m eet P ark  Fraser, 
and tu rn  over the colts, was close 
ahead. Zeb pulled down to a walk. 
T hen abruptly , he set his m ount back
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on his haunches as the horse w hick
ered loudly, his ears up, h is head 
swung to the west.

B ig Zeb sat for a m inute, his six- 
guns in his hands, his eyes busy. 
F raser w ouldn’t be back here, off the 
road, surely. B ut there were horses 
near; tha t v/as sure. He urged his 
m ount ahead. Then, down off the 
tra il in a hollow he saw fou r saddled, 
sweat and dust covered broncs. A 
deep breath  of re lief gusted  from 
betw een his teeth . M aybe, a f te r  all, 
these w ere F raser 's  horses, w aiting  
here in the shade.

B u t suddenly, suspicion strong  in 
his law-man brain, he pu lled up, 
swung south a b it and forced his 
m ount in to  the m iddle of a th ick  
clum p of pines. T hey  w ere w ell out 
of sigh t of the dust covered broncs. 
H e led the colts in  too, and tied them  
to  a s tou t branch. Caution, the old 
in stin c t of the  m an hun te r, flooded 
over him. Those fou r horses all had 
d iffe ren t brands, and none of them  
bore F ra se r’s C ircle S ta r brand.

A t th a t in stan t, up  ahead, in  the 
d irection  of the stage road, Zeb 
heard a loud, roaring  m ule-like laugh 
th a t ended w ith  a deep, g row ling  in
take of breath . H e tensed, ran  a 
hand  th rough  h is th ick  black hair, 
listened . H is m ind  again sw ung 
back to h is R anger days. W here 
had he heard th a t peculiar sound be
fore? Somewhere. Som ewhere in 
th a t fading past he had heard  ju s t 
such a laugh. In stinc tive ly , he knew 
it  m eant danger. H e 'th o u g h t  hard, 
b u t the answ er eluded him.

B ig Zeb paused only a m inute  t ry 
ing to  place th a t laugh, then  he 
sneaked up onto a po in t w here he 
could see down on the stage road.

F R A SE R  was now here in  sigh t, 
probably had been detained  for 

a time, in town. B u t his f irs t glance 
showed him  two men about a hun 
dred  yards away, sittin g  in  the brush 
at the edge of the road. T hey  w ere 
sm oking calm ly and one a bu rly  
scar-faced hom bre roared  out th a t 
same loud rum bling laugh at some
th ing , as Zeb looked.

T h a t laugh again. Zeb knew  tha t

he should  know th is  b ig hombre. B u t 
somehow, he couldn’t place him. And 
certa in ly , these w ere not P ark  F ra 
ser’s riders. Som ething w rong here.

T hen  suddenly, he saw it  all. “T he 
danged skunks! F ix in ’ to hold up 
the stage, ca rry in ’ the payroll for the 
mines. I t  always goes out a t about 
th is  tim e,” he though t. “W ell, w e’ll 
see about th a t.” H is face was grim  
and tau t. T here was a g lin t as of 
old in his gray eyes as he crawled 
care fu lly  forw ard  for a b e tte r look. 
He m ade no sound. H is move had 
all the sm ooth s tea lthy  menace of a 
puma th a t crouches over its  prey, 
ready for its deadly spring.

T his layout before him  was m ighty  
fam iliar. He knew th a t the other 
tw o outlaw s m ust be close, a def
in ite  part of the p icture. Zeb’s colts 
w ere safe, for the time. The ho ld 
ups ev idently  were in no fear of in 
te rrup tion . M aybe they  had a sen try  
out. Zeb w ondered b rie fly  about 
that.

H e knew tha t th is hold-up was in 
rea lity  no business of his, th a t f irs t 
and forem ost he should make sure  of 
selling  those colts, for M ary’s sake 
B u t he was in a good com m anding 
position—and once a law-man, the 
in s tin c t to  f ig h t law lessness was 
hard  to  down. B esides, A rizona was 
h is country  now and as a good c it
izen it was his du ty  to defend  it, 
stam p out crime.

Zeb d idn ’t  need m uch u rg ing , but 
anyw ay th is th o u g h t was h is excuse 
to  go ahead w ith  som ething th a t was 
m igh ty  strong  in his make-up.

H e sized up the s itua tion  w ith  a 
sureness born of long practice  a t 
sta lk ing  men. T here  was no doubt 
in his m ind about w hat those two 
m en down by the road w ere p lan 
n ing , and the cool way they  acted 
showed th a t they  w ere old hands at 
th is game. M ight even be a rew ard 
on some of them. T h a t w ould help. 
M ight not have to sell h is colts to 
Pa rk  F raser, if he could knock down 
a chunk of rew ard  money.

He searched the sides of the pass 
care fu lly  w ith  his eyes. F ina lly  he 
picked up sun -g lin t on polished  
m etal, saw a m an fa r th e r  up th e  pass 
about a hundred  yards from  the road.
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T his  one sa t w ith  h is W incheste r 
across his knees. T here w ould prob
ably be another one on the slope 
across the road or som ewhere near, 
bu t he couldn’t  m ake him  out. The 
th o u g h t w orried  him. T h is  ex tra  
man th a t he couldn’t f in d ; he was 
like a w ild deuce in the deck, in the 
game th a t B ig Zeb was p lay ing—a 
deuce th a t m igh t take the pot. B u t 
w hen a man gambles w ith  h is life  
he has to take chances.

ME ’D L E T  these jaspers take all 
the risk  of facing the deadly 

guns of Red Ju n g , the stage guard. 
E asier to  get them  all w hen the stage 
had been stopped and th is  had th e ir  
atten tion . Then, ju s t  a t the rig h t 
in stan t he’d go in to  action w ith  his 
saddle gun. Simple. They  w ere ou t
laws—fa ir game, even from  ambush. 
No closed season on outlaw s. He 
w alked back to his horse, pulled his 
th irty - th ir ty  W incheste r from  its 
scabbard, came back and took up a 
good position. I t  would be fifteen  
m inutes before the stage would 
reach the pass. H e hunkered  down 
out of s igh t and w aited.

As he w aited  h is though ts  w ent 
back to  the ranch, to  M ary. She was 
so brave about every th ing . A lw ays 
cheerfu l when he was home, always 
try in g  to encourage him  even though 
she knew  her desperate  condition. 
B ut, tw ice when he had dropped in 
unexpected ly  he had caught her c ry 
ing in a hopeless, heartbroken  way. 
The though t of those two occasions 
ju s t  about drove him  crazy every 
tim e they  came in to  his mind. He 
was half inclined to pull out w ith  
the colts and leave the stage to its 
fate, but som ething s tronger than  
h im self held him. The old man- 
hu n te r instinct.

Squatting  there  on the po in t above 
Borico pass, B ig Zeb suddenly 
heard the rasp and g rind  of wheels 
on the rocky road. H is pulse jum ped 
sligh tly . H e levered the  cham ber of 
his rifle  half open to make sure  it 
was loaded. T his move had long ago 
become habit w ith  the big ex-Ranger, 
in  tig h t situations. H e seldom  le ft 
any th ing  to  chance.

Zeb knew  th a t the stage w ould not

come in to  sig h t u n til it  reached  a 
spo t a few hundred  yards from  
w here the two hold-ups w aited, down 
beside the road. He saw all th ree  of 
the  outlaw s get ready. T hey  pulled 
th e ir  bandannas up over th e ir  faces, 
to  th e ir  eyes. T he two near the road 
stam ped out th e ir  c igare ttes  and one, 
a squat, sw arthy  hom bre ran  across 
to  the o ther side in to  the  brush.

I t  was a w orry  to  Zeb’s m ind th a t 
he couldn’t find  the fo u rth  of these 
owlhoots. T here w ere four saddled 
horses back in  the hollow. H ad to 
be fou r m en up here  som ewhere. T he 
o th er one was probably on the  o ther 
side of the pass. Zeb le t it go a t 
that. No tim e now to look fo r him.

H E  H E A R D  the crack of a whip, 
the jang le  of trace chains. T he  

lead horses of the stage team  
rushed  in to  sigh t, runn ing  fo r a s ta r t  
a t the grade th rough  the pass.

Zeb fla ttened  h is big lean body on 
the ground, h is g ray  eyes lined  the 
s igh ts  of h is saddle gun on the man 
s ittin g  up in  the brush. T here  was 
the real danger spot for Red Jung , 
the guard. T h a t riflem an m ust be 
e lim inated  if he go t in to  action.

A real exalta tion  ran  over Zeb. 
T h is  was like the old R anger days. 
E xcitem ent. Action. T h is  was more 
like life  should be. H is fin g e r was 
on the trig g er, he had taken  up the 
slack w hen a voice to  h is r ig h t rear 
draw led slowly, “H old it  fe lle r.” 

B ig Zeb froze for an instan t. T h is  
m an behind him  w ould be the fou rth  
of the hold-up men. Zeb cursed  
h im self fo r not having taken  tim e to  
locate him  earlier. Too la te  now. He 
took a quick look over his shou lder; 
a big, tough  looking hom bre was 
crouching, ten  feet away on the th ick  
carpet o f pine needles. B oth  of his 
six-guns w ere in his hands, the ham
m ers eared back. T he m an was 
blonde, had large blue eyes set in a 
face th a t would have looked honest 
except th a t h is eyes w ere placed too 
close on e ither side of a big red nose. 
He spoke w ith  a fla t toned southern  
drawl.

“Leave th a t r if le  lay, fe ller, and 
craw l back here  a piece. D on’t stand 

(Continued On Page 71)
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(Continued From Page 69) 
up,” the man grow led. “D on’t aim 
to have the stage guard  see yuh .”

Zeb knew  th a t only a fool would 
take a chance under these conditions. 
A ll his plans w ere crum bling about 
him. H is S teeldust colts. . . M ary. . . 
B ut there was no help for it now ; he 
d idn ’t have a chance. He got to his 
knees and moved back as directed. 
In  among the pines, out of sigh t of 
the stage road, the man ordered, 
“G it on yore feet, feller. Keep yore 
hands up. D on’t make no Jtast moves 
or I ’ll let yuh have it, stage or no 
stage.”

Big Zeb clim bed slowly to his feet. 
The outlaw  jam m ed a gun in his 
back and lifted  his two six-guns. Zeb 
realized th a t th is hombre probably 
would have drilled  him  f irs t and 
talked la te r if it hadn ’t been for the 
fact th a t he d idn ’t w ant to pu t Red 
Ju n g  and the stage driver on their 
guard by firin g  his six-guns.

He heard the screech of brakes as 
the stage came to  a stop, then  heard 
it drive on up the pass. No shots 
w ere fired . The outlaw s had no 
doubt go tten  the drop on Red Jung .

TH E N  H IS  captor spoke again.
“All righ t, feller. G it m ovin’. 

W alk back there  tow ard the hosses. 
Say, w hat was you aim in’ to do up 
there on the point, anyhow? A in’t a 
law-man, are yuh now ?"

“No, I ’m no law-man. A nd w hat 
yuh don’t know about • w hy I was 
back there  w on’t h u rt yuh. W hat 
yuh goin’ to do w ith  m e?”

“I a in ’t go in’ to do no th in ’. I ’m 
tak in ’ yuh  back to  see w hat Scar 
w ants to do w ith  yuh, w hen he an ’ 
Pedro  g it back from  s topp in ’ the 
stage. I ’d hate to be in yore socks, 
feller, w hen Scar. . .

“H ey! D ixie! W here  yuh a t? ” 
came a loud hail from  the draw, down 
below the spur w here Zeb and his 
cap tor walked.

“Up here in the pines, Scar. C aught 
a fe ller try in ’ to  cu t h im self in on 
our game, b it ago. I got ’im rig h t 
here,” D ixie yelled back. H e tu rned  
to Zeb. “Stay  w here yuh  are, feller. 
One fast move an ’ I ’ll le t yuh have 
it, sure.” He lunged over to  the edge

of the spur, looked down in to  the 
draw. T u rn in g  his head sligh tly , 
Zeb could see D ix ie ’s shadow. He 
w atched it closely.

“Come on, Dix. Come on !” Scar 
yelled from  below, in his booming 
voice. “W h a t’s ho ld in ’ yuh? W e got 
no tim e to lose.”

“W h a t’ll I do w ith  th is feller I 
g o t? ”

"H ell! B eef ’im, yuh fool. He seen 
us all, d id n ’t he? B eef ’im! Come 
on. H u rry  up .”

Zeb saw D ix ie’s shadow  wheel 
quickly, his arm  s ta r t up. H e ducked 
low, made a w ild jum p for a clump 
of jack  pines. D ix ie’s gun roared. 
A t the same in stan t Zeb’s brain 
seemed to explode in a w ild  shower 
of stars. T he ground tilted  up s teep
ly in his face. He h it face down and 
lay still.

Some tim e la te r B ig Zeb slowly 
d rifted  back from  the shadows. He 
was still ly ing  face downward. The 
sun was w ell over in the w est. He 
realized th a t he had been out for a 
couple of hours. T he f irs t  thought 
th a t came in to  his head was, “ I 
m uffed  th is like a p ilg rim  from  the 
east. F ine th ing  for a R anger to  do. 
I f  I had only located th a t fourth  
outlaw . , . .”

H is m ind sh ifted  to his colts. 
B riefly , he was w orried, but soon re 
laxed. The outlaw s w ould be in too 
m uch of a h u rry  to bo ther w ith  them, 
even if they found them. T hey 
w ouldn’t w ant to be held back by a 
bunch of colts.

He sat up slowly, his head sp in 
ning, and p u t a hand to h is wound. 
I t  came away covered w ith  blood. 
H is head ached, bad. A slug from  
the ho ld-up’s gun had plow ed through 
his scalp along his skull, stunning  
him. He realized that, bu t fo r his 
crouching  jum p, th a t slug  would 
probably have gone th rough  between 
his shoulders.

Zeb s taggered  to h is feet. H is 
hands dropped  to his em pty holsters 
au tom atically . He stood lis ten ing  for 
a m oment, heard  no th ing . T he fou r 
outlaw s had ev idently  not wasted
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any tim e ge ttin g  away from  Borico 
pass. T hey  knew as w ell as Zeb did 
th a t it w ouldn’t be long before 
S h eriff G lazer and a strong  posse 
w ould be charg ing  across country  
from  Two A rrow s hot on the ir  tra il, 
when the stage driver repo rted  the 
hold-up.

Zeb staggered  out to the po in t and 
found his rifle  was s till there. He 
m ade his way to his horse, hidden  in 
the jack pine th icket. A nd even be
fore he got there  he sensed th a t 
som ething was w rong. He shoved in
to the pines at a s taggering  run. Then  
he came to  a sharp  halt. H is horse 
was s till there, but the colts were 
gone. A nd w ith  them, his last chance 
to  get the money he needed so badly.

^§ fE B  STO O D  num bly for a mo- 
m ent, cursing  savagely, then  he 

rammed his W incheste r into the sad
dle scabbard, sw ung up, drove in his 
spurs and w ent a t a run  down out of 
the pines. B u t he was w eak and 
dizzy from  his wound, and at last 
he had to  give up and tu rn  tow ard 
home. H e’d have to ge t a bandage 
on his head, rest fo r a w hile, get a 
s tim ulan t to  snap him  out of th is 
spell. Give up? B ig Zeb W in te rs  
had never qu it the tra il of an outlaw  
in his grow n life, once he was pu t on 
it. No, he was ou t to  get those o u t
laws, come high  w ater or hell. He 
had to get h is colts back.

W hen he rode in to  the yard  and 
stepped down a t the fro n t gallery, 
M ary came out of the house. Then  
she stopped, her hand w ent to  her 
heart. “Zeb! You’re h u r t!” She 
stood looking at h is head as he took 
off his hat. “How  did it happen, 
Zeb?” she cried. “L e t me wash your 
w ound and pu t a bandage on it. I ’ll 
get you a drink .”

“I ju s t go t creased, th a t’s all. 
D on’t am ount to no th ing . G ot a te r
rible headache from  it, though. S tage 
got held  up. I  was m ixed up in  it. 
F ix  me up and pack me a lunch. I ’m 
going a fte r them  outlaw s. Got to 
catch them .”

M ary was small, slender, blonde. 
“ B ut why, Z eb?” she asked. “You’re 
n o t a R anger now. You ju s t  leave

outlaw  hu n tin g  to  S h e riff  Glazer, 
H e’ll be a f te r  them  w ith  a posse as 
soon as he hears about the  hold-up. 
No need for you to risk  you r life, 
and. . .

“M ary,” Zeb in te rrup ted , “th e re ’s 
a special reason why I m ust get 
those outlaws. A m igh ty  im portan t 
reason to all of us. T hey  stole our 
S teeidust colts. I got to get them  
back. I got to, th a t’s all. Now, I ’ve 
got to get m y o ther two six-guns 
from  the trunk . M aybe I ’m a fool 
—my w ound and all, bu t I never yet 
gave up, once I sta rted  a f te r  an o u t
law. I can 't begin now.”

A  H A L F  H O U R  later, his head 
X ® . bandaged, m ost of the shock of 
his w ound gone, B ig Zeb rode out of 
the corral on a fresh  m ount, a long 
coupled gray  tVith p len ty  o f bottom  
in his make-up. He headed fo r B o
rico pass. In  his saddlebags was a 
good lunch and in his pockets he car
ried a supp ly  of fo rty -five  shells 
for his six-guns and some th irty - 
th ir tie s  for his rifle .

As he was stow ing his lunch, he 
found a big ball of strong  fish  line in 
his saddlebags, le f t there  w hen he 
got back from  a fish ing  tr ip  to the 
V erde R iver a m onth ago. H e was 
about to throw  it out, then  put it 
back in the bag. N ever could te ll 
w hen a piece of strong  cord w ould 
come in handy.

A t the pass he found the w reck of 
the W ells Fargo  strong  box beside 
the road. T he outlaw s’ tra il was 
plain. T hey  had been in  too m uch 
o f a h u rry  ev idently , to take the 
trouble  to  hide th e ir  tracks.

B ig Zeb h it out a t once on th e ir  
tra il, sk irtin g  low ro lling  foo th ills  
covered w ith  m esquite and jack  
pines. He travelled  fast bu t paused 
on every rise  to scan the coun try  
ahead carefu lly . H is back tra il, too 
received a carefu l search a t every 
stop.

T he sign led s tra ig h t for the vast 
m alpais country , across the fo rd  of 
the V erde R iver, to the southeast. 
M any an outlaw  had holed up in 
th a t w ild  country , safe from  the law. 
I f  th is  bunch m ade it  in to  th a t place, 
his colts w ere gone fo r good.
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He pulled up on a slope bordering  
rough, rocky h ills  on h is r igh t. Then  
the g ray  h it the tra il down hill, 
running  sm oothly. Smell of fresh ly  
tu rned  dust was strong  in Zeb’s nos
trils . The outlaw s, held  back by the 
colts they  w ere leading, couldn’t  be 
far ahead. B ut n igh t was coming on 
fast. The sun was w ell down be
h ind  the h ills  to  his righ t.

H e had nearly  reached the  bottom  
of the slope, was pu lling  the horse 
down to a lope for the climb ahead 
w hen fou r riders  broke from  a th ick  
clump of m esquite about tw o hundred  
yards down to his le ft and came for 
him  a t a run. The bull voice of one 
of them  yelled, “H old  up, you! H old 
up or I ’ll b last yuh .” Zeb recognized 
the four outlaw s who had held up 
the stage. I t  was Scar, the  big 
hombre w ith  the loud voice, th a t 
peculiar laugh who had hailed him.

The four riders fanned ou t to  cross 
th e ir  f ire  on him  if  he show ed figh t. 
He knew  at once th a t the man D ixie, 
who had w ounded him w ould recog
nize him  if they  got any closer. None 
of the others had seen him, back at 
the pass. B u t once D ix ie  go t close 
enough to  recognize him  fo r certa in  
they  w ould no t hesita te  to  kill him. 
H e was the only w itness to  the ho ld
up ; the only one who had seen them  
unmasked. He w ould be no m atch 
for four expert gunm en, all coming 
at him  at once.

Slugs w hined around him, kicked 
up the dust ahead. T h e  g ray  f la t
tened out in a full run. Zeb d idn ’t 
waste any shells shooting  at the ou t
laws. A hit, shooting from  a ru n 
ning  horse would be ju s t  luck, and 
it looked as if  he’d need all his am
m unition m ighty  soon. He was 
helping the horse all he could, rid ing  
the stirru p s, fla ttened  down over the 
anim al’s neck.

G LA N C E over his shoulder told 
him  th a t he was holding his 

’ead. He w asn 't gaining, but neither 
were the outlaw s. T his tra il, spread 
over a g rea t half c ircle to  the south
east, ended at the only ford  in the 
V erde river, the ford  the  outlaw s 
would likely use to  reach the g rea t 
m alpais country  beyond, and sa fe ty

from  pu rsu it by law-men. T here  was 
the  spot w here Zeb p lanned his fig h t 
to  recover the  colts.

The tra il was sk ir tin g  the foo th ills  
closely. Zeb took ano ther look over 
his shoulder from  a rise of ground. 
T he outlaw s w ould certa in ly  have to  
give up the chase soon, go back to 
w here they  had hidden  the six  S teel- 
d u s t colts. T hey  su re ly  w ould no t 
abandon th a t loot. T hose colts w ould 
b ring big money, anyw here.

The g ray  was still ru nn ing  w ith  a 
fu ll, free  stride , h is b rea th ing  deep 
and regular. H e was sk irtin g  a 
rocky, steep sloping range of h ills  
to  h is rig h t. Lead was buzzing about 
him  angrily . Suddenly, the  horse 
jum ped aw kw ardly. Z e b  barely  
saved h im self from  h ittin g  the d irt. 
T he anim al s ta rted  to  lim p badly, 
favored his o ff fro n t leg.

Zeb looked for a w ound bu t could
n ’t  find  any evidence th a t a slug  had 
h it him. H e cursed  savagely at the 
bad tu rn  of luck. “M ust have picked 
up a rock,” he m uttered .

A glance over h is shoulder show ed 
him  th a t the fou r ou tlaw s w ere gain
ing rap id ly . He looked for a place 
to hole up, m ake a figh t. I t  was 
the on ly  th in g  he could do.

A narrow , m esquite choked draw  
opened to his righ t. He sw ung the 
gray  in to  it. One quick glance and 
Zeb pulled  up. H e was in  a trap . T he 
draw  ended up against a steep, 
rocky slope. B u t it was too la te  to 
tu rn  back now ; he gave the horse the 
spurs. Tw o hundred  yards fu rth e r 
and he pulled in back of a bunch of 
big boulders th a t had tum bled down 
the slope. H e h it the  ground, snatched 
out his rifle  and raced for a good 
p osition among the big rocks.

The outlaw s came on a t a run. 
Zeb opened up, firing  th rough  the 
th ick  mass of m esquite w ith  his 
th ir ty - th ir ty . T hey  scattered , swung 
away. M inutes la te r Zeb saw them  
slipp ing  back into the  draw  on foot, 
dodging quickly from  rock to rock 
for cover.

The lig h t was fad ing  fast. I t  was 
nearly  dark. Long shadows of the 
hills  spread heavily over the draw , 
ex tended  out over the  slope below.

“J u s t  one chance,” Zeb thought.
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“I ’ll have to  hold up those skunks 
u n til i t ’s good and dark, then  t ry  to  
make it up in to  the hills  on foo t.” 

He could see no movem ent below, 
but outlaw  slugs w ere search ing  his 
cover. T hey  slam m ed against the 
rocks, scream ed sh rilly  aw ay over his 
head. In  the darkness, Zeb could 
make out no defin ite  targets. He held 
his fire. No use w asting  his shells 
on guessw ork targets.

T hen  suddenly  he rem em bered the 
big ball of s tou t fish line th a t he 
had found in his saddlebags when 
he stowed his lunch, back at the 
ranch. A scheme dawned in his 
brain. He craw led slow ly and cau
tiously  back to his horse, got the 
ball of line, sneaked across the nar
row brush choked draw  and up the 
opposite slope among the  ju n g le  of 
m esquite, in the gloom.

Zeb cut sho rt lengths of cord, bus
ied h im self p u ttin g  his scheme into 
readiness. H e had s ta rted  back to
w ard his position  am ong the bould
ers, paying ou t the cord, w hen he 
heard a f la t toned, draw ling  voice 
down below call, “H ey! S car!” A 
heavy boom ing voice came back, 
“Yeh. W h at is it, D ix?”

“W e b e tte r be g e ttin ’ them  Steel- 
dust broncs an ’ h igh -ta ilin ’ outa 
here. T ha t danged S h e riff  from  Two 
A rrow s ’ll be g i t t in ’ out th is  w ay be
fore long,” D ixie called.

“G otta get th is skunk firs t. He 
can 't get away. W e got ’im trapped . 
S ta rt c losin’ in, everybody. I t ’s -dark 
enough now.”

“Aw, le t ’im go. H is hoss is hit. 
I saw ’im limp. Anyhow, m ost like 
he’s ju st some d r if t in ' cow poke. L et 
'im  go. Can’t do no harm. Them  
danged co lts’ll hold us back a heap.” 

"D r if t in ’ cow poke, hell," Scar 
boomed. “ I seen im on our tra il 
tw ice, before we jum ped ’im. You 
all seen ’ini fo lle rin ’ us. Get the

H E A R D  a dry  branch snap, 
StA  down the draw, a grow led curse. 
He hu rried  on, se ttled  h im self among 
the boulders, w aited.

The outlaw s were closing in  cau
tiously  but Zeb heard sounds—a rock 
ro lling  under a boot sole, a d ry  

(Continued On Page 76)





branch crack here and there. H e 
w atched closely. A shadow y figu re  
moved slowly, about a hundred  yards 
down the draw. Zeb je rk ed  on one 
of the pieces of fish line th a t hed ield  
in I-is hand. Up on the o th er side 
of the draw a six-gun blasted.

•‘U rns moved. Up there  on the  o ther 
Ude O t  'i n ' Scar yelled. In stan tly , 
?. volley of shots came from  the  out-

1 - not where his six -gun  had belched

eb cupped his hands over his 
j mouth, yelled, “H ands up! W e got 

yah  covered.” A fresh  b u rst o f fire 
was his answer. A ll the outlaw s w ere 
aim ing at the slope opposite. H e lev
eled his rifle , fired  th ree shots, fast, 
in to  the brush down the draw. T hen  
he je rked  the o ther cord th a t he held. 
Once more th a t b lasting  rep o rt from  
across the way. He fired  tw ice more 
w ith  his rifle .

“ I t ’s a trap ! The draw ’s fu ll of 
’em. I t ’s the sheriff, maybe. Come 
on! Vam oose!” S car’s boom ing voice 
yelled. Zeb could hear the outlaw s 
ru nn ing  th rough  the brush  w ildly, 
fa lling , scram bling up, cursing, ye ll
ing. He poured slugs a fte r them  w ith  
his rifle , shooting  b lind ly  a t the 
sounds, then  clim bed from  his bould
ers, sta rted  down the draw  at a run. 
I f  he could catch the outlaw s m oun t
ed and in the open, they  w ould m ake 
be tte r targets.

T hen  suddenly  he stopped, jum ped 
to his le ft. He had seen dim ly, the 
form  of a man on the ground.

Zeb w atched th a t form  carefu lly  
for a m inute. I t  d idn ’t move. “M ust 
be done fo r,” he m u ttered . He 
craw led forw ard. The m an was dead, 
ly ing  fla t on his back. Zeb got out a 
m atch, s truck  it, took one quick look, 
b lew  it out. The dead m an was D ixie, 
the one who had shot him, back at

th ZebaSsat back on his heels for a 
m inute. “No te llin ’ w hether one of 
m y six-guns, tied up there  in the 
mesGuite. got ’im, or if  I got ’im w ith  
the rif le ,” he thought. “B u t anyhow  
th is  helps a heap. None of the other 
th ree  ever saw me.” He jum ped to 
his feet and s ta rted  back up the draw

n
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he could find  out w hat a iled the gray  
horse.

He was u n ty ing  h is Colts from  
the branches of the m esquite trees 
when he heard horses travelling  at a 
run, ou t in the fla t below the hills. 
Long experience to ld  him  th a t there  
w ere at least seven or e igh t horses in 
th a t bunch.

“M ight be S h eriff  G laser and his 
posse from  Tw o A rrow s,” Zeb rea
soned. “A nd again, it  m igh t be them  
danged outlaw s lead in’ m y colts. A ny
how, I can’t  take chances. I  got to 
beat ’em to the Verde ford. Once 
they  ge t across into the m alpais 
country  th ey ’re gone. A nd w ithou t 
them  colts to sell to P ark  Fraser, 
I ’ll have no money to send M ary 
east. I ju s t got to get th a t m oney.”

He raced back up the  draw  to his 
horse, ra ised  the g ray ’s o ff fro n t 
hoof. As he had suspected, a chunk 
of f l in t  was wedged betw een the 
frog  and the shoe. He snatched  a 
hoof cleaning hook from  the saddle
bags and quick ly  yanked the flin t 
from  the anim al’s hoof.

Zeb reloaded, rammed his tw o six-

guns down ' f irm ly  in to  leather, 
th ru s t h is th ir ty - th ir ty  in to  the sad
dle boot and sw ung up. O utside the  
blind draw  he pulled  up and listened  
for a few m inutes. H e heard no th ing  
from  e ither d irection , wheeled and 
h it the tra il south, using his spurs 
freely. T he gray  sw ung in to  h is long 
coupled, sm ooth run.

B u t Zeb knew  th a t it w ould do no 
good to ru n  the ou tlaw s down. T hey  
w ould hear him  coming. T h ree 
against one. T he odds w ere too 
great, ou t in  the  open. H e’d have to  
head them  o ff a t the  ford, maybe 
take up a good position  where he 
could have some chance to even the 
odds.

H e knew  th a t th is good tra il fo l
lowed along at the foo t of the hills  
in a grea t half circle bending tow ard 
the  east, and ending  a t the  V erde 
ford, w here the river cu t across it. 
He w atched the  coun try  on h is le ft. 
T hen  ab ruptly , he le f t the tra il and 
headed in to  the desert, s tra ig h t for 
the ford, across country. He was 
tak ing  a w ide chance, bu t it  was the  
only one le ft to him. The desert a t
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the foot of the hills, was fu ll of ar- 
royos, gullies and cut banks from  
the w in ter floods coming down o ff
high ground.

| B ut the gray  was sm art. H e’d 
! have to leave m ost of it to  the gal- 
I lant animal to dodge these places. 
I T here  was no o ther way, if he was to 

make the ford ahead of the outlaw s. 
| O ut hate  in the open, the lig h t 
! was better. The sky was a big dome 
• of velvet, s tudded  w ith  m illions of 
j big stars and the gray ran s trongly , 
: w heeling, dodging, p lunging  down 
: into gullies, g ru n tin g  up out of them  
| w ith  m ighty  th ru sts  of his pow erfu l 
i haunches. Zeb rode his s tirrups, 

s tra in ing  his eyes into the darkness, 
sw inging the racing horse th is w ay 
and that, past obstructions. He wa3 
well away from  the good tra il, up to  
his righ t. He was banking  heavily  
on the six colts ho lding the outlaw s 
back, keeping them  from  m aking 
time, even on the be tte r foo ting .

The gray  was blow ing hard, ru n 
n ing  slower, when Zeb at la s t spo tted  
a lig h t ahead. H e pulled  the horse 
down to a fast lope, w atched  the  
base of the h ills  to his rig h t for sign  
of the outlaw s. He saw no one, 
heard no thing.

He pulled  down to a walk, w atch 
ing every th ing  care fu lly  and k ep t on 
until, from  the top of a low  rise, he 
saw M alpais Jo e ’s low ’dobe saloon 
beside the fo rd  of the V erde. T he 
place had had a bad rep u ta tion  as an 
outlaw  hangout for a long time.

r fit  EB S T E P P E D  down, s tud ied  
S a  the lay carefu lly . He could see 
by the fain t lig h t from  the s tars th a t 
there  were no horses tied  at the long 
log h itch  rack. L igh ts glow ed in  the 
saloon, laid  oblong patches on the 
g round outside. He could see no 
custom ers inside. J u s t  one th in g  to 
it. E ith e r the outlaw s had beaten  him  
to the ford  and w ere already  
safe in the rough m alpais coun try  on 
the other side of the V erde, or they  
had been held up by the S tee ldust 
colts and w ere still on the tra il. I f  
they  were across the river, he was 
beaten. M ary was doomed.

Zeb doubted th a t the outlaw s 
could pass up the chance fo r a la s t 

(Continued On Page 80)
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(Continued From Page 78) 
drink . He was be ttin g  that they 
w ould stop at M alpais Jo e ’s fo r a 
few  m inutes, anyw ay, if  th ey  were 
s till on the tra il. T h a t is, if  S h eriff  
G lazer from  Tw o A rrow s, was not 
a lready  hot a fte r them . He got out 
his lunch and ate a sandw ich, s top 
ping his chew ing every few  m inutes 
to  listen.

For a half hour he heard  no thing. 
H is m ind seethed w ith  anxiety  and 
doubt. He led the gray back into 
good cover and tied  him, m ade his 
way carefu lly  dow n the slope tow ard 
the saloon. N ear the bottom , he 
heard horses coming and crouched 
low in the m esquite. A m inute  la ter, 
his heart leaped w ith  sa tisfac tion  
when he saw th ree  m en pull up in 
fro n t of M alpais Jo e ’s, lead ing  his 
six colts. He had beaten them  to the 
ford.

T he men stayed in the ir saddles, 
listen ing . A fall, th in  rid er rode up 
to the saloon and peered inside 
th rough  a w indow. “Noboby here ,” 
he called to the others.

Scar bellowed, “W e shook ’em. 
L ost ’em, com plete. Nobody fo lle rin ’ 
us. W e w ould o’ seen ’em from  the 
hollow  back yonder as they  cu t the 
sky line cornin’ over the ridge. I 
been w atch in ’ an ’ lis ten in ’, ca re fu l.”

A thick, heavy voice said, “ I am 
th irs t. W e go in M alpais Jo e ’s, get 
d rink . N o?”

“Yeh, P ed ro ,” Scar g runted . “W e’ll 
likker up, some. I ’m d ry  as dust. 
G otta be m ovin’ quick, though. T ha t 
danged sh e riff  ’ll be g e ttin ’ here 
p ronto, w ith  a posse. W e le f t a 
plain tra il from  the pass, headin’ for 
the ford. He w on’t miss that. S u r
prised he a in ’t on our heels already. 
B ut we had a big lead on ’im. I 
reckon i t ’ll be safe, all r ig h t.”

The three outlaw s stepped down 
stiffly , tied  the ir  horses and the 
colts, ran inside yelling, “H ey! Joe! 
G it busy! Set out the d rinks.”

Zeb was s trong ly  tem pted  to get 
his horse, un tie the colts and try  to 
sneak out on the back tra il. B ut he 
gave tha t up im m ediately. The men 
inside couldn’t help hearing  him. 
T hey’d cut him  down, quick.



Man Hunter

H E  SN E A K E D  up to  the side of 
the saloon, p ick ing  every step  

carefu lly , and peered th rough  a w in
dow. The big ou tlaw  Scar, black 
headed, bu rly  and w ith  a long livid 
kn ife  scar on the le ft side of his 
jow ls leaned against the bar a t the 
fa rth e r end, a half em pty glass in his 
hand. A heavy set, sw arthy  hombre 
leaned against the fa rth er wall, t i l t 
ing a bo ttle  of w hiskey. He had 
long, stra ig h t black hair. H is eyes 
were small and black, like shoe b u t
tons. T his would be Pedro. The 
th ird , a tall th in  man w ith  red hair, 
sa t at a table alm ost under the w in
dow through  w hich Zeb peered. He 
was d r ink ing  greedily .

M alpais Joe, an undersized, w easel
like little  man stood behind his bar, 
g rinn ing . He had sharp, snake-like 
l ittle  eyes set close to ge ther on 
e ither side of a beak nose.

Zeb drew  back, loosened his six- 
guns in leather so th a t they  rode 
h igh  and easy. Tw ice, he heard  one 
or o ther of the men go to the door 
and peer outside, then  clum p back 
across the floor. Scar grow led in his 
unm istakable voice, “Come on, you 
hombries. D rink  up. W e g o tta  g it 
for the malpais, pronto. T ha t danged 
sheriff, or maybe the bunch we 
trapped  in the draw. . , W e gotta  
look out, now.”

Zeb felt like the man who has 
caught a skunk. Now th a t he had 
caught these men, w hat could he do 
about it?  They  were scattered  all 
over the saloon. He couldn’t ju s t 
step in and stick them  up. C ouldn’t 
cover them  all w ith  his guns. He 
w ouldn’t have a chance.

Suddenly he heard Scar let out his 
loud, roaring laugh, end up w ith  that 
peculiar deep, grow ling intake of 
breath. Zeb froze for an instants,; 
cursed softly . He leaped back to the 
window, peered in th rough  the d irty  
pane carefully . “By hell! I t  is him ,” 
he m uttered. “Scar H ansen! Now I 
know ’im. T hat laugh of his. Knew 
I ’d heard that before.”

He was rem em bering th a t there 
w asn’t a sheriff  in Texas who w asn’t 
looking for Scar. M ore money on his 
scalp than S tetson had hats. Then, 
“H ell! W hy  n o t?” he thought.
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“B ounty  h u n tin ’ a in’t ju s t  in m y line. 
B u t I  shore need th a t m oney. I  g o tta  
get ’im alive. C ouldn’t pack a dead 
one from  here to  Texas in th is heat.” 
He g rinned  to h im self as he realized  
th a t if he could take Scar H ansen he 
w ouldn’t have to sell his S teeldust
colts.

Zeb tu rned  quickly ar 
sack up the tra il th a t led to Borico 
IMS. He knew as w ell as Scar Han- 
;en th a t S h eriff  G lazer cou ldn 't be 
m uch longer in  g e tting  here w ith  a 
posse, H e’d have to fin ish  th is job 
quickly if he expected to cash the 
rew ard on Scar. I f  the law rode in 
and made the capture, he w ouldn’t 
ge t a cent of it, and tim e was fast 
runn ing  out.

H is m ind was m ade up. I t  w ould 
)e a trem endous risk. A ll th ree  of 
these outlaw s would be greased 
lig h tn ing  w ith  a six-gun. T hey  lived 
by the ir guns, particu la rly  Scar Han- 

He had a repu ta tio n  all over 
cas as a gunslinger. B u t here  was 

Zeb’s chance to  get the  cash he had 
have, and save his colts a t the

BIG  Z E B  checked his guns once 
more. He sneaked back from  

the saloon, made his way dow n near 
the ford. Then , pu lling  his fla t 
topped black S tetson  well dow n over 
his bandaged head to shade his eyes, 
he rolled a smoke, l i t  it and stro lled  
tow ard the fro n t door of M alpais 
Jo e ’s sing ing  at the top of his voice;

“Last night as I  lay on the prairie 
And looked at the stars in the sky, 

I wondered if ever a cowboy 
Would drift to that sv/eet by and 

by."

He drew  a long breath, hoping for 
the breaks, kicked the heavy door 
open and stepped inside, pu lling  on 
his smoke.

All th ree of the outlaw s jum ped, 
the ir six -guns leaped into th e ir  hands. 
T hey  stood w atch ing  Zeb closely.

Zeb pulled  back, fe ign ing  su r
prise. T hen  he grinned, half raised 
h is hands. “Say! A ll I w anted was a 
d rink  or two. O r do you fellers w ant 
it  a ll?” he said quietly .

(Continued On Page 84)82
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Famous Western
(Continued From Page 82)

Scar H ansen  and  his m en relaxed. 
T he heavy set, sw arthy  P ed ro  
grinned . “A ll rig h t, cowboy,” Scar 
grun ted . “Reckon th e re ’s enough fo r 
all o f us.” He dropped  his guns in to  
leather, picked up h is glass. The 
o thers follow ed su it, b u t th e ir  eyes 
never le f t  him  for long. T hey  w ere 
tak ing  no chances.

B u t M alpais Jo e  d idn ’t  g rin . H is 
sharp, snake-like eyes never le f t  
Z eb’s face for an in stan t. H e seemed 
puzzled over som ething, and Zeb 
d id n ’t  miss the m enace in  the l ittle  
saloon keeper’s regard . He had never 
been in th is place, b u t ev idently  Joe 
was bo thered  about som eth ing  con
cern ing  him.

Zeb stro lled  casually  to  the  bar. 
“How dy. Gimme a glass of w hiskey.” 
M alpais Joe  grun ted , poured  out the 
liquor.

Zeb th rew  a coin on the bar, tu rned  
and s ta rted  fo r a tab le near the door. 
H ere he could ge t a c lear view  of the 
whole room. B u t the m uscles of his 
back craw led as he faced away from  
Scar and P edro , in  the o ther end of 
the fo rty  foo t room. He p u t down 
his glass, pulled ou t a stool and se t
tled him self, w ell clear o f the table.

“Pedro , you an’ S lim  take a look 
an’ see if  them  hosses are all r ig h t,” 
Scar ordered, a few  m inutes later. H e 
was lean ing  half over the bar. He 
w inked broadly. “Seems like I heard 
’em k ick in ’ around,” he grun ted .

"Bust Development 
and Care"

| |  p E D R O  AN D  Slim  grinned , 
ML stepped  to the door and stood 
lis ten ing  for a m inute, then  walked 
back inside. Slim  made for the bar 
w ith  an em pty glass, stood near Scar. 
Ped ro  w ent back to lean against the 
wall, carry ing  his bottle.

T his was w hat Zeb had been w ait
ing for. A ll th ree  of the outlaw s 
w ere where he could easily  cover 
them. He drained  his glass and slow
ly  got to his feet. I f  he sta rted  for 
the bar carry ing  his glass, then  ac
c identally  dropped  it when he reached 
the cen ter of the room, stooped to 
pick it up and stra igh tened , guns 
out, he’d have them.

He was reaching  for the glass 
where i t  stood on the  table w hen sud
denly , M alpais Joe  b rough t his open 

(Continued On Page 86)84
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Famous Western
(Continued From Page 84) 

palm down on the bar w ith  a sharp 
crack. “Look o u t!” he squeaked. “ I t ’s 
Big Zeb W in te rs—T exas R anger.” 
H e ducked dow n behind his bar.

T h is  was the show-down. B u t no t 
the kind th a t Zeb had planned. H e 
stra igh tened , his hands flashed  dow n 
and up in a b lur of desperate  speed. 
He leaped to  his le f t  ju s t  as Slim  
fired . Zeb fe lt the tearing  im pact of 
a slug along his rig h t side. H e stag 
gered, knocked o ff balance for an 
instan t. Then  his guns w ere bucking 
in his hands as Slim  fired  again, and 
missed. He saw Slim  fa lte r, his gun 
hands sag as he fell.

Pedro  was in fu ll ru n  for the door, 
fir in g  w ildly. Zeb th rew  a slug at 
him  and saw him  stagger fall. The 
room rocked w ith  the b lasting  roar 
of forty-fives. Gun smoke sw irled 
th ick ly .

Scar H ansen’s eyes w ent w ild and 
s ta rtled  when M alpais Joe  shouted  
his warning. He w hirled, pushed 
away from  the bar. H is hands w ent 
for his guns. B u t the action had 
been fast and sudden, he hadn’t  had 
tim e for a shot in his su rp rise  at the 
sudden tu rn  of events.

Zeb w heeled for a quick leap for 
the window. He fe lt his wound keen
ly, knew th a t he was b leeding badly, 
was a fra id  th a t he would fall any 
m inute. B ut ou t of the corner of h is 
eye he saw the barrels of a sca tte r gun 
coming up over the bar. H e sw ung 
about, jum ped full speed for the near 
end of the bar and w hipped a shot a t 
those tw in barrels as he ran. T hey  

| ab rup tly  disappeared.
; Big Zeb felt a num bing blow deep 
! in his le ft shoulder as he dived for 
| the bar. Scar had had tim e to pu t in 
j one more quick shot during  the 
i l 'g h tn in g  fast action. Zeb’s le ft gun 
! fe!i from his nerveless hand. He 
i craw led behind the bar. rose to a 
'• crouch and stepped  fast for its 

f a r .h t . ' e nd . M alpais Joe dropped his 
: sh ,vc gun. scu ttled  before him like a 
: rabbit and ran for the door. Zeb le t

! “ Drop them  guns, Scar H ansen,” 
j Zeb b lu ffed  from  behind the bar.

T here was no answer. He jum ped to 
j his feet, his rig h t gun ready, 
i (Continued On Page SSJ
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of M alpais Joe,
from  ^>ne 'w indow  fo ’ an-

Zeb fe lt  a fas t let-dow n. H is head 
s ta rted  to  swim. He laid  his ju n  
dow n, reached over, grabbed a glass 
of w hiskey standing  on the  bar and 
drained  it a t a gulp. A warm glow 
spread over him  as the fie ry  liquor 
h it his stom ach. H is head steadied, 
ceased to w hirl. B u t those w indows, 
and M alpais Joe  out there  in  the

hunkered  down a t the end of the 
bar w here he could see Scar and P e 
dro s ittin g  by the w all and at the 
same time, be hidden  from  the win-

“ So you’re I ; Zeb W in te rs ,” S

well I ’d seen yuh bef 
all the time. B u t I < 
yuh. Lucky for you I d id n ’t.”

“Same here, Scar. I knew I  should 
rem em ber th a t m ule laugh of y o u r’n. 
A nyhow, I did place yuh when I 
saw yuh through  the window, before 
I came in. A nd them  s '

yuh slipped ; s tea lin ’ my hosses.” 

^ f E B  W A S g rinn ing  confidently , 
M J  bu t he knew his w ounds were
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Famous Western
(Continued From Page 88) 

was as good as dead. O nly  one th ing  
to d o ; he’d have to tie  Scar and  Pedro  
w ith  th e ir  belts and w hatever rope 
he could find in the saloon, before 
he passed out.

Zeb was g e tting  his feet under him  
to carry  out th is plan w hen he heard 
the pounding of hoofs, coming down 
the tra il. “M alpais Joe  com in back,” 
flashed th rough  his m ind. He 
crouched behind the bar, h is gun 
ready, his eyes on the windows.

A voice th a t sounded fam iliar, 
shouted from  outside, “Come on out 
here, all you hom bries. A nd keep 
yore hands up .” I t  was S h e riff  G lazer 
from  Two A rrow s, on the tra il of the 
outlaws. Zeb’s heart leaped w ith  re
lief.

“Come on in an ’ ge t ’em, S h eriff ,” 
he shouted. “T his is Zeb W in te rs , 
and I go t some men yuh m ight w ant.”

A m inute  la te r the door was 
kicked open and S h eriff  G lazer stood, 
a gun in each hand, looking in. T here  
was a posse behind  him. A grin  
spread over the S h e riff’s face. “B ig 
Zeb W in te rs—ex R a n g e  r,” he 
boomed. “ Can’t  fo rge t the old days 
when there 's  ow lhoots loose in the 
land, can yuh Zeb?”

Big Zeb grinned  ra th er weakly, 
gestured  tow ard Scar, Ped ro  and 
Slim  w ith  the barrel of his gun. 
“T h ere’s w hat’s le f t of ’em, S h eriff ,” 
he said. “One o ther, M alpais Joe, is 
s till loose.”

“No he a in ’t," S h eriff  G lazer con
trad icted . “W e run  ’im down, up 
there  on the hill a piece.” He took 
a good look at the prisoners. “W ho 
yuh got h ere?” he asked. “Seems like 
I seen th is big scar face some- 
w heres.”

“M ost likely  seen his face on a 
rew ard notice,” Zeb said. “ H e’s Scar 
Hansen. W anted  down Texas way for 
more crimes than you can shake a 
stick at. Tw enty-five hundred  rew ard 
on ’im. I aim to collect. Need the 
money bad, for my wife, M ary. A nd 
by grab S heriff, now I w on’t  have 
to sell my six S teeldust colts! I ’m 
shore glad of that, too.”

A m onth la ter, B ig Zeb and young 
(Continued On Page 92)
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Famous Western
(Continued From Page 90)

Zeb stood at the l ittle  red  b rick  ra il
way s ta tion  in Tw o A rrow s and 
w atched the east bound pull out. 
M ary stood on the rear p la tfo rm  
w ith  l ittle  A nn in  her arm s and 
waved to them  as long as she could 
see them.

(T H E  E N D )

A nsw ers to W ild  W e s t Q uiz 2 
on Page 61

1. A hanging
2. A part of the saddle
3. Spanish
4. R id ing  the range, since a cayuse  

is a horse.
5. P is to l ho lster
6. L ea ther pants
7. P ie -filling
8. A n unbranded yearlin;
9. A raincoat

10. Cover the head as a sonwrero  is 
a hat.

A curse upon his father,
A lynching party at his heels, 

A ruined reputation —  
Still, Lance Prescott became
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equipm ent land with him. Pushing the 
Nazis back in G erm any — he needs a  
ton of supplies a  month!

Men to sail the ships of the "Victory 
Fleet," particularly  S tew ard 's M ates, are  
urgently  needed. Eligibility for this train
ing is simple. A pplicants betw een 17 
and  SO who pass the physical exam ina
tion for this course receive a  training 
course with pay. T ransportation to a  
U. S. Maritime Service training station is 
furnished, along with uniforms, m eals 
and  quarters.

Every Maritime Service S tew ard 's 
M ate receives training in' seam anship, 
w ater and  sea  safety, physical fitness, 
boatm anship and  m essm an duties. Mess- 
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Mountain Men Don't Quit
(Continued From Page 43)

M itch  T arson  came up the tra il to  
stand beside his g randson’s horse. 
Crad was w atch ing  the helpless k ille r 
w ith  no p ity  in his scow ling blue 

| eyes.
j “W hy  d id n 't you kill m e?” Sar- 
| geant screamed.

"M ebbe it was because you d id n ’t  
j shoot a woman,” Crad Tarson  said 
i grim ly. ‘‘You w on’t ever trig g e r an- 
! other gun, and old M itch and me both  

throw ed o ff our shots to make you 
live. You’ll do p len ty  of tim e in the 
prison  over a t D eer L odge!”

“I give u p !” Sargeant moaned. “I 
quit, and I don ’t  w ant to  live. I 
killed your Dad, C harley T a rso n !” 

Crad T arson  trem bled as a sw ift 
wave of te rrib le  anger flooded 
th rough  his veins. The gun  in his 
hand came up, cen tered on S argean t’s 
le f t breast, and the outlaw  braced 
him self for the shock. Then  Crad 
T arson  slow ly lowered his cocked 
six-shooter.

“You’ll live long enough to hang,” 
he to ld  Joe  Sargeant, and his voice 
was husky w ith  restra in t. “Me and 
old M itch swore to find  my D ad’s 
k iller, and to watch while he choked 
to death on the end of a rope.”

“T h a t’s w hat ever,” M itch T arson 
seconded the verd ict. “Crad and me 
made a prom ise, and m ountain men 
don’t q u it!”

(T H E  E N D )

Killer's Bonanza
(Continued From Page 52) 

zling  against the red hot stove. H e 
d id n ’t flinch. The “G host K ille r” 
was beyond all feeling.

The sh e riff  ho lstered  his smoking 
six-guns and w ent to take the hand
cuffs o ff D an’s w rists. The boy 
grinned  at him, and hooked a thum b 
at the gold dust sp illed on the desk.

“F or the operation?” he asked, and 
his g rin  widened when old M osshead 
nodded.

“ I should have knowed y o u  
w ouldn’t lie to me, younker,” he said 
h uskily . “ I le t you down, bu t I  
reckon I ’ll make it up to you now— 
me and F rank  H anna and old Pe te  
J e b ro !”

(THE END)94
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(Continued From Page 25)
A lready  H ooker was pu lling  his 

gun. Coldly, T im  Shane le t him  s ta r t 
his draw . He fe lt calm, confident. 
Now, H ooker’s .45 was rising , nosing 
over leather. T im  fe lt his own gun 
kick back.

Gun-roar echoed. B ystanders fe ll 
back, fell to  the floor. A bu lle t 
r ipped  in to  T im ’s w rist. B ut, before 
he dropped  his Colt, he fired  tw ice. 
A nd then, a shaggy, heavy clump, 
Rad H ooker lay on the floor. The 
deputy  was the f irs t  to find  his voice.

“Dang, T im , so he k illed  him, huh? 
Sneaked in an’ m urdered  him  an’ 
then  tried  to blame it on you. . . ’’

T im  sa t down on a chair. Blood 
dripped  from  his w rist. H e w iggled  
his fingers, decided the w ris t was 
broken.

“So M ike—he was in bed?” asked 
the deputy .

T im  grinned . “No, he w asn’t  sick. 
I  ju s t b u ilt th a t up to make Rad 
Hooker sorta  get the creeps an’ w on
der who was crazy, me or him .”

“T hat—m edicine?”
“T ’a in ’t m edicine, Snyder. T h a t’s 

a pow der I pu t on my hands w hen I  
gamble. M akes the cards easier to  
h andle.”

“B u t the blood—on his sh irt. I

id Tim.
led the dead man over. 

The fro n t of H ooker's sh ir t  was m at
ted w ith  blood.

“Blood there, a in ’t i t? ” asked Tim .
“Sure there  is—now. . . ” Suddenly  

som ething crep t over the dep u ty ’s 
rugged  face. “You mean he never 
had no blood there—you ju s t tricked  
h im ?”

“You figure th a t ou t,” said Tim . 
He stud ied  his w ris t carefully . “ I 
w onder if  doc can fix  th is  so I can 
keep on p lay in ’ poker. You learn a 
lot in a poker game—” He lifted  
w him sical eyes to the deputy. “—you 
learn how to ou tb lu ff a man. . . ”

T he deputy  m opped his forehead. 
“I reckon so,” he agreed, lim ply.

96 (THE END)
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