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STAYS
TIGHT -OR.NO COST!

H e re’s new  a m a z in g  m o u th  c o m fo r t w ith o u t risk in g  a  s in g le  c e n t . . . en jo y  th a t  fe e lin g  o f 
h av in g  y o u r ow n tee th  a g a in . I ts  efficaciousness is a tte s te d  to  by  hu n d re d s o f u sers  who 
e n th u s ia s tic a lly  p ra ise  C row n P la te  R e lin e r  . . . you, too, w ill jo in  th is  h ap p y  a rm y  if  you w ill 
ju s t  t ry  C row n  once. S a tisfy  y o u r d es ire  fo r  food . . . e a t  w h a t you w a n t . . . yes, co m fo rtab ly  
e a t  foods you  hav e  been d eprived  o f  such as  s te a k , co rn , ap p le s, e tc . U se  C row n  P la te  R eliner 
a n d  ag a in  m ak e  e a t in g  a  p lea su re . Remem ber Crown R eliner tigh ten s fa lse  teeth  or no cost. 
P erfect fo r  p a rtis ls , low ers and uppers.

N O T A  POW DER OR PASTE C R O W N  PLA T E  R E L IN E R  is  e a sy  to use.
D on't suffer em barrassment and  discomfort caused by loose dental plates. Apply CROWN RKM NKR. In  a jiffy 
your p late tits like new and stays th a t way up tp  4 months. No old-fashioned healing to bum  your mouth. Ju st 
squeeze CROWN from tube and  p u t your teeth  hark in . They 'll tit as snugly as ever. Inventor Is a  recognized 
authority  in  dental Held. A patent has been applied for t'llO W N  KKI.1NKK to  protect you from im itators. After 
you relinc your p late w ith CROW N, take  your false teeth our for cleaning w ithout affecting the CROWN 
RKM NKR. CROWN RK M N K R  Is guaranteed . .  . I t 's  harmless. NOT A 1‘OWDKR O R  1'AMTKf DOKS NOT 
KCRN O lt lltltlT A T K . If  not satisfied, even a fte r 4 months, return partly  used tube for full refund . CROWN* 
is a  scientific discovery th a t you use w ithout fuss or bother. Ju s t  squeeze i t  out of the tube onto the p late and 
in a jiffy your p late w ill again feel as lig h t and comfortable as i t  d id  when I t  was new. Order today and 
enjoy th is new oral comfort r ig h t away.

/ i f e a J c

W H A T  U S E R S  
T ELL  U S  —  R E A D I
J .  Clements of Algonac w rites: 
"M y plates were so had they 
rattled  when I talked. Now I 
can eat steaks, corn on the 
cob." K. W. W. of V irg in ia  
w rites: " I  have found Crown 
Reliner ail you claim  for i t  
and m ore." . . . Many more 
a ttest to same excellent re
sults. Reline your plates with 
CROW N. I t 's  tasteless, lia s  
tha t natural pink color. Order 
a tube of CROWN JtKI,IN Kit 
today . . , enough to  last a 
■year.

HERE'S OUR FREE OFFER!
CROWN offers you a two-way protection for your plates. Order CROWN 
RKM NKR and  receive rK K K  w ith your o rder CROWN DKNTAF, 1’I.ATK 
CI.KANKR. The DKNTAI, 1'I.ATK Cl,KAN K it is easy to use and restores 
(list new freshness to  your plates to help keep your mouth clean and germ- 
free. CROWN Cl,KAN Kit elim inates w ithout brushing fowls th a t collect in 
plate corners and crevices. Helps protect plates because no brushing Is 
necessary and therefore the danger of scratching Is avoided. You w ill enjoy 
the feeling th a t your breath is sweet and is not " fa lse -teeth  offensive". Order 
today and -g e t your CROWN CI.KANKR FRK K  w ith the CROWN DKNTAI, 
1*!,ATK RKM NKR . . . remember you don 't r isk  a single cent. You m ust be
1 0 0 '/, sa lislied. «

3
C R O W N  PLATE  R E L IN ER  
is ta s te le s s  and  odorless.

fgssff f* s"» N° 1 -
'A lsiM # —7 P.I PAN WFI I

r money back.

SEND N O  M O N EY
T ry  i t  fo r  4 m o n th s  an d  th e n  re tu r n  i t  fo r  a 
fu ll re fu n d  i f  n o t  satisfied . O rd er a t  on ce  an d  
we w ill in c lu d e  F R E E  w ith  y o u r o rd e r  a  tu b e  
o f  C R O W N  D E N T A L  P L A T E  C L E A N E R . 
Y ou’ll b e  deligh ted  w ith  bo th  . . .  a n d  th e  
C RO W N  C L E A N E R  w ill m ak e  y o u r m outh 
feel re fre sh ed . R ush  coupon se n d in g  nam e and  
ad d ress . P a y  p o s tm a n  one d o lla r  fo r  co m b in a
tion  p lus p o s tag e , o r  send  cash  and  w e pay  
po stag e . A c t now  an d  en jo y  th is  new  hap p in ess .

C ro w n  P lostic  C o.. Dept. 3408  
4 3 5 8  W .  Ph ilade lph ia  A v e , 

D etro it. M ich.

/ z \  Step No. 2 — 0 
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I  Will Train You at Home For

Vital Jobs Now Open
RADIO

Vital Radio Jobs Like These Go To Men I Trained
" I  am doing spare time Radio 
work. .Am averaging around $500 
a year. Those extra dollars moan 
so much—the difference fn-Uveori 
just, barely getting by and living 
com fort ably.”  J OH N VV ASIIK O 
"A few months ago I  was ap
pointed Civilian Radio Inspector 
for the I ’nited States Navy—-a 
position with a  splendid future. 
Again, thanks to N. It. I. tra in
ing !” ROBERT K. FORD 
"For several years I  have been in 
business for myself making around 
$200 a month. Business lias stead
ily increased. I  have N .R.I. to 
tiiank for my start in tills field.”  
A ltLIE J. FROKlINF.il
" I  cannot divulge any Informa

tion as to my type of work, hut 
1 can sa.y that N .R.I training is 
certainly coming in  mighty handy 
these days." FIFTTENA N'T 
RICKARD \Y. ANDERSON, C.S 
A1UMV SIGNAL CORES 
■'Before 1 completed your lessons. 
1 obtained my Radio Operator’s 
license and immediately joined 
Station WMl’O, where I am now 
Chief Operator. ' HOURS F- 
HAYES
"Am new installing Radio equip
ment. and doing electrical work at
--------- Shipbuilding Co. on the
Navy's new "P C ’’ Subchasers. 
N .R .I training again assisted me 
Id obtaining this deeirable war
Job.'* DARE H. HOAG

Many lobs Now Open Pay *50 a Week'
W o u ld  y o u  l ik e  a c iv ilia n  ,io’t> vif.-.l to  th e  w a r  effo rt' 

p a y in g  $>">0 o r  m o re  |« p  w i'i-k . , . p liw  a. b r ig h t  f u tu r e  
a f t e r  th e  w a r?  W au lil you. lik e  to  he  in  lin e  fo r  prn- 
m o tio n n  in r a n k  a n il  ji.-iy if y o u 'r e  <■;,lied  in to  M ilila i j  
S e rv ic e ?  T h e n  g e t  any F JU .K  i.e ..si,n  am i tit. 1‘.eeI 
hook . F in d  o u t  liow  i  tra in , y o u  a t  h o m e  to  h e  a  
R ad io  T e c h n ic ia n  o r  R a d io  O perator.!!
M a n y  B e g i n n e r s  M a k e  $ 5 .  $ ? 0  a  W e e k  i n  S p a r e  

T i m e  W h i l e  L e a r n i n g
R ad io  h a *  ju m p e d  from  n. g rea t jwup**«* tim e  b u s in ess  t*> a  

boom ing  w a r  in d u s try . T h e  R a d io  re p a i r  b u s in e s s  is  boom ing 
because n o  new  R ad io s  a r «  bein g  m ad e . F ix in g  I t  ad  ins in  
s p a re  tim e  w hile  le a rn in g  p a y s  m any  b eg in n e rs  $10 a  w eek . 
R ad io  Technic hum  and O p e ra to r-  ;u v  m-r.i.ied— h u n d red s  o f 
th em — fo r v ita l  jo b s  a t  good  wag< .<*. R ad io  m a n u fa c tu re r s  
a r e  hunting- h ig h  a n d  low fo r  t r a in e d  I ta d io  m en. T h e  G ov
e rn m e n t, too, needs C iv ilian  -Radio O pera to rs- a n d  T e ch n ic ian s .

T h en , th in k  o f  th e  good jo b s  o ffered  by B ro a d c a s t in g  
S ta tio n s , A v ia tio n  R a d io , P o lic e  R ad io , o th e r  R a d io  fields. 
T h in k  of th e  N E W  R a d io  jo b s  t h a t  Television,. F lee tro n ie s , 
am t o th e r  R ad io  d eve lopm en ts  w ill open a f t e r  th e  w a r!  I  
c a n  g ive  you  th e  'R adio  k now ledge re q u ire d  fo r  th e se  jo b s .

E x t r a  P a y  i n  A r m y ,  N a v y ,  T o o
T h e re ’s  a. r e a l  need  in A rm y , N av y  fo r tra in e d  R a d io  m en . 

I f  you h a v e  com pleted  a  c o u rs e  in  R ad io  you s ta n d  a  good 
•chance o f  b e in g  ass ig n ed  to  eonnnutl'ea.tiuii.s w ork . T he 
N a tio n a l R ad io  In s t i tu te  h a s  t r a in e d  m an y  men w ho  now  
bo ld  s p e c ia l i s t 's  ra tin g 's . O ver 1.70ft S erv ice  M en a r e  en ro lled  
with A\ K. I.

N o w  i s  t h e  T i m e  t o  A c t !
You h a v e  a  r e a l o p p o rtu n ity — if you am  N OW —to  ta r n  

$5, $U» a  w eek e x t r a  m oney fixing Radios* in  s p a r e  tim e  w h ile  
learning-— to  tr a in  fo r  a  v ita l  jo b  p a y in g  $r»o o r  m ore  p e r  
v«‘ek . So take, th e  first stop  at. once. ‘Get m y F R E E  le s s o n  
a n d  Ot-pAgo book. Just, m a il th e  Coupon in an  enve lope  o r  
p a s te  on a  penny  i>oh1u !! ,J. K . S m ith , |*re.Mclefit, D ep t, ‘M L \‘Z, 
N a tio n a l R ad io  In s t i tu te ,  W a sh in g to n , D, C.

FREE LESSON 
SHOWS YOU HOW!
T w ill send  you th i s  F R E E  L e sso n , " G e tt in g  

A cq u a in te d  W ith  R ec e iv er -S ervic ing ,”  to  show  
you h ow  p ra c t ic a l it. is  to tr a in  f o r  R a d io  a t  
h o m e in s p a re  tim e. Tt’s a. va luab le , b  sson. 
S tu d y  i t—ki-ep it— u se  i t —w ith o u t o b lig a tio n !  
TeMs how  S u p e rh e te ro d y n e  R e c e iv e rs  w ork , 
f iv e s  h in ts  on R ec e iv e r S erv ic in g , L o c a tin g  
F«-f« c ts , R e p a ir  o f  L o u d sp e a k e r , I .F .  T r a n s 
fo rm e r, G ang  T u n in g  C ondenser, e tc . .'11 il lu s 
t r a t io n s .  A nd w ith  it I ’ll send  m y  F R E E  C4r 
p a c e , iH u s lra ted  book, ‘‘W in  R ich  R e w a rd s  in  
R a d io . '’ I t  d e sc rib e s  m a n y  fa s c in a t in g  jo b s  
R ad io  o ffe rs , ex p la in s  how  N .R .I , t r a in s  y o u  
fo r  good  p a y  in  R ad io !

M y FREE Books Have Shown Hundreds 
How to Jump Their Pay

MAIL-GET BOTH FREE LESSON 
& BO O K

J .  E .  S M I T H ,  P r e s i d e n t .  D e p t .  3 G A 2
Notiona l Rad io  Institute, W ash ington , D. C .

M ail it.,- F R E E  
l.t* an d  «v I -!•; 
ii K udin .’ ‘ (Ni 
p la in ly .j

w ith o u t o b lig a tio n . S am p le  
;<■ hook. "W in  lth-h R e w a rd s  
sa tcsm rm  w ill ca ll. W r i te

Age.

N am e  .. 

A d d re s s  

City . . .  

State . . . 4 F B
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T E N  COMPLETE W ESTERN STORIES
BULLETS STRIP THE fvSASK.......... (Novelet)........................ By T. W. Ford 10

No one believed  that B cbyface could do anyth ing  about the m asked longrider, but 
then Bo McFee show ed  up and the kid sw ung into action!

BAIT FOR A COYOTE...................(Short S to ry ) ......... By Cliff C am pbell 21
Jos Taggare w asn 't as complacent about that polecat Curley Dupew as people 
thought!

GUN BREED............................ (Short Story)........... By Glenn Shirley 27
" W hat this town needs  is a  m arshal a s  dead ly  w ith his sm okepoles a s  the coyotes 
who are m aking a  living hell ouf of it!"

TROUBLE TRAIL............................ (Novel).................... By Ree Rtcisnsond 32
Trouble w as Slim Rand's saddlem ate, and the trouble trail led  Slim to the w olf- 
den w here Paul Tolliver rodded the lavs!

W O LF S H A C K L E S .................. (Short S to ry ) .......... By Cicll W arlcnd 51
The Constable v/as on the lookout for Cat Smith—but he didn't look ha rd  enough!

HIT THE TRAIL. G U N SL IN G ER  (Novel).................... By E. E. Clement 56
Boot Hill Laik w as going home, hanging up his guns—even it he had to turn tail 
and run from w eaker men!

JOB FOR A  LA W M AN  .. .(Short Story) By Charles D. Richardson, Jr.
Sheriff Ben Bunson never dream ed that a set of false teeth w ould avenge the brutal 
JcL'iing of old Doc Files!

TEXAS M AN H U N T......... (Short Story).......By Charles N. Hedtelmen 80
Ranger Fro m e loved danger—so if w as just natural tor him to pose as his own  
murderer after he'd sa livated  the hombre sent to dry gulch him!

CATTLE K IN G ..............(Fact Article)..........................By Lee Flcren 84
The story of Charles Goodnight!

FAM ILY TREE OF THE CO W PO M Y (Fact Article) By Kenneth P. Wood 89
There's quite a  genealogical story behind those bioncs!

Robert W. Lowndes, Editor

FAMOUS W E ST ER N , published q u a rte r ly  by COLUMBIA PU BLICA TIO N S, IN C ., 1 A ppleton S treet, 
H olyoke, M ass. E d ito ria l and  executive offices a t  GO H udson S t., New Y ork. N, Y. L iti6red a s  second 
c lass  m a tte r  a t  th e  P o st Office a t  H olyoke. M ass. Y early  subscrip tion  -10c. F O R  A D V ER T ISIN G  W R IT E  
D OUBLE ACTION GROUP. Co H udson S t., New York, N. Y. M anuscrip ts  m ust be accom panied  by self- 
addressed , s tam ped  envelope to in su re  re tu rn  if  not accepted , and , w hile reasonab le  ca re  w ill be exercised 
in hand ling  them , they a rc  subm itted  a t  a u th o r ’s  risk . F r in tfd  in U. S. A.

4



BLUEPRINT READING
AMAZING NEW INVENTION

M AKES BLUEPRINT READ ING  EASY  A S  SEEING  A  MOVIE  
LEARN AT H O M E —  EASILY, QUICKLY —  IN  SPARE T IM E

Thousands of Men Wanted At Once!
Better Jobs — Bigger Bay are waiting for men who can READ BLUEPRINTS. Here, a t last,
la a  new Quick and easy shortcut way to learn Blueprint Reading at Home in an amazingly 
short time — at an unbelievably low cost. This sensational *'Shadowgraph" Method of Blue
print Reading was created by Nationally Famous Experts — shilled in teaching technical 
subjects to men without previous technical education. They have eliminated all complicated 
details, they explain all technical words in  simple language* Contains everything you nesci 
to know about Reading Blueprints — no matter what 
kind of work you do.

HOW AN YO N E DAN READ B LU EP R IN TS
Everything about Blueprint Reading is put right at your 
finger-tips I Simple as A, B, U. No need to attend an 
expensive trade or technical school. No previous techni
cal or special education is needed. Here’s a speedy Blue
print Reading Course for all trades that is ABSOLUTELY 
different. No dry textbooks — you learn by seeing and 
doing — and you READ BLUEPRINTS from the 
FIRST DAY. With this amazing new method — < 
minutes a day is all you need to read Blueprints 
on sight. This simplified, ware-time. Home Study 
Course meets all Blueprint Requirements for Civil 
Service and National Defense Jobs.

Q UALIFY QUICKLY  
FOR A  BIG PAY JOB

Here is really big news for you — if you have 
a job, or if you want a  Job in any branch of 
aviation, shipbuilding, sheet metal work, weld
ing, electricity, machine tooling, plumbing, car
pentry, radio, building automotive and Diesel 
Engineering, or any .other of the mechanical, con
struction or DEFENSE INDUSTRIES — the AUS- ____ __
TIN TECH. "Shadowgraph" Method CAN HELP YOU QUALIFY for a  BETTER 
JOB AND BIGGER PAY in  an amazingly short time. This marvelous home- 
study method is so easy — it  enables even a schoolboy to learn Blueprint Beading 
from the first day!

This 24-Volume Blueprint Reading Course is packed in a  specially eon-
_ strueted bookcase, which in itself is a unique "Working Model" designed

to enable you to read Blueprints from the first day. The Course contains 
over 600 Actual Blueprints—Charts—Tables—Diagrams—Signs—Symbols ^ 5  
and other Instructive Pictures tha t help you to read Blueprints practically 
on eight.

EVERYTH IN G IS SEN T TO  YOU A T  ONCE! 5
The complete 24-Volume Blueprint Reading Course is sent to you together with 
the specially constructed “ Working Model” Bookcase. You also get FREE—"M athe
matics Made Easy” and Professional Slide Rule. Everything Is sent in one ship
ment. ACT TODAY—DUE TO RISING PRICES FREE GIFT OFFER IS LIMITED.

AUSTIN TEC HN IC AL PUBLISHERS
275 7th Avenue, Div. H-21, New York, N. Y.

Canadian and Foreign orders accepted. FuH amount must accompany order.

M EN  of A L L  AG ES 
and A L L  TR A D E S

i f  you  are a
Mechanic, Student, Welder, Car- 

Shipbuilder. 
8he£! Metal Worker,

Worker. Aviation Mechanic, eto. 
y o u  m u s t  k n o w

B lueprint Reading
t o  w in  p r o m o t io n  
a n d  b ig g e r  p a y

very
few

C R EA T E D  B Y  
NO TED E X P E R T S
H. V. WALSH, B.A., 
Professor, Columbia U.f 
1919-1935; F. A. RAP- 
POLT, B.S., C.B.. Prof., 
School of Tech.. City Col
lege. N Y .: F. K. BURNS, 
B.S., M.B., Prof., New
ark CoL of Engineering,

SEND NO MONEY

S““  AUSTIN TECHNICAL PUBLISHERS
275 7th Ave.. Div. H-21. New York. N. Y .

_  Bond me on FEED ARPBOVAL , 0u r com- 
5  plete 24-Volume Blueprint Beading Course 
S  with special "Working Model" Bookcase, I  
B  am to get FREE "Mathematics Made Easy'*
B  and Professional Slide Rule. I  will pay poet-

B man $1.95, plus postage and C. O. D. charges 
on arrival. If I return everything within 5 
y» days you are to refund my money In full.

E Otherwise I will remit $2 monthly for 
3 months and a final payment of $1 for the 

4th month until the total price of $8.95 la ! 
— paid. (10% discount if full payment accom
panies order—same refund guarantee.)
gj$ Name................................................................

m  Address....................................................... ..........  J |
City..................................... S tate..........................  ■
Reference........................................

Address...............................
EH
®  NOTE: If you enclose $1.95 with coepi 

. g  w© will pay all postage charges. Every < 
r™  refunded If not satisfied.

f
T H ia  Y A E U A B B E  N E W  B O O K
‘'M a th e m a t ic s  M a d e  E a s y 11—.g iv e g  
y o u  s im p l i f ie d  i n s t r u c t i o n  i n  e v e ry  
p h a s e  o f  f ig u r in g  A L L  ty p e s  o f  
w o r k ,  P E E S  a  F R E E  D e L u x e  P r o 
f e s s io n a l  10 in c h  8 L I D E  R U L E . 
S a v e s  t im e ,  s im p l i f ie s  a l l  c a l c u l a t 

in g ,  f r a c t i o n s ,  e s t i m a t in g ,  p e r c e n ta g e ,  
d e c im a ls ,  c o s t s ,  r a t i o s ,  e tc .  C o m p le te  
I n s t r u c t i o n s  to r  u s in g  a  g l i d e  R u le .

B O T H  F R E E — w ith .
1 o ffer,,
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Would you give less than 
7c a day for Music Lessons!

Yes, That’s ail it Costs!
Amazing P r i n t  a n d  Picture 
Method Teaches Thousands to 

Play in Their Own Homes
'T 'H IN K  oi it! F or ju s t ab o u t th e  few  pen- 

n ies  you  sp e n d  for yo u r d a ily  n e w sp a 
pers , YOU CAN LEARN MUSIC! You can  
te a m  to p la y  your favorite  m usical instru 
m ent. A n y  instrum ent— piano , saxophone, v io
lin , g u ita r , accordion, etc. W h a t's  m ore, you  
c a n  le a rn  righ t in  your ow n  hom e, in sp a re  
time!

A ctually , your m usic lessons cost less  them 
7c a  d a y . A nd th a t inc ludes ev ery th in g — in
struction , sh e e t m usic, p e rso n a l A dvisory 
S ervice. No e x tra s  o i a n y  kind, noth ing  m ore 
to  pay .

Didn’t  Dream She Could Learn So Quickly!
” 1 D ID N ’T  d re a m  I  c o u ld  a c tu a lly  le a rn  to  p la y  

* w ith o u t  a  te a c h e r .  . . .  I  'had  a lw a y s  h e a r d  i t  
c o u ld n 't  b e  d o n e . Y ou  c a n  im a g in e  imy s u rp r is e  
w h e n  a f t e r  13 o r  4 w e e k s  I  fo u n d  I  cou ld  p la y  re a l  
tu n e s .  N o w  w h e n  I  p la y  p eo p le  w ill h a rd ly  
b e liev e  t h a t  I  le a rn e d  to  p la y  so  w ell in  so s h o r t  
a  tim e . A n y  p e r s o n  w h o  t a k e s  y o u r  p ia n o  c o u rse  
a n d  s tu d ie s  it' c a n n o t  (help b u t  le a rn  t o  p la y .”  
— *H. C. S „  C a lifo rn ia .

FOUND A C C O R D IO N  EASY A M AZED  FRIENDS
" I ’ve a lw a y s  w a n te d  to  
p la y  th e  ipiano a c c o rd to n .” 
w r ite s  *H. E . fro m  C a n 
a d a . " B u t  th o u g h t I ’tf 
n ev e r le a rn  it . T hen  I r e a d  
a b o u t y o u r  le sso n s . I 
d o n ’t  know  how  to  ex p re ss  
m y  s a t i s f a c t io n .”

•Actual pupils' names oa request.

" T h is  co u rse  h a s  b ee n  
very  In te re s tin g . W o rd s  
c a n n o t ex p re ss  how  I  
h av e  en joyed  it. M y 
frie n d s  seem  very  m uch 
p leased  w ith  m y p la y in g ; 
th e y  can  h a rd ly  believe 
I le a rn ed  w ith o u t a  te a c h 
er . ” — G. ,  A tla n ta , 
G&.

M usic la  th e  m a g ic  
key  to  f r ie n d sh ip , 
fu n . ro m a n ce . T he 
p erso n  w ho ca n  p la y  
a  m u s ic a l in s tru 
m e n t Is a lw a y s  su re  
o f a  w elcom e. W hy 
n o t le t m u s ic  open 
th e  doo r fo r  you  to  
a  h ap p ie r , r ic h e r  
life?  M ail th e  coupon  
a n d  find o u t how  
e a s ily  a n d  inexpen
s ively  you c a n  le a rn  
a t  hom e.

Pictures by Professional Models.

Easy as A-B-C
N o  (hum -drum  sc a le s  o r  e x e rc ise s , e i th e r .  Y ou 
s t a r t  p la y in g  r e a l  tu n e s— fro m  th e  v e ry  f i r s t  
le sso n . Y OU L E A R N  T O  P L A Y  BY P L A Y rN G . 
E v e ry  m ove is c le a r ly  sh o w n  in  c h a r t s  a n d  i l lu s 
t r a t io n s —w ith  a c c o m p a n y in g  t e x t  to  lead  y o u  
e a s ily  f ro m  o n e  s te p  to  a n o th e r .  A nd  w h a t  a  
th r i l l  to  h e a r  y o u rse lf  a c tu a l ly  p la y in g  p a p u la r  
so n g s  a n d  c la s s ic a l se le c tio n s !  W h a t  a  s u r p r is e  
f o r  y o u r  f r i e n d s !

F in d  o u t a b o u t th is  e a sy , m o n e y -sa v in g  m e th o d  a t  
once . I f  you w a n t  t o  le a rn  m u s ic  b u t a r e  h e s ita tin g  
b ec a u se  you m a y  b e  
d ra f te d , w e h a v e  m ade  
sp e c ia l p rov is ions  fo r  
th o se  w ho  a r e  ca lled .
M ail coupon below  fo r  
i l lu s tr a te d  free  b ook le t 
g iv in g  co m plete  In fo rm a 
tio n  on how  you  can  
Bearn to  p la y  a n y  In s tru 
m e n t in  y o u r ow n hom e.
F re e  p r in t  a n d  (p icture 
sam p le  inc luded. tJ. S.
School o f M usic, 1237 
B ru n sw ick  B ld g ., N ew  
Y ork  C ity . (F o r ty -F if th  
Y ear. E s ta b l is h e d  1898.)

1 Look at these notes—they are 
F-A-C-E. Simple, isn 't It? 
You are already learning to 1 
read music. I t 's  easy to play. 1 
too. A new invention, the { 
"Note-Finder." locates each f 
note for you on the keyboard.

Send for Print and Picture Sample
m  101 I  M  t3

U. S. School of Music, 1237 Brunswick Bldg., New York, N. Y.
I am interested in music Btudy, particularly in the instrument 
checked below. Please send me your free illustrated booklet,
"How to Learn Music at Home,’ 
Sample.

and Free Print and Picture

Piano
Violin
Guitar
Piano Accordion 
Saxophono

Hawaiian 
Guitar 

Tenor Banjo 
Mandolin 
Trombone

Cornet
Trumpet
F lu te
Piccolo

Namo
(Please print)

Drums and Traps 
Ukulele 
Organ 
Harmony &. 

Composition
Have You
Instrument? .............. .

Address

I  City .............................................................  State ............................
•  NOTE: If you are under 16 years of ago, parent must sign
I  this coupon.

SAVE 2c STICK CO UPO N  ON PENNY POSTCARD
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PAY5 UP TO
$325.00
HOSPITAL AND  
SURGICAL FEES

GET OUR FREE OFFER!
L e a rn  ho w  h o s p ita l  a n d  su rg ic a l  c a r e  is  p ro v id ed  
f o r  e v e ry  m e m b e r  o f  y o u r  f a m ily  In  e a s e  o f  s ic k 
n e s s  o r  a c c id e n t. O u r  P la n  p e rm its  y o u  to  go  to  
a n y  h o e p ita l in  th e  U. S . ; s e le c t  y o u r  ow n su rg e o n

NEARLY EVERYONE IS ELIGIBLE!
An attractive feature of the Plan we offer is that it  is available

2 3 .0 0 0
Statistics show that
23.000 people a t  homo 
today will be in a 
hospital tomorrow. 
You’ll w ant the best 
for yourself and fam
ily if hospitalization 
is needed.
Our 3c a day Plan 
offers the help you 
need if you act now.

Maternity
Gases

Included
Your policy provides 
for hospitalization for 
maternity as well.
provided that 
huabarul and

both
rt if©

have been members 
for ten consecutive 
months prior to ad
mission to  the hos
pital.

No Waiting

to almost everyone. Any man or woman under 
65 years of age may enroll as a member, and, 
if married, include wife or husband and all chil
dren under 17 years of age as dependents on 
the same certificate, and no medical examination 
is required.

Here’s the Protection We Offer You
UP TO:

$180.00 Hospital Room $20.00 X-Ray
$150.00 Surgical Fees $20.00 Anesthesia

$20.00 Laboratory Fees

No Red Tape

IF YOU'RE SICK TOMORROW  
WILL YOU HAVE TQ  

BORROW?

You'll agree our Plan is amazingly liberal, and 
offers tho protection th a t you and your family 
need.

F R E E RUSH COUPON  
FOR DETAILS

NO MEDICAL EXAMINATION REQUIRED

J INTERSTATE MUTUAL BENEFIT ASS'N. 
I  DEPT. 2708, DOVER. DELAWARE

Wo wont every reader of this matcazlno to know how easy 
it. Is to enjoy tho protection we offer . . . wo urge you 
not to delay It but to Ret the free details a t once. Just 

your isaino to tho coupon and mail it  to ug.
You may paste It on the back of a penny post
card if you like. Wo will send you every thing 
In- return mail absolutely free and without obli
gation. Yau may art in confidence and no 
salesman will call. You will only hear from ua 
by mail, so do not hesitate to act a t or.co . . . 
no better time than now.

PI* nan sen d  m e F liK lS  fu ll d e ta i l s  goneCrBUig y o u r  i 
H o sp ita l iz a tio n  P o licy . j

CITY .....................................  STATE.

n
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I KNOW, m yself, w h a t it n .ean s to h a v e  the  k ind  of body  
th a t peop le  pity! Of course, you w ou ldn 't know  it to look 
a t  me now, but I w a s  once a  sk inny w eak lin g  w ho w eighed  

only 97 lbs.! I w as a sh am ed  to strip  for sports or u n d ress for a  
sw im . I w a s  such a  poor specim en of physica l developm ent 
th a t I w a s  constan tly  self-conscious an d  em b arra ssed . A nd I 
felt only  HALF-ALIVE.

Then I d iscovered  " D ynam ic Tension."  It g a v e  me a  body  
th a t w on for me the title "W orld 's Most Perfectly  D eveloped 
M an."

W hen  I sa y  I can  m ake you over into a  m an of g ian t pow er 
a n d  energy , I know  w h a t I'm  ta lk ing  about. I 've  se en  my 
new  system , " D ynam ic T e n s i o n transform  hun d red s of w eak , 
pu n y  m en into A tlas Cham pions.

Only 15 Minutes a Day
Do y o u  w a n t big, b ro ad  shou lders— a  fine, pow erfu l chest 

“ -b ic e p s  like stee l— arm s an d  leg s ripp ling  w ith  m uscu lar 
Strength— a  stom ach ridged  w ith b a n d s  of sinew y m uscle— and  
a  bu ild  th a t you  can  be  proud of? Then ju st g ive m e the 
opportun ity  to p rove  th a t "D ynam ic Tension"  is w h a t you need.

No "ifs,"  "a n d s ."  o f  "m ay b es ."  Just tell me w h ere  you  w an t 
h andsom e pow erfu l m uscles. A re you fa t a n d  flabby? Or 
sk inny  a n d  g aw k y ?  A re you short-w inded, p ep less?  Do you 
ho ld  b ack  a n d  le t o thers w a lk  off w ith  th e  p re ttie st girls, best 
fobs, etc.? T hen w rite for d e ta ils  abo u t "D ynam ic Tension" 
a n d  le a rn  how  I c a n  m ak e  you  a  healthy , confident, pow erful

The97 found
Weakling

—  Who became “The World’s 
Most Perfectly Developed Man”

T il prove that YOU, too, 
can fee a NEW  M AN !"

f  C H A R L E S  A T L A S .  Dept. 43. *
» 115 East 23rd Street. New York, N. Y, £

9  I w a n t the p ro o f  t h a t  y o u r s y s te m  of 9 
9  “Dynamic Tension” w ill help  m ake a  j  

f  N ow  Man of m e— giv e  m e a  h e a lth y , |  
9  h u sk y  body a n d  b ig  m u sc u la r  develop- ■ 
* m en t. S en d  m e  y o u r free  book, “ E v e r- J 
lasting H e a lth  a n d  S tr e n g th .”

M ail th e  coupon  right now  for full d e ta ils  a n d  I 'll send  /  
y o u  m y illu stra ted  book, "E verlasting  H ealth  a n d  S treng th ." 9
f e l l s  a ll ab o u t m y " Dynamic T e n s i o n ' /  Name .....................................................................j
m ethod. Show s a c tu a l photos Of m e n / ' ■ |*rmt or write plainly)
I’ve  m a d e  into A tlas C ham pions. I t s  •' q #
v a lu a b le  book! A nd  it's FREE. Sendy . , /  f  Addr*** ................................................  »
for your copy  to d ay . M ail the  c o u p o n /  ̂ ; . f  ^  3
to me p erso n a lly . CHARLES ATLAS, ' 1  9 J
Jjcpt. 48, 115 E ast 23rd S treet, N e w / L J  Check* h^-re if under 16 fo r liookhd a I
York, N. Y. ................................ ................ .......................

HE-MAN.

"Dynamic Tension"  is a n  en tire ly  NATURAL m ethod. O nly 
15 m inutes of your sp a re  time d a ily  is en ough  to show  am azing  
resu lts— a n d  it's a c tu a lly  fun! "D ynam ic Tension"  does the 
Work.

Send for FREE BOOK
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C hapters

tf Principles or Air 
• Conditioning (a 

rif.scu.-MOii of heat, 
tempo rat u re. hu
midity. dewpoint, 
evaporation, etc.)
*2 The Effect of 
*  T em po  i a t u re. 
Change. and H u
midity on Comfort 
(air pollution, lead 
poisoning, dust)

3 HoaI Transmis
s io n s ; Losses 

ami Control <insu
la tio n  materials, 
cracks, ducts and 
pipes)

4  M e th o d s  o f  
Heating (rad i

ant healing, elec
trical heating, elec
trical steam heat
ing. furnace heat), 
t  Warm Air Fur- 
* *  nace-s (mechani
cal and gravity sys
tems of heating).
M A ir  C o o lin g  
O  Methods (evap
orative cooling, de- 
humidification. ab
sorption methods, 
steam jet systems).
7 Humidity Con

trol (air wash
ers. cooling towers 
and ponds, winter 
freezing and equip
ment ).
8 It n i t  S y s te m  

(heaters, venti
lators, condition
ers)

9 Filters (cloth 
fillers, air fil

ters).

Sound Con
trol l.>(iund con
trol, duct lining 
material, etc.).

n it e (r  I gerat)on 
< refrigeration 

and refrigerants)
|  y A u t o m a t i c  
• »  C o n l r o  1 s 

(pneumatic or elec
tric humidify).
11 Industrial Air 
* *  C ond it toning 
(mills, movies, tex
tiles, bakeries).
| 4  A ir  C o n d i - 
■*“  l i c n l n g  of  
Mo v i n g  Vehicles 
(railway cars, auto
mobiles)

Earn While You Learn

Over 30 Diagrammatical\ 
illustrations

You
find

D a Yau W an t M a re M a n ey ?
M echanical a ir  c o n d itio n in g  offers m an y  o p p o r tu n it ie s  fo r well pay ing , sp a re  tim e  
an d  fu ll t im e  jobs. Y ou do  n o t  have to  give u p  y our p re se n t jo b  . . you s tu d y  a t  
ho m e in sp a re  tim e  a n d  you rea lly  becom e q u ite  e x p e r t w i th o u t an y  p rev io u s  ex 
p e rien ee  . s ta tis t ic s  p rove t h a t  m e c h a n ic a l a ir  c o n d itio n in g  is one of th e  f a s te s t  
grow ing  in d u s tr ie s  in A m erica  an d  p le n ty  of m oney  can  be  m a d e  Ju s t  d o in g  
re p a ir  w ork a lo n e  o n  th e  th o u sa n d s  of in s ta l la t io n s  th a t  h a v e  a lready  been  m ad e .

Train NOW  For This G row in g  Industry . . .
C arl B. G reen , a recogn ized  a u th o r i ty  o n  m e c h a n ic a l a ir c o n d itio n in g , h a s  c o m 
p le ted  a  book w hich  be tw een  i ts  covers ta k e s  y o u  s te p  by s te p  from  th e  very  b e 
g in n in g  of a ir  c o n d itio n in g  itse lf  r ig h t  u p  to  th e  p r e se n t p e r fe c t io n  o f  m e c h a n ic a l  
a ir  c o n d itio n in g , so you w ill know  e n o u g h  a b o u t  its  w ork to  s e t  y o u r se lf  u p  as a 
local re p a ir  m a n  a n d  e a rn  u p  to  $75 a w eek . . . y o u  n eed  n o  prev io u s ex p erien ce . 
Mr G re e n 's  w ork is so  s im p lified  t h a t  you b e co m e  ex p e r t  very ra p id ly .

w ill he a s to u n d e d  w ith  How in te re s tin g  you  w ill 
“ M echan ica l A ir C o n d itio n in g  S erv ice  M a n u a l” 

. . .  it is w ritte n  in a  fo rm  th a t is m ore  like a  sto ry  
th a n  it *s a co u rse  o f  ed iu  fit ion Y ou w ill find sim plified exam ples , p ic tu re s  and  c h a rts  w hich 
a re  rea lly  sh o rt c u t s ,  a  com pletely  sim plified , e a sy  in s tru c to r  an d  com p reh en siv e  Ruide .  T he 
e lec tric  or p n eu m a tic  a ir  co n d itio n in g  w ill hold no m y s te ry  a f te r  you h a v e  in s tru c te d  yourself 

f  in th e  sim ple m ech an ism s. E ach  d ia 
g ra m  c lea rly  d e m o n s tra te s  fu n c tio n s  
d iffe re n t p a r t s  of th e  m ach ine . T h e  
b e a u ty  of it a ll is  th a t  you q u ick ly  
le a rn  and  ea rn .

t Send Now! There's A Big 
Future Here For You!

I>on’t say you never bad a chance . - . don 't 
be one of those who think tha t there is no 
future ahead . . . stop crying about hard' 
times and become a  mechanical #alr condi
tioning expert . . . ride with the wave of. 
a  very young Industry and tomorrow will; 

bring you the success, happiness and for
tune you crave . . . this giant Industry 
needs men . . . this giant industry pavs 
huge dhidends . . . IT WILL PAY YOU 
. . START NOW! ORDER YOUR COPY 
OF THIS VALUABLE BOOK TODAY 1 

W IT H  T H IS  O F F E R .  Act 
now and secure "S h o rt
cut s  In M a th e m a tic s ' ’ 
that you use every day.SEND NO MONEY

Send your order for this inspirational 
and instructive book on Mechanical 
A ir Conditioning and Service today. I 
You take no risk. You m ust be 100% f 
satisfied o r your money will be re- *  
funded. Everything has been made as I 
easy as possible for you to  learn , earn * 
and succeed The price has been I 
deliberately eet at the low figure of only " 
$2.00 per copy so everyone who is an- I  
xious and deserving o f success can * 
participate and get the benefit of the K 
knowledge contained in Carl B. G reen’s * 
hook. "M echanical Air Conditioning §> 
Service M anual.” Send the coupon 
now-^.prepare for a real future?

FREE
Mechanical C ra f ts  P u b lic a tio n *
4 2  West 18th St.. Dept. 108 
New York, N. Y.

Rend me niy copy of "M echanical Air Conditioning Service 
M anual'' and Include FREE "Shortcuts in Mathematic*." 
I will pay postmam $1.98, plus postage (about 25c) on 
arrival. (Send $2.00 now and save postage.) If, in 5 
dais I am not delighted. I  wLH return the book and you 
will refund my two dollars.
Q  EncloM’d  find $2.00—Send postpaid. Q  Send C.O.Bi

N a m e  . . .  ........................................................................................................  ■ -

Address ........ ^ . ................................................. ................
C ity...................................................  State.

^  Foreign orders. $2.50—Cash with order.



A masked brigand was terrorizing the Bob outfit, cutting down its 
riders, one by one, until the entire crew was demoralized. But Baby- 
face Ogden had ideas on the subject, and when they imported a  tough 
owlhoot exterminator known a s  Bo McFee, Ogden knew what to do . . .

BULLETS
STRIP 
THE MASK

By T. W . Ford

A COMPLETE 
NOVELET
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T H E Y  brought Lew Jackson 
in ju s t  as H ardy, the  foreman 
of the Bob outfit came up the 
road from town. A couple of the boys 

had found him, Jackson, s tre tched  be
side his pony in the coulee down at 
the south end, his th igh  smashed by a 
bullet. Between them they  had man
aged to bring him in. E ncoun ter ing  
a th ird  one of the ou tf i t  over in the 
haylands, they had sent h im  ahead to  
g t t  the buckboard hitched up to take 
Jackson  to the doctor in town. Now 
he lay on it, lips wedged w hite  under

his droopy mustache against the pain. 
T he  boys had poured some redeye in 
him but it w asn’t he lp ing  much.

T hen  H ardy  came slamming up on 
his horse and h it the ground running. 
“W h a t ’s happened?” he demanded as 
he hustled up. T here  was w hisky on 
his breath. I t  was the only time 
s tern-faced Concho H ardy  touched 
the s tuff,  when he was in town. T hen  
it  was two quick shots, one a f te r  the 
other, and he’d stalk out of a place 
as if  he had tw isted  the Devil’s own 
tail. He looked like a big man w ith

n
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blocks of heavy shoulders running  
into a scrav/ny frame propped on 
beanpoles of legs. He was reputed  
one of the best segundos south  of the 
Peace River. “W h a t ’s happened?” he 
snapped again.

“ ’S the old s to ry ,” Ben Riker told 
him. “T he  Masked Hombre left  his 
calling card again, Concho.”

H ard y  sv/ore, fouling the air with 
epithets, as he hooked a hand over a 
w alnut gun  butt. “I f  I ever cross the 
d ir ty  snake’s tra i l—” I t  was strange 
coming from  him. T hough  hard -b it
ten  when necessary, he never took the 
L o rd ’s name in vain and seldom 
threatened  violence. T hen  he was 
leaning over Jackson  and ge tt ing  the 
s to ry  from  him again.

T here  w asn’t much to tell. Jack- 
son said he had been rid ing  fence 
down there  in the south  end. 
Couldn’t  hear much with tha t  creo
sote cramping in the heat over by the 
butte . T hen  he had ju s t  happened to 
glance over his shoulder and there  
was the Masked Hombre, s igh ting  on 
him  w ith  a W in ch es te r  over a hum 
mock. Seemed like almost the same 
instan t he spotted the masked face 
behind the rifle barrel tha t the bullet 
p loughed into his leg and he was 
rocked from the saddle. T h e n — 

“B ut did you see any th ing? Did 
you get a look at him  as he f led?” 
H ardy  broke in to demand im patien t
ly. He squeezed Jackson 's  hand hard 
as the la tter  seemed on the verge of 
s lipp ing  into unconsciousness.

Jackson  shook his head on the pal
let laid out for him in the buckboard. 
“J u s t  the w hite  mask with  the eye
holes in  it, boss. I t  covered his whole 
head—no sombrero like always.”

“B ut af te r  you fell from your 
horse?” H ardy  prodded.

Jackson  shook his head. In  falling 
he had smacked his forehead on a 
stone and every th ing  had gone around 
and around for  a long time. W hen  
he  dragged himself back into the sad
dle, there  was ju s t  the  tattoo of fad 
ing hoof-beats off to the west.

O N C H O  H A R D Y  stepped back 
and gave the men in fron t  the 

signal to  head for  town. He wiped 
his  forehead w ith  a bandanna, nodded

tow ard his la thered  dun cayuse. “H ad 
a hunch  there  was som ething wrong 
as I was coming back from  town so I 
busted the breeze like the devil h im 
self was prodding  my tail-bone w ith  
a pitchfork . W e  gotta do something. 
I—”

Babyface Ogden pushed forward 
sheepishly, sp inn ing  his gray som
brero  nervously. He was the newest 
member of the ou tf it ,  taken  on to re 
place Stew Brack, who had been 
bush-whacked and killed by the 
Masked Hombre. He was ju s t  a ha lf 
p in t kid w ith  soft brown eyes and a 
shy way of talking. Came from down 
Salsito Springs way. “W here  some 
of the best gunslingers  in the whole 
Southwest is born and weaned on 
cartr idge  shells for tee th ing  r ings,” 
he would say.

W herever  he was, whenever he had 
a few m inutes w ith  no th ing  to do, he 
was always se tt ing  up a can or a 
piece of stfcne on a post or a stump 
and blazing away at it. He was a 
cross-arm draw gunslinger and the 
bunkhouse bunch would tell him he 
was slower than sorghum  in J a n u a ry  
and he would redden up with  chagrin. 
W henever  they called him “Baby- 
face,” he would p re tend  to be sore 
for a moment.

“ I just  got f igur ing  how I guess I 
saw the Masked Hombre myself,” he 
put in d iffiden tly .

H ardy  w hirled  on him as if he had 
heard  a s idewinder sound its w arn ing  
rattle. “W h a t? ” he barked.

Babyface plucked at his hatband 
as ho nodded. “Yep. I was crossing 
over tha t south end. Came out on 
the rimrock on the elbow of tha t 
ridge there. I saw th is  r ide r  heading 
into one of the draws to the west.”

“Yes?” said Hardy, eyes drilling  
into the kid.

Babyface shrugged. “He had on an 
old dark coat like Jackson  himself 
wears and I though t it  was him. So 
I  d idn 't  pay no more attention. Now 
I know it must uh been the gent tha t 
shot Jackson because I d idn ’t hear 
any more shots around there .”

Concho H ardy  seized him by the 
shoulder. “W h y  d id n ’t  you do some
th ing  when  you heard  the  f i rs t  sho t?”

Babyface pushed a t  his yellow hair
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and tr ied  to smooth down th a t  cow
lick over his forehead. “W ell—to tell 
the tru th ,  I d idn ’t  hear it.”

“You m ust of if you was over tha t 
way, Babyface!” H a r ry  Main said, 
m outh  bracketed w ith  grim  lines. 
L ew  Jackson  and he had come to the 
Bob outf i t  more than  nine years ago 
together. “You must of.”

B A B Y F A C E  Ogden bit his under 
lip, f lushing. “Reckon i t  b lend

ed r igh t  smack w ith  my shot. You 
see—a few minutes afore  tha t— I had 
taken a practice shot a t  an em pty to
bacco sack I hung  on a sapling. I t  
was blowing some and I w anted to 
see if  I could pick off a small moving 
ta rge t.”

H arry  Main tu rned  away with  an 
oath and a couple of the men laughed 
sarcastically. “A nd you’re the wire- 
tough  hairp in  who’d like a chance to 
meet the M asked Hom bre face to 
face!” one of them  jeered.

H ardy  slammed on his hat and 
headed for the main house. “T h is  
kind of s tu f f  can’t  go on, boys. I ’m 
going to give i t  to the  Old Man with  
the bark-off th a t  som eth ing’s gotta  be 
done.”

“ If  the  O ld  Man was himself, he’d 
camp on tha t  m urder in ’ buzzard’s 
back-trail himself till  Hell froze over 
to cut his sign,” Long Sam Graves 
said around a s traw  in his mouth. A 
couple other men nodded glumly. 
The Old Man was B. O. Binns, a fire- 
snorting  old-timer who had helped 
se ttle  the country. As head of the lo
cal Vigilantes in his young years, he 
had whitt led  down a bunch of rus
tlers single-handedly  till the rem 
nants of the ou tf i t  high-tailed i t  from 
the country  in  disgust. But a cou
ple of years ago, B inns had su ffered  
a serious neck in ju ry  when thrown 
by a half-broken horse. Since then  
he had been confined almost en tire ly  
to his room as an invalid.

Somebody sang out. Lannigan  was 
coming over the rise by the windmill. 
He was a big tac itu rn  man, a good 
cowhand, but s tandoffish . He took no 
back-talk from anybody includ ing  the 
foreman, H ardy. T he  two had clashed 
more than  once and Lann igan  w ould 
stick out his underlip  a t the  boss and

let him  have it  back word for  word. 
He was supposed to be some k ind of 
d is tan t relative of the  O ld  M an’s.

Concho H ard y  stopped and tu rned  
around at the horse corral. H e  w ait
ed un ti l  Lann igan  dropped  off in 
f ro n t  of the saddle rack at the  bunk- 
house. T h e n :  “W h ere  you been, L an
n igan?”

The big swarthy  cowhand walked 
forward a few steps. He had a jag 
ged scar runn ing  down the r ig h t  side 
of his face in f ro n t  of one ear. I t  
gave him a vicious a ir  when he got 
angry  and it  tu rned  white.

“ I saw the  boys tak ing  Jackson  into 
town, H ardy . W h a t ’re you driving 
a t?” he rumbled as he advanced.

“ I ’m asking a question, Lannigan. 
W here  you been?”

Lann igan  sh rugged  and tongued  
away the charred  stub of quir ley  in  
his mouth. “Took some supplies over 
to  the Rocky Creek line camp,” he 
said sullenly. “L ast  time I  got 
caught out there  in a storm, I found 
some two-bit sneak had been around 
and stole all the g r u b . . .  .Took  ou t a 
sack of beans and some je rked  beef 
and canned s tuff .  Also left  a can 
of my own tobacco. Now—w h y ?” 

H ardy  nodded, k icking dust slow
ly. “Because I ’m  s traw  boss here, 
Lannigan. I give the orders and ask 
the questions. A nd  any time tha t  
you don’t like that, you can ask for 
your time. ., .W h e n  you do, mebbeso 
you and me’ll have a l i t t le  personal 
argum ent to se tt le .”

L ann igan’s big hand eased rearward 
until  i t  was near tha t  Colts slung 
welL back on his gunbelt. T hen  he 
dropped his hand and pu t it  hard  
against his t rouser leg. “W e ’ll see,” 
he said and went into the bunkhouse.

O B O D Y  had much to say over 
the evening meal. H a rd y  him 

self ate up at the main house. T hey  
ju s t  looked at their  t in  plates as they  
ate and even fo rgot to  insu lt  the 
cookee about the grub. Before they  
had sat down, D utch  Valen, w ho’d 
been w ith  the o u tf i t  less than  six 
months, had packed his war-bag and 
gone up to H ardy  to  get his time and 
r idden  out. H e ’d had enough. L ew  
Jackson  was the th i rd  m an he had
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seen cu t down by this M asked Hom- 
b r e .

T hey  had no other name for him. 
Nobody knew who he actually  was, in 
fact. T h a t  was w hat made it  so 
nerve-breaking. T hey  d idn’t know 
v/hy he was apparen tly  out to whitt le  
down the Bob spread. T hey  simply 
knew tha t  he was a man in a white 
head mask who would bob out of no
where and cut down a lone r ider  of 
the outfit .  T here  was no te lling  
when.

I t  was about e igh t m onths ago he 
had appeared. T in y  Golsner had r id 
den in one n igh t  more dead than 
alive and f lopped off in fron t  of the 
bunkhouse. He had a bullet in his 
body and died before dawn. B u t be
fore he breathed his last he had told 
about the white-headed f igure  tha t 
had risen from behind a boulder in 
the  gulch and blasted at him from 
the  r ig h t  side w ithou t  a word of 
warning.

T h ey  f igu red  T in y  was some out of 
his head as he died. B u t when, a 
week later, another man reported  see
ing the man w ith  the w hite  hood w ith  
the  eye slits in  it  and showed a bul
let-smashed saddle horn  to prove it, it  
was a d iffe ren t  matter.  W i th  the 
whole ou tf i t  in  a bunch, they combed 
the coun try  for s ign  of him. B u t 
none was found. A  few weeks passed.

T hen  a second man was cut down, 
though only wounded, as he rode 
n igh t-haw k on a small round-up herd. 
H e to ld  of seeing the white-masked 
gen t  rise from  behind a clump of sage 
ju s t  before he got the lead in his 
hide. Some of the bunch were close 
a t  hand  and they  took out after  the 
d ry-gulch ing  raider. H a rd y  himself, 
who rode in a few m inutes la ter  from 
the house, jo ined them  and led the 
h u n t  till daybreak though he was sick 
man at the time. And again the trail 
led to a dead end, petering  out.

TH A T  second victim up and quit 
the Bob when  his wound healed. 
A deputy  sher if f  dropped down from 

the county  seat but found nothing. 
H e couldn’t squat there  forever w a it
ing  for this masked sniper to show 
up.

A tension began to  spread  th rough

the outf it .  E very  man knew it was 
dangerous to ride out on the range 
alone w ith  th is  k il le r  a-stalk. A fel
low got so he had a constant itchiness 
between his shoulder blades unless he 
had them close to a wall. They  be
gan to conjecture  about it. Somebody 
said it was the hombre the Old Man 
had hired  a few years ago, then 
learned was a wanted killer. T he  Old 
Man had walked into the bunkhouse, 
knocked him unconscious w ith  a s in 
gle blow, then  had him trussed up 
and tu rned  over to the Law. T he  man 
had since escaped from  State Prison. 
I t  m ight have been him.

W hite -ha ired  R iker came up with 
the theory  it  m ight be the son of the 
man w ho’d owned the ou tf i t  to the 
south more than  tw en ty  years ago. 
He and B inns had had an argum ent 
over fence-line and smoked it out 
face to face up  in town one day. The 
o ther  man had been perm anently  
crippled  as a resu lt  of his w ound and 
sold out, qu it  the country. R iker 
said word had d r i f ted  back la ter  of 
the son ge tt ing  into a couple of gun- 
fights.

B u t nobody knew. A nd nobody 
knew w hen he himself would be next. 
I t  got so they  began to  almost wish 
the Masked Hombre, as they  called 
him  for w ant of som ething better, 
would pop up and take his crack at 
them. T here  m ight be a chance for 
them  to crack back, anyway.

A nd then  there  was the morning 
the note was found t a c k e d . to  the 
gatepost of the  ranchyard. “W ill  be 
up in L it t le  Valley tom orrow morn
ing—if any of you Bob coyotes want 
to  drop around ,” it  read in  rude 
p rin ting . A nd beneath was a rough 
draw ing of a mask. Tw o more men 
had asked for the ir  time r igh t away.

B u t  the nex t n ight, Concho H ardy  
led his bunch up to the l i t t le  valley 
tha t  branched off like the arm of a 
“Y” at the north  end of the Bob 
range. T hey  had gone in at dawn, 
breaking into two bunches to take ei
th e r  side of the stream  th a t  snaked 
down the bottom of the heavily wood
ed, brush-th ick  country. T hey  had 
s ta r ted  to work th rough . T here  had 
been blind spasmodic shooting as men 
th ough t they had spo tted  the Masked
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One in the earth-clinging patches o£ 
mist. A nd  they  had arrived at the 
other end empty-handed.

“The yella snake never showed—” 
one man began. And then  they rea l
ized Stew Brack was not w ith  them. 
Late th a t  afternoon they found him, 
using low-circling buzzards as the ir  
compass. Stew was dead. Beside 
him lay a scrap of paper on which he 
had scrawled a mask and beneath 
w rit ten  “w hite .” T hey  all knew what 
that meant.

BA B Y F A C E  O G D E N  had been 
taken  with  the o u t f i t  in his 

stead. Almost two months had passed. 
And now the Masked One had s truck  
again.

T he  coffee pot made a second tr ip  
around the oil-cloth covered table and 
quirleys were lighted  up. “ I t ’s my 
opinion,” little  Babyface s tarted  out, 
“that if we laid a trap for th is— 
this—”

"Trap , h e l l!” Ben R iker exploded. 
“W e figured  we had him  trapped  in 
L it t le  Valley tha t time. B u t tha t 
snaky hairp in  seems to know what 
we’re a-going to do ourselves afore 
we do it. Like he knew Lew Jack- 
son would be down checking the 
fence on the south end today.”

“ I ’d ju s t  like to know who the buz
zard is,” H a rry  Main said grimly. 
“Somehow tha t  would help. I could 
hate him better. And if I ever do 
get the chance to_ meet him face to 
face—well, he can have two cocked 
hoglegs covering me—and I ’ll still 
d r a w !”

Lannigan looked at him with  an 
eyebrow raised dubiously across the 
table. • Main was none too fancy get
t ing  gun-steel free of holster leather. 
Main half  rose.

“He m ig h tn ’t be such a stranger 
af te r  all,” Babyface put in eagerly. 
“He m ight be somebody from r igh t  
close, I got a hunch, and—”

“Aw, shut up, bu tton ,” Sam Long 
said irrita tedly .

H ardy  came in. “I talked it  over 
w ith  the Old Man, boys. W e ’re go
ing to bring  in a crack m an-hunter—- 
and hang the cost. Somebody who’ll 
cut th a t  M asked H om bre’s sign and 
tra i l  him to his hole. A nd—I ’ve got

a hunch  I  know where I can get hold 
of Bo M cFee.”

T hey  began to ta lk  then, excitedly, 
eagerly. T hey  could see the th ing  
coming to a showdown. T h is  M cFee 
was a crack gunman and a deadly b i t
ter-ender man-hunter. Long Sam 
knew th is  yarn about McFee. Main 
had seen him chop down a cornered 
fugitive in a Border town one night. 
T h ey  jabbered. All bu t Babyface 
Ogden. He sat back and smiled 
s m u g ly . . . .

T hey  found out why when Bo 
M cFee rode in e igh t days later. 
He was a lithe catlike man w ith  a 
poker face and fros ty  eyes. He had 
a tr ick  of w atching a man from  the 
corners of them. He d idn’t appear to 
know you were there  when he shook 
hands. Yet you felt he w ould recog
nize you again if  he saw you in a 
year miles away in d iffe ren t  c ircum 
stances. He had two Colts w ith  sil
ver skulls inlaid in the bu tts  slung 
at his blocky hips. A nd  he had two 
more in an oil-skin w rapped  package.

He shook hands w ith  H ardy  and 
asked if th ey ’d had any new trouble. 
T here  was a businesslike air about 
him. Cigar ash f lopped on the new 
black coat of his ou tf i t  and he 
brushed it off  with annoyance. H ardy  
in troduced him to the  bunkhouse 
bunch. And Babyface Ogden walked 
UP-

“Howdy, Bo,” he said familiarly, 
chucking out his chest a l i t t le  as he 
stole a glance at his fellow hands. 
“ I 'm  from Salsito Springs, too. I ’m 
Smoky O gden’s boy.”

“Oh, sure, sure.” McFee took his 
cigar from his m outh  and scowled at 
where the w rapper had charred. “Yes, 
I remember you now.”

Babyface was cock of the walk. 
“ Say, Bo, remember how my bro th
er, Ralph, and you and me used to 
play holding up the stage in your 
pop’s barn? You two always made 
me be the cap tured  passenger because 
I was so much smaller and younger 
than you.”

M cFee smiled tightly . “T h a t’s 
r igh t .”

“Ralph was h e f t ie r  than  you. B u t 
you could always w restle  him  down 
on the  barn  floor, couldn’t you, B o?”
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M cFee nodded. “Always was a 
r ig h t  good w res tle r ,” he admitted. 
“ Got any th ing  around here a man can 
ir r iga te  his tonsils w ith?  I ’ll be slop
ing out early to take a look-see over 
the  place. Always like to know the 
lay of the land.”

TW O  W E E K S  passed and there 
was no more sign of the Masked 

R ider. T hen  Babyface Ogden tra ipsed 
in  late one night, leading a pony tha t  
had lamed itself in a badger hole. He 
claimed he had met up w ith  the 
M asked Hombre. Even swore tha t 
n ick in his sh ir t  sleeve was where a 
slug of the other had just  ticked him.

“A nd I th ink  I nicked him too,” he 
asserted. “Though there was no 
bloodstains on the ground v/hen I 
sneaked fo rw ard  to where he had 
been. I had a feeling he was around 
and there  was the snap of a twig just  
as I dug out my hogleg and twisted 
in the saddle. A nd he was s tepping 
around  tha t  hummock and—”

T he rest of the o u tf i t  gave Baby- 
face the laugh. Especially  when 
H ard y  came rid ing  up with  Bo Mc
Fee whom he had met on the way in 
across the haylands. Concho H ardy  
said he had been r id ing  the slope a 
l i t t le  behind and above Babyface as 
they  combed the brakes for strays. 
A nd  he had seen nobody. “Heard  
only one shot,” H ardy  said. “A nd I 
f igu red  that was Babyface tra in ing  
to  be a gunman again.”

T hey  guffaw ed right in Babyface's 
tee th  then. H e flushed up hotly. “ I 
tell you I saw him—white mask and 
every th ing ,” he insisted. “A nd I 
th rew  down on him like I said I 
would.”

“You ju s t  dreamed you saw him," 
Long Sam told him. “ You been th in k 
ing so much about him you conjured 
up yourse lf  a mirage. Could uh tore 
tha t  hole in  your sh ir t  on a twig, boy. 
W h y  if you 'd  dared swap lead with 
tha t  snake, your hide would be nailed 
to  the fence for dry ing  now.”

“ I ’m a Salsito m an!” Babyface came 
back. “ I—”

“In  a moment you’ll be te lling  us 
you ’re as good as M cFee with  a smoke 
pole.”

McFee chuckled easily. “ The ran-

n y ’s got nerve, don’t you worry. I 
know his tr ibe.”

Babyface stuck out his chin. “Yeah, 
even when you wrestled my brother 
down, he always came back for more, 
d id n ’t he, B o?”

“Sure did, fella. He sure did.”
T he  next afternoon, Babyface was 

sent to town on an errand. W hen  
they  finished supper in the bunk- 
house he had not yet re turned. They  
sat around ta lk ing about the kid and 
how he was always i tching to swap 
lead w ith  the Masked One. I t  was 
about taken for g ran ted  the la tter  had 
pulled stakes. Somehow they  felt it  
in the ir  bones. T h is  M cFee had come 
and the Masked Hombre learned of 
it  and f igured  he had enough. T ha t  
would be smart th ink ing  w ith  a gun- 
wolf like M cFee dogging your tracks. 
On top of that, Lew Jackson  was 
coming along p re t ty  well a t the doc
to r ’s. I t  would be some time before 
he would walk again but he hadn 't  
lost the leg. So everybody was feel
ing pre t ty  good.

O B O D Y  remembered ju s t  who it 
was who suggested  it. “L e t ’s 

give Babyface a real scare,” some
body said. “Then  we can hooraw 
him. He talks a heap. L e t ’s fix it  
for him to meet the Masked Hombre 
face to face—only i t ’ll be one of us. 
I t ’ll be a belly laugh.”

T hey  planned it  out. “You can do 
it, L annigan ,” H ardy  himself said. 
“You’re going up to the Creek tomor- 
ra anyway to patch up them w inter 
calf sheds.”

So it was fixed up. The next m orn
ing, H arry  Main came upon t?ie note 
nailed to a corral pole. He called the 
rest of them out to see it. I t  read, 
above the s ignature  of the mask:

W il l  B e  at the O ld  W aterhole  
Tomorrow M orning. A n y  o f  You  
Pack-Rats Got the N erve  to 
Come O ut T ha t W a y —

T hey swapped glances, the ou tf it  
keeping the ir  faces s tra igh t  w ith  an 
effort. McFee had already  gone out 
to  take a pasear over the place. H e’d 
been gone a couple of days. The word 
was he was ge tt ing  ready to call i t  a
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jo b  and  leave. So he was out of the  
picture.

“I  don’t  w ant no piece of that buz
zard ,” Long Sam said.

“Me, neither ,” old R iker  g runted. 
“ I ’ll go to Boot H il l  when  the  time 
comes but I a in ’t  yelling  for no shov
el to  d ig  my own grave.”

All eyes focussed on Babyface O g
den. H e  kept hooking a t  his gunbelt  
w ith  a nervous thumb. He looked up 
a t  them  and dug his tee th  into his 
under  lip. T hen  he nodded once. “ I 
reckon I aim to go.”

E ar ly  the nex t m orning he rode 
out, very grim-faced bu t try ing  
to  be calm and keep th a t  under lip 
from  trembling. Long Sam scratched 
his jaw dubiously. “ Mebbe we hadn’t  
ough t to  le t  him go.”

T he  rest  told him he was crazy. I t  
would be a great joke. U sing a f lour 
sack for a mask, Lann igan  would go 
down there  and scare the jeans off 
the  kid. Big Lann igan  was snake- 
fast w ith  a smokepole and would 
jum p Babyface easily, then  fade out 
of the pic ture  a f te r  spray ing  some 
lead near him. I t  w oudn’t  be d if f i 
cult to do up there  a t  the  O ld  W ate r-  
hole. Down in the  core of a small 
shallow basin, tha t  waterhole  had 
gone dry  a few years back. Now the 
place was deserted, not even visited 
by  the cattle, choked w ith  underbrush  
and s tun ted  oak.

“I  still don’t like it,” Long Sam 
said. He wished Concho H ardy  was 
around  to order them out to stop 
Babyface. B u t the s traw  boss had 
gone into town last n igh t  and stayed 
over. . . .

T here  was no sun that day when 
Babyface Ogden reined up a short 
distance from the O ld  W aterhole . I t  
was overcast, the f row ning  heavens 
casting a peculiar yellow-tinged l igh t  
over the range, and a th in  haze hung 
low over the  earth. T here  was a raw
ness in the air. Despite  himself as he 
dismounted Babyface shivered. T hen  
he had left  his pony hitched  to a lone 
cottonwood and was walking toward 
the rim of the basin. He d idn ’t mean 
to  be sky-lighted  rid ing  in  there  in 
the  saddle.

H is  knees felt  very s t i f f  and his 
boots were heavy on his feet. He had

a lready  unc lipped  the spurs  from  
them  lest  the  chains be tray  him w ith  
a te llta le  rattle . H a lf  crouched, he 
slid into the brush. I t  was as dim as 
tw il ig h t  there  beneath  the  scrub 
foliage as he s ta r ted  down the  basin 
side. T here  was sti l l  a fa in t  cowpath 
m eandering  down among the s trew n 
boulders tow ard the  old d r ink ing  
spot. He edged onto it, rak ing  the  
place w ith  his soft eyes as he raised 
up minus his sombrero for a look-see. 
T here  was no th ing  save the ch irp  of 
a bird, the rustle  of a sagehen nearby. 
E very  last leaf seemed frozen.

He w ent on, lower into the  basin, 
s tepp ing  over a fallen limb carefully . 
I t  got g rayer  the  fu r th e r  down he 
went. He had a second gun  tucked 
in  his waistband, his hols ter  weapon 
drawn and gripped. Sweat from  his 
arm rivered down into his palm and 
made the b u t t  feel slimy. A gust of 
wind from  the plain above dusted  the 
tops of the scrub g row th  and made 
the limbs ra tt le  and click. I t  was a 
heart-chill ing  sound and it  could cov
er a sta lk ing d ry -gu lcher’s approach. 
Babyface half  ran  on, fa s te r  and fast
er, bent double. He cou ldn’t  s tand  
the awful w aiting  much longer.

TH E  descending cowpath angled 
sharply. T here  was a l i t t le  hump 

at the  tu rn  th a t  l i f ted  a man up above 
the ru s ty  foliage. He was up on it, 
exposed, panting, before he realized 
it. He f lung  him self s idew ard fran 
tically as he sigh ted  the baked c rust 
of the old waterhole  ahead. A nd  the 
w inging  bu lle t p inged into a tree 
tru n k  ju s t  back of the hump.

The crash of the  gun report m ush
roomed over the basin. Babyface O g
den lost his head. He came off his 
knees and slammed lead twice at tha t  
spot where he though t he had seen 
the flame flash. A nd a half-h idden 
gun muzzle fro thed  burn ing  powder 
ten yards over to the le f t  a t the o ther 
side of the dried-up waterhole. T he  
slug tore a chunk out of the brim  of 
the k id ’s sombrero. He ducked again.

T he  die was cast. Now on his hands 
and knees he began to belly-wriggle 
forw ard  and downward. One of them  
he knew was not going to  leave this 
basin. T he  th ough t made his lips dry
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and swallowing hard. T h en  he found 
a  th in  fallen branch. W i th  i t  he 
reached over to his le f t  and agita ted  
a small clump of brush  twice. The 
gun  down there below spat twice sav
agely  on the stillness. A nd Babyface 
sw ung up one knee and tr iggered  two 
chunks of lead himself almost in the 
same instant.

T here  was a smothered exclama
tion, the crash of underbrush  as a 
man thrashed  backward, from down 
there. Babyface was surprised  to find 
his f ingers  steady and deft  as he 
s lipped fresh shells into the smoking 
gun. T h en  he was worm ing ahead 
th rough  the  brush  quickly. He had 
fo rgo tten  all about fear. H is  one 
w orry  was lest the  o ther escape. He 
worked  closed to the  old waterhole, 
veering to his right.

A tho rny  vine ripped  at his sweat
runn ing  face and he recoiled in s t inc t
ively. T h e  action sent a piece of 
shale c la tte r ing  down toward the bot
tom. Lead spat into the side of the 
slope about him. A nd  one slug d idn ’t. 
I t  took him th rough  the upper left 
arm, tw isting  him  back against the 
earth. He locked his teeth  against the 
ou tcry  tha t  stab of pain forced to his 
th rea t.  He knew the end had to  come 
fast then  for he could feel the blood 
runn ing  down inside his sh ir t  sleeve, 
puls ing  from his body.

He eeled around a boulder and 
saw the sombrero apparen tly  ju s t  
rise from  behind a fringe  of 
b rush  feet back from  the baked clay 
of the bottom of the pit. He was up 
and stabbing spurts  of lead at i t  from 
his gun. Too late he realized his 
b lunder. T he  Masked Hom bre wore 
no hat when he struck. Tw o shots 
lashed up the slope at him, b racke t
ing his head and practically  w hisper
ing in his ears as they  passed. T hey  
came from the left  of the ha t  propped 
on the bush.

F ling ing  himself to the right, still 
dizzy from  the wound in his arm, 
Babyface tr ipped  and w en t a-sprawl. 
A  stick of brush cracked under  him. 
A nd  the jagged stub r ipped  th rough  
his sh ir t  and gored him wickedly in 
the  side of the chest, sp lin te ring  into 
his  flesh. I t  was more painfu l than  
dangerous. B u t  a scream burs t  from

him  in panic before he knew w hat it  
was.

H e scrambled ahead, afra id  the 
scream m igh t have given his location 
to  tha t  deadly m arksman across the 
m ud crust. Then, before he knew it, 
he was out in the open in a bare spot 
near the  end of the waterhole. B u t 
so was his assailant, sw inging out 
from the fringe of scrub g row th  in 
full sight, faceless behind the white  
head mask.

F rom  the k id ’s scream he though t 
he had m ortally  w ounded him, c r ip 
pled him a t  least. He had come out 
to finish him. Babyface leaped up, 
going chalky about his tau t-s tre tched  
mouth. T h is  was it, the showdown. 
A nd there  was something ghastly, 
d irefu l about tha t faceless mask w ith  
the s li t ted  apertu res  for eye holes. 
Somehow it  was like going up against 
an inhum an th ing, something almost 
bodiless.

T hen  dust from  the hard-baked 
m ud was fu rrow ed up where Baby- 
face’s lef t  heel had been. Babyface 
tr iggered, peering th rough  the smoke 
tha t  d r i f ted  before his enemy. The 
la t te r  t r ied  to  dart  sideward as he 
worked two weapons now. B u t  the 
desperate kid z igzagged th rough  the 
fire across the caked surface and cut 
him  off w ith  a shot tha t lopped off 
a low limb ju s t  feet ahead of him. 
T he  next moment, Babyface’s w ound
ed left  arm  was gashed open afresh.

T here  was no more fencing, no 
more maneuvering. T he  Masked 
Hom bre stood w ith  th in  legs w ide
spread, r id ing  those tr iggers. A nd 
l i t t le  Babyface kn ifed  toward him. 
H is  gun  clicked empty. B u t the 
Masked Hombre was on one knee, h it 
in the leg. T here  was a split  second 
w ith  the gun reports  w aning as they 
boiled from the hollow. Babyface 
sliced his r igh t arm  across his body 
for the cross-arm draw on the gun in 
his waistband, bu t t  forward. T he  
other recovered from  his fall and le
vered up both weapons. T hree  guns 
thundered  in unison and kept a-roar 
as both men pum ped bullets.

A B Y F A C E  swayed, a tanned 
cheek r ipped  to  the bone. B u t 

he kep t  his  feet and steadied his gun
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again. T h e  last w asn’t  necessary. T h e  
M asked Hombre was going down. 
One of his guns had s lipped from  his 
gloved fingers. He was weaving, 
moving in a rough circle, w ith  l i t t le  
fa l te r ing  steps. T hen  he almost w ent 
over backward, jack-knifed  forward. 
H e made a feeble e f fo r t  to  clamp a 
hand to the hole in his chest. A nd 
then  he was down, h i t t in g  the baked 
m ud w ith  a fla t  smack, second gun 
bouncing away from him. He rolled 
on his back and was still.

Babyface w ent forw ard  and bent 
over him and f lipped  back the mask. 
Babyface d idn 't  seem too surprised  
even though it was Bo McFee, He 
s ta r ted  to shake a li t t le  now tha t  the 
tension eased.

A gunshot snapped it  back tau t 
again. Babyface was cool now. H e  
dropped  to his knees. T hen  there  
was another, r ipp ing  into the d ry  
s tu f f  across the mud-hole. W h ip p in g  
around, Babyface came up and lunged 
in to  the  brush  a t  where he had seen 
th a t  last flame slash. T here  was a 
f lee ting  glimpse of a w hite  mask 
ducking  th rough  the  trees, another 
M asked Hombre. Babyface steadied 
his gun  over a low bough and fired  
w ith  his ebbing strength .

The white-masked one ducking up 
the slope spun around and fell. T hen  
Babyface heard h i m scrambling 
th rough  the  brush. He tr ied  to run  
forward, got a split-second s igh t  of 
the one ahead hobbling around the 
edge of a boulder. Babyface t r ig 
gered  but the firing pin rapped down 
on an em pty shell. He sank to his 
knees from weakness and a l i t t le  la t
er heard  re trea t ing  hoofbeats as the 
second masked one d e p a r t e d . . . .

BA C K  at the Bob bunkhouse, they 
were ge tt ing  anxious. I t  was 

well a f te r  m idday  and the seriousness 
of the practical joke they had plotted  
began to sink in. E verybody was 
w ish ing  H ardy  w ould get back from  
town bu t  he had failed to appear yet.

Then Main let out a yell and po in t
ed. Babyface had appeared coming 
th rough  the  Spanish bayonet stalks 
down where the seep spring  was. He 
swayed s ligh tly  in the saddle and 
they  could see his le f t  arm  was

crudely  bandaged up. T h ey  clustered  
about him  as he rode into the  ranch- 
yard, help ing him  down.

“H o ly  G aw d!” Long Sam said rev
eren tly  and ran  to get the p in t  of 
redeye from beneath  his bunk.

“ I  go t him—the M asked Hombre,” 
Babyface started . T hen  his voice 
broke, d ry ing  out in his  throat.

“You—you mean you killed Lanni- 
g an?” H arry  Main asked.

T hey  worked some redeye down 
Babyface’s th ro a t  and he shook his 
head a f te r  he swallowed. “N-no. 
’T w eren ’t  Lanny. I t  was th a t  Bo 
M cFee—or the  gen t  who was call
ing himself Bo M cFee. . . I smoked 
it  out w ith  him  and he’s dead back 
there .”

Nobody understood. Ben R iker  
took charge. “I t  m ust uh been Lan- 
nigan you shot, kid. Not M cFee. 
H e ’s plumb hell-fire on them  tr iggers. 
You see—as a sort  of p ractical joke, 
we had it  fixed for Lannigan  to go 
out there  and p u t  on a w hite  mask 
and scare the—”

B u t Babyface shook his head stub
born ly  as they  led him  to the bench 
before the  bunkhouse. “I t  was Mc
Fee. I l i f ted  the mask a f te r  I downed 
him. I t  was him. O r the gen t  using 
his name. Because tha t  w asn’t  Bo 
M cFee—as I  knew  from  the first.”

“W h a t? ”
“Yep. Couldn’t  tell by his looks 

’cause I  hadn’t  seen him in more than  
ten years. B u t  you remember how 
I  said how he used to be abje to 
w restle  m y brother, Ralph, down, 
even though  R alph  was bigger?  W ell,  
i t  was the o ther w ay around. R alph’s 
even smaller than  me. B u t  he could 
always down Bo in the old days. 
W h en  th is  fake M cFee agrees as to 
how he downed Ralph, I  knew he was 
a sham.”

One of the  men whistled  softly. 
T hey  all regarded  Babyface w ith  new 
respect. A nd  then  Lann igan  rode 
around the corner of the bunkhouse. 
A n d  in the saddle of the horse beside 
him, L ann igan’s throw-rope noosed 
about his neck, was Concho Hardy.

Concho was a p re t ty  banged-up 
hombre. Tw o of his fron t  tee th  were 
m issing and his lips were mashed. 
H e had a w ounded leg. A n d  when
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they l i f ted  him out o f  the saddle, 
they saw th a t  his sh i r t  had been cut 
to  ribbons and his back was a mass 
of  welts  and slashes. T h e  dour-faced 
Lannigan got down too and unhooked 
his gunbelt and handed it to old 
Ben Riker,

“T ake it, Ben. I reckon you’ll be 
runn ing  th is  outfit next. . . I ’m giv
ing myself up. I got a l i t t le  confes
sion to make, then you can take me 
in  and tu rn  me over to the law. H a r 
dy’ll back up all w hat I  got to say— 
and sign a w ri t ten  sta tem ent of it  
a f terw ard  or—well, I  can convince 
him.” He dangled a looped-up p ig 
g ing s tr ing  tha t was soiled w ith  dried 
blood.

Nobody knew w hat to say.
“Yeah, I ’m a d is tan t  nephew of the 

O ld  M an’s. I  got m ixed up in a 
nasty  shooting ruckus and came over 
here to lie low. A f te r  I ’m finished, 
I ’ll go back and face the charges. . . 
B u t Mr. H ardy  here learned about 
th a t  shooting matter. A nd he pro
ceeded to hold it  over me. T hen  he 
got an idee on how to get the Old 
Man sick of try ing  to run  the place 
and go E as t  to a doctor, leaving me— 
and H ardy—to run  it. H ardy  has 
some slick idees about rustl ing . A in ’t 
you, H a rd y ?” Lannigan edged over.

“Uh—yes,” H ardy  said quickly.
“ I been a damn fool—but I had to 

go along with  H ardy  on his plan be
cause of w hat he held over me. I 
d idn ’t  mean for anybody to get 
killed. You see,-H ardy’s idea was the 
Masked Hombre. . . He was him.”

LA N N IG A N  told the rest tone- 
lessly. I t  had been H ardy  who 

had gunned T iny  Golsner and Stew 
Brack and Lew Jackson  and the o th 
er one. W h en  Lannigan told it, it  
seemed so obvious. T he  foreman was 
never w ith  the rest  of the bunch 
when a shooting happened, always 
off by himself on some pretext.

“T h a t  right,  H a rd y ? ” Lannigan 
growled. H ardy  nodded again.

“W ell, th a t ’s it, gents. T he  Old 
Man began to suspect H a rd y  was 
pulling  something. So to avert sus
picion from himself, Concho got 
sm art and hired  th is  M cFee to come 
in to t r y  and clean up th ings. B u t

M cFee caugh t onto the game w hen 
H ardy  tr ied  to  drill  Babyface out on 
the tra il  a coupla weeks ago. M cFee 
saw him and declared him self in on 
the game, there  being no real Masked 
Hombre. H ardy  told me at the time.”

T he  rest was evident. Concho 
H ardy  had used the boys’ practical 
joke, suggested  by himself to bait a 
double trap. He was afraid  Babyface 
guessed too much. A nd he wanted 
M cFee out of the picture.

"W h en  I  got up and found some
body had set my pony loose out a t 
the  camp th is  morning, I  knew some
th ing  was up. I  finally tracked him 
down bu t got to the Old W ate rho le  
a f te r  it  was over.”

The way H ardy  had cooked it, Mc
Fee, wearing a w hite  mask was to 
take care of Babyface Ogden. And 
then H ardy  had planned to  get Mc
Fee him self from  behind. O n ly  it  
hadn’t  paid off th a t  way. Lannigan 
had overtaken the wounded H ardy  as 
he fled the scene and taken him back 
for a look.

“A nd—and Babyface really burned 
down M cFee?” H arry  Main asked, 
still hazy.

Lannigan nodded grimly. “B ette r  
get out for him w ith  a wagon afore 
the coyotes tear  him to pieces. H e’s 
dead.”

"W ell,  over Salsito Springs, we 
tu rn  out real gun-slingers,” Babyface 
said w ith  fe igned nonchalance. “Of 
course, it  wasn’t the real McFee. But 
if it  had been—”

M cFee’s body had been b rough t in 
and they  were still gabbing about it 
w hen the U. S. marshal rode up.

" T h a t’s him all r igh t ,” the  marshal 
said when he saw the  body. “ I saw 
him not more than  four m onths ago, 
so I know. You see, M cFee got 
w ounded in the head about a year 
ago. He couldn’t  remember a th ing  
about his past a f terw ard. A nd then 
he s tarted  to go a lit t le  funny—sta r t 
ed to play ’em crooked. W hoever 
burned down th is  snake done one 
hell of a good day’s w o rk !”

Babyface Ogden  met the m arshal’s 
slap on the back with  a sickly grin  
and s ta r ted  to  sway. “T he—the real 
M cFee,” he m uttered .

THE END



BAIT FOB A COYOTE
My C liff  C a m p b e ll

"What is our Sheriff, Jos 
Taggare, doing about Cur
ly Dupew? Nothing! Just 
plumb absolutely nothing, 
except tackin' up reward 
notices all over the coun
try. And the descriptions 
of Dupew on them notices 
are downright false!"

IT W A S  an ugly  moment. The 
tall bony-beaked homfcre a t  the 
bar had been waving his arms 

dram atically  as he proclaimed tha t  
there  was something lacking in the 
way of nerve w ith  a law officer who 
d idn’t take the trail of a lobo. E s 
pecially one who had just  s truck  in 
his piece of country.

“ W hat I say is th is / '  the tall man

21
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had ju s t  cried ringingly . “T h a t  
Curly Dupew held up the  stage down 
the  line here from  M uffree. Shot 
up two passengers bad and wounded 
a deputy  as they makes the ir  getaway 
w ith  the loot. A nd w hat does Tag- 
gare, your sheriff ,  do? N oth ing! 
J u s t  plumb absolute no th ing—’cept 
for tacking up a heap of reward 
handbills around the country. 'S a l l ! 
Now—I say if a John  Law a in ’t  got 
the nerve to go out and hun t  down 
a coyote like that, why—”

And then  there  was Sherif f  Jos  
Taggare  himself in the doorway of 
the Red Sombrero. He came w alk
ing in, a gaunt slab of sleepy-eyed 
man w ith  big red hands dangling 
from his sh ir t  sleeves. He was young 
but the set of his m outh  and the 
deep-rooted poise about him were 
tha t  of a w ire-tough  veteran. The 
tall orator took one look and became 
very in terested  in his half  empty 
glass, w histl ing  off key. Taggare  
walked unhurr ied ly  up to him, a 
quizzical smile in his eyes.

“M ister,” he said in tha t  th roa ty  
voice, “you’re ju s t  the kind of a 
gen t I ’m looking for. Yes-siree.”

The tall man looked around, half 
chagrined and half  suspicious. 
Smiled weakly. “ Say, sheriff, I was 
ju s t  th ink ing  out loud and—”

Taggare, who was known to be a 
heap tough, who had laid out more 
than one man for a careless remark 
w ith  a r ig h t  fist like a chunk of iron, 
patted  the tall one on the back. 
“You’re absolutely right, fella. I 
agree w ith  you. W e ough t to stage 
a m an-hunt for Dupew th a t  would 
end up by driving him outa the coun
try —or w ith  him swinging on the 
end of a rope."

The tall one gathered courage. 
“ W ell now, sheriff ,  that is what I 
was just  saying and—”

Taggare patted  him again. "Sure 
. . . . o f  course, you know as well as 
I do tha t Dupew is one of the g rea t
est gunfighters who ever thumbed 
cartridges into a gun. L ightn ing  
fast, tr icky, and a cold-blooded as a 
w olf .”

“Yes, th a t ’s right. He oughta  be 
k illed and—”

“And, o f  course, you know the

kind of a bunch he’s got r id ing  u n 
der him. Some of the best men who 
ever came down the  owlhoot trail. 
Dead shots and reckless as the devil. 
All of ’em have smelled p lenty  of 
gun-smoke. Dupew only gets  the 
best because of his rep. And you 
know how his men have incredible 
confidence in him. T h ey  don’t  be
lieve he ever can be caught. W h y  
they  th ink  he’s danged near bu lle t
proof. And he's convinced ’em of 
tha t  by his nerve of r id ing  r ig h t  into 
a ho rn e t’s nest where they ’re looking 
for  him. Like th a t  time he went 
in and complained about a fake hold
up to the marshal up at T w in  Rivers 
. .. .A nd  a big outfit too—better  than 
tw en ty  men.”

E S —uh—th a t’s r igh t ,” said 
J l  the tall one. “Yep.”

“Tough  o u t f i t . . . . ” Taggare  built  
a qu ir ly  though tfu lly .  “I ’d like to 
get after  ’em. .. .Now, me, I  had four 
deputies. T hree  now w ith  one of 
’em laid up w ith  a busted  leg fo l
lowing that stage hold-up. T hree  
and me.”

“Well-1—” the tall one stalled.
“So I t ry  to get up a posse to go 

into tha t  rough Yellow H ills  coun
try  af te r  Dupew and his bunch. Ask 
for volunteers. F our  men step up 
and offer to ride w ith  me. Four. 
A nd one of ’era’s old Pop  Canby who 
can’t see ten feet ahead of him. I—” 
T he  sher if f  broke off  to pu t  a match 
to his cigaret. “ ’Course, th a t ’s bad 
country. A posse could ride into an 
ambush there and be wiped out in a 
few m in u te s . . .  Me, my three dep
uties, and four men ain’t  many.”

“W ell—uh—no-o,” the other ad
mitted , eyes sh if ty  now.

Taggare  gave him a clap on the 
back that bent him halfw ay over the 
bar counter. “So we’ll be danged 
pleased to have a fire-eating rip- 
snorting  gent like you r id ing  w ith  
us when we go out af te r  Dupew. 
You’ll make nine of us—against 
tw enty  odd of them. Now you ju s t  
come down to my office and sign up 
and—"

The tall one gulped and flushed 
up and shuffled his feet. “ W e l l— 
uh—sheriff—you—uh—see the point
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is, I—I  got some danged im portan t 
business down the  line. I ’d sure like 
to ride  w ith  you. But, as a m atter  
of fact, I got to be h i t t ing  the trail 
r ig h t  now. Uh— I—”

He headed doorward followed by 
snickers and guffaws and mocking 
whistles. “W h e re ’s your nerve, m is
ter?  Did it run off at your m ou th?” 
they  called after  him.

B u t  it  was short-lived. Taggare 
looked around, had himself a quick 
snort  of redeye, and left. The owner 
of the feed store nodded.

“Sure D upew ’s tough and ornery ,” 
he said. “ W e all know that. But 
we elected Taggare  and we’re pay
ing him a salary to take care of hom- 
bres like that. I t ’s his duty. Maybe 
i t ’s dam n dangerous sometimes 
bu t—”

“Did you sign up for the posse. 
B ro w n ?” somebody asked.

T he  feed store man spat tobacco 
juice. “No—and I ain’t  claiming to 
be no lawman, either. T h a t ’s Tag- 
gare’s job! Now I say—”

“I f  they  could ju s t  ge t Dupew 
himself—it would break up that 
bunch!” another man pu t in, “Two- 
three years back he was in jail for 
a coupla months before he escaped 
—and his outfit fell apart and busted
up.

“T h a t ’s it,” some others chimed in. 
“ The sher if f  ought to t ry  and get 
Dupew! T h a t  would do it.”

“H e’s been dropping a h in t  or two 
th a t  he aimed to,” the p roprie tor  of 
the Red Sombrero said.

IN T S  are cheap,” Bow Lucas 
MM sneered down at the end of 

the bar. Bow was one of the sh e r if f ’s 
deputies, an experienced old-timer 
who had hoped to be put up as sher
iff himself at the last election. 
“ W h a t  I figure is tha t  T aggare ’s 
gone a lit t le  loco. H e’s got those re
ward handbills 'bout Dupew stuck all 
around the coun try  and—”

“T h a t ’s all he has done,” a listener 
snapped.

“Them  handbills is ju s t  the point,” 
Lucas said. He tu rned  and went over 
to one tacked to the wall and ran 
a gnarled  finger along the lines of 
p r in t  describing the wanted man. 
“ Says here, ‘five foot ten in heigh t.’ 
A nd here, ‘clean shaven w ith  black 
hair and dark eyes.’ A nd then here 
i t  says as how he is bow-legged.” 

“ W ell,"  said the Red Sombrero 
boss, “ few folks ever have got a 
good look at D upew —not when they  
knew it wah him, anyways. The Law 
ain’t even got a pic ture  of him.”

“All r igh t ,” the  depu ty  admitted. 
“B u t we got a look at him at the 
stage hold-up the other n ight, Jos 
Taggare  included. The moon was 
danged bright. A nd D upew ’s mask 
slipped when he had a horse shot 
from under him and stood in the 
middle of the road tr iggering . W e 
saw him. Good and plain.”

“Yes?”
“W ell, D upew  is a good six foot 

and better. He a in ’t clean-shaven— 
he’s got a black mustache. A nd as 
far as being bow-legged—he’s as

t
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s tra igh t- legged  as a young colt. You 
don’t  have to take my word for  it. 
Joe ,” he named Joe  Shot, the deputy  
who had been wounded, “saw Curly 
D upew  coupla years ago. I t  was 
before Joe came down here to be 
a deputy. He was s i t t ing  less than  
ten  feet from him in a dance-hall. 
J o e ’ll back up every th ing  I  say. More 
than  that, Joe  says D upew ’s got l igh t  
blue eyes and h is  hair  is sho t w ith  
silver. So there  you a re !” Bow 
Lucas l i f ted  a drink.

“You mean—you mean that de
scrip tion  of him  on the handbill  is 
all w rong?” one man demanded.

“Exac tly ,” Lucas said. And sev
eral others along the  bar nodded. 
“ I t ’s locoed, plumb locoed! I  told 
Taggare. B u t he won’t  change it.” 

“ I  heard tha t  too,” a man said. 
T here  had been rum ors of it  floating 
about M uffree. Lying  in bed over 
a t the boarding house, Joe  Shot had 
told it  to a few friends. One of 
the stage passengers had insisted she 
saw the leader’s black m ustache d u r 
ing the hold-up. Men shook their  
heads. A few cursed T aggare  for 
being such a stubborn lunkhead.

“All I  know,” said the boss of 
the Red Sombrero, “ is th a t  T aggare  
allows as how he hopes for th a t  hand
bill to trap Curly  D u p e w . . . . ”

BY A F T E R N O O N , they were say
ing Joe  Taggare  was crazy a- 

round  M uffree. T he  tide of feeling 
rose against him. Even  the cooler
headed ones, while adm itting  he 
lacked a big enough posse to comb 
the hills for Dupew, said it  was 
p re t ty  bad about not ge t t ing  a re
w ard handbill straight.

T hen  tha t  small rancher from 
P r i tch a rd  Creek came in and told 
about having his whole rem uda run 
off  by the Dupew bunch last night. 
T hey  had shot up his one cowhand 
too. He hadn’t go tten  a look at the 
lobo chief.

“W h a t  good would it  have done 
h im ?” was the general opinion. “He 
could uh read the rew ard poster till 
he was black in the face—and he 
w ouldn’t  have recognized Dupew 
from  th a t  descrip tion  if  he had seen 
him.”

“ D upew  m ust be laugh ing  fit to  be 
tied,” they  said along the  busy 
streets. “Knows he’s as safe as a 
bug in a b l a n k e t . . . .  H e’ll be pu lling  
one of those bold moves of his r ig h t  
p ronto  to show his contem pt for the 
Law. Damn Jos  T a g g a re !”

Knots of men began to form  in 
stores and on corners. T here  was 
ta lk of se tt ing  up a V ig ilan te  Com
m ittee to run  th ings. Bow Lucas’ 
friends h in ted  he would be a good 
man to head it. W h y  before  you ’d 
know it, tha t  swell-headed Dupew 
m ight come rid ing  into town.

“A nd Jos  T aggare  w ouldn’t know 
him  w hen he saw h im !” a Lucas 
backer asserted. He dropped his 
voice quickly  as S herif f  T aggare  
came up the  road, nodding cordially, 
the shadow of a know ing  smile on 
his severe mouth. He w ent up onto 
the lit t le  porch of the jail-house and 
sat down and began to  clean one of 
his guns. T h e  sun got closer to the 
saw-toothed hills in the west.

A couple of orey-eyed r iders  came 
down the tra il  from the south, 
wrangled some in f ro n t  of the  Red 
Sombrero. T aggare  stood up on the 
porch to w atch  them. T h e y  made up, 
tw ined arms, and w en t into the bar
room. In  the b it of excitement, no
body noticed the two horsemen who 
d r if ted  in on the road from  the  east, 
passed down a side street,  and tu rned  
into the main stree t leading the ir  
ponies. One of them was slim, tall, 
w ith  a droopy-brimmed sombrero 
yanked low over his face. T he  pair  
went into the General Store  and 
bought some tobacco and shells. The 
slim one argued  w ith  the s tore-keep
er, claiming he was overcharging 
him.

" I f  you don’t like my prices,” 
snapped Bartell , the store owner, “go 
somewhere's else, s tranger!  I  d idn ’t 
ask you to come in here. B u t  I can 
always ask you to g it the  blazes o u t!” 
He was an independent cuss, tha t 
Bartell.

TH E  slim one and his big-boned 
companion le f t  peacefully  though  

chuckling s trangely . Crossing the 
street,  they  w en t into one of M uf- 
free’s smaller bars, had a couple of



drinks, bought cigars including one 
for the bartender. T hey  came out 
and got ta lk ing to a hairp in  loung
ing at the hitch-rack.

“Hear there  was a hold-up down 
the tra il  from here,” the tall slim one 
said. “Some two-bit outlaw, I sup
pose.”

The townsman shook his head. 
“Nope, it  was tha t  Curly Dupew. 
N o th in ’ two-bit about him. H e’s plain 
w alking hell w ith  a six-gun and a 
nervy  hombre in the bargain.”

“Aw, most of them badmen are 
wind-bellied t inhorns,” the slim 
s tranger said, tee tering  on his long 
th in  legs as he pulled o ff  his hat and 
brushed  dust from it, “I ’d like to 
meet up w ith  him ju s t  once!”

“The privilege can be all yours, 
m ister.”

Over on the porch of the jail-house, 
Jo s  Taggare  got up and went inside, 
s lamming the door loudly  af te r  him. 
The newcomers ambled on down the 
road, le f t  the ir  ponies ground- 
anchored beneath the big cottonwood 
down from the Red Sombrero, and 
entered  the latter. Nobody noticed 
Jos  Taggare  leave the ja il  by the 
back door and ease around out to the 
road th rough  an alley. Shadows were 
tongu ing  out from the build ings on 
the west side of the stree t and T a g 
gare d r if ted  along th rough  them. He 
reached the Sombrero and went 
dov/n to a side door and stepped in
side. The swarnper was already 
ligh ting  up the coal oil lamps in 
there.

The man Taggare  sought, the tall
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slim newcomer w ith  the bony pard- 
ner, was at the head of the bar, back 
against the f ron t  wall of the place. 
“Yeah,” he was saying to Purvis , the 
blacksmith, “w hat I hate more ’n 
any th ing  else is a horse th ief!  One 
of those coyotes stele the sweetest 
l i t t le  ciaybank mare I had once. If  
I ever cut tha t  gent 's  s ign—well, 
he’ll have a claim in Boot H ill  staked 
out for him before he can spit twice.” 
The tall one li f ted  his drink  of 
redeye to his mouth. Then, over 
its rim, he saw the gaunt sleepy-eyed 
man with  the lawman’s s tar on his 
vest s tanding halfway down the 
room.

I t  was Jos  Taggare. He stood, 
legs spread, red hands hooked in his 
shell belt, s taring  r ig h t  a t the  slim 
newcomer. The la t te r ’s eyes sli t ted  
up a moment. He swallowed his 
d r ink  and picked up his cigar and 
blew out a cloud of bluish smoke. 
“Yep, I plumb hate horse-thieves.” 
T hen  he looked again to where T a g 
gare stood. A nd the sheriff  was still 
s taring unblinkingly  and unsw erv
ingly  r ig h t  at him.

A C O U P L E  of others fe lt  the ten 
sion and looked around a t  T a g 

gare. He said nothing, ju s t  staring. 
The slim man laughed loudly at 
something, d ropp ing  a hand out of 
s ight below the bar to his gunbelt. 
T ag g are ’s fingers flexed. T he  other 
suddenly shoved his change at the 
bartender.

“Buy yourself  a ranch, mister. I 
got to be sloping along. I—I ’ll be
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dropping in in a coupla days.” The 
slim hombre nudged  his partner. 
T hey  moved along the fron t  wall 
toward the  door, both  covering the 
whole barroom w ith  the ir  side- 
tw isted  eyes. T hey  snapped them 
selves th rough  the door. Taggare  
was over there  in a couple of leaps, 
breasting them before they s topped 
swinging.

The tall slim man was a few yards 
from his pony under the tree. His 
companion had a foot in the s t i r 
rup. “All right, Curly ,” the sheriff  
called. “Fill  your han d !”

“ Curly? Curly  D upew ?” a man 
across the road cried as he saw the 
sheriff  in the doorway of the  Red 
Sombrero w ith  a hand vised around 
a gun butt.  “W h y —”

T hen  a w indow in the boarding 
house across the street slammed up 
and the w ounded deputy, Joe  Shot, 
stabbed out an arm to point at the 
tall slim one. “T h a t’s him—Dupew! 
T h a t ’s h im !”

I t  happened swiftly. The tall slim 
one, Dupew, slapped his ha t  back on 
his shoulders as he ripped gun steel 
up from his holster. You could see 
his spike of m ustache now and his 
black head shot w ith  silver. He was 
well over six feet, s traight-legged. 
He flung toward a post as he cocked 
the trigger. And his pa r tne r  in the 
saddle snap shot a burst of lead at 
the sheriff.

B u t T aggare ’s gun had already 
spoken, a sp lit  second before. The 
one in the saddle toppled slowly as 
he clawed at his chest, finally s lid
ing off to fold up in the dust. Du- 
pew’s guns blasted from behind the 
post. B u t Jos  Taggare  had leaped 
down the steps of the Sombrero and 
dropped to his knees on the wooden 
sidewalk, a second Colts out. Both 
of them frothed flame flash. Bits 
of wood leaped from the post sh ield
ing Dupew and he swore as one slug 
nicked his arm.

Then he darted  over toward the 
steps of a store, shooting. A slug 
of his, caroming off the ground, 
caught the sher if f  in the leg. He 
stumbled mom entarily  and men be
hind doors and windows held the ir  
breath. T h en  he s tra igh tened  and

came on. B u t Dupew had made the 
porch of the place and dropped be
h ind the solid railing. One of his 
gun noses je rked  into sight and spat 
lead twice. T aggare  weaved as he 
charged and kept closing in.

I t  looked like suicide. S h if ting  
down a few feet as he was h idden 
from  view, Dupew bobbed up again 
to  tr igger. Jos T aggare  fired from 
the hip. A nd the lobo ducked from 
s igh t  frantically , a hole th ro u g h  his 
ha t crown. A nd his nerve went. He 
lunged back to get in the door of 
the place.

One of the sh e r if f ’s s lugs spa t
tered  to b its  the knob he reached 
for. Curly  Dupew swung about, 
cornered. He cursed between set 
tee th  and then slid forw ard  and 
slung lead. The watchers saw one 
chunk open up the flesh of T ag g are ’s 
r ig h t  cheek. B u t  w ith  an inexorable 
determination, the lawman walked 
r ig h t  in. His two weapons crashed 
thunder. Dupew seemed to be l if ted  
onto his toes, smoking hoglegs sag
ging. A nd then he p lunged down 
the steps, his head smashing hard. 
I t  le f t  a bloody track  behind it  from 
the ragged hole in the center of his 
forehead. He was dead. .. .

TH E  boss of the Sombrero set up 
drinks on the house and Bow 

Lucas held a match to the patched- 
up T aggare ’s cigar and pa tted  him 
on the back. “You said you figured 
those handbills m igh t  trap  him, sher
iff. B u t I don’t g it tha t  ye t?” Purvis  
the blacksmith said.

Jos  Taggare  smiled faintly . “They  
did, though. I knew Dupew was 
one heap of a showoff. He liked to 
show he never was afeared of the 
Lav/. So I pu t out tha t  handbill 
w ith  a false descrip tion  of him on 
purpose. I figured that if he though t 
we d idn ’t know w hat he really looked 
like—well, he m ight t ry  his old tr ick  
of rid ing  plumb back into the 
hornets  nest so’s he could boast of it 
a f terw ard . . . He did.”

“ B ut he a in ’t going to do much 
boasting,” said the boss of the Som
brero.

T H E  E N D



BREED"Consider what they done 
in El Paso, Mr. Mayor. 
They chose Dallas Stouden■ 
mire, and w h e n  he was 
killed, John Selman. Both 
those gents w e r e  killers. 
Abilene had H ic  k o c k. 
Dodge City had Bat Mater- 
son and Wyatt Earp. We 
got to pitch against this 
bunch here a man as dead
ly as themselves!"

S L O W L Y , the big pine box 
went down. A round  the long 
narrow  hole m en’s boots 

plowed up mud as wet ropes slid 
th rough  calloused hands. Above the 
hiss of the cold drizzle the lit t le  
gray-haired  circu it  r id e r’s voice l i f t 
ed in its sonorous “ . . . T rue  to his 
t ru s t—may God rest his soul. . .” 
T hen  spades filled the hole and the 
s lender cortege rolled back to town.

By Glenn Shirley
27
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The slickered you th  stood alone on 
the  clay hill. B il ly  Colohan was 
scarcely out of his teens, still had 
fuzz on his face. B u t  he boasted the 
full body of a man, and was as 
tough as they  had come up the T ra il  
to take the tow n his dad had tr ied  
to  tame. Now old Zeke Colohan 
rested  in boothill, shot from ambush 
while going out to quell a brawl.

B illy  stared down a t  the m uddy 
m ound and his big bare fists doubled 
into w hite  knots of steel.

“Never even give you the w arn in ’ 
a ra ttlesnake gives, damn their  
sou ls!” he cried.

Tears rolled down his cheeks w ith  
the rain. His slickered figure, like 
the ghost of death, moved down the 
slope toward Black Dog town and 
tu rned  up Em pire  Street.

The fall election was on hand. 
Overhead, pain ted  banners dripped 
water, and from saloon fron ts  all 
along the way big posters glared 
Sherman M cQ uade’s candidacy for 
mayor. T he  wealthy  owner of the 
Texas House, where old Zeke was 
heading the  n igh t  he had died, was 
out to beat Hank Rizdale.

Rizdale had appointed  Zeke mar
shal when first elected two years 
before. In  a final effort to clean out 
the Black Dog element before the 
coming election, old Zeke had issued 
an edict tha t every undesirable found 
in town after  a certa in  date would 
answer to him personally.

These bits of in form ation Billy had 
picked up at the funeral. He saw 
th a t  edict now as he strode past it, 
p lastered against the f ron t  of Nate 
F e te ’s hardware store, full of bullet 
holes and smeared w ith  tobacco juice 
and mud.

His mouth like a seam in a slab of 
granite, he tu rned  in at the town hall, 
crowded now w ith  serious-faced men. 
Up in fron t Rizdale faced council- 
men Fete and T il  Costner. A t  his 
side stood eighteen-year-old Laura. 
H er  brown eyes snapped. Her lithe, 
crinoline-clad figure was s tra igh t  as 
a s tring . I t  seemed to B illy  that, 
s tanding  there  beside her father, she 
gave him the s treng th  he needed to 
carry  on his fight. Lean and raw 

boned, haggard, the mayor came to 
the edge of the platform.

“Gentlem en!” he said. “ I  alone 
have the power to appoint another 
marshal of Black Dog, and I  won’t  
sanction a known gunman tak ing  
over old Z eke’s law badge. N ot even 
his own son.”

“W ait ,  R izdale!” F e te ’s voice 
cracked like a pistol shot. “F i r s t  
w hat they  done in E l Paso. T hey  
chose Dallas Stoudenmire, and when 
he was killed, Jo h n  Selman. Both 
were killers. Abilene had Hickok. 
Dodge C ity  had Bat Materson, W y a t t  
Earp , Nixon, Short. P i t  against the 
bunch here a man more deadly than 
themselves. A ppoin t  Billy  Colohan!”

P rom inen t  in his fight for Black 
Dog cleanliness, Fete  came out of 
his chair and planted  himself before 
Rizdale. “Old Zeke was my fr iend ,” 
he w ent on. “A better  officer never 
set his face against the  hellishness 
of the wicked. Sure his boy got too 
promiscuous w ith  his hardware and 
had to skip to keep from havin’ a 
run-in w ith  his own dad. A nd  i t ’s 
a fact tha t  men have died before his 
guns. B u t has it  been shown in any 
case where he d idn ’t  s tand for law 
and order and killed only in self- 
defense! Give this boy the badge, 
Rizdale.”

“I ’m a damned fool to pin it  on 
you, Billy  Colohan.”

The mayor faced the boy on the 
platform. Billy  sneered. He looked 
down at the tarnished star on his. 
vest and took an oath to marshal 
th is  uncurried  neck of hell.

LA U R A  congratulated  him, her 
brown eyes very large in an u t 

te r ly  still face.
“I hurried  when I got your le t

ter,” he drawled softly, but the b i t 
terness never left his darkly  tanned 
face.

As he strode up the sidewalk to
w ard his office, he grim ly stud ied  the 
d ir ty  second-story window of a va
cant build ing next to Sherman Mc
Quade’s Texas House. He noticed 
th a t  it  commanded full view of the 
m arshal’s office and the  length  of 
E m pire  Street.  He th ough t over 
how his dad had been killed, and
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w hat the doc had said about the way 
the bullet had ranged downward 
th rough  his dad’s chest, as if it had 
been fired from about such a height.

T h a t  evening, when the rain had 
ceased and the crowd had disperse 1, 
Rizdale, Fete  and Costner met be
h ind closed doors. They  listened to 
B illy  ta lk  and passed an ordinance 
for disarmament. From  th a t  day, 
gun-to ting  in Black Dog was illegal.

T he  news swept town like a grass 
fire. Down at the Texas House, Buck 
Kells tossed back his big head and 
laughed. In  a loud voice he an
nounced tha t  no damned city council 
was going to  tell him what he 
couldn’t  do. He threw  down another 
fiery d r ink  and swaggered into E m 
pire Street, garnished w ith  tw in  re 
volvers and his spurred  boots spa t
ting  up geysers of water and mud.

H alf  a block away, Billy  Colohan 
stepped from his office. Kells’ blood
shot eyes took on a g l i t te r  and his 
th ick  lips peeled in a yellow-toothed 
snarl. Fie cut s tra igh t  across the 
ru t ted  roadway for the marshal.

B illy  walked to meet him. “Kells,” 
he said, “shuck them irons.”

The gunman jerked to a stop, 
amazed that the marshal hadn’t gone 
for his weapons w ithou t prelimi
naries.

“W h a t ’s to keep me from blowin’ 
you to hell instead, t inbadge?” he 
bellowed.

“N oth ing ,” Billy  called, his eyes 
tw in  slits  of 'b lue ice, “unless you 
know tha t  I can pu t a slug through  
your carcass before you can even 
wrap a hand around a gun butt. 
Shuck them  irons!”

Billy  was still walking tow ard him, 
only a few yards away. Kells wanted 
to draw, but somehow his nerve had 
gone. He gawked owlishly like a 
man d runk  as he unbuckled his re
volvers and let them plop into the 
mud.

“Go back and tell M cQuade it  
d idn ’t work,” said Billy. “Tell him 
it is the law, and that if I  catch 
any more of his hire lings w earing a 
gun in Black Dog, I ’ll shoot on 
sight.”

He waited  until Kells had gone 
back to the Texas House. T h en  he

strode back to the sidewalk, carry 
ing the gunm an’s artillery. Citizens 
on both sides of the s treet gaped. He 
was conscious of everyone’s eyes 
upon him, but as he strode tov/ard 
his office he was w atching the d ir ty  
second-story window of the build ing 
next to the Texas House. Nothing 
happened, but the town was so still 
his bootsteps echoed on the wooden 
walk like the thump of drums. P la in 
ly, he had drawn cards in a grim  l i t 
tle game of death.

He heard runn ing  feet behind him 
and whirled. B u t it  was only Laura 
Rizdale. H er soft hair  w hipped  in 
the breeze. H er eyes flashed excited
ly-

“ I t  was wonderful, B illy ,” she 
blurted, softly. “ I told them you 
could do it.”

B illy  looked at her sharply. “ W hat 
you m ean?”

The g ir l ’s face flushed. “ I—I did 
it, Billy. I talked M ister Fete  into 
persuading Dad to hire you.”

B il ly ’s eyes flashed. His m outh 
opened', but he shut it  to keep from 
saying something he m ight be sorry  
for. Here  was the girl who had torn  
herself  from his arms the n igh t  he 
had ridden away from Black Dog— 
the g irl who had taken away hot, im
pulsive lips and said his k iller guns 
would always be between them. Now 
she had asked tha t  those guns p ro
tect her fa ther in his fight against 
Black Dog’s rottenness, ju s t  as Zgke 
Colohan had been used a m onth  be
fore and killed w ith  a bullet from a 
bushw hacker’s pistol.

BIL L Y ’S face tu rned  bleak. “Your 
fa ther, L aura—does he have a 

chance to be re-elected? T he  tow n ’ 3 
plastered  w ith  M cQuade.”

“O nly  a lot of display,” she said. 
“T h e re ’s still enough decent citizens 
to elect D ad—if he lives.”

B illy  frowned. “ I f  he lives?” 
“Dad was shot at the n igh t  your 

fa ther was m urdered ,” explained 
Laura. “He was shot at again last 
n igh t.”

“Looks like somebody’s got a high 
and m ighty  reason for  havin’ him 
bumped off. . began Billy. “Look 
out, Laura!”
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He lunged forward into the girl, 
knocking her aside. A gun crashed 
from across the street, and lead splin
tered  the door facing inches from 
where the ir  heads had been.

B illy  whipped out a revolver and 
ran for the vacant building. He 
noted w ith  keen in terest  tha t the sec
ond-story w indow now gaped open.

He smashed th rough  the f ron t 
door, and slid cautiously up a dusty 
sta irway to the second floor. But 
the place was empty. A n open w in
dow in the rear showed B illy  where 
the ambusher had made his getaway 
onto the roof.

B u t how had he disappeared so 
quickly? W here  had he gone from 
there?

Puzzled, Billy walked back to the 
jail. Men surrounded him in a m ill
ing, excited throng. M ayor Rizdale 
elbowed through, his lean face gray.

“My Gawd, what happened, boy?” 
• ‘The same gent who d idn ’t like 

Dad don't like me,” Billy  said w ith  a 
frozen grin. “W hoever it  was, he 
got away.”

A fte r  supper Billy stood at the 
window of his office. The room be
hind him was in total darkness. 
T h ro u g h  narrowed eyes he s tudied 
the vacant build ing across the street. 
Now he noticed tha t  the back of the 
roof extended in such a way that a 
man escaping th rough  tha t  rear w in
dow could easily have crossed and 
disappeared into one of the windows 
in the upper story  of the Texas 
House.

Billy  drew the blind and tu rned  to 
ligh t the lamp on his desk. Suddenly, 
a gun crashed the n igh t  outside.

W hirling , B illy  ripped up the 
shade. He gasped as he saw a dark 
figure leap from the roof of the va
cant building and disappear th rough  
a window of the Texas House.

Had the man been waiting  up there 
for him to l igh t  that lamp? Then 
why had he fired tha t  shot?

A knock sounded at the door. B il
ly  swung around, hand clamping a 
gun butt.

“W h o ’s there?” he barked.
“Rizdale,” came the  m ayor’s voice. 

“Got to see you, boy—quick !”
Billy lifted the bar and whipped

open the door. M oonlight poured in 
on him. Rizdale stood there  to t te r 
ing, his face as white as paper and 
a wild l igh t in his eyes.

“ I was a damned fool to pin tha t  
badge on you,” he repeated. “ I was 
heading for  the Texas House—didn’t  
want to see you shot from ambush 
like your dad—”

His eyes rolled in the ir  sockets and 
Billy  caught him as he fell forward. 
The hand he pressed to the old man's 
breast came away, s ticky  wet.

He l if ted  the body to  a cot. In  a 
shaft  of m oonlight he gazed somber
ly down at the gray-haired mayor 
who had legalized his killer guns.

. . H eading  for the Texas House— 
d idn ’t want you to be shot from am
bush like your dad. . .” Those words 
sang in B illy ’s brain. U nconsciously 
his fingers clenched the walnut bu tts  
of his twin guns.

He heard someone running  up the 
walk. He waited tensely, sighed w ith  
re lief as Laura burst  into the room.

She u tte red  a s tartled  exclamation 
as she saw her fa th e r’s body. She 
th rew  herself  on her knees beside the 
cot, lips quivering as she fought 
back a great ou tburs t  of tears.

“He was heading for the Texas 
House, Laura,” B il ly ’s m outh  warped 
in b i t te r  rage. “You got me hired  
to fight his own private  war, bu t now 
I ’m draw in’ cards for the whole 
t o w n !”

“Billy, you m ustn ’t ! ”
She leaped to her feet, blocking the 

doorway. H er face was pale. Her 
breath  came fast.

“I wanted you appointed  because it 
was the only way to prove tha t  Black 
Dog needed your guns,” she cried. 
“ I f  you go down there, th ey ’ll kill 
y o u !”

MIX E D  emotions crowded B il
ly ’s breast. He wanted to say 

something, but words choked his 
throat. He whirled and s trode into 
the night.

He lo'oked back once and saw Lau
ra s tanding in the doorway, sobbing. 
B illy  winced. His guns were fast. 
No man had ever beat them. B u t to
n igh t  there  would be many oppo
nents. . .
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S trong  fingers pulled at his reason, 
b u t  he p ic tured  an old man on a cold 
clay hill w ith  the rain beating down 
in his face, and somehow the pros
pect of going up against the Black 
Dog element failed to swerve him.

Fe te  and Costner came h u rry ing  up 
the  walk. T hey  had heard  the  shot 
and were on the ir  way to investigate. 
B il ly  talked to them a minute . In  
the end they  sh if ted  the ir  guns to 
the fore of the ir  legs and followed 
him up Em pire  S tree t to the Texas 
House.

W h en  B illy  shoved back the dou
ble doors and Fe te  and Costner 
heeled him  in, an u t te r  hush  dropped 
over the vast barroom. T he  crowd 
fell away from  e ither  side of a tall, 
th in  man wearing a white sh ir t  and 
black s tr ing  tie, fancy boots, S tetson 
hat and s tr iped  pants w ith  a long, 
black broadcloth  coat. He leaned 
against the mahogany bar, cold red 
eyes g laring  from under heavy, shag
gy eyebrows.

W ith  a new set of hardware and a 
dead cigare tte  pasted to his lips, 
Buck Kells leaned on the end of the 
bar and watched the procedure like a 
hawk. In  the fr inge  of his vision 
B il ly  caught a pair  of nondescrip t 
killers s lumped over a poker table on 
which there  were no cards.

Billy  reg re t ted  tha t  he hadn’t 
somehow shown Laura tha t  he under
stood th is  thing she had done. Now 
it was too late. He was speaking to 
the man w ith  the cold red eyes.

“You got no opponent now, Mc- 
Quade,” he said crisply. “Rizdale is 
dead.”

Startled  exclamations e c h o e d  
th rough  the hush. B u t  Kells never 
tw itched  an eyelash, and the table 
pair crouched iike ra t t le rs  ready to 
strike. M cQuade removed the big 
cigar from his teeth.

Billy  watched him closely. “Riz
dale v/as on his way to d icker w ith  
you, M cQuade,” he said. “He d idn’t 
w an t me shot from ambush like my 
dad. B u t the k iller posted  in tha t 
vacant building out there  th ough t he 
vtas on his way to tell me w hat he 
knew. The same k iller got Dad when 
hs  come runn in ’ to quell your ruckus. 
He tr ied  to get me th is  evening and

made his getaway th ro u g h  the up 
sta irs  w indow  of the Texas House, 
McQuade.”

M cQ uade’s eyes narrowed. “You’re 
mistaken, M arshal.”

B il ly  shook his head. “ W hen  he 
w ent th rough  tha t  w indow,” said 
Billy, “he tore a piece out of his 
coattail .”

M cQ uade’s head jerked, and he 
glanced invo luntarily  down at his 
coattail. Too late, he realized B il ly ’s 
trick. He lurched sidewise, diving 
for his gun.

He was tw isted  in tha t  position 
when Billy 's two 41’s ra t t led  the ir  
song of death. Blood smashed out on 
his forehead, as his red eyes rolled 
and set.

TH E  room tu rned  into a bedlam 
of gunfire as Fe te  and Costner 

drew w ith  the poker-table killers. 
Buck Kells took it  up from  there, 
firing from  the end of the bar. B illy  
shuddered, and his le f t  hand dropped 
his gun and clu tched the bar edge 
for support.  The gun in his r igh t  
hand kept roaring. Buck Kells spun 
and fell w ith  his face in the sawdust 
on the floor. T hen  B il ly ’s gun 
dropped from  his fingers. He fe lt  as 
if a g rea t w eight was pu lling  him 
down. . .

W h en  the  smoke cleared the poker- 
table pair hung gro tesquely  over the 
backs of the ir  chairs. Costner was 
nursing  a shattered  arm and Fete 
b lo tted  blood from a w ound in his 
leg. B illy  lay on the floor beside the 
footrail.

I t  was there  tha t Laura found him 
as she burst  into the room. T he  
color was drained from her face. 
A round  her m outh  she was chalk- 
white. T h ro u g h  a cloud of dull, 
burn ing  misery B illy  saw her drop 
beside him, pillowing his head and 
sobbing like a child.

“B i l l  y,” she whispered, “you 
m ustn ’t die. Black Dog will w ant 
your guns always. . .”

H er plea seemed to drive the 
num bing pain from his brain. “ I ’m 
gonna be all r igh t,  Laura,” he prom 
ised. He had come back up the T ra i l  
to  stay. . .

TH E END



TROTBLE TRAIL
By Roe Rlelunond

"I'm a peace-loving puncher at heart. Never did go 
hunting trouble. In the old days, trouble just naturally 
kept on my trail." But the old days' echo kept coming 
back to dog Slim Rand, and keep him drifting along the 
trouble trail, until he came to the town where sleek 
wolves rodded the law, and their only opposition was a 
discredited, broken sheriff . . .
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O U ’R E  sure leading a 
r ig h t  quiet life these 
days, Slim,” the bar

tender  said. “J u s t  a plain ordinary  
cowhand. I can’t figure how you stand 
it.”

“ I  like it, Mac,” drawled Slim Rand, 
elbows on the bar and a g rin  on his 
lean bronzed face. “I ’m a peace-loving 
puncher a t  heart. Never did go h u n t
ing trouble. In  the  old days trouble  
ju s t  na tura lly  kep t on my trail .”

Mac laughed. “D on’t  kid me, cow
boy.”

Slim Rand shook his head sadly. 
“ I can’t seem to convince folks of 
my true  nature .”

“Do you wonder w h y ?” asked Mac. 
“A hombre w ith  your reputation. 
E verybody’s heard  of Arizona Slim. 
Hellfire on the loose.”

“Arizona S lim ’s dead,” Rand told 
him gravely.

A stocky red-faced man tu rned  
down the bar. T here  was a sneer on 
his loose-lipped mouth. His little eyes 
g lit te red  as he moved tow ard Slim 
Rand with a rolling swagger. “W ho 's  
supposed to be a bad man? O ur young 
friend he re?”

“Ace, don't s tart  no trouble here,” 
warned the barkeeper. “Go sit down 
somewhere."

“D on’t make me mad,” said the man 
called Ace. “I ’ll shoot up your jo in t .” 
He tu rned  to Slim. “So you’re the 
two-gun gent Mac’s raving abou t?”

A  green flare showed in Slim R and’s 
gray eyes. He said: “ I only pack one 
gun. You can see that. I ’m ju s t  a  
r ide r  w ith  a mild th ir s t .”

“Beat it, Ace,” Mac ordered. 
“You’re dumb w ith  rum. Get out be
fore something happens.”

“Ace Bash don’t  run  from you, Mac, 
nor from any tinhorn  badman.” The 
m an stood there, fee t p lanted  wide, 
thumbs hooked in to  belt, a leer on his 
red-blotched face.

“You fool,” Mac said. “T h is  is A r i
zona Slim Rand here.”

“T h a t  don’t mean noth ing  to me,” 
Ace Bash said. “To me he’s ju s t  an
other punk horse-w rangler.”

“ I  guess I be tter  be going,” Slim 
Rand drawled. “The a i r ’s g e t t ing  bad 
in  here. So long, Mac.” He tu rned  
and slouched toward the door w ith  
lazy grace.

Ace Bash glared a f te r  him: “You’re 
damn r igh t  you be tte r  be go ing!”

Mac sa id : “D on’t get tha t boy riled. 
H e’ll give you a quick dose of lead
poisoning, Ace.”

“Is tha t so?” demanded Bash. “He 
was scared sick. I ’ll show you how 
tough he is,” Bash wheeled from the 
bar and swaggered a f te r  Slim. Mac 
came out from  behind the bar and 
followed him, w iping his sweaty 
palms on his apron.

“Hey, y o u !” called Ace Bash. “Come 
back here. I  a in ’t  going to h u r t  you.” 

Slim Rand was halfway across the
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street. Dust spiralled up from his 
boots as lie turned. K i |  eyes were 
squinted  against the sun. "I don’t care 
for your company,” he said. All along 
the s tree t men were s topping to tu rn  
and watch. Po in ted  fingers drew the 
a t ten tion  of others to the f ron t of the 
Blue Moon Saloon where Bash was 
standing.

B ash’s mocking laughter rang 
th rough  the  heat. “W hy, you yellow 
pup,” Bash said, loud-voiced. “ I 
knew—”

Slim Rand took three long strides 
toward him. “ I f  you ask for  it  again 
you ’ll get it.”

M AC took hold of B ash’s arm, but 
Bash th rew  him off. Bash 

braced himself, clawed hands tense 
a t his sides, fingers working. Slim 
Rand stood s tra igh t  and easy, then  
moved to one side to get out of the 
blinding sun. Ace Bash snarled some
thing  and his r igh t  hand jerked. For 
Slim Rand it was ju s t  a flip of the 
wrist, and stabbing flames leaped from 
his r igh t  thigh. His gun half-drawn, 
Ace Bash shuddered w ith  the impact 
of lead, took two drunken  steps fo r
w ard from the porch, and pitched 
head-first across the board sidewalk. 

Dust clouded up as Bash landed on
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his hands and knees. “ I don’t w an t to 
kill you,” Slim Rand said to the  floun
dering  bulk. B u t  Ace Bash b rought 
his gun up, w avering in both hands, 
and fired. T he  first shot spouted d ir t  
against Slim’s leg. T h e  second sang 
close by his  ear. T hen  Slim Rand cut 
loose w ith  his forty-five and Ace Bash 
stiffened and was still, full leng th  on 
the ground.

Sheriff A insw orth  walked across 
the stree t and bent his g ray  head over 
Bash. S tra igh ten ing  he tu rned  to Slim 
Rand and said, “H e’s dead.”

“ I  know.” Slim said dully. “ I had 
to do it.”

“Yes, he called for  it, Slim,” said 
A insworth. “ I saw the whole thing. 
B u t I ’ll have to take you.”

Slim Rand finished loading his gun 
and looked up. Slowly he shook his 
head. “ I  w on’t  go, Sheriff.”

A insw orth ’s gaunt lined face was 
solemn. “W ell,  you ’ve got the drop 
on me. I don’t plan on following 
Bash. B u t you’ll have to get out of 
here, Slim.”

“ I ’m on my way,” Slim Rand said. 
“Thanks, Sheriff. So long, Mac.”

“Keep your gun  out and back off to 
your horse,” A insw orth  said. “ I t ’ll 
look better .”

Slim Rand backed tow ard the hitch- 
ing-rail, gun in hand, eyes on the 
sheriff. Nick was there, a big rangy 
black horse vyith a white  face. Slim 
swung into the saddle, w hirled  Nick 
down an alley, and was gone. Dust 
billowed back from N ick’s hoofs.

“I t ’s a damn shame," Mac said. 
“Plain  self-defense.”

Ainsw orth  nodded soberly. “ I t ’s too 
bad,” he argued. “B ut for a boy like 
Slim th e re ’s no such th ing  as self- 
defense, Mac.”

“T he law will make a real bad man 
out of Slim yet,” said the bartender.

Out on the open tra il  Slim Rand 
was ta lk ing gravely to Nick as he 
rode. H is  voice was soft and lazy, 
but his sunburned  face was drawn 
into a hard  mask.

“W ell,  old pardner,” Slim was say
ing. “ I t  looks like you and me are 
r id ing  the trouble  tra il  again.”

F ROM  Texas, Slim Rand d r if ted  
northward, keeping a jum p  or 

two ahead of the law.
In  Red River he w ent broke. A t  the 

bar where he spent his last dollar he 
fell in to  conversation w ith  the man 
beside him. The man had a plain f rank  
face w ith  serene blue eyes and a 
square jaw. He was a head shorte r  
than  Slim, but bu ilt  w ide and solid. 
H e said his name was M ilt  Saunders. 
Slim liked the looks of Saunders, fe lt  
instinctively  tha t  the man was all 
right.

“ Seems like I ’ve seen you some 
place,” Saunders mused, a f te r  they 
had ta lked for some time.

“ I ’m Slim Rand. B u t r ig h t  now 
I ’m traveling under the name of 
Texas T ren t .”

“ I remember now,” Saunders said. 
“ I saw you up in  P ine  Bluff. I was 
there  when you shot it  out w ith  the 
Spooner boys. I ’ll never fo rge t that. 
T here  was three of ’em.”

“ I t  was quite a jamboree,” Slim 
adm itted . “W h a t  are you doing now, 
Saunders?”

“ I ’m on the loose,” said Saunders. 
“ I was sheriff over in W aco County 
awhile, but I got pushed out. T here  
was a sudden epidemic of holdups, 
shootings and cattle  rustl ing . The 
only trail I picked up led too close 
to some of them politicians. I was 
going to  smoke ’em out too, but they 
got rid of me before I got a chance 
to. . . . Since then  I been d rif t ing . I 
had a good run  w ith  the cards, but 
my luck’s gone now. A nd most of my 
cash with it.”

"T h e re ’s no str ings on me e ither ,” 
Slim said. “And I ’m broke fiat. Is 
there  a game in this to w n ?”

“R igh t  in the back of th is  saloon,” 
Saunders told him. “B ut I ’m staying 
out. I know when my luck turns. 
Seeing them crooked politicians in 
W aco gave me seme new ideas.”

'I got to do something p re t ty  quick 
myself,” Slim said. “The law’s af te r  
me. A guy forced my hand down in 
Texas. I can’t stop to work an honest 
job. I been doing some th ink ing  along 
other lines, too.”

“ I can’t  ge t a job  either. Them  
W aco shysters  fixed that. T hey  had 
me hooked up w ith  the  outlaws. W h a t
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makes i t  worse, all th a t  s tuff s topped 
as soon as the new sheriff took over. 
A big boy named Tolliver. T h e re ’s 
some funny  th ings happen in  W aco 
County. Maybe you and I could team 
up on something, Slim. W e ’re both 
out of bounds.”

“I used to be k ind of lucky at 
poker,” Slim said. “ I f  you w ant to 
take a chance and stake me I ’d like 
to  s it  in back there .”

“ I ’ll take a chance,” said Saunders.
T here  were five men at the table, 

and Slim Rand d id n ’t like the looks 
of any of them. T here  were three 
spectators, and the big hook-nosed 
man stood like a sen try  by the door. 
T h ey  all eyed Slim coldly as Saun
ders in troduced  him, “Texas T re n t .” 
Slim was unshaven and travel-worn. 
A  man named B orden  seemed to be 
runn ing  the game. B orden had a fierce 
hawk-face and s trange yellow eyes. 
W h en  Slim sat down Borden  s a i d : 
“L e t’s have the guns on the table.” 
Six forty-fives were laid on the board. 
Saunders s a id : “ I ’m ju s t  looking on. 
I  w ent clean last  n igh t .” Borden 
laughbd unp leasan tly :  “Your friend 
will follow su it  tonight, Saunders.”

SL IM  sta r ted  slowly, warily, and 
Borden  taun ted  him  for being so 

cautious. T h en  Slim sta r ted  w inning 
and no th ing  could stop him. The 
stakes grew  bigger as Borden tr ied  
to  break Slim’s streak, bu t Slim kept 
d ragg ing  in the chips. The other men 
began to  drop out. The pile in f ron t 
o f  Slim m ounted steadily. I t  grew 
into a duel between Slim Rand and 
Borden.

“Shall we set a time lim it?” asked 
Slim.

“As long as I can buy chips we’ll 
play,” B orden snarled.

“All r igh t ,” said Slim. “I got n o th 
ing else to do.” And he went on 
w inning.

Saunders was watching B orden’s 
dark face. Suddenly  Saunders spoke: 
“ I though t you said guns on the 
table, Borden.” All eyes switched to 
Saunders, fell to the  gun in his hand. 
A nd Saunders said: “Drop th a t  gun, 
B o rd en !” B orden ’s face was swollen 
and the veins in  his tem ple looked 
read y  to  burst.  Slim Rand stood up

and s tepped aside, his own gun  in  
hand.

“Cash the chips,” Slim said, green  
ligh ts  showing in  his g ray  gaze.

U nder  the table B orden’s gun th u d 
ded to the  floor. B orden ’s yellow 
eyes flashed a signal to the hook
nosed man at the door, and the  man 
w ent out. W ith  the two guns tra ined 
on him Borden  s ta r ted  counting  chips.

“Nice lit t le  game here,” drawled 
Slim Rand.

“Make it  fast, B orden,” Saunders 
said.

Borden th rew  a sheaf of bills and a 
heap of silver across the  wood. “ I ’m 
fifty dollars short ,” he said.

“F o rg e t  it,” Slim told him. “L e t’s 
get out of here, M ilt.”

T h ey  backed tow ard the door, the 
o ther men w atch ing  them  tensely. 
Saunders tw isted  the  knob w ith  his 
le f t  hand. The door was locked. Be
h ind  Borden  was the only w indow 
in the room. Slim waved the o ther 
men into a far corner. Suddenly  B or
den came up w ith  the big table and 
smashed it  a t the two men by the 
door.

Caught by surprise, Saunders and 
Slim lurched  backwards, and B orden ’s 
driv ing  w eight p inned them  behind 
the table long enough for the  o ther  
men to get into it. T hen  it  was a w ild  
rough-and-tum ble under the yellow 
lamp, w ith  no chance for gunplay. 
Slim was down under  two heavy bod
ies, w ith  a th ird  man w rench ing  at 
his gun-hand. Saunders and Borden  
w hirled  about in a mad tangle  and fell 
over a sp l in te r ing  chair. T h ey  were 
quickly  buried  under a w ri th in g  mass 
of bodies, with hands seeking Saun
ders’ face and throat.

I t  was fist and elbow, boot and knee, 
bu tt  and barrel, in a furious w elter 
of th resh ing  men.

S tra in ing  m ightily , Slim Rand 
fought and kicked his way free, his 
boot-heels sending or.e man senseless 
against the opposite wall, h is  gun bar
rel c racking down on an o th e r’s skull. 
The th ird  man came back at him, but 
Slim ’s left  fist sent him tum bling  into 
a corner. T hen  Slim was on top of the  
o ther pile of squirming bodies, using 
his gun  bu t t  like a terr ib le  hammer. 
Bodies w ent limp as the  bu tt  crashed
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down, One man rolled free and came 
a t  S lim ’s back w ith  a kn ife  shining, 
bu t  Slim lashed out w ith  his boots 
and the man went down.

SA U N D E R S  and Borden were still 
w restl ing  on the floor. Saunders 

was on top now and his sw inging gun 
barrel creased the gam bler’s skull. 
Slim Rand pulled Saunders to his 
feet and slammed a chair th rough  the 
window. Guns were blazing behind 
them  as they leaped out and ran down 
the alley.

Men were c lustered  about the h i tch 
ing rack in f ro n t  of the saloon, but 
they  fell away before the two running  
men w ith  the drawn guns. Saunders 
and Slim swung into the ir  saddles 
and wheeled the horses. L igh t  shone 
on the ir  bloody faces, wild-eyed and 
reckless, and on their  to rn  clothes. 
Hoarse shouts and the racket of guns 
burs t  out as they  dashed away. Lead 
w hined  and sang overhead. D ust 
smoked up in the  lam pligh t behind 
the racing horses.

W ell out on the road away from 
town the two men slowed the ir  pace, 
and tu rn ing  toward one another broke 
in to  sudden boyish laughter.

“Nice p laymates you got in Red 
River, M ilt ,” Slim said.

“Yeah,” said Saunders. “I t ’s a hell 
of a note when you win your money 
and then have to fight for it  too.”

IN C E D A R  G U L C H  Slim won 
again, but one of the heavy losers 

reported  them  to the sheriff as sus
picious characters, and Slim and 
Saunders had to make another flying 
getaway.

A t  Sadawga the w inning streak 
continued un til  one of the  players 
th rew  a gun on Slim Rand. Slim shot 
him th rough  the gun-arm, Saunders 
covered the others, and they backed 
out of tha t  game w ith  the ir  guns 
ready.

“ I shou ld ’ve told you, M ilt,” said 
Slim, “ that everywhere I go th e re ’s 
trouble. I  can’t keep clear of it. I 
should’ve w arned y§fi before.”

“I don’t mind a l i t t le  excitem ent 
once in a while,” Saunders said. “ I t ’s 
good for a man.”

B u t  Slim pushed his luck too far.

In  B urnsdalc  they  both sat in  on a 
big game, and they  lost nearly all 
they  had. T hey  were sure the game 
was crooked bu t they  did  not protest. 
T he  sheriff stood by watching, his 
eyes scarcely leaving Slim Rand's 
face. A f te rw ards  they  learned that 
the sheriff really  ran  that game.

“W ell ,” said Saunders. “W e  can try  
something else. T he  Pownal Rodeo is 
coming on and the prize money is big. 
I t ’s taking a chance for you to ride 
in it, Slim. B u t w ith  those whiskers 
I doubt if anyone’d recognize you. . . . 
P ow na l’s on the edge of W aco Coun
ty, and I ’d k ind of like to  shop around 
there  a little. T h e re ’s a bank in Silver 
City, a rich bank, and i t ’s built like 
a cheesebox. W h a t  do you say?”

“Sounds good to me,” Slim said. 
“W e ’ll earn some money the hard  way 
for a change.”

Pownal was crowded for the rodeo. 
Ranchers and tow nsfo lk  b rough t the ir  
entire  families. T he  stree ts  swarmed 
w ith  d runken  cowpunchers and lum 
berjacks. T here  were a dozen fist 
fights to the half  hour, and there  were 
several shooting scrapes. A ll the  gam
blers and dance-hall g irls  w ith in  a 
hundred-m ile  radius were in town. 
T h e  saloons were like crowded dens 
of animals. D ust clouds rose thick 
from  the  tram pling  of thousands of 
feet. W ild  cowboy yells cut th rough  
the jangle  of music and laughter. 
Revolvers were fired into the air, w in
dows were shattered , l igh ts  were shot 
out.

Slim Rand rode into tow n alone, his 
face grim y and unshaven, his clothes 
ragged and dusty. A nother tram p 
r ide r  d r i f t in g  in on Rodeo Day. He 
left  N ick in the backyard  of the P o w 
nal House, the place agreed upon w ith  
M ilt  Saunders. B u t there  were no 
rooms to be had. W ith  shoulder and 
elbow Slim worked his way into a 
barroom  to get a drink. He drank 
slowly, lis ten ing  to the ta lk  around 
him. I t  was mostly  about the rodeo 
and the favorites who were to ride.

“Looks like P au l  T o ll iver’s boys 
got it  p re t ty  well sewed up,” one man 
said. “T h e re ’s B illy  B irch  frnd Kyle 
Jason  for  the bronlc r iding. H am  
S tru the rs  is the  best bu ll-dogger in 
these parts. T o lliver  h im se lf’ll  take
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the shooting prizes. Nobody can rope 
like Lem Keech.”

“T here ’s always some s tray  riders 
blowing in,” said another. “T o ll iver’s 
crew won’t have no cinch.”

“Aw, T o ll iver’s got i t  in  the bag,” 
m uttered  a th ird  man. “J u s t  like h e ’s 
got all W aco  County  in the bag. W i th  
them hand-picked deputies of his a n y 
body could be sheriff.”

“W ell,  Pau l sure cleaned up the 
county, you got to  adm it that. I t  was 
p re t ty  bad round  here when M ilt 
Saunders was sheriff. A m an’s life 
and p roperty  w asn’t  w orth  no th ing  in 
them days. T o ll iver’s pu t a stop to 
all tha t .”

“Sure, Saunders was work ing  w ith  
the outlaws all the time. Everybody 
knows that. B u t  th ings are s ta r t ing  
to happen again around  Waco. T he  
stage was held up the other night, 
and old man Barclay lost some cattle .”

“Old B arclay  can afford to lose ’em! 
He owns ha lf  the county  now. W i th  
T o ll iver’s help  h e ’ll get to own it all. 
A nd then  Tolliver will m arry  tha t 
p re t ty  filly of B arc lay’s. Tolliver fig
ures to be a big man in this part  of 
the country .”

“T o ll ive r’s a p re t ty  big man r igh t 
now.”

A  D E E P  voice broke in : “You said 
something. A nd anybody who 

don’t  th ink  so will eat lead.” T he  
newcomer laughed and pushed his 
way to the bar. He was big, ta ller  
than Slim Rand’s six feet, and broad. 
He had a bold handsome face, red and 
healthy-looking w ith  deep dark eyes. 
He was elaborately dressed and wore 
a sheriff’s badge. He shoved Slim 
Rand aside and then  brushed his 
sleeve, tu rn ing  a wide back. Slim 
knew it was Tolliver  even before the 
other men greeted  him. And Slim 
knew that wherever he met Tolliver, 
under w hatever conditions, he would 
hate the man.

So s trong  was the impulse in Slim 
to slap tha t  superior  face, he gripped 
the bar to hold himself back. T hen  
he downed his d r ink  and went out. 
I t  was time to register for the rodeo 
events anyway.

In  the press of men at the rodeo 
grounds Slim bumped in to  M ilt  Saun

ders. M ilt  s a id : “B orden ’s in town, 
watch out.”

“So’s Tolliver ,” said Slim, still w ith  
tha t  hard  unreasoning hate  inside him. 

“ I never met Tolliver .”
“ I did,” Slim said. “A nd  he’s the 

only man I ever wanted to kill a t first 
sight. H is  men look for a clean sweep 
here, M ilt.”

Saunders smiled gravely. “I  know 
a couple tr icks  they  won’t  take.” 

“A nd  I ’ve got a couple more,” said 
Slim. “ See you la te r .”

T e n  thousand  people were in the 
s tadium  when the Pownal Rodeo 
opened. In  the bull-dogging contest 
H am  S tru the rs  had the best time u n 
til M ilt  Saunders took his turn . T he  
steer bolted from the chute, and M il t ’s 
tra ined horse was on top of him. L ean 
ing far out, Saunders grasped the 
horns, swung off, and th rew  the ani
mal so quickly  the crowd sat s tunned. 
I t  beat S t ru th e rs ’ time by six seconds.

"L ucky  tram p,” Ham  S tru the rs  
growled, broad ugly  face set. “You 
m ust’ve got a weak s teer.”

Saunders’ face was solemn. “T h e y ’re 
all weak when I get hold of ’em.” 

“Maybe you th ink  you could th row  
m e?” S tru th e rs  sneered.

“Maybe I do,” agreed Saunders 
calmly.

Ham  S tru thers  swung a huge fist. 
Saunders ducked, s tepped forward, 
and his knuckles mashed S tru th e rs ’ 
lips. T hen  the onlookers sp lit  them 
and pulled them away, big S tru thers  
shouting  th rea ts  over the heads of 
the crowd. Saunders rubbed his 
knuckles and grinned  at Slim R a n d : 
“ I  told you we’d have some fun  in 
W aco C ounty .”

IN T H E  roping event Milt Saun
ders took first money, and Slim 

Rand was a close second. S tru thers  
and the o ther Tolliver men gathered  
around  the beaten and unbelieving 
Lem Keech, all eying Saunders and 
Slim Rand. Slim sa id : “T hey  don’t 
like us very much, M ilt.” All th rough  
the crowd people were asking one 
a n o th e r : “W h o  are them  tram p riders 
anyway? T h ey  m ust be r ingers  from 
somewheres. T hey  m ust’ve come down 
from  Cheyenne.”

T hen  Saunders took the  steer rid ing
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contest from H am  S tru thers ,  and the 
crowd began to pay tr ibu te  to the 
stocky sober-faced man w ith  the red 
dish whiskers and the mild blue eyes. 
A half  dozen men held S tru thers  
away from  his rival. Sheriff Paul 
Tolliver  was in the ir  m idst now, his 
tongue lashing S tru thers  and Lem 
Keech.

T he  shooting m atch was next and 
Tolliver  s trode forth, bowing to the 
thunder  of applause. A t  the targe ts  
on foot Tolliver won w ith  the rifle; 
Slim Rand beat him  with  the six-gun. 
Shooting from the saddle on the  dead 
run  Slim R and’s perfec t score w ith  
both rifle and revolver le f t  Tolliver 
far behind, and the prize was Slim’s.

Tolliver was ou tw ard ly  quiet but 
his black eyes blazed, and when Ham 
S tru thers  made some jok ing  remark 
Tolliver  knocked him down. The 
crowd was in a turmoil. Tw o unknown 
tramp riders were sweeping every 
event.

Tolliver said: “T h e re ’s something 
queer about them  two. T h e y ’re too 
good to  be ju s t  s tray  cowhands. You 
boys keep an eye on them af te r  this 
is over. I want to have a ta lk  w ith  
’em. I  w ouldn’t be surprised  if they 
was wanted somewhere.”

The final and main event was the 
bucking contest. M ilt Saunders made 
a good bid, but both B illy  B irch  a n d ’ 
Kyle Jason  bested him with  beautiful 
performances. Men sa id : “H e re ’s one 
prize money them  two s trangers  won’t 
take.” B u t a s tir  w ent th rough  the 
thousands massed around the barrier 
as the announcer bellowed through 
his megaphone: “Texas T re n t—on
Rockaway R eg is!”

Slim had drawn a good horse. Rock
away Regis was red dynamite, famous 
th roughou t the region. He needed a 
good horse if  he was to beat Birch 
and Jason. The red horse was tough 
and vicious, untamable, and hard to 
stay with. B u t if Slim could stick it 
would make a fine show.

He climbed the rails and waited. 
Regis fough t the saddle savagely. 
W h en  it was ready Slim dropped 
down, found the s tirrups, and lif ted 
his hand. T he  gate went up and the 
red  horse rocketed out of the chute. 
A t  the first buck Slim knew he was

on as tough  a bronk as he had ever 
ridden. Regis knew all the  tricks  and 
still had the  fire and fu ry  of a wild 
horse tha t  had never felt  a saddle.

The red horse took a few s tra igh t  
bucks, hump-backed and stiff-legged. 
L im ber as rubber, Slim Rand took the  
jo lts .  T h en  Regis weaved and pitched 
in madness. D us t  boiled under the 
thundering  hoofs. Regis reared 
s t ra ig h t  up, swung in wild circles, 
and then  flung his head low and heels 
high. T he  s tee l-th ighed r ider  was still 
locked there, following the violent 
motions by instinct.  T he  terrific jo lts  
shot l igh tn ing  from the base of Slim's 
spine to his brain. He was sick and 
dazed from the beating. T he  time 
should be up, he though t in despair.

O C K A W A Y  R E G IS  reared once 
more, pivoted, seemed to ex

plode under Slim. T hen  the red horse 
flogged le f t  and right, twisted and 
pitched, un ti l  S lim ’s body was one 
column of agony and no breath was 
left  in his lungs. T he  sound of the 
gun was a long way off, s ignalling 
the end of the  ride. Regis stopped 
fighting and ran  straight-away, the 
pick-up men following. A long hoarse 
roar surged  down from the stands, 
bu t Slim Rand could not hear it  for 
the throbbing in his ears.

The judges put the ir  heads to 
gether. The crowd waited  on edge. 
Thum bs in belts, T o ll ive r’s men stared  
at the two strangers. Slim Rand was 
s i t t ing  w ith  his back against the cor
ral, and M ilt  Saunders was rolling 
him a cigarette. “T h a t ,” said Saun
ders, “was som ething to see.”

T hen  the announcer raised his meg
aphone and his voice blared fo r th :  
“The winner—Texas T ren t,  r id ing  
Rockaway Regis! Second place: Kyle 
Jason, on W a r  Paint.  . . .”

At the head of the others Slim 
Rand and Milt Saunders walked to 
the central box to receive the ir  prize 
money from the Queen of the Rodeo. 
On their  backs they  felt the hostile 
eyes of Tolliver, S tru thers, Keech, 
Jason  and the rest. Saunders sa id : 
“This is the  par t  I don’t like.” Slim 
nodded : “A nd  I got a feeling we b e t
te r  get out of tow n quick.” Grim ly 
Saunders sa id : “Yeah, if  we can.”
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T he Queen had black hair  tha t  
gleamed in the sun. H er  bronzed face 
was finely carved. Slim R and  took 
in  the broad pure brow, the  d irect 
brown eyes, the sharp  nose, generous 
m outh—and the  s tubborn s treng th  of 
the chin. T he  Queen smiled upon 
them and spoke a few words of praise. 
N either one heard  the words or made 
an intelligible answer.

They  moved aside and took stock 
of the ir  new fortune. Between them 
they had a thousand dollars.

“I f  we was smart,” Slim Rand said. 
“W e ’d get us a lit t le  place somewhere 
and settle  down.”

Saunders said: “W e  a in ’t smart, and 
we ain’t the sett l ing-dow n kind.”

“I don’t know,” mused Slim. “A 
man’s got to se ttle  down sometime.” 

“Looking a t  th a t  girl, the Queen, 
gives you ideas, Slim.”

“Maybe. She’s p re t ty  nice to  look 
at. Do you know who she is, M ilt?” 

“Sure, I know,” Saunders said. 
“She’s Old Man B arclay’s daughter. 
Sandra Barclay. A nd  they  say T o ll i
ver is going to  m arry  her.”

SL IM  and Saunders bought grub, 
supplies and new outfits of c lo th

ing, and loaded the purchases into 
the ir  saddlebags. T hey  washed off 
some of the rodeo sweat and dirt,  but 
did not change the ir  clothes or get 
shaved. T hey  le f t  the Pownal House 
by a side door. Tw o men were ta lk ing 
a t  the  corner of the frame structure . 
Slim Rand pulled Saunders back into 
the shadows. Saunders sa id : “B or
den,” as he glim psed the gambler’s 
hawk-face in profile. Slim nodded 
and said: “T he  other one’s Tolliver. 
F unny  th ey ’d have so much in com
mon.” Saunders laughed s i le n t ly : 
“Maybe i t ’s us, Slim.”

T hey  circled the  hotel and entered  
the main s tree t  from  the  other side. 
Pownal was caught in  the mad spir i t  
of carnival. T hey  decided to have one 
d r ink  to celebrate the ir  winnings, and 
went into the bedlam of the Great 
W este rn  Saloon. I t  was a s trugg le  to 
reach the long bar. T here  they were 
immediately recognized and hailed. I t  
seemed tha t  every man there  wanted 
to  buy them drinks. The people of 
W aco County were secretly  glad to

see Paul Tolliver  and his deputies  
take a beating. I t  was a g rea t  deal 
more difficult to leave the bar than  i t  
had been to get to it.

Slim and Saunders were still  t ry in g  
to break away when three men came 
push ing  the ir  way rough ly  th rough  
the crow d: H am  Stru thers , Kyle J a 
son and Lem Keech. S tru th e rs  sa id : 
“Somebody wants to see you two ou t
side.”

“W e ’re busy,” said Slim Rand.
“ I t ’s orders from Sheriff Tolliver, 

s tranger .”
“W e ’re still busy,” Slim drawled.
Kyle Jason  was lean, wiry, nervous. 

“Come on,” he said im patiently , “or 
w e’ll take you along.”

“Have you got a w arran t for us?” 
inquired  Saunders.

Ham  S tru thers  roared :  “ I don’t 
need a w arran t to take you !”

“W ell ,” said Saunders. “H ere  I am.”
S tru thers  moved forw ard  b u t  Lem 

Keech stopped him. “ I t ’s easy enough 
to get a warrant. W e  don’t w an t t ro u 
ble here, H am .” T he  three s ta r ted  for 
the doorway. Kyle Jason  kept look
ing back and gently  tapp ing  the bu tt  
of his gun.

“You boys better get out of here,” 
a man to ld  them. .

“W e ’re leaving r igh t  away,” Slim 
Rand said. “Is  there  a back door to 
th is  p lace?”

“Come on, I ’ll show you,” the man 
said, leading the way to the  rear of 
the saloon. “Tolliver  don’t  like the 
l icking you boys handed him. H e’s 
used to having th ings his own way.”

“H e better  get over tha t,” said Slim. 
“T hanks, pardner.”

“Good luck,” the  man said. H e was 
gray-haired  w ith  a seamed leathery  
voice. “My name's Tobin. I f  I can 
ever help you I ’ll be glad to. I got 
an old account against Tolliver and 
his men.”

T hey  were out in the dark c lu tte r  
of a backyard. As they  crossed be
hind an alley to reach the board fence, 
dark  runn ing  figures showed against 
the l igh ted  m outh  of the alleyway 
and a shot rang out. Slim and Saun
ders, guns in hand, flattened them 
selves behind garbage barrels at the  
foot of the  fence. T he  advantage was
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all theirs. The ligh t was behind their 
assailants.

“ Stop where you are,” warned Slim, 
firing high.

The men in the alley scattered and 
crouched low against the build ings 
on e ither side. B u t they  kept shoot
ing. Red flames streaked the  darkness 
and the reports  crashed rapidly. B u l
lets sp lin tered  the wooden fence and 
whanged off the metal barrels. “Give 
i t  to ’em,” said Slim quietly, and shot 
from the ground. A figure lurched 
u p r ig h t  in the alley, twisted wildly 
and fell with arms th row n wide. 
Saunders was firing calmly and stead
ily. A lull came and S tru thers '  bull- 
throated  voice sounded: “They  got 
Billy  Birch, the --------- !”

“W e ’ll get you all if you don’t back 
out of there," Slim said. “You’re easy 
targets, you fools.”

TH E  back door of the saloon 
opened again and the ligh ts  sil

vered a gray head. “W hat 's  all the 
shooting about?” Tobin  asked. “ I 
w ant to  be dealt in.” He stepped out 
into the yard, gun in hand.

“Look out, T ob in !” yelled Slim 
Rand, as the man walked toward the 
fence. B u t it was too late. Tobin  took 
two steps across the open alley and 
a gun boomed. Tobin  tu rned  slowly 
and fell to his hands and knees, crawl
ing back to the shelter of the bu ild
ing. Guns s ta r ted  whamming wildly 
and the air was full of screaming 
lead. T o b in -was alive. . . . Slim saw 
the flashes of his gun as he fired round 
the corner. In  the alley a man gasped 
and coughed, rolled away from the 
wall.

“You boys beat it,” Tobin called, 
panting. “ I ’ll hold ’em. I ’m done— 
anyways,”

“W e ’re s tay ing ,” Slim told him. 
“D on’t  be fools,” Tobin  said. “ I ’m 

done for. I  know it. B u t I can hold 
’em. . . You fan the hell out of he re !” 

“ W e better  go while we can.” Saun
ders m uttered . “No sense in all of 
us ge tt ing  it.”

“R igh t ,” Slim said. Then, “Tobin! 
T h e ir  whole outfit will pay for this. 
You’re a man.”

“Get the hell out of here,” Tobin 
said wearily.

W i th  catlike quickness Slim and 
Saunders jum ped h igh and swung 
over the tall board fence, s lugs w h in 
ing and hum m ing all around them. 
T hey  ran down another alley opening 
on a side street, crossed the s tree t  
and stumbled th rough  dark backyards 
toward the Pownal House. Climbing 
another barrier they  dropped into 
the shadows behind the hotel. T h e ir  
horses were saddled and ready. They  
swung up, panting hard, reloaded 
their  guns, and lis tened br ie f ly  to 
the mad excitement of the main 
street.

“O ut this way,” Siim said, “and cut 
down the left-hand street.”

T hey  went out on the run. As they 
swerved to the left, shots and curses 
were hurled after  them. H ang ing  low 
over their  horses’ necks they  let them 
go full speed. B ulle ts  droned by but 
there  was no organized p u rsu it  yet. 
T hey  had a fair start, good enough. 
As they rode they were both th in k 
ing of gray-haired Tobin  lying out 
back of the Great W es te rn  Saloon.

“T h e y ’ve s tarted  som ething that 
we’re going to finish,” Saunders said 
grimly.

“A nd  finishing it calls for a lot of 
Tolliver blood,” said Slim Rand.

^ jfp H E  hideout was h igh in the  hills 
jSL north  of Silver City, and it  was 

made-to-order. Deep in the pine fo r 
est they  had found this narrow  cleft 
in the earth, walled w ith  rock and 
h idden by the trees. T he  bottom  was 
soft w ith  moss and pine needles. A 
spring, bubbling from the ledge, 
emptied into a stone basin. The 
lower end was deep enough for the 
horses to stand. E lsew here  a man 
could peer over the  rim  by s tanding 
upright.

Saunders, red-bearded and sullen, 
was fashioning a stone fireplace when 
Slim left  him to ride down into S il
ver City. Slim Rand was clean
shaven and washed, immaculate in 
new blue jeans, soft gray shirt, and 
blue scarf. T here  was no likeness be
tween him and the ragged bearded 
Texas T re n t  of the Pownal Rodeo, 
and he had lit t le  fear c f  being recog
nized by Tolliver’s men. B u t  the 
trouble  in Pownal had made i t  nec
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essary for Saunders to keep out of 
s igh t a ltogether. I f  he shaved he’d 
be recognized as the ex-sheriff with 
the shady reputation. A nd  w ith  the 
beard he was the rodeo s tar who shot 
his way out of Pownal and was w a n t
ed for the killing  of B illy  B irch  and 
Charley Gavin, two of T o ll iver’s dep
uties. His enforced idleness Saunders 
did not like a t all.

“ I ’ll have a look at th a t  bank you 
spoke of, M ilt,” Slim told him before 
he left.

Saunders grow led: “W e  m ight as 
well crack it. T h e y ’ve made outlaws 
of us.”

Silver City was a huddle  of frame 
houses in the valley. A  w hite -pa in t
ed church at the head of M ain  S tree t 
was the only th ing  th a t  d istinguished  
the town. In  the grocery store across 
from the bank Slim bought tobacco 
and supplies. Business was slow, so 
Slim sat on the  porch chewing dried 
peaches and ta lk ing w ith  the s tore
keeper. F rom  time to time Slim’s 
eyes s trayed to the r ickety  wooden 
bank building across the way.

“You w ouldn’t th ink  it ,” said the 
storekeeper, “bu t th a t  there ’s a 
m ighty  rich bank. The r ichest in 
Waco County .”

Slim said: “ I t  don’t look as if it 
would hold hay, let alone money.”

“Listen, s tranger. W i th  the sheriff 
we got they don’t even need to lock 
that bank.”

“So th is  is a p re t ty  law-abiding 
tow n?” Slim said.

“T he whole coun ty ’s been tha t  way, 
since they  got rid  of tha t  crooked 
Saunders. He was sheriff before T o l
liver. T o lliver’s done a good job 
here. B u t lately there’s been a l i t 
tle trouble. Hold-ups, shootings and 
all. Some say Saunders is back. 
O thers  th ink  that Arizona Slim is 
working ’round  these par ts .”

Slim smiled at the c igarette  he was 
making. “ W h a t  does the sheriff 
th in k ?”

“Tolliver says he knows i t ’s either 
Saunders or Rand. T here ’s Tolliver 
now, way down at the end of the 
street. T ha t  big strapping  man out 
in front. H e ’s a tough  one, too, T o l
liver is. H e can fight w ith  guns and 
he can fight w ith  his hands.”

“W h a t ’s tha t pack at his heels? 
B odyguard?”

“Stranger, Paul Tolliver don’t need 
no bodyguard, you can rest  easy 
about that. H e’ll take care of h im 
self. Them  are his deputies. He lost 
two of ’em in Pownal last  week. B illy  
Birch, the b ronk  r ider, and a boy 
named Charley Gavin. B u t Tolliver  
will ge t the killers. He got one of 
’em, a man named Tobin .”

“W h a t  are the deputies  l ike?”
“Good men,” said the storekeeper. 

“T h a t  b ig-shouldered one is Ham 
S tru the rs  and he’s s tronger than  a 
bull. Kyle Jason, the  slim quick one 
in the checkered shirt,  he’s all hell 
w ith  a six-shooter. Lem Keech is 
smart and sly as a fox, he’s go t a 
fox-face. A nd when he gets  s tarted  
he’s poison-mean. T he  lim py one, 
the one tha t  drags his foot along, 
tha t 's  O lin  Varick, and he’s a gun 
man like Kyle Jason. T he  other two 
are new men to take the place of 
Birch and Gavin, and I  a in ’t  ac
quainted w ith  them.”

“ Quite  a l i t t le  posse,” m urm ured 
Slim.

T here  came the quick drum  of 
hoofbeats and Slim Rand tu rned  to 
see a w hite  horse coming. The rider, 
was a girl in a black r id ing  habit. 
D ark  hair  blew back from her clear 
face, and Slim recognized the Rodeo 
Queen. He asked carelessly: “W h o ’s 
the g ir l?”

“W hy, th a t ’s Sandra Barclay. Old 
Man B arclay’s girl. He owns thqt 
bank there, and most every th ing  else 
’round here.”

T he  gir l  dism ounted at the rack 
and walked toward the store w ith  
easy grace. Slim felt the hard pound
ing of his heart. She ignored Slim, 
greeted  the storekeeper pleasantly, 
and they  w en t inside. She came out, 
proud and high-headed, bu t a t the 
h i tching-rack she dropped one of her 
packages, t r ied  aw kw ardly  to retrieve 
it. Slim left  the porch sw if t ly  and 
picked it  up for her. She thanked 
him. H is  face felt  w arm  under her 
s tra igh t  brown gaze. W hen  Slim 
Rand tu rned  there  stood Tolliver and 
his men, the ir  eyes hard  and hostile  
on him. H e  th o u g h t  he’d been recog
nized and i t  was all over. . .
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TH E N  Tolliver shouldered past 
him  to speak to Sandra Barclay, 

and Slim fe lt  relief. H e  s ta r ted  for 
the porch but the huge Ham S tru th -  
ers barred his way. “J u s t  a minute, 
s tranger.” Beside S tru the rs  was 
Kyle Jason  w ith  a grimace of a smile 
and his hand nervous over his gun 
butt.

“ W h a t  do you w an t?” Slim asked. 
Tolliver  was back before S tru thers  

could reply. Tolliver  said: “W h a t ’s 
your business here, s t ran g er?”

Slim could not control his flaring 
hatred  for th is  man. He said slow
ly :  “My business—is ju s t  tha t.” 

T o ll iver’s face tigh tened . “A nsw er 
decent,” he said. “ I ’m checking on 
strangers. T here  are outlaws m  
W aco and I can’t take chances. Last 
week I had two men shot down in 
cold blood in a dark alley.”

“Sorry,” Slim said, regain ing  con
trol. “ I shou ldn’t  have said that. I 'm 
ju s t  r id ing  th rough .”

Tolliver 's  black eyes bored into 
him. “All r ig h t  then. B e tte r  keep 
riding. Come on, boys.” H e  led 
them across to the bank. Kyle J a 
son flicked glances back over his 
shoulder. O lin  V arick’s lef t  leg 
dragged badly as he walked.

“Not very fr iend ly ,” Slim remarked 
to the storekeeper.

“H e’s worked up over those two 
m en he lost. You can’t blame him. 
T hen  they  say the re ’s a big shipm ent 
of gold coming in by stage p re t ty  
soon. W ith  outlaws on the loose I 
reckon th ey ’re busy laying plans to 
guard  i t  th rough .”

“I  reckon they  be tte r  be,” Slim 
Rand said to himself as he tu rned  
w ith  his supplies in hand.

Slim Rand and M ilt  Saunders came 
down from the hills, r id ing  softly  in 
the moonlight night. T he  slopes and 
the  plains below were flooded w ith  
silver. T he  mountains in the south 
bulked dark against the night-blue 
sky. A wolf howled in the distance. 
T he  smell of sage and sunburn t  earth  
replaced the odor of the pines as 
they  dropped lower. T hey  could see 
the  black ribbon of road along which 
the  stage would come.

“It’s too damn lig h t/’ Saunders 
complained.

“W e ’ll use our scarves,” Slim said.
“ T here ’ll be extra  guards.”
Slim said: “ I f  there are too many 

we’ll pass it  up.”
T hey  d ism ounted and led the 

horses as they  neared the road. A t  
the point they  had chosen the trail 
was enclosed by steep brush-grown 
walls. Follow ing the shadows they  
moved toward the rock-strewn bluff 
above the road. Below them a horse 
whinnied, and they clasped the noses 
of the ir  own mounts.

“Somebody’s a l i t t le  previous,” 
Slim said. “Somebody likes our 
choice, M ilt.”

“W h a t  we going to do now ?”
“W e ’ll have a look,” said Slim 

Rand. “W e  m igh t learn things. W e  
m ight find out w ho’s pu lling  all the 
stuff we’re ge tt ing  credit for.”

T hey  crept closer to the brink. The 
narrow  gulch below breathed w ith  si
len t and waiting  men. Slim estimated 
there  m ust be a dozen of them any
way. He was glad he and M ilt  were 
packing two guns apiece tonight. 
T hey  pulled the ir  scarves up across 
the ir  noses and waited.

Now the stagecoach could be heard 
to the west, the pound of hoofs, a 
creak of wood and leather, the ra t 
t l ing  spin of wheels. A s t ir r ing  
sounded from  the dark pass as the 
men in ambush got ready. “No ou t
r iders w ith  tha t  coach,” Slim said, 
lis ten ing  in ten tly .  “ T h a t ’s funny. .

The stage c la ttered  into the  pass 
and flares w»nt up on both sides as 
challenges sounded. The coach 
lu rched  to a g roaning halt, the horses 
p lung ing  and rearing  in the red 
glare. M asked r iders  swarmed about 
the stage w ith  rifles  and six-guns 
leveled. Slim and Saunders mounted 
and urged their  horses to the rim  of 
the ledge.

“L e t’s have some fun ,” Slim Rand 
said. “L e t’s break th is  up, Milt. I f  
they scatter pick a single rider  and 
tra il  him. I ’ll do the same. Don’t 
follow any bunches.”

T hey  fired across the  gully  and 
yelled like Indians. Slim shouted : 
“ Come on, boys, le t  ’em have i t ! ” 
Saunders raised his voice. T he  total 
impression was th a t  of a large a t
tacking force.
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T h e  pass became a chaos of  p i tch 
ing horses and cursing men. 
Tongues of fire leaped back toward 
the  le d g e . ' T he  outlaws milled 
about the narrow  cut in u t te r  con
fusion, and already some of them 
were in  headlong flight. I t  was a 
wild scene in the  flaring torchlight. 
As Slim and Saunders went on 
shooting and whooping complete 
panic swept the raiders. The th u n 
der of hoofs filled the n igh t as the 
outlaws scrambled away from the 
l igh t  and fled in all directions. Rifles 
roared after them from the stage
coach.

SL IM  R A N D  singled cu t  one rider 
who lagged behind to throw  

shots a t the ledge and the coach. 
Saunders was already off in another 
direction. Slim loaded his gun, slid 
N ick down the steep embankment, 
and took up the chase.

Across the open pra ir ie  Slim gained 
steadily  w ith  Nick running  strong 
and smooth. Slim held his fire. He 
w anted a man who could talk, not a 
corpse. A n  idea had been grow ing 
in  his mind, and here was a chance 
to learn w hether it  was true  or false.

The country  became rough  and 
broken. T hey  climbed th rough  shale, 
crossed a flat-topped mesa, crashed 
th rough  brush, and then  pounded 
along a ridge. The outlaw was l in 
ing s tra igh t  tow ard the  mountains. 
He dropped into the head of a long 
gulch, emerged on a wooded upgrade, 
and climbed th rough  the forest. Slim 
lost s ight of him, bu t s tayed always 
w ith in  sound. Slim expected an am
bush at  any minute, bu t the man 
ahead kept traveling.

The woods th inned  out into scrub
by growth, and soon they lode u p 
ward among jagged cliffs. The moon 
was b righ t on the boulder-strewn te r 
rain. Great pinnacles of rock rose 
against the stars. The outlaw turned  
in his saddle and fired back, the lead 
singing through  the silvered air. Slim 
threw  a few shots a f te r  him. The 
beating hoofs s truck fire from the 
rock-surface. Slim took another 
crack at  the man and the  horse went 
down, throw ing  the  outlaw clear. 

T he  man stumbled u p r ig h t  and ran

for cover. H is  lef t  leg dragged  be
h ind  him, and recognition  was sharp  
in Slim’s mind. E i th e r  the man had 
h u r t  his leg in the  fall  or he was 
O lin  Varick, T o ll ive r’s l im ping depu
ty  and gunman. As the cripple 
reached the shelter of a boulder 
S lim ’s bullets  chipped rock close 
above his head.

Slim Rand was out of the saddle 
and pressed close to a boulder before 
the outlaw ’s bulle ts  s treaked back a t  
him. T he  landscape was a rough  p a t
te rn  of w hite  and black. Grotesque 
shadows fell everywhere across the  
glow of the moon. Peer ing  ahead 
Slim saw th a t  they  were near the top 
of a cliff, and the next flash of the 
outlaw ’s gun  came from  fa r th e r  away. 
T he  man was w ork ing  back towards 
the cliff. Slim Rand slipped ’round 
the side, ducking low as he ran tw en
ty  fo rw ard  and found cover again. 
Rock sp lin ters  s tung  his face as he 
dived to safety. T he  fellow could 
shoot, whoever he was.

The n ex t  shot flew so wild th a t  
Slim laughed—until  he heard the 
scream from Nick. T u rn in g  he saw 
tha t  Nick was down, th rash ing  te r
ribly, then  going still  and stiff. T h a t  
had been deliberate. Now they  were 
bo th  on foot in the wilderness of 
rock. W h i te  flame burned away the 
horror of loss and pain tha t  was in 
him, and Slim Rand was up and rac
ing forward, dodging low .from  
boulder to boulder, before he realized 
it.

Bulle ts  sprayed d ir t  and stonedust 
over him. but Slim Rand went on. 
The man fell back before him. On 
the run  Slim got an in s tan t’s open
ing and dropped the outlaw w ith  a 
fast shot. Now they  were a lmost on 
the brink of the cliff, and the  man 
rolled over, fired crazily, and w ent 
on reeling, d ragg ing  him self tow ard 
the dark chasm. Slim Rand threw  
another slug into him, and he was 
down floundering and flopping at the 
edge of the cliff.

Slim Rand fired and ran ahead. 
The hammer clicked on a spent shell. 
B o th  guns were empty, bu t he had 
his man. . . Then, flopping like a fish 
on a bank, the  outlaw  flung himself 
over th e  side and was gone. Slim
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stood s taring  into the dep ths  of da rk 
ness, shocked numb. A slid ing crash 
and a long rumble came up from be
low. T hen  there was only the lessen
ing pelt of tra i l ing  stones and dirt.

H e  could have sworn the man was 
O lin  Varick, but now there was no 
w ay of knowing for sure.

W E A R Y  and dull, drained of 
emotion, Slim Rand walked 

slowly back tow ard his dead horse, 
even neglecting  to reload the guns. 
He was kneeling at N ick’s head when 
a sharp voice reached him. In  one 
motion Slim Rand was up and 
around, gun bu tts  in hands. He real
ized tha t  the guns were em pty and 
his hands dropped. . . There  coming 
out from  the shadow of a tall column 
of rock was Lem Keech, his rat-face 
g r inn ing  and a rif le  in his hands. 
B ehind  him were three riders cover
ing Slim w ith  the ir  six-shooters.

“ I a rres t  you,” said Lem Keech, 
“ for a t tem p t to hold up the stage. 
A nd  for the m urder of an officer in 
pu rsu it  of his d u ty !”

“Then  it  was Olin Varick,” Slim 
stated.

“I d idn 't  say it  was,” Keech 
sneered. “ I t  don’t m atte r  who it 
was—to you. You’ll soon be going 
the same way. I ought to shoot you 
down r ig h t  here. B u t I know T o ll i
ver wants you, and he don't want you 
to die too easy. W e ’ll let you rot in 
ja il  for a spell. Maybe we can have 
a l i t t le  fun. w ith  you while you're 
there."

“Before th is  th ing  is over," said 
Slim Rand, “you’ll wish you'd shot 
me here.”

W hen  the ra iders fled the stage
coach M ilt  Saunders had picked out 
his man. but as he wheeled his horse 
along the ledge stone and earth 
crumbled beneath them. Horse and 
man dropped and slid scrambling 
down into the pass. Saunders kept 
his seat and used the spurs to get out 
of there  fast.

A man was ju s t  s tepping from the 
coach, carry ing  a heavy bag, and the 
red to rch ligh t  glimmered upon him. 
Saunders caught his b reath  as he 
recognized the hawk-face and yellow 
eyes of Borden, the gambler, and he

knew instinctively  th a t  Borden had 
been r id ing  in the  stage, w ork ing  
w ith  the  outlaws from the inside.

Borden lif ted  his gun  as Saunders 
bore down upon him, and the blaze 
scorched Saunders’ cheek as his 
horse’s shoulder s truck Borden and 
knocked him back against the coach. 
The horse reared wild w ith  fright, 
and when Saunders finally got him 
tu rned  Borden was already climbing 
onto a riderless horse. Saunders 
fired but Borden was gone, back in 
the d irection the stage had come 
from. F o rge tfu l  of every th ing  else 
Saunders drove his horse westward 
a f te r  the gambler.

Borden made no effort to leave the 
road, and it  was soon evident tha t 
Saunders could not overtake him. 
B lind chance had given the gambler 
a superior horse. Cursing Saunders 
watched the man pull steadily  away 
from him until  he was lost from 
sight, and soon even the sound of 
hoofbeats was gone. Saunders ' first 
impulse was to keep on after  Borden 
and eventually  run him down when 
he s topped to rest or eat. B u t tha t  
was a long shot, he knew, for Borden 
m ight pull off the road and double 
back, or he m igh t  cut s tra igh t  across 
coun try  to north  or south.

T hen  a new idea came to Saunders 
and a sober smile touched his square 
face. I t  was a s trong  hunch, and he 
had faith  in his hunches. He re 
membered how Borden and Tolliver 
had had the ir  heads together- tha t 
n igh t  in Pownal. . .  S a u n d e r s  
scratched the reddish  beard tha t  had 
been i r r i ta t ing  him all these days, 
and tu rned  his horse back into the 
northern  hills tow ard the hideout.

Two hours la ter M ilt Saunders was 
rid ing a back way into Silver City. 
He was shaved slick and clean, 
dressed in a brand  new outfit. W ith  
satisfaction  he stroked the strong 
line of his jaws. He was himself 
again, M ilt  Saunders, the ex-sheriff. 
He m ight not be popular in W aco 
County, bu t at least he was not w an t
ed for m urder as the red-bearded 
rodeo winner was. . .

As he picked his way round-about 
the dark side streets  the w hite -pa in t
ed church loomed up in the night.
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O ld Man B arclay  had given the  town 
th a t  church, and the people were 
p roud  of it. To avoid h i t t in g  the 
m ain  s tree t  at once Saunders angled 
to  the rear of the prim  white s truc
ture. I t  was kind of a p re t ty  bu ild 
ing, a t that. People said O ld  Man 
Barclay had it  copied from churches 
they  had back East.  B u t  i t  looked 
out of place, s tanding  proudly  over 
the  unpain ted  shacks of Silver City. 
Somehow the church had always re 
m inded  Saunders of Sandra Barclay 
. . . He wondered if Slim Rand had 
really fallen for the girl. He hoped 
not, because it  would be like reach
ing for the moon.

T H E R E  came the s tar t l ing  sound 
of hoofs pawing the ground, and 

gun in hand Saunders edged ’round 
the back corner of the church. A 
riderless horse stood restlessly there 
in  the shadows. F rom  inside the 
church flickered a fa in t yellow light, 
and Saunders sat tense watching the 
shadows come and go. Getting 
carefu lly  down Saunders slid along 
the clapboards to the window and 
peered over the sill. Borden and 
another man were bending over 
something in the corner of the nar
row back room. Borden tu rned  to 
l i f t  another bag from the floor.

So! though t M ilt  Saunders. Old 
Man B arclay’s church is a hiding- 
place for stolen g o l d . . . I n  the wa
vering candlelight B orden’s yellow 
eyes flared like a wild beast’s, and 
his r ig h t  hand swung as he dropped 
the  bag. Glass shattered  in Saunders’ 
face as he ducked back, and b r igh t 
fragm ents showered over him. Saun
ders tw isted  his body and fired at a 
sharp angle. The other man was 
tu rn ing  when the slug h i t  him, and 
his face had a foolish look of su r

prise  as he doubled forward and 
dropped.

Borden  snuffed the candle and cu t 
loose w ith  his gun from  the  dark. 
Sp lin ters  and broken .glass flew. 
Saunders le f t  the wrecked window  
and slipped along the wall to the 
back door. Now the game was at a 
standstil l ,  one man inside, the o ther  
outside, and ne ither  daring  to move.

Saunders was afra id  B orden  w ould 
leave by some other exit, if  he gave 
him too much time. . . Saunders  
flung the  door open and sprang aside. 
B orden ’s gun slammed again. Saun
ders picked up a heavy stone, s tepped 
away from  the build ing , and hurled  
i t  in th rough  the  broken window. 
The noise was still on the air as 
Saunders w ent th ro u g h  the door and 
crouched against the fu r th e r  walL 
He could hear B orden ’s breathing. 
M oonligh t was th in  and vague among 
the heavy shadows. A board creaked 
as B orden moved, and then he 
b lurred  a patch  of pale light.

T he  flame of M ilt  Saunders’ gun  
showed Borden  falling, a look of 
fear and amazement on his hawk- 
face. Saunders leaped aside, t r ipp ing  
over the  other m an’s body. Borden  
fired from  the floor and Saunders 
felt the b reath  of the bullets. Then, 
aiming at the flashes, M ilt  Saunders 
cut loose w ith  both guns. T h is  time 
there was no reply, no movement. 
Saunders was alone in the r iddled  
room w ith  two dead men and a hoard 
of gold.

He had to get out of th e re , ‘and 
fast. Fum bling in the dark, he 
grabbed up two heavy bags and w en t 
outside. Now tha t  it  was all over 
he fe lt  weak and shaky. T h a t  racket 
would have the whole town up. A l
ready he could hear doors banging, 
men’s voices calling, and the rush ing  
trample of booted feet.

BUY WAR BONDS
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Sw inging into the saddle, Saunders 
wheeled his horse and broke away 
in to  the n ig h t  and the open country.

A nd so Silver C ity was already 
wide awake and swarming w ith  g r im 
faced men when Lem Keech and his 
r iders b rought Slim Rand into town.

The ja il  was a square brick bu ild 
ing of two stories. T he  g round  floor 
was occupied by the spacious office 
of Paul Tolliver and quarters  for his 
men. T he  cells were on the second 
floor, and Slim Rand was in a f ron t  
one overlooking the main street.

A mob had ga thered  about the jail 
and the ang ry  m urm ur came up to 
Slim. F rom  his small barred  window 
Slim could see the men crowding 
about, shaking the ir  fists a t the 
building, u t te r in g  hoarse threats. 
S lim  Rand fe lt  helpless as never be
fore, alone, unarmed, shu t  off from 
everything,

Tolliver and a line of men w ith  
rifles and sho tguns  guarded  the fron t  
of the  jail, but Slim knew th ey ’d o f
fer no opposition if the mob got 
worked up enough to attack. Tolliver 
wanted Slim Rand dead and he d idn’t 
care how it came about. T o lliver  tow 
ered above the others, a handsome 
figure in his white  sombrero, black 
silk sh ir t  w ith  w hite  tr immings, and 
ornate r id ing  boots.

A CROSS the s tree t  big Ham  
S tru thers  and ferret-faced Lem 

Keech were w atch ing  the scene and 
talking. In  f ro n t  of the L ucky  D ol
lar Saloon was Kyle Jason, lean and 
tough  and nervy, im patien t for t ro u 
ble to start. . . The crowd was in an 
ug ly  mood and there  was lynching 
ta lk on the heat-laden air. D ust 
rolled up in s tif l ing  clouds from the 
restless boots. Slim Rand knew the 
feeling of a t rapped  animal waiting  
for the death-blow.

“All I ask is two guns and a chance 
to go out shooting,” Slim Rand said 
to himself. F o r  some reason his 
though ts  tu rned  to Sandra Barclay. 
She was honest and decent, she m ight 
lis ten  to  him. . . B u t  there  was no 
w ay of reaching the girl.

T he  clamor of the crowd grew  loud 
and menacing, the th rong  surged fo r
ward, shots were fired at the  jail

building. T he  stage had been held 
up, the church th a t  was the pride 
of Silver C ity  had been desecrated, 
Borden  and a depu ty  named H yde 
lay dead in  town, and Olin V arick  
was lost in the mountains. The peo
ple demanded the fo rfe it  of Slim 
R and’s life.

A cross from  the ja il  in the City  
H ote l  M ilt  Saunders was ta lk ing  to 
Sandra Barclay. H is  mind, like 
S lim ’s, had tu rned  to her as a last 
resort. He had begged her to meet 
him in his room, and now he was 
ta lk ing desperately, earnestly, be
h ind a locked door to convince her 
of the true  situation .

“You’ve go t to listen, Miss,” Saun
ders pleaded. “T h a t  boy over there  
is innocent. You can’t  sit  by and see 
him hung for something he d idn’t 
do. He and I  know who held up the 
stage and we know where the gold 
is. W e  know  the gang th a , ’s been 
pu lling  all these deals in W aco Coun
ty, and we’ll round  them up if you 
give us a chance.”

“B u t what can I do?” said Sandra 
Barclay. “ I  w an t to see justice  done, 
and so does my father. B u t  we t ru s t  
Pau l Tolliver to handle tha t.”

“L is ten  to th a t  mob, miss,” Saun
ders pleaded. “T h e y  won’t  hold back 
much longer. T h e y ’ll break in and 
take tha t  innocent boy out and lynch 
him. A s fine a man as ever breathed. 
Do you  w an t to see tha t happen in 
Silver C ity?”

“No, of course not. B u t I  don’t 
see how I  can prevent i t  or help you 
in any way.”

“You could let him out of there, 
Miss Barclay. You could save his 
life. W h ile  th e y ’re all herded out 
f ro n t  you could slip in and tu rn  him 
loose the back way. Give him his 
guns and a horse, th a t ’s all, and a 
fighting chance. W ith in  the week 
we’ll break th is  outlaw gang and 
clean up W aco  County. T h a t ’s what 
you could do, miss. Nobody’d sus
picion you  over there .”

“ I ’m sorry ,” Sandra Barclay  said. 
“ I ’d like to help. B u t I ’m certain 
th a t  Sheriff T o lliver  will protec t 
your f r iend  and see tha t  he’s given 
fair  trial. T h e re ’ll be no lynching .”

"All r igh t ,” Saunders  said. “ I f
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you won’t do it  I ’ll have to  try . I t ’» 
a long chance bu t I  go t to get him 
out. T h e y ’ll hang him inside of a 
half-hour if  I don’t. I ’ve seen mobs 
before, miss.”

Saunders let the girl out, and her 
dark  gaze was troubled as she saw 
the look on his rugged  face. Saun
ders s trapped on his gun-belt, ad
jus ted  the two holstered  guns on his 
thighs, and took a deep hard breath. 
T hen  he walked out and down the 
stairs. W i th  tha t crowd swarming 
the streets  he had a chance to make 
it. . .

SL IM  R A N D  was looking out 
th rough  the bars when Sandra 

B arclay  came out of the City Hotel 
and hesita ted on the porch. She 
stood looking s tra igh t  up at his w in 
dow, and Slim waved instinctively. 
The g ir l’s eyes roved up and down 
the crowded s tree t  then  as if search
ing for someone. . . Slim Rand s ta r t 
ed vio lently  as he saw M ilt Saunders 
cross an alleyway. Slim’s hands 
gr ipped  the bars tight,  until  his 
whole body ached w ith  the strain. 
M ilt  Saunders was coming af te r  him, 
staking his two guns and his life 
against all W aco County.

Saunders came out from between 
two build ings and melted into the 
crowd. Slim Rand’s eyes went back 
to Sandra Barclay, and he saw the 
look of horror on her face even be
fore Ham  S tru th e rs ’ g reat bellowing 
voice rose above the general din. 
S tru the rs  already had his gun out 
but the throng blocked off his target. 
M ilt  Saunders spun smoothly about 
and flashed his r igh t-hand  gun. The 
crowd split  apart  to leave an open 
lane between the two men, and Saun
ders’ gun blazed first. S tru th e rs ’ 
massive body seemed to rear and 
swell as the slugs s truck him, and 
he fell in a long staggering  run, the 
porch rail breaking beneath his bulk. 
S tru th e rs ’ one and only shot th rew  
d ir t  over Saunders’ boots.

B u t Lem Keech was firing now 
from the doorway. M ilt  Saunders 
drove Keech inside w ith  a couple of 
fast shots, and Saunders cu t for the 
shelter of an alley. T hen  Kyle J a 
son opened up from in fron t  of the

L ucky  Dollar Saloon, and Saunders 
was caught between two fires. . . 
Slim R and’s hands w renched and tor© 
at the iron bars in an agony of help
less fury.

Kyle J a so n ’s bullets  sent Saunders 
ree ling  against a wall and he hung 
there, h i t  bad. Saunders l if ted  his 
gun with  a terrible effort and lurched 
back towards Kyle Jason. T he  w in 
dow behind Ja so n ’s checkered sh ir t  
crashed and fell, but Jason  was still 
up and shooting.

T hen  i t  was tha t  P au l  Tolliver 
s tepped out and, aiming deliberately, 
shot M ilt Saunders in the back.

Saunders p itched over fron tw ards  
and sprawled on hands and knees, 
his gun flying clear. B lind ly  Saun
ders groped forward to recover the 
weapon, and Sheriff T o ll iver’s care
ful bullet shattered  the reaching arm. 
Saunders rolled over onto his back 
and pulled his le ft-hand gun, Jaut 
Tolliver and Jason  and Keech were 
all b lasting  away at him, and Saun
ders shuddered  back in the dust and 
was still.

Slim Rand closed his eyes and 
dropped his forehead against the 
brick  wall, his hands fastened like 
claws to the  bars of the window. He 
had seen many shootings and deaths, 
bu t no th ing  had ever shaken him like 
M ilt  Saunders’ last fight. . . Slim 
Rand said slowly: “Tolliver, you’ll 
die for th is  if I  have to get you bare
handed and w ith  the  cuffs on. J a 
son and Keech, too. . .”

The s tree t was in an uproar. T o l
liver and his deputies stood over 
Saunders’ body, w ith  hundreds of 
men push ing  and shoving to get in 
closer. The smell of b u rn t  powder 
was on the air. Big Ham  S tru the rs  
lay where he had fallen. Men were 
praising and cheering Tolliver, J a 
son and Keech, slapping them on the 
back.

Sickened, Slim Rand tu rned  from 
the window and walked toward the 
gril led  door. T here  came the quick 
tap of runn ing  feet and Slim’s gray 
eyes went wide w ith  am azem ent 
Sandra Barclay was there  a t  the 
door, and already a key was gra t ing  
in the  lock. The door swung open
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w ith  a dull clang, and the girl th rust 
gunbelt  and guns at him.

“Come fast,” she said. “T hey’ll be 
a f te r  you next. T here 's  a horse for 
you out back. Come, I ’ll show you 
the way.”

“B u t  why are you doing th is?” 
Slim Rand asked wonderingly.

“He asked me to. Saunders did. . . 
I  wasn’t  going to do it, but I saw 
them  m urder Saunders down there. 
I t  was brutal, cold-blooded, awfui. 
A nd  I saw Paul Tolliver, the look 
on his face, when he shot Saunders 
in the back. I t  was the look of a 
w ild  beast w ithou t  heart  or soul. I t  
was as if I  saw Tolliver  for the first 
time in my life.” Sandra Barclay 
shuddered. “T hank  God I found 
out in time.”

“ I want to thank  you for this ,” 
said Slim. “And I promise you 
w on’t be sorry  for doing it.”

T H E  girl sw iftly  scanned Slim’s 
lean brown face, the clear gray 

of his eyes, the clean angles of his 
jaw and chin. “You know who the 
outlaws are? Saunders said you both 
knew.”

“ I know,” said Slim Rand. “And I 
reckon all W aco will know pre t ty  
quick now.”

Sandra Barclay said with sudden 
decision: “Here we are, out th is  way. 
I ’m rid ing  w ith  you. Maybe I can 
help a little. I can ride and shoot. 
You lost your pardner. . . A nd I 
can’t s tand Silver C ity—or Tolliver 
—after  what I saw today. I w an t to 
get away, and I want to help you. 
W ill  you take me a long?”

“Saunders would be proud to have 
you,” said Slim Rand gently.

T here  were days of hiding out in 
the hills, while posses scoured the 
countryside  in search of the escaped 
prisoner. A nd there  were n igh ts  of 
silver under the moon, a campfire 
burning, the sweet-smelling pines 
around them, hours of fr iendly  ta lk 
ing or fr iendly  silence.

Tolliver was bent on beating the 
brush  until  Slim Rand was taken 
again. Tolliver had lost B illy  Birch, 
O lin  Varick, H am  S tru thers ,  the 
gambler Borden, Charley Gavin, and

Hyde. Six of his men killed, and 
only two lives taken in re tu rn :  T o 
bin’s and M ilt  Saunders’. Tolliver 
swore tha t  Slim Rand would hang 
the instan t he was captured again. 
S tr icken  by the s trange disappear
ance of his daughter, Old Man B a r 
clay pushed the hun t  w ith  the p re s 
sure of frenzy, and often  the baying 
of bloodhounds sounded in the fo r
est aisles.

Slim Rand did some scouting of 
his own, and one evening his rope 
fell over the shoulders and arms of 
a lone rider. Slim trussed the man 
so tha t  a tw ist  of the rope b rought 
painful force upon jo in ts  and m us
cles, and before long the sweating 
gasping man was ready to talk. He 
was a new deputy  named H ild r ick  
and with  a lit t le  p rom pting  he re 
vealed what Slim Rand wanted to 
know.

Slim left him bound securely to a 
tree, saying: “ I ’ll see th a t  you’re cut 
loose before you choke to death or 
starve.”

Back in the h ideout Sandra was 
waiting  and Slim Rand said: “ I
learned all I need to know. The 
tim e’s come when we go back to Sil
ver City. Th is  is the show-down, 
Sandra.”

“ Can you do it, Slim—alone?”
Slim grinned. “ W ith  your help, 

sure. W e can’t lose.”
“ I hope I don’t lose my nerve and 

ru in  every th ing ,” the girl said.
“You won’t,” said Slim. “ You’ll 

be all right. You'll be fine!”
The morning was b r igh t  and hot, 

and Silver City sweltered. Sheriff 
Tolliver was in conference w ith  Old 
Man Barclay at the p res iden t’s desk 
in the bank. The clerks were at 
w ork counting the large shipm ent of 
money tha t  had ju s t  come in. Kyle 
Jason  and Lem Keech leaned against 
the Wall, thumbs hooked into belts, 
c igarettes hanging from the ir  lips. 
Faces shone oily w ith  sweat in the 
heavy heat. O nly  Paul Tolliver 
looked coo! and immaculate as ever.

Four men made a casual entrance. 
Two of them rolled c igarettes and 
exchanged words on the weather 
w ith  the deputies. The other two 
w en t over to the cashier’s cage where
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the  money was being counted and 
stacked. Suddenly  guns g l in ted  in 
the hands of the four visitors. One 
man covered Jason  and Keech; 
another took Tolliver  and Old Man 
Barclay. The two at the cage had 
their  six-shooters tra ined on the 
clerks.

Both Kyle Jason  and Lem Keech 
moved to draw, and Jason  nearly 
w ent th rough  w ith  it. B u t  they were 
beaten, d idn’t have a chance. T o ll i
ver’s r ig h t  hand jerked, but the ou t
law’s forty-five prodded  him roughly  
into submission. The clerks, sweat
ing palely, were shoving money 
across the counter, and one of the 
outlaws was stuffing it  into money
bags on the floor.

The outlaws tw itched  ’round like 
puppets on a s tr ing  as the f ro n t  door 
opened, and Sandra Barclay walked 
in. “ W hy, w ha t’s th is?” she asked in 
fright. “W h a t ’s going on here, D ad?” 
One of the outlaws snarled: “Never 
mind! Shut your m outh  and stand 
by the wall there .” All eyes were 
on the girl.

A door at the rear of the room 
swung sharply  open, and Slim Rand 
came th rough  w ith  a gun in each

hand. The outlaws w hirled  and 
stared. Slim Rand said: “D rop ev
ery th ing , boys.” Slim saw a grim y 
hand t igh ten  on a gun and he fired 
fast. T he  m an’s knees buckled and 
he fell slowly forward, limp across 
the money-bags on the floor. “Drop 
’em quick,” said Slim Rand to the 
others. T hree  revolvers c la ttered  to 
the floor. . . T he  gun  tha t  Sandra  
Barclay  was holding now looked ab
surd ly  large in her hand.

“Sandra, w hat are you do ing?” 
cried O ld  Man Barclay. “A re you 
insane? P u t  up th a t  gun.”

PA U L  T O L L I V E R  stepped for
ward, smiling. “All r igh t ,” he 

said. “ I ’ll take charge here. You 
folks were ju s t  in time.”

“Stay r ig h t  where you are, T o l l i 
ver,” said Slim Rand. “A nd  keep 
those hands up. You and your two 
boys are in on th is  l i t t le  play.” 

“W h a t  do you m ean?” demanded 
O ld Man Barclay. “Has everybody 
gone crazy? T he  sheriff—”

Sandra Barclay spoke clearly : “The 
sheriff is the leader of th is  gang, 
Dad. A th ief  and a killer.”

Tolliver snarled like an animal, his
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r ig h t  hand w hipping down. H olding 
hard  and steady on T o lliver’s chest 
Slim Rand tu rned  bo th  guns loose. 
Tolliver  shivered from the impacts 
and his big frame sagged. Hands 
c lu tching his broken body, eyes wild 
w ith  fear, Tolliver fell headlong 
across the desk and slid to the floor.

Kyle Ja so n ’s gun was clear and 
blazing as Slim Rand wheeled on 
him. A slug s truck  Slim’s shoulder 
w ith  the shocking force of a club, 
th row ing  him back against the coun
ter. S lim Rand’s guns roared again 
and Kyle Jason  wilted  against the 
wall, w rithed  slowly downward, 
lurched out to fall on his face. Lem 
Keech was running  out the door 
when Siim’s bulle t  caught him. Keech 
staggered  on across the sidewalk, 
tr ipped  over a h itching-rack, and 
plowed the dust of the street.

“ I guess th a t ’s about all,” said Slim 
Rand, “ for now.”

The other three outlaws stood back 
w ith  the ir  hands up. The room was 
th ick  w ith  powdersmoke and queerly 
s ilent a f te r  the racket of the guns. 
Sandra Barclay was pale and wan, 
leaning weakly to the wall, her face 
hidden. O ld  Man Barclay crouched 
over his desk, a ghastly  look on his 
face as he shook his silver-haired 
head in disbelief of w hat he had just  
seen. . . On the floor were Tolliver, 
Jason  and the hold-up man, and ou t
side a crowd was already gathering  
around Lem Keech.

Slim Rand’ held the guns on the 
outlaws while the clerks hand
cuffed them. The dark splotch was 
spreading on the shoulder of Slim’s 
shirt,  and his face was drawn white 
under the suntan and his g rin  was 
pathetic.

Slim Rand said: “ Mr. Barclay, will 
you take over here? I ’m kind of 
groggy. . . And Sandra, this is no 
place for you, girl.”

Sandra Barclay looked up and 
buried  her brave smile in S lim ’s good 
shoulder. “A nyw here you are,” she 
said, “is the only place for me.”

Old Man Barclay, a week later, 
watched Slim Rand walk away from 
the bank, and there was adm iration  
and respect in the Old Man’s face.

S lim ’s r ig h t  arm was in a sling, 
and he carried only his left-hand 
gun. He was conscious of the sher
iff’s badge on his shirt, and it both 
embarrassed and amused him. Men 
tu rned  out of the ir  way to greet him 
as he crossed the street, and they 
told the  un in fo rm ed: “T h a t’s Slim 
Rand. Single-handed, he cleaned 
out the Silver C ity gang. Tolliver 
and his deputies were outlaws. Slim 
Rand shot Tolliver, Kyle Jason, Lem 
Keech and another fellow in one ses
sion at the bank. T hey  say you never 
saw nothing like Slim with  the six- 
guns.”

Slim glanced back at the bank 
build ing and smiled gravely, th in k 
ing :  W e  came here to rob the bank, 
and end up by saving the bank in
stead. F u n n y  the way th ings tu rn  
out sometimes. . .

T H E  storekeeper whom Slim Rand 
had ta lked to his first day in 

Silver C ity  called out from the 
porch : “H ow ’s tha t  arm coming
along, Slim? Say, you look pre tty  
good w ith  th a t  badge on your chest, 
son.”

Slim scooped a handful of dried  
apple and chewed on it. “D on’t you 
laugh at me, mister. T h e re ’s enough 
people round the country  would 
laugh if they  could see me with  this 
badge.”

The old s torekeeper scrubbed his 
bald head. “W ell,  no need of a man 
back-tracking ju s t  because he’ŝ  run  
into a little  trouble here and there  
along the trail .”

“ I guess you’re r ig h t ,” Slim Rand 
said. T hen  his lean face l igh ted  up 
and his g ray  eyes were warm and 
happy. He nodded his head in the 
d irection  of Sandra Barclay, who 
was coming down the s tree t in the 
sunshine, dark and vital and good to 
look at. The s torekeeper nodded in 
s trong approval and his wrinkles 
deepened w ith  his grin.

“ I suppose some would say my 
troubles have ju s t  begun,” said Slim 
Rand. “B u t I figure i t ’s w or th  tak 
ing a chance. Seems like I  k ind of 
thrive on trouble anyway.”

THE END



"Cat Smith's one of the worst badmen ever to ride the trails . .
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B y O e ll W orland

Lee Rillard didn't like be
ing constable of Tiprock 
—even though there was 
a lot of easy money to be 
made undercover that 
way. But the payoff came 
when he jugged a hom- 
bre by the n a m e  of 
Jones!

A F T E R  Lee Rillard, con
stable of Tiprock, had com
pleted his regular Saturday 

n igh t chore—that  is, had ja iled the 
inebriated person of “T h i r s ty ” Doyle 
—he dr if ted  back to the Silver Spur 
Saloon, and had a free drink with 
the owner of tha t  small, p re ten tious
ly named place more commonly re 
ferred  to as the D ir ty  F loor or the 
Trough.

The most respectable citizens of

SI
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the  lit t le  cowtown often  expressed a 
desire to rid  themselves of the S il
ver Spur and its owner, plump, 
greasy-looking Joe Fleming. Several 
citizens would liked to have rid  the ir  
town of its constable, too. However, 
nobody else wanted the job, so tall, 
gangling, stoop-shouldered Lee Ril- 
lard, who had fr iends among a cer
tain element, kep t  on wearing his tin 
star.

“Have another one, Lee?” asked 
Fleming, pleased by the way business 
was running  th is  particu lar  Saturday  
night. F leming d idn’t wait for the 
answer he was sure of. He filled a 
m uggy li t t le  glass and slid i t  across 
the moist bar.

A ll  n igh t  long, on his circles, as 
he called them, Rillard  dropped in at 
the Silver Spur. I t  was three o’clock 
in  the m orning w hen he leaned 
against the bar and had his fifth free 
drink.

“How about change on that ten- 
dollar bill, barkeep?” spoke up a big, 
deep-voiced man who, garbed in d ir ty  
overalls and flannel sh ir t  which bore 
smears of green paint, looked as if he 
m ight have been a sheepherder that 
had ju s t  finished a branding job.

Ignoring  that terse question pu t to 
him, Joe  F lem ing  said, “About ready 
to tu rn  in for the night, are you, 
Lee?”

Again  the gangling constable had 
no time to reply. T he  big stranger 
a t the other end qf the bar was call
ing more adamantly th is  time, “How 
about the change I ’ve got cornin’ on 
tha t  ten, barkeep?”

" I  gave you your change!” F lem 
ing rasped. “T h a t ’s the trouble w ith  
you locoed sheepherders when you 
get a lit t le  drunk, you—”

“ I don’t get d runk  on two drinks,” 
came the reply. “B ut I do get my 
change. Or know the reason w hy!” 
The big man moved quickly, smooth
ly. Like a lion's paw, his r ig h t  hand 
shot out and grabbed F lem ing’s 
th ick  wrist.

Heavy as he was, F lem ing was 
yanked off the  floor. W as drawn, 
fighting and s trugg ling  and swearing, 
to  the top  of the  bar. T he  big man 
w ith  the close-set ears, the broad, flat

nose, now jerked  F lem ing  to the 
floor.

"You goin’ to dish out tha t  
change?” A pair  of hands fastened 
themselves around F lem ing’s ample 
th ro a t ;  t igh tened  until  they  nearly 
lost themselves in the flabby jowls 
of the saloon keeper.

I t  was then tha t  Lee R il la rd—his 
tin star covered by an old leather 
coat—moved. A nd  ra the r  fast  for 
him. He caught up a quar t  w hisky 
bottle  and b rough t it  down on the 
head o f the s tooping man who had 
his back turned.

T here  was a grunt. A pair of pow
erfu l hands lost the ir  g rip  as the big 
stranger, absorbing a jo l t  he hadn’t 
expected, tumbled against the bar 
and sagged down.

"Damn h im !” choked Joe  Fleming, 
face purpled  by rage and partia l su f 
focation. “S tou te r’n a mule—he is. 
A nd quick as a cat. W ell ,  don’t 
stand there  gap in ’ a t him, Lee. Slap 
some hardware on his wrists. I don’t 
w ant him to wreck th is  place, and 
maybe both of us, when he comes 
to !”

“ I ’ll pu t him where he’ll cool off,” 
R illard  said. And, a few m inutes  
later, was shoving his g roggy  prison
er toward the li t t le  jail at the  edge 
of town.

" W h a t ’s your nam e?” R illard  de
manded. “ I ’ve got to keep a record 
of—”

“Jones, maybe.”
"Yeah. Sure. O r  Smith. Well, 

Mr. Smith, you’re findin’ out the re ’s 
law and order in T ip rock .” R il la rd ’s 
sunken chest filled out a little.

"Y ou’ll find out som ethin’ when 
you take these handcuffs off me,” 
rumbled the prisoner. “ I ’ll pick you 
up by the heels and smash your 
damned brains out against a rock—if 
you’ve got any brains. T hen  I ’ll tend 
to  tha t o ther buzzard, tha t  short- 
changin’ barkeep friend of y o u rn !”

RIL L A R D  was suddenly a little  
nervous, alarmed at the pr ison

er’s recuperative powers. He d idn’t 
w an t th is  man to get loose. T h e  con
stable quickly  unlocked the ja il  door 
—there  were no cells inside the log-
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walled place—and th rus t  his prisoner 
inside.

“Com pany!” g r u n t e d  T h irs ty  
Doyle, the l i t t le  prisoner who had 
been ja iled earlier, but who was now 
sober enough to be s it t ing  up. “T u rn  
me outa here, Rillard. I ’m sober—” 
T h irs ty  stopped to look at the other 
prisoner who, hands shackled behind 
his back, tu rned  and faced the l ig h t
ed match which the constable had 
struck.

“Come on, T h irs ty ,” R illard  com
manded. “You promise to go on back 
to your cabin and I ’ll let you out.”

“Take these handcuffs off me 
first!” rumbled the new prisoner.

T h a t  sounded like a challenge, one 
which Rillard  deemed it unwise to 
meet.

The constable said, “Come on, 
T h i r s ty ! ” A nd Doyle was seen mov
ing past the lanky man who closed 
and locked the door.

“Thanks,” T h irs ty  said, try ing  to 
walk s tra igh t.  “And thanks some 
more, Mr. Rillard, for handin’ back 
th a t  five-dollar bill I had in my hip 
pocket when you locked me up. 
T h a t ’s the th ird  time, and w ith in  this 
last month, you ’ve helped yourself  
to my pockets.”

“You drunken  coyote!" growled 
the constable. “ I ’m g e t t in ’ sick and 
tired  of havin’ you accusin’ me of— 
Come on! You’re goin’ back to jail. 
A nd this time you’re go in ’ to stay 
there  t i l l—”

“N o!” T h irs ty  backed away, or 
tr ied to. B u t R illard  grabbed him 
by the neck and shook him.

The constable said, “You had a 
five-dollar bill last night. B u t you 
spent it  buy in ’ d rinks for yourself, 
and a couple other tramps, over at 
the Silver Spur. I  can prove tha t  by 
Joe  Fleming. I  can also prove by 
Joe  tha t  I pa id  you five dollars—pay 
in advance, it  was—for finishin’ dig- 
g in ’ tha t  l i t t le  cellar behind my ca
bin. Now you’ll finish tha t  job, or

you’ll go back to jail. W h a t ’ll it  
be, Mr. D oyle?” R il la rd ’s hard- 
tw isting  hands tore the frayed collar 
of T h i r s ty ’s shirt.

“ I—I ’ll finish the d igg in ',” replied 
the l i t t le  man. “Monday m orn in ’ I ’ll 
come over to your place and—”

“You’ll come now. You’ll s ta r t  to 
work now. A nd you’ll stay there  till 
the job’s done!”

Seeing th a t  T h irs ty  Doyle was at 
work w ith  his shovel in the dawn- 
light, Lee Rillard  w ent in his cabin 
and stre tched  out on the bunk. I t  
m ust have been about nine o’clock 
when the constable awoke to 
T h irs ty  Doyle build ing a fire in the 
stove.

“Fve got to have some coffee," said 
the li t t le  man.

“Make enough for both of us.”
“T h a t  feller you jailed last n igh t 

. . . W ho  is he?”
“Jones  or Smith. O r maybe 

Brown. T h e y ’re always tha t.” R il
lard exposed ugly, crooked teeth  as 
he yawned.

“Ever see him before?” T h irs ty  
said.

“Nope. Have you?”
“I—I don’t know. I m igh t’ve. 

Somewhere.”
“You see lots of th ings—when 

you’re d runk .”
“W h y  d idn ’t you take them hand

cuffs off h im ?”
Rillard d idn ’t explain tha t it  was 

sometimes less dangerous to catch a 
t iger  by the  tail than it  was to tu rn  
him loose. He began to ponder about 
th is  la tte r  task, speculate on the saf
est way to accomplish it.

TH IR S T Y  sat by the stove and 
w aited  for the coffee to boil. He, 

too, seemed to be s tudying  as he 
mopped his head with a bandanna, a 
head bearing a s lan ting  scar which 
had long since healed. T h r is ty  hadn 't  
always been a shiftless drunk, a man 
who spent w hat l i t t le  money he had
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a t  Joe  F lem ing’s bar—and his Sat* 
u rday  n igh ts  in jail.

A lthough  T h irs ty  never talked of 
i t  himself, it  was rum ored th a t  he 
had once been a prosperous citizen 
in  a neighboring s ta te ;  tha t he had 
owned a well-located road ranch 
which, later, had grown into a little  
town. . .

“I ’ve got it,” Lee Rillard  said. 
“T hat  p risoner—we don’t want no 
such sheepherd in’ scum as him hang- 
in ’ around town. W e ’ll give him a 
chance to run.”

“W e ? ” T h irs ty  echoed.
“Yeah. W e ’ll give him a chance 

to break jail. I ’ll  take you back 
down there, p re tend  I ’m go in ’ to 
th row  you in again. B u t you get the 
best of me. Knock me down by the 
door, take my keys—and free your 
fellow criminal.” R illard  grinned.

A few m inutes  later, th a t ’s the 
way it happened. O r almost. There  
were loud words near the ja il  door, 
then  T h irs ty  felled the constable 
w ith  the  club he had b rough t along 
for tha t  purpose. O nly  T h irs ty  made 
i t  too realistic. He bounced the club 
off R il la rd ’s head w ith  such force 
tha t  the constable not only went 
down. He went out.

W hen  Lee R illard  came to, several 
m inutes  later, he was wearing his 
own handcuffs. His head throbbed 
as he sat up and gaped at the open 
door. T he  gangling  man staggered 
to his feet and headed for the black
smith shop. T h irs ty  hadn’t le f t  the 
key to the handcuffs. They would 
have to be taken off with a file or a 
cold chisel.

A rancher, holding a half-broken 
horse which the husky blacksmith 
was shoeing, laughed as Rillard 
sheepishly entered  the shop.

“Ja i l  break.” Rillard explained. “A 
big, overgrowed coyote of a s tranger. 
I f  I ever ketch  him in Tiprock  
again—”

"You'll probably run like hell!” 
The big blacksmith slapped grimy 
hands against his leather apron and 
laughed. “A fine-lookin’ constable— 
you! W ell,  make yourse lf  com fort
able till we’re th rough  shoein’ th is  
horse. H e’s nervouser’n you are, R il

lard. Ja i l  break, eh? W ho  was 
th is—”

“Jones, his name w as!” Rillard  
growled.

I t  was nearly noon before Rillard  
was relieved of his handcuffs. T here  
was still a lump on his head. W a i t  
till he got hold of T h irs ty  Doyle 
again! H e’d make tha t  d runk  wish 
he hadn 't  wielded a club w ith  such 
force. H e’d make him wish th a t—

Rillard th ru s t  trem bling fingers 
into his watch pocket. B u t the five- 
dollar bill he had placed there was 
gone. So was T h irs ty .  Yet, when 
the little  man showed up again, he’d 
probably head for the Silver Spur 
Saloon. A nd w ith  th a t  same five-dol- 
lar bill he had “lost” last night.

R illard  headed for the Silver Spur 
now.

“ Drink, Lee?” asked the proprie tor, 
Joe  Fleming, who seemed to be nu rs 
ing a ra ther stiff neck th is  morning.

“A couple of ’em,” growled the 
constable. “Maybe m ore!”

Rillard  was still frowning, still 
drinking, when Charley  McRowan, 
owner of a big cow outfit to the 
no rth  of Tiprock, drove his buck- 
board up to the h i tch ing  rack and 
came into the Silver Spur for a 
drink.

LE A N IN G  against the bar, the 
cowman said, “Seems p re t ty  

qu ie t in this town af te r  all the ex
c item ent down at T ra i lfo rk . T h e y ’re 
m akin’ quite a hero of old T h irs ty  
down there .”

“T h i r s ty ? ” Lee Rillard  ja rred  his 
glass, half-raised, down upon the bar 
again. “W h a t ’s he done?”

“Not much.” Charley M cRowan 
smiled faintly. “He ju s t  rounded  up 
one of the worst badmen tha t  ever 
rode any man’s range, and took him 
to T ra ilfo rk . Imagine a l i t t le  feller 
like T h irs ty  Doyle bein’ able to get 
the best of a big killer like Cat Smith 
—and tie his hands w ith  an old belt.” 

“ Kuh—Cat S m ith?” Rillard  choked. 
“Yep. The same Cat Smith tha t 

m urdered a sheepherder for a lit t le  
money the other day—over by A n tle r  
Crick. A little  money and a change 
of clothes. Yeah, and the  same Cat



Sm ith  tha t pu t  th a t  scar on T h ir s ty ’s 
forehead a few years ago. W hen  the 
Smith bunch took all the money 
T h irs ty  had saved up from years of 
ru n n in ’ a road ranch. B u t T h ir s ty ’ll 
get some of it  back. . . A bout three 
thousand dollars, I th ink  the reward 
is on Sm ith .”

Rillard  gripped the edge of the 
sour-smelling bar and stared at Joe 
F lem ing  who, ju s t  as rigid, stared 
back and said nothing.

“Like hell T h i r s ty ’ll get tha t  re 
w ard !” b lurted  Rillard. finally able 
to speak.

“Yeah!” shouted Joe Fleming, who 
had also gained articulation . “ I t  was 
me and Rillard  tha t ketched Cat 
Smith and—”

“ I t  was m e!” Rillard yelled.
“Listen  to the vu ltures  spreadin ' 

the ir  w ings!” pu t in Bill Davis, the 
blacksm ith who, having cut the hand
cuffs off Rillard, was now drink ing  
beer at the far end of the bar. “ If  
you had Cat Sm ith  locked up, you 
d idn 't  hold him, did you, Rillard? 
You said there  was a jail-break, d idn ’t 
you? And you claimed the p r isoner’s 
name was Jones, d idn ’t you? . . . 
W ell,  good for old Thirs ty .  He told 
me he was go in ’ to s t ra igh ten  up 
some day, and here’s his chance.”
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Rillard  wilted, tr ied  to brace h im 
self w ith  the drink he had set down 
on the bar. Then  he shoved the 
em pty glass at Fleming, his crony, 
and said, “Fill  ’er up aga in !”

“Like he ll!” F lem ing  rumbled 
thickly. “ I f  you do any more drink- 
in’ here, you’ll pu t cash on the bar! 
You and me’d had plenty  of cash, too, 
if you—”

“H ere ’s some cash for you, R il
lard ,” said Cowman Charley  McRow- 
an. He handed R illard  a l i t t le  note. 
A note which, scrawled in T h irs ty  
Doyle 's handw riting , said: “Here  is 
the  five-dollar bill, you coyote. Keep 
it. I told you I though t I had seen 
a certain gen t before. I hope you 
seen more stars  than  tha t  tin one you 
wear when I  busted  you over the 
head with  tha t club. Thanks for giv
ing me the chance.”

“ Keep your ro tgu t,  F lem ing .” Lee 
Rillard  growled as he left  the saloon.

R illard  walked back to his cabin. 
But, before entering  that un tidy  
place—and packing his clothes—he 
tossed into a half-dug celler an article 
tha t  g lin ted  in the sunlight. I t  was 
the t in  s tar  tha t  T h irs ty  Doyle had 
mentioned, b u t  one w hich  Rillard  
would wear no more in Tiprock.
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HIT THE TRAIL,
C o m p l e t e  N o v e l  b y

Boot Hill Lark didn't mind 
being thought yellow, 
didn't hesitate to turn tail 
and run, when ordinarily 
his Colts ■ would have 
been blasting a way. He 
wanted to end his gun- 
trail, and go home. But 
when he arrived home, 
he found violence and 
gunthunder there, wait
ing on the doorstep!

C H A P T E R  I

B O O T  H I L L  L A R K  was go
ing home. He fe lt  good 
about it, too. He sort of 

rolled his wide-spanned shoulders in
side the quiet dark sh ir t  and grinned 
into his glass when he drank. T h a t  
made him feel self-conscious and 
sheepish. A nd he pu t up his big 
red ham of a hand and pushed over 
the straw-hued hair on his forehead. 
He was handsome in a thick-featured, 
animal way, w ith  a confident g lin t
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in his eyes. T hen  he had galvanized, 
though  noth ing  about him stirred.

A man had come in the bat-wing 
doors from the sun-glaring street 
and stopped too suddenly. T hen  he 
had s tarted  to walk too ligh tly  and 
quickly  to be natural. The boys on 
the out-trails always said Boot Hill 
had ears better  than hawk’s eyes. 
Boot Hill was th ink ing  quickly. If  
he faced the glare of the street, he 
w ouldn’t be able to d is tinguish  a 
m an’s face for several seconds any

way. On top of that, the movement 
m ight be the w arning to send the 
other in action. T here  was no chance 
of seeing what m ight be w orking 
around behind him e ither  because the 
big bar m irror  was covered w ith  
cheesecloth against the fly-specks in 
the summertime.

Then  Boot Hill spo tted  the cat on 
the bar ledge behind the counter. 
I t  had been s lipping along in f ron t 
of the stacked bottles. Now it had 
frozen save for its yellow buttons of
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eyes. T hey  followed the silently  m ov
ing newcomer. L a rk ’s eyes followed 
the ca t’s eyes. T he  cat’s tail weaved. 
L a rk ’s lef t  hand w ent ou t and around 
the bottle  as if to  pour h imself ano th 
er shot. A boot behind creaked. The 
old toothless man dozing at a table 
in the fron t  corner stirred.

“T u rn  around, L ark  — and keep 
your paws bar lev e l!” The nasal 
sp iteful voice w hipped across the 
somnolent room.

“Sure,” Boot Hill L ark  drawled. 
A nd he came around slow-like, half  
grinn ing . T hen  his le f t  arm slashed 
around w ith  the  bottle  it  g ripped  and 
it  was bulle ting at where the other 
stood even before Lark faced him or 
had really seen him.

Spider Brane had a gun levelled 
before his hip, but he had to duck 
the w hirling  bottle. A nd then  before 
he could trigger, the  big B oot Hill 
had slammed up a hand from  his own 
holster w ith  a cocked .45 in it.

“Something you w anted to speak 
about, S p ider?” he asked sarcastical
ly. T he  bo ttle  bounced off a post 
and then  fell softly  into a sawdust 
box for spitt ing . The old coot up 
forward sat up and cupped a hand 
to his ear. B u t he was stone deaf 
anyway.

Brane sort of swallowed and pulled 
at his cadaverous face w ith  a claw 
of hand. “ I  was going to give you a 
square break, Lark. B u t—you and 
me got something to settle . I don’t 
like you around 'places where I am, 
Lark. You ain’t  good for decent 
lawful communities.”

“Y eah?” drawled Boot Hill.
The skinny-limbed Lark  nodded. 

“ I ’m sort of a lawman, too, you know. 
I could take you in.”

“You—a lawman? Same’s a slaver- 
jawed coyote, Brane. . . B u t you 
want to take me in—try  it.”

Spider Brane drew himself up. " I ’m 
giving you a chance. Lark. Get d r i f t 
ing.”

“W h a t- t? ”
“ I ’m telling you to pull stakes for 

the good of the com m unity!”

A S L O W  flush tided Boot Hill 
L a rk ’s face then, and the big 

eyes lidded. You could see the  man

born w ith  a savage temper, instinc
tively ever-ready to meet violence 
w ith  violence. “You got a gun dec
ora ting  your hand, Brane,” Boot 
H il l ’s voice came from  deep in his 
throat.  “ Run me out, if  you want. . .”

T he  silence seemed ready  to  crack 
like something too brit t le . Brane 
looked hard  a t  L a rk ’s gun. T hen  he 
sneering ly  holstered his own.

“ I 'm  no saloon-brawling tough, 
L ark ,” Brane said. “I give you fair  
warning. Get out of town. . .” H e  
walked halfway to the door and 
turned. “ I ’m over in the B ig  Town, 
Lark. I ’ll come across the bridge a t  
sundown, ready to draw. If  you’re 
still here—”

Boot Hill wagged a mocking fin
ger at him. “T ake a good look at 
tha t  sundown, Spider. A good look. 
Because you w on’t  be seeing many 
more.”

Brane marched out, waving a fist 
once as he th rew  an oath behind him. 
Boot H ill  tu rned  back to the  bar in 
time to  see the bar tender  appearing 
at  the head of the stairs from  the 
cellar w ith  a load of bottled  goods in  
his arms. He had caught B rane’s 
pa r t ing  gesture  and he could see 
Boot H ill  Lark  stand ing  w ith  gun 
still bared.

Boot Hill chuckled. “J u s t  an old 
friend try in g  to show me a new tr ick  
on the draw, mister. I dropped th a t  
bottle. Set me up another.” B u t his 
face w en t grim and w orried  when 
the barkeep tu rned  away.

Because he knew he wasn’t  going 
to meet Spider Brane at sundown. . .

Lark tossed off two dr inks  quickly  
to get rid of tha t  cold d ir ty  feeling 
inside him. He wasn’t  used to ge t
ting his heels run over from side
stepping trouble. He lit up one of 
those l i t t le  black cigaros he favored.

He remembered how he had been 
th ink ing  about going home ju s t  be
fore Brane came in. B u t the odds 
would be all against him going if he 
killed Spider Brane.

Lark knew why Brane carried the 
grudge and had tried to jum p him. 
I t  w en t back to a fight a t T e rra  del 
Fuego, in its gambling quarter.  A 
half-drunk horde from up on the hill, 
led by a handful of officers deputized
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w ith in  the last hour, had corn® 
swarming in. T h e ir  avowed in ten
tion  was to  clean the  place out and 
grab' some of the w anted men there. 
B u t it  was s im ply  an excuse to loot 
and rob and maybe collect some 
boun ty  money. I t  had been a tough 
bloody ruckus. B rane’s bro ther had 
been one of those b lus te r ing  last-min
ute deputies. A nd  Boot Hill had put 
a bulle t  in him tha t  made him a cr ip 
ple for life.

H e  hadn’t even felt as if he were 
bucking the Law when he had done 
it. T h a t  n igh t  in the gambling quar
ter, the other Brane b ro ther was as 
m uch a lobo as any man in the place. 
B u t  he knew someday there  would be 
a payoff. Spider Brane always boast
ed how his family was known as the 
F ig h t in g  Branes back where he came 
from. A nd  he was a vengeful schem
ing cuss in the bargain.

“ ’N other d r ink ,” Boot Hill called 
to the bartender. The la tter  was 
down at the end of the counter w ith  
the  deaf old coot. T he  old gent was 
try ing  to tell w hat had happened and 
guessing at w hat had been said.

Boot Hill wasn’t w orried  about 
w hat w ould happen if he and Spider 
m et in the road and swapped shots. 
He was too confident in  his own gun 
prowess, had faced better m en’s 
Colts’ muzzles before. Spider m ight 
t ry  some kind of a tr ick  and un 
doubted ly  was not alone in the Big 
Tow n across the river. B u t Boot Hill 
could have got fr iends w ith in  a cou
ple hours’ ride. I t  w asn’t  any of 
those things.

The po in t was tha t  if he did bring 
down Spider, they  m igh t  pu t on a 
m an-hunt for him. A nd  as a fugitive, 
he couldn’t go heme. He had de
term ined upon that. Spider had in 
fluence in certain circles. Years back 
he had been a deputy  sher if f  in 
M unro C ounty  and rated a certain 
amount of standing because of that. 
Since then  he had done odd jobs as 
a special officer, as a legal gunman 
hired  to clean out tough spots. He 
stood in w ith  the Law. I f  he were 
slain, the Law would be danged in 
terested  in who had done it. And 
especially so, were tha t  man Boot 
H il l  Lark.

T h ey  couldn’t pin any th ing  much 
on Boot Hill. B u t they  knew he had 
r idden  the owl-hoot tra ils  and run  
w ith  lobos. I f  he killed a semi-of
ficial agent of the law, they  would 
be in terested  in looking him up and 
seeing how much they  could hang 
on him.

A nd Boot Hill w anted to go home, 
to stay there. He had to have clean 
hands to do it.

H E could take a runout, of course. 
J u s t  sneak away before sun

down. His heavy lips curled at the 
thought. Still, i t  m ight have been 
w orth  i t  to get home all r igh t.  B u t 
tha t too was out of the question, be
cause Curly was coming in some 
time tonight.

Curly  was an old saddle pard who 
had ridden  w ith  him when they  were 
both w ith  the Stick  B radley  bunch, 
A nice lit t le  bald gent who always 
carried a B ap tis t  p rayer book. He 
had done a short  s tre tch  in the Big 
House on a rus t l ing  charge. Now he 
was coming out to pick himself up 
a small place and se ttle  down. Boot 
Hill and Curly had cached some of 
the ir  dinero back in the hills once. 
O ld  Curly would need th a t  now. And 
B oot H ill  had gone and go tten  it  and 
had arranged to m eet Curly  here this 
night. I t  was r ig h t  in Boot H il l ’s 
money belt now.

So he couldn’t duck out from m eet
ing Spider unless he v/anted to miss 
Curly. T here  d idn ’t  seem any way 
out of it. T he  big man frowned 
th rough  his cigaro smoke. A nother 
customer came in and the  barkeep 
did some behind-the-hand w hispering  
to him. T he  customer began to  s tudy  
Boot Hill fu rtive ly  and then he went 
out. The word, vague as it  was, 
would get around.

Voices carried in from the foot
path  on the road. “Yep, in there. 
A gunslinger!  U h - h u h . . . . I  tell 
y o u -----”

A lit t le  later a white-mustached 
man came in w ith  a big silver s tar 
on his calfskin vest. He was the 
Jus t ice  of the  Peace of the L it t le  
Town. I t s  real name was Hendrix . 
B u t when it  spread across the river 
and the ra ilroad  was b rough t in to
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the development on the other side 
and tha t  flourished and expanded, the 
folks over there called th a t  B ig  H en 
drix. The original p a r t  se tt led  down 
to a drab somnolent existence. A nd 
the natives refe rred  to the two sec
tions as Big Tow n and L it t le  Town. 
Big Tow n was where Spider was 
staying.

“Anybody around here seen P in to  
A dam s?” the Jus t ice  of the Peace 
asked. “H e was orey-eyed again last 
n ig h t  and th rew  his bed th rough  the 
w indow of his room over at the 
W id o w ’s boarding house. A day or 
two in the ja il  will cool him off, I 
reckon.”

A f te r  the peace officer left, Boot 
Hill Lark  got th inking. T hen  he 
chuckled out loud. He had the an
swer. “Hey, Al, gimme a bottle  and 
to hell w ith  a g lass!” he roared 
abruptly. “Danged glass takes too 
much time.” He put the bottle  to his 
lips when he got it  and gurg led  deep 
as the barman watched w ith  bugging 
eyes.

He snorted  and glared a t  the bar
tender when he finally lowered the 
bottle. “Knew a fuddy-duddy  school 
teacher fella once who used to drink 
red ink. Is  th a t  what you’re selling 
here for whisky, p a rd ?”

HA L F W A Y  th rough  the  bottle, a 
couple of s trangers  came in. 

Boot H ill  lurched down the bar and 
insisted one of them was a gent 
named Cal Rand from D utchm an’s 
Bend who owed him tw en ty  dollars. 
W hen  the l i t t le  man insisted he 
w asn’t, big Lark  rammed down the 
o the r’s sombrero over his ears and 
then  good-naturedly  bough t him a 
couple of drinks. Shortly  a fterw ard  
he gave a cuspidor a boot tha t  sent 
it  rolling out under the batwing 
doors into the street.

“Look here, stranger, you g it 
tough in here and I ’ll call the—” the 
barkeep began.

“Aw, go kiss your g randm aw !” 
Boot Hill bellowed back. “T h is  
place is too danged tame for a curly  
w olf like m e!” He slapped on his 
hat and went lu rch ing  out the doors 
af te r  t r ip p in g  over a chair  and ap
ologizing to  i t  w ith  a sweeping bow.

Some of his old companions of the 
out- tra ils  w ould have been amazed. 
T hey  had seen him  on more than  one 
n igh t  drink  every other man under  
the table, call for a half  bottle  of 
w hisky  io top o ff  his breakfast, and 
then  go about his business.

H e had a few snorts  in another 
place, called a horse-trader a so-and- 
so liar a f te r  an argum ent, th rew  a 
handfu l of silver in  the p rop rie to r’s 
face, and reeled on from  there. The 
sun was low in the west, already 
t in t in g  a bloody hue the b lu ffs  of the 
B ig  Tow n across the river. Boot H ill  
picked up a companion, then  th rew  
him  in the horse trough  and entered  
a th ird  w hisky  mill.

I t  d idn ’t  take long af te r  that.  A l
ready some of the  tow nsfolk  were 
peering in under  the doors from  a 
safe distance. He s ta r ted  to slug it  
down from ano ther  bottle  minus the 
glass. T hen  he saw the  white-mus- 
tached Ju s t ice  of the Peace across 
the road and Boot H ill  chucked the 
bottle  th rough  a f ron t  w indow  of the 
place.

The peace officer marched in, a gun 
out, “Stranger, you aim to come 
along peaceful or have I  go tta—” He 
looked a lit t le  worried.

Boot Hill Lark  sett led  the issue 
for him by flopping into a chair and 
s tarting  to snore. A few m inutes  
la ter he was being escorted stum- 
b lingly  down the road and into the 
l i t t le  dobie jail. L ark  sprawled on the 
T eton  pole cot in a corner, apparen t
ly  in a d runken  stupor. He was in 
a second-floor cell overlooking the 
road.

A f te r  the Jo h n  Law w ent dow n
stairs, L ark  tip toed over to the barred 
windows. P u rp l ish  shadows were al
ready creeping out over the alkali 
road like silently  lapping tongues 
of water. He d idn ’t have long to wait. 
A lready  a lamp flickered over the 
counter  inside the hay and feed store 
across the street.  A woman poked 
her head out a w indow fu r th e r  down 
and yelled in a reedy soprano. “John, 
d in n er’s on the table, Jo h n .” I t  was 
sundown.

Spider Brane came. He appeared 
around  the shed across the  river,
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leading his horse, and walked slow
ly across the bridge. His lean head 
was ou t- th rus t  and one hooked hand 
was curved with  hair- tr igger tension 
over an open-topped holster. And 
Boot H ill  watched him from the cell 
window, g r inn ing  broadly.

A few knots of men were g a th 
ered before the bars along the short 
street, waiting and ready to duck. 
Because the deaf old coot had been 
the only witness to the altercation, 
nobody was certain just what was 
due to happen. Brane pulled up, legs 
wide-stanced, and barked at some
body to come out of a dusky alley.

“Come ou t—or I ’ll drill you p ro n 
to, coyote!” he snarled.

A gangling one-eyed idiot younker 
w ith  no shoes edged out into view, 
gibbering foolishly. Then he th rew  
the stick he held and scooted back 
into the alley. Upstairs  in the jail 
Lark  had to clap a hand over his 
m outh to keep from roaring.

Spider Brar.e continued his cat
footed advance. He halted before one 
barroom and demanded to know if 
Lark  was in there. Nobody knew 
who he was ta lk ing about. He peered 
over the batwing doors and then 
w en t on. A window slapped down 
i« a house behind him and he spun 
as if it  had been a gunshot. He 
cleared his th rea t  as if he felt 
r idiculous himself as he dropped his 
half-drawn Colts back into its scab
bard.

“You low-down bounty  hunter," 
Lark  snorted from his lookout, “you 
know I  never gave it  to no man in 
the back!”

Brane yanked down his pinch- 
topped sombrero and went on past 
the bar in which he had tr ied  to 
jum p Boot Hill. T here  was nothing 
much but a couple of hovels, a pho
tog rapher’s shop, and a weed-grown 
shell of a burnt-out barn beyond 
that. T hen  Spider Brane th rew  back 
his head and guffawed. He faced 
back toward the river.

“ Come on, boys. The lily-livered 
polecat jumped town to save his 
hide,” he called. A nd two friends, 
gents  w ith  tied-down holsters, came 
up from  the cover of  the river-bank 
and came to m eet him.

Up in the jail window, Lark  was 
black-browed but he whistled softly  
as he saw the pair. “So that was the 
game, eh. . . . ”

Darkness closed in. He heard 
Brane ride off. His tr ick  had 
w o rk e d . . . .

C H A P T E R  II

A R K  called the peace officer 
upsta irs  and paid for the 
broken window handsomely, 

said he was danged sorry  and won
dered if maybe he could buy a bottle 
so they  could split  a few drinks. 
D uring  the night, Curly  came down 
to the jail and saw him. He had 
known Curly would be able to track 
him down if he were in the town. He 
turned  over Curly 's  share of the 
cache to him, and an hour before 
dawn he got the peace officer to 
release him—ju s t  in case Brane 
m ight have learned of his w here
abouts and be snooping around when 
he was supposed to be released later.

He d idn’t w ant any par t  of t ro u 
ble. He iust wanted to get back home 
and settle down He w histled  in the 
pre-dawn drizzle as he took the u p 
per fork beyond the town in the  sad
dle of his big s teeldust horse. I t  
seemed like ages since he had slipped 
away from tha t  home in the n igh t 
to take the trail on his own.

I t  hadn’t been his own home, ex
actly. I t  had been Pete 's  p la te , a 
scrubby run-dow n ranch outfit. J u s t  
a hundred head of bony cow crit te rs  
and a paintless house tha t ra tt led  in 
the wind, not a decent piece of pas
ture  land on it. Pe te  was his b ro th 
er, an even fifteen years older. Pete  
had taken him to live there  after  his 
parents  had died when he was little  
more than a baby. Pete had been 
good to him, but it  wasn’t that.

As he had go tten  older, he got to 
looking around him. T here  was Pete 
work ing  like a dog to hold the place 
together w ith  one old cowhand, al
most fa lling  asleep in his plate at 
the supper table n ights. Getting  
gnarled  and grow ing tigh t- lipped  
w ith  the strain. Going into town 
w ith  hat in hand figuratively, in his
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darned-up black suit, to  plead w ith  
the  bank for another extension on 
his notes.

A nd Sarah, P e te ’s wife, hands 
cracked and work-worn, hair a lit t le  
g rayer and cheeks a l i t t le  less rosy 
each year. Getting  up at dawn and 
taking care of the two babies and 
helping out in the barn at  times, al
ways try ing  to look cheerful as she 
went about in her faded calico 
dresses. Boot Hill could still remem
ber the time she wept silently  look
ing at the p re t ty  th ings in a mail
order catalogue.

Arid then there  was the boy, l i t 
tle Anson, w ith  th a t  s trange ear af
fliction. The local pill-roller would 
call around and say how the child 
should be taken to see one of those 
specialist fellows up in the city. B u t 
Pete  could never quite  scrape to 
gether enough to a fford  it.

BO O T  H IL L ,  christened H ann i
bal, had seen those things. Had 

seen life d ragging  down and sapping 
the s treng th  from  the ir  very veins. 
A nd he had said to himself, “Th is  
a in’t for me.” He hadn’t  meant to 
be selfish or cruel. B u t he couldn’t 
see how they  were ever going to 
win, his bro ther and his wife. The 
years would beat them out r igh t  
down to a gravestone.

Then he’d been up in town, Cully’s 
Hill, one day and met tha t s tranger 
passing through. Big fat laughing 
hombre called Record. He was rigged 
out in a fancy outfit Pete  Lark  
couldn’t have bought w ithout selling 
off his whole herd. Record had 
taken a shine to him when he saw 
him scrap it  out w ith  the tow n bully, 
the saloon keeper’s son, a younker 
twice his heft, and finally down him 
in the ragweeds of the gutter.

“Sm art young beardless bu tton  
w ith  nerve like you can git some- 
wheres, boy—less'n he'd ra ther  bust 
his back d igg ing  post-holes for life.
. . .  Shame for a fella like you to be 
wearing an old hat like tha t w ith  his 
hair  s t icking out th rough  a hole in 
the crown, I say.” Record winked 
wisely. “Don’t see me wearing duds 
like that.”

T h a t  did it. Boot H ill  had sent

back a note to P e te  and gone down 
the line w ith  Record. T h a t  had been 
nine years back.

A f te r  a while he had broken off  
w ith  Record. Record had specialized 
in holding up small barrooms and 
stores in isolated towns where there  
were no banking facilities. A n o th e r  
tr ick  of his was to follow out the 
heavy w inner in a gambling hall and 
jum p him. Lark  had th row n in w ith  
a small owlhoot bunch and earned his 
nickname, Boot Hill, then. They  had 
a ttem pted  to hold up a big m ining 
town bar and dance-hall, l in ing up 
the whole place. Som ething had 
gone wrong on the getaway. A n d  
young Lark  was found holding off  a 
mob of maddened miners among the 
head m arkers in the local cem etery  
when some of the bunch cut back to 
his aid. A f te r  that, he was always 
“Boot H ill.”

T hey  broke up and one day Boot 
Hill got in a ruckus w ith  a liquored- 
up gunslinger reckoned one of the 
toughest out of the W ash i ta  coun
try. Boot Hill shot him dead and 
was hired  by the town to clean i t  
up for five hundred  dollars. He did 
and drew a like offer from ano ther  
place up the line. I t  was a f te r  that, 
tha t  Stick Bradley, leader of one of 
the s trongest lobo bunches in the 
state, asked him to ride w ith  them. 
Boot H ill  held out for a special cu t 
in the loot and got it.

The years had gone fast. Brad ley  
was killed and the bunch split  up, 
five of them rid ing  under Lark. T h ey  
w ent out only after big s tuff,  usually  
working w ith  somebody on the inside 
th rough  bribes. The take had been 
rich.

And then one day he ju s t  up and 
told the boys he was qu itt ing . He 
had an overpowering urge to go back 
and see the only ones he could call 
family. He was weaithy enough to 
get a nice outfit to settle down on. 
He had come a long way from C ully’s 
hill and the M onetto Strip, So he 
figured there  wasn 't  much chance of 
the Law trailing  him back, especially 
across a state line. He had killed 
but two men, both k illers  themselves. 
T h a t  had been w hen he was serving
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as a special officer to clean out those 
towns.

^ l | / r O N D E R  they 'll  rec-wW ognize m e?” he mused half 
aloud as he sat eating in a Chino 
res tauran t tha t  nex t  n ight. He had 
changed p len ty  since r id ing  out of 
Cully’s Hill. He had been a lank 
s tr ip l ing  of a younker then  w ithou t 
his full growth. Sort of shy acting 
w ith  tee th  tha t  looked too big for 
his mouth. Used to s tu t te r  some
times w ith  nervousness. Especially  
when, when in town, he would go 
and hunker down on the steps of the 
m in is te r ’s porch and make calf eyes 
a t his daughter, M ary Ann. He had 
never forgotten  the way her blue 
eyes danced when she teased him, 
and he got flustered.

Yes, he had changed. He was man- 
sized, husky as an animal and w ith  
the confident v i ta l i ty  of one. T here  
was a h in t  of arrogance in the drawl 
w ith  which he spoke. A nd as for 
women, he had a half-laughing way 
of looking at them tha t  made them 
grow  flustered now. W h en  he went 
to  see M ary A nn again, it  w ouldn 't  
be as the b ro ther  of a two-bit rancher 
any more. He had something to of
fer her.

H e ’d lend P e te—Pete  would be too 
stubborn-proud to take it  as a g if t  
—dinero to pu t himself on his feet 
and fix up his rancho. T hen  he’d 
take them into tow n—no, up to the 
big place on the river. Sarah would 
have some new dresses. A nd there 
would be toys and clothes for the 
kids. O f course, he’d have to tell 
P e te  some k ind of a w indy  about 
ge t t ing  in on a silver s tr ike  or maybe 
buying  cows below the line and 
bring ing  them over at a fat profit. 
B u t  it would be swell going back 
and—

He was pu tt ing  his fork to his 
m outh when he saw ap hombre jump 
back from sight outside the re s tau 
ran t  f ron t window. Boot H ill  gave 
no sign, lowering and filling his fork  
again. B u t his r ig h t  hand had 
whipped beneath the table and had 
the .45 on th a t  side out and laid 
across his lap. He kept on eating. 
A  couple of m inutes  la ter  two men

came out of the dark  of the s tree t  of 
the little  town at the m outh  of the 
canyon and walked in.

Boot Hill glimpsed them beneath 
the lowered brim  of his flat-brimmed 
black S te tson  and knew then. T hey  
were H oly  Joe W ince  and L i t t le  
Packy  of the old Brad ley  bunch. 
B oot H ill  looked up, at them, and 
past as if they  were strangers.

W | F  I T  ain’t  ol’ Boot H ill  him- 
Jh. self,” H oly  Joe  said, keeping 

his voice down. “H ow ’re things, 
fe lla?”

“You’re lookin’ plumb fat and 
sassy, Boot,” Packy  said.

Boot H il l  took a swig from his 
java as if they  w eren’t speaking to 
him, then  glanced around to call the 
Chinee boy.

The pair exchanged a quick 
guarded  look. “D on’t  you know your 
old friends, B oo t?” H oly  Joe  said, 
shoving out his hand.

Boot Hill L ark  looked up, su r
prised. “T alk ing  to me, s t ran g er?”

L it t le  Packy  leaned over the table. 
“W h a t ’s the matter,  Boot—the Law 
on your coat-ta ils?” he whispered.

“ Reckon you gents got me mixed 
up w ith  somebody else.”

H oly  Jo e ’s lip curled  at the end 
of his m outh  where the scar was. 
“ W h a t  kind of a b lu ff  are you t r y 
ing to run  on us, Boot? W e  was 
saddle pards once w ith  Stick  B rad 
ley.” H oly  Joe  had a quick violent 
temper.

T he  seated man picked up his fork  
and speared a hunk of steak. “Stick 
w ho?”

H oly  Joe  switched around a chair 
and bestrode it. “W h a t  the hell is 
this, Boot? You know dang well we 
a in ’t Jo h n  Laws. Now, wait. I know 
you and me never rubbed too well 
together. But, look. W e got some
th ing  planned out ju s t  over the Basin 
way. I t ’s a chance to get our dew- 
claws on a real chunk of dinero. W e  
got two pards outside. B u t  you’re 
ju s t  the  hairp in  to rod th is  job 
and—”

B oot Hill pu t  down his fork and 
flattened his le f t  hand on the table. 
I t  d rew  a t ten tion  to the l i t t le  finger 
th a t  had been chopped off  halfw ay
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down by a slug. And tha t  had hap
pened after  the Bradley outfit had 
busted up and he had qu it  the  com
pany of these two.

“Gents, e ither  you or me is plumb 
blind orey-eyed. A nd I  a in’t  had a 
d rink  all day,” he said w ith  a puzzled 
smile.

L it t le  Packy  dropped his jaw. 
“A in ’t you Boot H ill  L a rk ?”

“My name is Lark. Samuel Lark, 
though. Mebbeso you’re re fe r r in g  to 
a cousin of mine. He did go bad. 
A nd I recall hearing som ething about 
him being known as Boot H ill—the 
no-good lowdown coyote. He never 
did pay back the dinero he borrowed 
from my father.”

H oly  Joe glanced down at the 
lopped-off l i t t le  finger. “O h,” he 
said, s tanding  up. “R igh t  sorry  to 
have troubled you. Come on, Packy .” 
He led the way out.

Inside, Boot Hill Lark  wiped sweat 
from his forehead. He wanted to go 
home clean, w ithou t  any s tr ings of 
his owl-hoot past hanging onto hirn. 
I f  he hadn’t  been pu t on guard by 
the figure dar t ing  back from the w in
dow, he m ight have betrayed rec
ognition  before he caught h im s e l f . . .

Outside, walking down the road, 
L it t le  Packy  shook his head. “Gee 
W hillik ins , for a cousin, he sure 
looked a heap like old Boot. B u t 
tha t  fella had his little  finger cut 
o ff  and—”

“You dang idiot, i t  was Boot Hill 
himself,” H o ly ' Joe spat angrily. 
“Gunslingers often  get a finger 
knocked off.”

“How do you know it was him. I t  
couldn’t—”

“I t  was. D id n ’t you notice him 
eating w ith  his le f t  hand? Boot Hill 
was always left-handed. I t ’s h i m . . .  
W e ’ll trail him out when he leaves 
and see what he’s up to. Too danged 
good for us, e h . . .

C H A P T E R  I I I

W H E N  Lark  le f t  town in 
the night, he headed 
no rthw ard  into the  can
yon. T he  pony hoofs s tr ik ing  on 

the shaly bed echoed off the  p rec ip i

tous rock walls th a t  gleamed fa in t
ly in the wan moonlight. T he  m eet
ing up w ith  H oly  Joe  and L it t le  
Packy  preyed on his mind. A f te r  
half an hour, acting  on a hunch, he 
drew in behind a jumble of big boul
ders tha t  lay behind a sharp  elbow 
in the canyon side and d ism ounted 
behind some tall green and yellow 
mescal p lants  topped by the ir  s ta r ry  
blooms. H e p u t  a m atch to one of 
his cigaros and waited.

A n  owl hooted up on the canyon 
side. A l i t t le  w hile  passed. T hen  
L ark  quickly  pinched out his cigaro, 
his keen ears picking up the fa in t  
j ingle  of bridle chains. The ap
proaching r iders came off the sandy 
s tre tch  of the bottom  and he could 
pick up their  hoofbeats as they  rever
berated off the  stone walls. He lev
ered out one of his guns. T h ey  came 
around  the ju t t in g  elbow of the can
yon, Holy Joe  w ith  his pinch-topped 
sombrero and L i t t le  Packy  s i t t ing  
stooped in the kak.

F or  a moment. Boot Hill toyed 
w ith  the idea of jum ping  out and 
covering them from the rear and 
raising hell. Then  he though t be t
ter of it. A f te r  all, they  had no way 
of knowing to where he was headed. 
He let them go on up the  canyon. 
A nd  then he m ounted  and rode back 
the way he had come.

He would take the road east from 
the se ttlem ent at the  m outh  of the 
canyon and swing in a loop. I t  would 
take him a lit t le  longer, bu t  he 
meant to  go home w ith  his coat-tails 
free. B u t his nerves were jum py  
when he got back to the sett lem ent 
and he wanted a couple of quick 
drinks. Leaving his s teeldust h itched  
behind a clump of alders a t  the edge 
of the place, he eased up the dark 
single lit t le  s tree t  quietly , hugging  
the deeper shadows. I t  was ju s t  pos
sible tha t  Spider B rane had picked 
up his back-trail too.

A man stepped out the half-open 
door of the  livery barn  and tu rned  
and moved sw iftly  along the ru t ted  
street. T here  was something guarded 
about him, also something resembling 
the s tr ingy  thin-limbed build of 
Spider Brane. B oot Hill cursed un
der his b reath  and faded over to  the
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trunk  of a eucalyptus tree a m o
ment. I t  m ight have been be tte r  had 
he taken a chance and settled  w ith  
Spider back up in Hendrix .

T hen  he saw a figure detach itself 
from  the b lanket of darkness of an 
alley across the road and glide along 
w atch ing  the man who had come out 
of the livery stable. A moment after, 
a man rose from  behind a horse 
trough  not tw en ty  feet ahead of Lark 
and shadowed tha t  o ther too.

BO O T  H I L L  sucked in his breath.
I t  looked as if they  were se t

t ing  up a dry-gulching job. He 
jerked  at the fiat brim of his som
brero  and moved ligh tly  a f te r  them 
before ha thought.  Outlaw, he m ight 
have been. B u t  he never had held 
w ith  gunning an hombre between the 
shoulder blades.

The one who had emerged from 
the barn was silhouetted  m omentarily  
as he shoved open the door of a little  
ramshackle barroom and the yellow 
ligh t  flooded out. The door squeaked 
shut.

The two tra il ing  hombres aban
doned furtiveness and ran over 
quickly  tow ard it, jo ining. T hen  a 
th ird  figure, the p inpoint of fire of 
a qu ir ly  bu t t  revealing him in the 
dimness, came from  the other di
rection and jo ined  them. Crouched. 
Boot H ill  crept in closer but could 
not pick up w hat they  were saying. 
T hen  one of them chuckled and 
l if ted  his voice.

“All right. J e b ’s already inside 
there. W e ’re ready to hang the dead- 
wood on him. T h is ’ll be easy as 
sp it t ing  over a log."

A nother said, “Sure. Slip in the 
back way, silent, and w e’ll stampede 
him for keeps.”

T he  one with the cigaret bu tt  in 
his face nodded and disappeared 
around the side of the place. The 
first two loosened the ir  hoglegs in 
the tied-down holsters and pushed 
open the door. For a heavy man, 
Boot H ill  Lark  could move with 
amazing speed. He was up there and 
on the single step and caiching the 
door before it  quite slammed on the 
latch, then  sidling inside the place 
quickly.

I t  was a drab low-ceiled whisky 
mill, ready to close up. The bar
tender was yawning behind the 
counter as he took off his fiour-sack 
apron : T he  old swamper was up on 
a chair ex tingu ish ing  one of the 
lamps in the back of the  place. The 
sole customer was l if t ing  his drink 
a t  the bar, the man who had emerged 
from the livery barn. He was a 
sawed-off gent, middle-aged, w ith  a 
prodigious hook of red nose. He 
had hands big enough to choke a bull.

T H E  pair who had been tra iling  
him were halfway across the 

floor to him as Lark  flattened against 
the f ron t wall. Then  the ta ller of 
the pair, a man w ith  stooped shoul
ders and a spiked black mustache, 
roared ou t:

“All right, Todd, you danged s ide
w inder! H oist ’em in the name of 
the Law! Special officer from the 
m arshal’s office. You’re w anted for 
the killing  of tha t  cattle inspector 
over at P ine Springs."

The stubby man at the bar had not 
been taken off guard. He was al
ready half tu rned  and the hand on 
his far side was flattened over the 
w alnut bu t t  of his gun. “You're a 
r ing-ta iled  liar, mister. I a in’t been 
over Pine Springs way in two years," 
he flung back, face tw isting  behind 
tha t  nose.

Boot Hill Lark  hesitated but an 
instant. I t  was no business of his 
if the Law wanted this man. T hen  
his hawkish eyes picked out the fig
ure in the rear, clapping a hand over 
the m outh  of the scared swamper as 
he crept in. I t  was the man who 
had gone around to the back, Silent. 
A nd L a rk ’s eyes switched as he n o 
ticed the man apparen tly  asleep at 
a table across the room for the first 
time. T h a t  g en t’s head had come 
up now. And the blue-black steel of 
his gun barrel levelled beneath the 
table gleamed famtly.

Lark  knew it was no Jo h n  Law 
game then. A lawman would have 
warned th is  Todd tha t  he was su r
rounded and pointed  out his men.

The black-mustached one hunched, 
“P u t  ’em up, T o d d !”
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“Got a w arran t  for me?” T odd  
snapped back.

"Naw—I only use holster w arran ts  
. . . .  I f  you w ant to draw  for i t—”

T h a t  T o d d ’s w hisky  glass h i t  the 
bar w ith  a l i t t le  t inkle  as the  bar
tender dived out of sight. T o d d ’s 
far hand w hipped  up  w ith  his gun. 
W i th  a smirk, the  black-mustached 
one and his companion s ta r ted  to 
hoist  the ir  hands. T hey  were ju s t  
bait for the  trap. T odd  never had 
a chance, never would have were not 
Boot H ill  there.

His two big hoglegs seemed to 
leap into his tra ined fingers. A nd 
they  blasted th e ir  le thal chorus 
simultaneously. T he  crash of them  
thundered  in the room. T he  man 
skulk ing  in the rear twisted and 
stumbled backward, grabbing at the 
smashed forearm of his shooting 
hand, his Colts bouncing on the  floor. 
Jeb, half  h idden over a t the table, 
ducked and slid sideward out of his 
chair as L a rk ’s bu lle t  horneted  past 
his hat. The la t te r  couldn’t  draw 
bead on two spots at once so his slug 
had missed. B u t it  had upset J e b ’s 
aim and his chunk of lead ham 
mered into the bar a foot from tha t  
T o d d ’s body.

TO D D  was dum bfounded for an 
instant.  “ I ’m  w ith  you, T o d d !” 
Boot H ill  roared th rough  the smash 

of the  reports  in the room. T hen  
he ju s t  flung himself s ideward in 
time. F or  the’ black-mustached one 
had grabbed up a chair, whirled, and 
flung it. I t  sp lin tered  on the wall 
where Lark  had been.

T hen  the gunfight was on in full 
fury. The pair who had entered  ju s t  
ahead of Lark  ran toward the open
ing at the f ro n t  end of the bar 
counter. A bulle t  plucked at the 
brim of L ark ’s black hat, Jeb  shoot
ing around that pole in the shadows. 
Boot Hill Lark  dropped to his knees, 
fired back once but only nicked Je b ’s 
cheek.

Todd had hopped back behind the 
o ther end of the bar. A shot from 
him drove the black-mustached one 
leaping from the fro n t  end of the 
counter. B u t the nex t instant,  T odd  
himself reeled out onto the floor, h i t

in the  side. T he  s n a k y  Jeb  had 
found the target.

B oot H il l  spat an oath, his heavy 
lips curling. H is  le f t  gun  crackled 
its g u t tu ra l  song and Jeb  rolled out' 
from  behind th a t  post. T h e  bu lle t 
had nailed him flush in the ear and 
two of his gold-capped tee th  sprayed 
out on the floor from  the shock even 
as he died. T he  nex t  instant,  Boot 
H ill  himself was s tum bling back
ward. A wild shot had shattered  
the empty bottle  on the  table before 
him and he instinc tive ly  pinched up 
his eyes against the flying glass.

T here  was a shout and the  t inkle 
of more glass as somebody shot out 
the single lamp alight. B oot H ill  
got his eyes open and saw the black- 
m ustached hombre in the  flare of the 
burn ing  oil d ripp ing  to the floor. T he  
man was pointing his gun  at the  
w ounded T odd  on his knees.

Lark  and Black M ustache t r ig 
gered simultaneously. B o th  th e ir  
s lugs hit. Black M ustache groaned 
like a bogged-down cow and pitched  
on his face. Then  i t  was dark. T he  
back door slammed. L ark  tu rned  in 
time to see a figure diving a w indow  
by the fron t  of the bar. B u t  some
body was moving on th a t  floor. T he  
ex-outlaw waited. A f te r  a few  mom
ents there  came the pound ing  hoofs 
of two ponies busting  the breeze ou t 
of the settlement.

F ina lly  the bartender, pale as flour, 
came up  w ith  a l igh ted  candle. L a rk  
looked around. T he  Jeb  gent, -he 
knew, was dead. Black Mustache 
lay w ith  his face resting  on his still  
smoking gun. W hen  L ark  bent close 
to him, he saw th a t  he too had cashed 
his chips. I t  was Todd who was 
s tirr ing .

TH E Y  got him propped  up in a 
chair. B u t he was going fast,

h it in the side and the chest. He
m anaged to choke down some whisky, 
coughed feebly twice. “G-get me
pencil—paper,” he m uttered . “G-gotta 
w rite  message.”

The trembling bartender dug it  up. 
Somehow T odd  m anaged to  scrawl a 
few words. Looking over his shoul
der, Boot Hill saw them. T hey
r e a d :
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Cant come. . Permanently detained. .
K. Todd.

The pencil s tub slipped from his 
fingers. T hey  gave him some more 
whiskey. He blew a reddish  bubble 
and l if ted  his eyes to Lark  and 
nodded thanks.

“Y-you w ouldn’t be—be goin' over 
Cully’s H-hill way—would y-you? ’ 
His eyes l igh ted  up feebly when 
Lark  nodded. "T h - th en  would you 
leave th is  at—Lone S ta r  S a lo o n . . .  
give bartender.” His head s tarted  to 
slip down. “T-tell him i t—it ’s for 
Mr. B-bird.” He pushed the note 
a t  Lark. T hen  he s tarted  to slip off 
the chair, waxiness already creeping 
over his face.

Boot Hill remembered what he was 
and how he wanted to slip back home 
w ithou t  any trouble. He moved into 
the rear of the place and out the 
back as the first men pushed in the 
f ro n t  door. W ork ing  back of the 
single street, he found his steeldust 
and h it the road going eastward. 
“Mr. B ird ,” he said aloud to stamp 
on his memory the name of the man 
to  whom the note  was to g o . . .

C H A P T E R  IV

H E  H A D  fo rgo tten  some of 
the old tra ils  and missed 
the  tu rn o f f  tha t  would 

take him no r th  over the spiney ridge. 
So he had to- re trace his route. A fte r  
all, it  was a long time since he had 
r idden  out of C ully’s Hill, a half- 
scared s tr ip l ing  out to make his fo r
tune. I t  was near m idn igh t  the next 
day when he pushed his pony to the 
top c f  the long climb and looked 
upon the M onetta  s tr ip  again. I t  was 
a big low mesa th a t  s tre tched  like a 
tongue into the  southwest. A moon 
like a scimitar of bluish cheese hung 
low over the east of it.

Boot Hill found a spring  that he 
remembered in those parts  and let 
his horse drink, refilling his own 
canteen. T hen  he pushed on toward 
his bro ther P e te ’s Box-L  place. He 
picked out landmarks as he rode. 
T here  was the forked chimney butte  
over to the east. And the s tr ing  of

low dome-like hills w ith  the ir  scrub 
g row th  where a good man w ith  a 
rif le  could get himself an antelope 
easy. T he  s igh t of those th ings 
warmed something inside him he 
though t he had forgotten . I t  would 
be good to re turn . He tried  to pic
ture  the  surprise  on old P e te ’s face 
when he opened the door, lamp in 
hand, and saw him standing  there. 
Probably w ouldn 't  know him. Not 
at first, anyway.

He came to a creek he knew. I t  
was dried up now. Never had been 
much w ater in it, not half enough 
for the stock of even a small ou t
fit like P e te ’s. He dropped down 
in to  the crusted  bed and followed 
it, th ink ing  of the old days. T he  
creek would take him to a cart-track 
tha t  led r ig h t  up to the ranch-house.

W h a t  he d idn’t know was tha t  in a 
spring freshe t a couple of years ago 
the creek had varied its course.

H e  th ough t of how Sarah used to 
force the su lphur and molasses dos
age down his th roat come every 
springtime. He looked around  sharp
ly, figuring he could have come to 
the cart-track by now. Over to the 
east lay the  Fow ler B ro the rs’ fence
line. W hen  he w en t away, they had 
been two old bachelors who sat 
around most of the time drinking 
red-eye in solid comfort.

He le f t  the creek, try ing  to pick 
up the trail. T hen  he rode th rough  
a small shallow heavily wooded 
valley he recalled well. He could 
find his way from  there  all r igh t.  He 
was about to pucker his lips in a 
whistle  when the low voices on the 
n ig h t  reached him. Ahead in the 
moonlight, the barbed-wire of a fence 
gleamed. The old instinc t of the out- 
tra ils  made Lark  slip from the saddle 
and advance cautiously. The l i t t le  
valley had fanned out almost level 
w ith  the mesa surface.

A man swore hoarsely. Said, “we 
go tta  g i t  them  cow c r i t te rs  to water. 
F or  more 'n one reason, too.” He 
followed it  w ith  a chuckle.

Boot Hill pushed aside some foli
age and peered through. O n the 
o ther side of the fence-line a knot 
of r iders  were gathered. One man 
cupped a match to the qu ir ly  in his
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m outh and Lark glimpsed a flat face 
w ith  a bashed-in nose and brows that 
bumped like craggy knobs above the 
eyes. He also saw the gray hair at 
the temples. The match w ent out.

“You say he’s waiting up there  at 
the east water-hole, standing guard, 
eh?” I t  was the flat-faced man 
speaking. “P e te  Lark  there too?”

“No. H e’s home,” a rider an
swered.

“All r igh t ,” the first one said as 
his pony sidled nervously. “ W e ’re 
taking the cows th rough  to that 
water-hole, hell er h ighw ater!  You 
two, you w ait  here a-whiles to give 
us a start. T hen  you slip th rough  
the fence here and swing ’round be
hind him. W hen  we s ta r t  to break 
the fence up there, you can jum p ’em 
from behind. I f  you pu t a slug or 
two into him—well, I won’t ask no 
embarrassing questions.” He chuck
led again. T hen  the main bunch 
moved off.

O O T  H I L L  L A R K  d idn ’t need 
anybody to draw maps for him 

on w hat was going to happen. He 
waited a few moments, wondering if 
he could slip th rough  the fence and 
jum p the pair  le f t  behind. B u t they 
were hunkered down in a small stand 
of cottonwoods and would have every 
chance to pick him off if he tried 
to creep up under tha t moon. Hand 
over his pony’s nostrils, he turned 
and worked Lack cautiously a couple 
of hundred  yards. Then, mounted, 
he rode up the low valley side and 
behind a screen of second-growth 
yellow pine.

He knew where tha t east water- 
hole was. I t  took him about an 
hour at a hard gallop to reach it. He 
was about to sing out as he rode 
toward the low b lu ff  tha t overhung 
it on one side. A figure rose from 
behind a clump of brush, Colts s tick 
ing from his hand.

“Keep your hands on that saddle 
horn, fe lla!”

“You one of Pete  L ark’s hands?” 
Boot Hill said.

“Yes. B u t who are—"
“Look. I  was coming along by the 

fence in the little valley to the south 
and heard a bunch of riders talking

on the other side. T he ir  leader was 
a gent w ith  a face flat as a dish—”

“T h a t ’ll be Moss,” the man on the 
ground said. He was tall and stringy, 
w ith  a serious intense face. He was 
about Boot H i l l ’s own age bu t the 
o ther never would fill out. “Yes, 
yes,” he prodded nervously.

“T h e y ’re coming to drive their  
s tu f f  th rough  the fence to this water- 
hole,” Boot Hill told him.

“ I figured they  would ton ight,” the 
other pushed back his weather- 
warmed sombrero to reveal his s traw 
like hair. “T hey  been doing it be
fore, cu tting  the fence and slamming 
the ir  s tu f f  through. He looked at 
the bandaged w rist of his le f t  arm. 
“ I  nicked a coupla of them, though. 
Killed off some of the ir  cow critters, 
too.”

“O dds are against you doing that 
tonight, mister. They  are sending 
two men th rough  the fence down 
below to come around and nab you 
from behind ju s t  as they h it the 
fence in front."

The o ther’s face fell. Boot Hill 
noticed how he had big buck teeth, 
making him looking something the 
way he had himself as a younker. 
"I  got ju s t  one cowhand here with 
me. All we got, anyway. I reckon 
I ’ll ju s t  have to stand ’em off long’s 
I can.”

BO O T  H IL L  was already d rop
ping from the saddle. The slim 

fellow stepped forward quickly and 
rammed his hogleg into the ex-out- 
law’s belly. “ I f  th is  is some kind of 
a trick, I ’ll—”

“Look, fella. I ’m—” He was about 
to say, “Pete  L a rk ’s own b ro th e r” 
when the  rumble of hoofs came from 
the east. I t  was the cows across the 
fence-line, still some distance away, 
but coming. “W here 's  your other 
m an ?” Boot Hill demanded w ith  the 
au thori ty  he was used to command
ing among the men who rode under 
him. The other pointed  over to the 
north  side of the water-hole beneath 
them w ith  its caked salt-crusted 
sides.

“All r igh t,” Boot H ill  took com
mand. “Tell him to work up close 
to the fence and lay low. Them twc
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sneaking in will expect us close to 
the  hole. You and me, we’ll wait in 
th a t  clump of cottonwood back there 
and take ’em from  behind when they 
pass us. Tell tha t  other w addy to 
s ta r t  banging away at the cows if  he 
hears any gunshots back here. Sabe?”

The slim man was about to ques
tion him, then accepted his au tho r
ity. He ran off, d ropping over the 
side of the low b luff .  In  a few m in
utes he re tu rned  and followed Boot 
Hill, leading his steeldust, into the 
stand of scrawny cottonwoods.

“T hey  been doing it  afore, the 
Moss bunch,” the slim man explained 
in his indecisive voice, “T h ey ’s been 
some d rough t in these parts. B u t 
they  don’t need the water tha t  bad. 
W e—we a in ’t got such good water on 
our side of the fence.”

Boot H ill  remembered that. T h a t  
was one of the bad th ings about 
P e te ’s place. T here  w asn’t  good 
w ater except in a m arked wet sea
son.

“T h e ir  s tu f f  comes in here and 
laps up this hole dry. T hen  our 
s tu f f  suffers ,” the o ther finished b i t 
terly. “W e—”

Lark dropped a hand on his arm. 
Something had s t ir red  the high grass 
out by the low edge of the b lu ff  the 
quick way the soft n igh t  breeze 
would not. The other levelled his 
gun. Boot Hill pressed it down 
gently. He was playing it as a lobo 
would. No sense in w arn ing  off the 
band across the fence and le tting  
them pull out safely.

“A nd th ey ’s two of 'em," he re
minded the lean gent.

Lark  pupped a hand about his 
m outh  and gave a soft bird call 
twice. A nd over at the far end of 
the bluff, the second m an s t ra ig h t
ened and looked around  inqu iring
ly, w ondering if it  were a signal. 
T h e i r  plan was plain, to work around 
e ither  side of the w ater  hole and put 
a pincers on its guardians.

O M E  on,” Boot Hill said. 
T hey  moved out and out to

w ard the nearer man, L ark  himself 
s l ipping along like a g reat cat. He 
carried a small churfk of wood in his 
r ig h t  hand, his hogleg spearing from

his left. T hey  closed in  on the  south  
side of the water-hole. A head a boot 
g rated  on the crusted  edge. L ark  
tossed the wood chunk off  to the 
r igh t.  T he  skulker below s tra ig h t 
ened and tu rned  tha t  way.

L ark  simply stepped off the l i t t le  
b luff,  landed and pounced in two 
strides. His gun barrel came down 
on the o the r’s head and laid him  out 
flat. He splashed the w ater a lit t le  
as he landed. B u t Boot Hill had 
already tu rned  and was scu ttl ing  
along in the shadow of the b lu ff  to 
w ard the o ther end of it. The man 
down there  had already come around 
i t  and was crouched in reeds close 
to the hole. He looked their  way.

The lean gent behind B oot H ill  
lost his head and rode the  tr igger.  
Missed. The gun-snake down there  
fired. B u t  a je t  of flame-lightning 
r ipped from  L a rk ’s gun. And the 
man w ent down, clawing at his 
throat. His head rolled into the 
w a te r’s edge and the la t te r  ran red. 
His wind-pipe had been smashed by 
Boot H il l ’s deadly shooting.

The cowhand down at the fence 
was levering away w ith  his W in 
chester as per orders, pum ping  slugs 
at the small herd of cattle  tha t 
loomed out of the east. A t  the edges 
of the herd, Moss hands were d riv 
ing them  along, ge t t ing  them at the 
run toward the  fence. T hey  figured 
their  two dry-gulchers would str ike  
any moment from the rear, driving 
out the two who w ould be at the 
fence.

Boot H ill  s ta r ted  at a run  for that 
fence. The moon had heightened 
and he could see freshly-snipped 
wire where somebody had come 
along and cut it  under cover of the 
dried  grass. The unsevered top 
s trands would never hold those bolt
ing cow crit te rs . L a rk ’s two guns 
began to snap at the leading shapes 
in the  herd. H orns  clicked and there  
were bawling cries from the  animals 
as wounded ones dropped or t r ied  to 
veer o ff  to escape. B u t the r iders 
on the flanks only drove them on the 
harder.

The slim man began to shoot from 
Boot H ill 's  side. B u t the la t te r  
cursed him b luntly  and told him to
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move down toward another break in 
the fence. R e tu rn  lead was already 
zipping in the grass about them. 
T here  was no sense in bunching up 
and giving them a target. A slug 
ju s t  scared Boot H ill 's  thigh. But 
he paid it  no heed as he shifted  posi
tion, reloading swiftly.

A T R IO  of cows ju s t  yards from 
the fence were dropped in their  

tracks. But the Box-L waddy down 
there  was knocked out of the battle  
w ith  a slug that creased his head 
and laid him out stunned. Boot Hill 
weaved forward, shooting as he went. 
F rom  one knee, he took careful aim 
and s truck the Moss rider  on the left 
flank. T he  man was batted from the 
saddle and began to  drag himself 
rearward.

Two more animals were drilled and 
w ent bawling off crazily to the 
north. A nd then the onrush ing  herd 
began to tu rn  from this th ing  that 
chopped at them. A few did h it the 
fence broadside and crash through. 
But, rising, they swung into the tide 
of the veering herd  and w ent off.

Two riders did come pounding up 
to try  and head them fenceward 
again. B u t when a slug of Boot 
H il l ’s ploughed th rough  the hat 
crown of the first, both tu rned  and 
galloped rearward. Back there, the 
flat-faced Moss could be heard filling 
the n igh t w ith  curses.

B u t  a few minutes later, the de
pleted herd, spreading, was sw ing
ing northw ard  on Moss range. And 
the ra id ing cowhands had pulled out.

Boot Hill sleeved sweat from his 
face and tro t ted  back to the water- 
hole on the  side where he had flat
tened the man with a gun barrel 
blow. B ut the hairpin had gone and 
Lark  caught the crashing of a horse 
fu ll- t i l t  th rough  the brush  toward 
the south.

The slim straw-haired man joined 
him and they  revived the cowhand 
w ith  some w ater  and tied up his 
head. He was a gnarled  middle- 
aged gen t  and only cursed because 
he hadn’t  been around at the finish 
for another crack at the Moss bunch. 
“Old Tonopah ain’t as tough as he

used to  be,” he said. “B ut if they 
come back—”

Boot Hill swallowed some water 
and wished it  were red-eye as he 
b rough t out his pony. T he  slim gent 
had brought his horse from hiding 
too. He s ta r ted  to thank Boot Hill 
Lark.

B u t the ex-outlaw cut him short. 
T here  was trouble abrewing in this 
country  and he w anted to see his 
b ro ther pronto. He drew out the note 
the dead T odd  had given him.

“ Fella, do you know a Mr. B ird  
over a t C ully’s Hill?  Or maybe 
nearby in th is  piece of country? I 
was told to give th is  note to the bar
tender a t the Lone S tar Saloon and 
say i t ’s for M r B ird .”

T he  nervous slim gent reached for 
the note. “T h a t ’s for  me, then.” 

“ Easy. You know who i t ’s from.” 
“Man called T odd . .. .W e  was com

m unicating th a t  way. . .You see, my 
name ain’t really ‘B ird .’ I ju s t  used 
that. I ’m Hannibal L a r k . . . . ”

C H A P T E R  V

B O O T  H I L L  almost swal
lowed the black cigaro he 
had ju s t  pu t  in his mouth. 

“You—you—uh—” He wondered if 
he had gone locoed. Hannibal Lark  
—that  was his own name.

“ Sure. B ro the r  of Pe te  Lark  of 
the Box-L here.” He had already 
plucked the ragged folded paper 
from Boot H il l ’s s tunned  fingers. He 
paled as he read it. “ Well, we're 
finished. Moss has us w hipped for 
fair now.”

Tonopah  frowned. “Hell, Flanny, 
we ju s t  w hupped him good ton ight.” 

“Th is  is from Todd, the gunslinger 
us small ranchers hired. He won 't 
be here tomorrow to help us protect 
our in terests  in the election. He—” 
T he  man who called himself H ann i
bal L ark  looked at Boot Hill.

“Got killed in a shooting rtickus,” 
Boot Hill said automatically, s tudy 
ing the other hard.

“Know who did i t? ”
“T here  was four. I th rew  in w ith  

Todd. I got a gen t called Jeb  and 
one w ith  a black mustache. B u t they 
got him.”
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“The one w ith  the  mustache was 
Gunner Salt, H im and Jeb  was both 
Moss men. T hey  m ust have learned 
somehow tha t  Todd was coming in to 
help u s . ..  .1—I got to tell Pe te  about 
i t  r ig h t  off.”

“ I ’ll d r if t  along with  you,” Boot 
Hill said.

They  left Tonopah to guard the 
water-hole ju s t  in case Moss did 
make another t ry  and moved no r th 
ward. The slim one led the way 
onto the cart- track  af te r  they crossed 
a low rise. Boot H ill  pulled in his 
pony to  drop back, then  slicked out 
a gun. The other saw him too late 
from the tail of his eye.

“Sit quiet-—and live a while, any
way,” Boot H il l  told him. “You 
ain’t Hannibal Lark, you fourffush- 
e r !”

The o the r’s m outh  tightened. 
“Sure I am. I—”

“Save the lying, fella. You ain’t.”
Indecision crept into the o ther’s 

eyes. “How—how do you know ?”
“Because I  know Hannibal Lark  

p re t ty  good myself. I—I rode w ith  
him.” He d idn’t know why he said 
tha t  last.

SO M E T H IN G  like in term ixed re 
lief and sadness came over the 

o ther’s face. He nodded. “Yes, I 
was p re t ty  sure I  wasn’t, myself. B u t 
I never quite knew for sure. T hey  
said I was—swore it  up and down.” 

“W h o ? ”
“Pete  Lark-and his wife, Sarah. . . . 

You see, Pe te  found me one n igh t on 
the trail, wounded and unconscious. 
Been bushwhacked, I guess. All my 
dinero gone, anyway. W hen  I first 
remembered anything. I was in bed 
at the ir  place.”

" W h a t? ” Boot Hill asked incredul
ously.

“T h a t ’s God’s tru th . You see, I 
don’t know who I am myself. I can’t 
recall anyth ing  in my life before 
waking up at the Box-L ranch.” 

“W h a t  happened?”
The slim one Tonopah called 

H anny  went on, voice low and weary. 
Pe te  Lark  had insisted he was his 
kid brother. Looked ju s t  like him 
when he vanished four years before. 
T hey  had insisted on him  stay ing  on,

assuring him he would remember.
“T hen  Pete  got his leg pinched un 

der a horse. I t  was ju s t  a f te r  he 
bought tha t piece of pas tu re  land 
w ith  all his savings. So I stayed 
on to help him run  the place. Maybe 
I was his kid brother. I never knew 
—till  now. I meant no harm. I ’ve 
worked and fought beside Pete. He 
. . . . ’s a i l . ”

W ith  a motion of his gun, Boot 
H ill  directed him to keep riding. 
They  moved on a space. “T ell  me 
about th is  trouble w ith  th is  Moss. 
I th ough t th a t  was the old Fowler 
range.”

H anny  told him. The Fowlers had 
sold out to  th is  Moss who bought 
because he had advance knowledge 
of the dam up no rth  the sta te  was 
going to build to w ater  th is  valley. 
Moss’ nex t move had been to t ry  and 
force out as many of his half-starv
ing two-bit neighboring outfits as 
possible to pick them up cheap.

“T h e re ’s been p lenty  of trouble— 
like you seen ton ight,” H anny w ent 
on. “T om orrow ’s the election in 
town for a gun marshal to keep law 
in the country .”

B u t  Moss, w ith  a spread of tough- 
b i t ten  gunhands, had pu t up his own 
candidate, a w hisky-swilling tinhorn  
he had in his pocket. T he  independ
ent ranchers had the ir  candidate, a 
young fellow who had been a deputy  
over in Cochise, Nobbins, a square 
shooter.

“There isn 't  a chance of our p u t 
ting  him in, though. The towns- 
folks are scared and will vote w ith  
w hat looks like the w inner to p ro 
tec t themselves afterw ard. And Moss 
had dropped the word none of our 
bunch will be allowed to vote. H e ’s 
got his gunhands to back it. T h a t ’s 
w hy we hired tha t  T odd  to come in. 
I ’ll have to tell my b ro th—I mean. 
Pete .”

TH E Y  rounded a bend in the 
tra il  and a fa in t ligh t in one of 
the windows of the Box-L ranch- 

house showed. Boot H il l  saw th a t  
it  had been pain ted  and a couple of 
new rooms pu t  on the  side since he’d 
gone away. He reined in again, 
th inking.
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“Look,” he said suddenly, “ I can 
be Todd for you.”

" W h a t  do you mean? And say, 
you knew Hannibal himself. W h a t ’s 
your handle?”

Boot Hill looked down at his sad
dle horn. “Call me Curly.” A fte r  
all, Curly had been a saddle pard of 
his. “Curly, yeah. I can play Todd. 
The Moss outfit’ll th ink they jus t  
made a mistake and got the wrong 
hombre. I ’m willing.”

“T odd  was one devil of a g u n 
slinger,” H anny said hesitantly.

“ I ain’t so s luggish  clearing a gun- 
iron from holster leather myself,” 
Boot H ijl  said. “Hannibal always 
though t I was plumb fast. F o r— 
for his sake, I ’ll throw in w ith  you 
and help.”

H anny  leaned from the saddle to 
clu tch  his arm in gratitude. Then  
caught himself. “B ut what about 
me? I ’m not Hannibal Lark and—” 

“T hat  can wait till later. Go up 
and tell Pete  about this. Say n o th 
ing about yourself  to anybody.” 

“W ell, you come along too and—“ 
“I ’ll— I'l l  wait down the tra il  a 

piece. I m ight make a slip and spill 
th ings.” He watched the other ride 
into the ranchyard. In the back of 
Boot H il l ’s mind was a vague idea 
about s tra igh ten ing  out th is  iden ti
fication m atter after the shooting was 
settled. I t  would be one hell of a 
surprise  to Pete then and. . .

He dropped to the ground and 
slipped up tow ard the side of the 
house. The shade on the window 
was drawn but it  d idn ’t quite  reach 
the sill. Removing his black som
brero, he peeked in. The first thing 
he saw was the new neat fu rn itu re  
in the ranch-house fron t room. T hen  
he saw Sarah come in from the k i t 
chen w ith  a pot of steaming java. 
She wore glasses now. Before he 
hadn’t noticed w hat fine s tra igh t-fo r
w ard eyes she had.

Pete, his brother, appeared on the 
stairs. He walked with  a cane. But 
still  there was something u p r ig h t  and 
defiant and unbreakable about him. 
T he  toil and stra in  of the years had 
seamed his face. B u t you sensed 
you m ight crush him under but 
you ’d never make him call quits. He

gripped  H anny’s arm fondly as the 
o ther told what had occurred.

Boot Hill saw his b rother 's  head 
tu rn  toward the road. The ex-out
law realized Hanny must be telling 
him about him, then. He tu rned  and 
walked quickly down from the w in
dow. For the first time he realized 
what he had thrown away when he 
hit the owl-hoot trail.

A f te r  a while, H anny came out and 
m ounted and rode down to the bend. 
“You don’t know what you’ve ju s t  
done. Curly. P e te ’s worked like a 
horse all his life to build  this ou t
fit. W hen  the dam begins to operate 
nex t spring, th is ’ll be real fine range. 
A nd if w e’re licked tomorrow—well, 
Pete  m ight as well ride out r igh t  
now.”

T hey  headed for town, C ully’s Hi!!. 
“He won’t lose,” Boot H ill  said gr im 
ly-

AN hour a f te r  dawn the next day, 
the independent ranchers g a th 

ered in the old b lacksm ith’s barn at 
the top edge of Cully’s Hill. Boot 
H ill  himself stood out in f ron t  of 
the barn a few minutes, looking over 
the town as it  emerged from  the 
grayness and swirling g round  mist. 
I t  wasn’t really  a hill, ju s t  a low rise 
out of the mesa. The town hadn't  
changed much save for a couple of 
new stores and the new steeple on 
the B ap tis t  church. I t  made some
th ing  in him tu rn  over w ith  a queer 
sickening flip-flop. I t  was good to 
be back.

Then  he t ightened his m outh  and 
tu rned  and walked inside. T hey  
were a silent gloomy-faced bunch. 
“T h is  is K ing Todd, the man we 
hired,” H anny  introduced him.

A few nodded. One said, “Well, 
i t ’s too late now. Moss ran a coupla 
first-class gunslingers  himself last 
night. T he  word is he’s paying ’em 
two-fifty a-piece if th ey ’s no trouble 
—and double if they is.”

“T hey  m ust be plumb walking hell 
w ith  smoke-poles at tha t  figure,” an
o ther  said.

Boot H ill  sat on an anvil and let 
them  have their  say. T he  election 
booth was down at the post-office in 
the middle of the tow n’s main street.
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T he local folk were s ticking to the ir  
homes till they saw the outcome of 
the showdown between Moss and the 
l i t t le  men. The booth opened for bal
lo ting  at seven sharp. One reported  
tha t Moss had his whole outfit w ait
ing down in the trees at the foot 
of the slope.

“T h ey ’ll come swinging up the 
road and then we gotta  walk smack 
down it if  we go tta  vote. T hen— 
shucks, what 's  the use.”

“W e could bunch up in f ron t of 
the  post-office." a one-armed rancher 
said.

“A nd get burned down like a lot 
of milling ca ttle?” another snapped 
back wearily. “ W e gotta  march down 
and take—”

BO O T  H IL L  stood up, throwing 
away his cigaro. He asked 

Hanny how many men Moss had at 
his back. They  numbered up about 
a dozen better  than the independents 
and their  hands. B u t Moss’ cow
hands were hired because they  were 
hardened gunslingers first.

“And if the towns-people see you 
voting and got a chance—th ey ’ll 
swing in behind you and vote for 
your m an?”

“T h a t’s the way the land lies,” a 
bearded man put in. “W e gotta 
march down and try  to cut th rough  
and—”

“Hell no!" Boot Hill snapped. 
“T h a t’s ju s t  w hat he w ants you to 
do. Don’t  be danged fool sh e e p ! 
D on’t play his game.”

“W h a t  do we do, Mr. Smart 
A leck?”

“A ny of you got friends living 
here?” A few nodded.

"All right. You’ll get in their  
houses, at f ron t windows. The rest 
of us will slip in alleys. T h a t  door
way of the General Store is deep and 
dim because of the wooden awning 
out front. Then  we’ll wait for him 
to come up the hill and the road to 
the post-office and open fire. I t  won’t 
be out-and-out stand-up scrapping. 
T h a t ’s what he wants. I t ’ll be 
Skirmishing, sniping off men. Sabe?” 

A few of them began to grin  and 
nod.

“Suppose they go back and then

swing up to take us in the rear  on 
e ither side, catching men up  fro n t  in 
alleys and houses?” the one-armed 
man said, squ ir ting  a rus ty  horse
shoe w ith  tobacco juice.

“ I ’ll post men out back to cover 
ju s t  that. H e’ll fire a shot and you 
fellas on tha t  side can tu rn  around 
and strike from the back end. All 
r ig h t? ”

“W h a t ’re you going to do you r
self—at your fancy p r ice?” one 
asked.

“ I ’ll be up the road a little, ready 
to close down and stop any Moss 
man reaching the post-office,” Boot 
Hill said casually. B u t tha t  was go
ing to be a grim  job. T hey  s tarted  
to  file out, checking guns a t  the last 
minute, saying little . I t  was all or 
no th ing  for these little  f e l l o w s . . . .

The stage was set. Boot H ill  knew 
it as he hunkered behind the ragged 
stump of tha t  lightn ing-riven  tree 
not fifty feet up from  the post-office. 
His men were p lanted  in a few 
houses and in alleys and behind 
porch stairs, silent and hidden. B u t 
if any th ing  went amiss and the Moss 
bunch crashed through, he himself 
would be trapped.

BO W N  the broken wooden side
walk the three townsmen on 

the election committee walked qu ick
ly and nervously, tu rned  out in the ir  
Sunday best, holsters a t  the ir  hips. 
One of them carried a s i g n : , “B al
loting here.” T hey  kept the ir  eyes 
pinned at the bottom of the slope. 
T hen  they were half  running  toward 
the post-office building. F or  the first 
Moss r iders had swung into side past 
the cutbank.

Even as the key g ra ted  in the post- 
office lock w ith  voting due to  open 
legal in fifteen minutes, the Moss 
outfit was pushing up into Cully’s 
Hill at a handlope. T hen  Boot H il l ’s 
quiet yet powerful voice broke out.

“Stand back from the voting place, 
riders! No man wearing a gun can 
go w ith in  ten yards of i t!  S tand 
back—or shed your hardware !”

The first two riders reined in. 
T hen  dish-faced Moss himself 
pushed forward, peered up the de
serted  street. He said something and
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they  laughed. “ I ’d feel plumb naked 
w ithou t  m y hogleg,” one rider  g u f 
fawed. A nd  they came on, slower 
and more guardedly. Those in fron t 
had their  guns bared, g l i t te r ing  in 
the new-risen sun.

“Ten  ya rds!” Boot H ill  repeated. 
B u t they  came on, and on. “ I warned 
you,” he called. And his gun spat. 
I t  was the signal. The lead r ide r  
leaped free of a wounded horse 
crashing under him.

The whole Moss outfit, breaking 
and swinging and seeking a target, 
cut loose. F o u r  slugs je t ted  dust 
fa ir ly  near Boot Hill. Moss bawled 
something and they  spurred  their  
ponies in a charge. A nd  the spas
modic bu t sharpshooting fire racketed 
from  the w indows and alley fronts. 
Tw o more men w ent down, one ly 
ing motionless, the other fleeing as 
he limped.

B ut the Moss men barged r ig h t  on 
in, crashing lead at the windows and 
at the fleeting glimpses they had of 
snipers from doorways and behind 
steps. One of the Independents  
reeled out of an alley. B u t  big Boot 
H il l  leaped from his open post and 
ran down, cu tt ing  an avenue before 
him w ith  his sp ik ing lead. He seized 
the man and got him back to cover, 
taking over his post.

The Moss men tu rned  at a shouted 
order and swept back down the hill. 
B u t  it  wasn’t  for far. They  knotted  
in a parley. And then  they  came 
up again more slowly, certain tra ined 
tr igger  men such as they  could chop 
down the li t t le  more than a handful 
of desperate ranchmen.

N E  of the la tter  slanted a shot 
from a second s tory  window. 

A nd four Moss men slashed lead 
back at it  in reply. The rancher up 
there  dropped his gun down the fron t 
of the house and tumbled backward,

cursing a busted  arm. B u t  two of 
tha t  Moss quarte t  were knocked 
from  the ir  saddles by the re ta lia tory  
fire, one of them rolling limply in the 
dust, a hole in his forehead. Still 
the Moss men forced the ir  way up, 
t ry in g  to gang up on each sniper. 
A nother of the ranchmen was hit.

A nd then  two Moss horsemen 
broke from the rest, spurr ing  their  
ponies wildly. W eav ing  and curvet
ing as they  came, they  got opposite 
the post-office and landed running.

“Git in there and hold i t ! ” Moss 
bellowed th rough  the din.

Boot Hill was glad he had held 
his fire then, w aiting  to see what 
the ir  play would be. He slid from 
the alley and cut down toward them. 
A t  tw en ty  paces, he knocked the leg 
out from  under one and sent him 
tum bling in the alkali. T he  other, 
almost in the doorway, tu rned  and 
slammed lead at Lark. B u t he went 
to his knees as he got a flesh wound 
in tha t  th igh  grazed last night, then 
shot the man dead th rough  the chest. 
He folded up under  the sign “ Bal
loting Here.”

T h a t  ended that sortie. The Moss 
r iders re trea ted  down to the  cutbank. 
T hey  confabbed again. Sweat pour
ing from beneath his sombrero w ith  
the s tra in  as the fiery  sun mounted. 
Boot Hill wondered why they  were 
so careful to keep in sight. I t  would 
be a be tter  game to disappear and let 
them do some guessing and—

T here  was a shot from the rear of 
the alley where he stood. Fearful,  he 
w hirled  and limped back th rough  it. 
B u t  there  was no th ing  to . w orry  
about. A gleeful member of the inde
pendent ranchers stood there calmly 
blowing on a smoking gun. He was 
the one-armed one. He gestured w ith  
the gun where the movements of the 
underbrush  showed the passage of a
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man working his way down the side 
of the hill.

“ Saw him all the time and let him 
g i t  r igh t  close—then  I winged him 
neat as you’d stitch a seam,5' the one- 
armed one boasted.

O u t front, some ten minutes passed. 
T hen  a Moss gunhand  came walking 
up the hill w ith  a piece of yellow 
cloth tied to a stick. "W a n ta  parley,” 
he yelled.

Boot Hill waved for him to come 
on and w ent dow n.to  meet him. One 
of his men yelled to him  to watch for 
tricks. The Moss man gave him the 
boss’ message in a loud voice. “Moss 
says you w on’t  let us vote and you 
don’t dare come out and vote y o u r
selves or you’re whipped. I t ’s a dead
lock.”

“W e like it,” Boot H ill  answered.
“T he boss says to le t’s save a heap 

of killing. W e ’ll send two men up 
the road and you send two down to 
duel it  out. All r ig h t" ’1

O O T H I L L  took that s tub of 
cold cigaro from Ms lips, 

looked at it, then  tossed it  away. “All 
r igh t ,” he said as if  in answer as to 
w hether he would sit  in at a game of 
penny ante.

I t  was quiet as he re tu rned  back up 
the hill. “W h o ’s going to meet them 
two gunslicks Moss im ported last 
n ig h t? ” one of the men called from 
a doorway.

“Everybody hold your positions,” 
Boot Hill said first.- “ I l l  be one to 
m eet them.”

I t  was quiet again. Hone of the 
rest wanted tha t  almost sure-death as
signment. T hen  H anny  emerged from 
behind a pair of steps.

“You can’t do it  alone, Curly,” he 
said.

“ I f  I have to,” Boot Hill said with 
a shrug. “Going to be one hot day, 
a in ’t it? Pe te  get here y e t? ”

H anny  shook his head, toeing the 
dirt. T hen  he walked over and stood 
beside Boot Hill facing down the hill, 
“ I g it sorta nervous in a t igh t  and 
don’t  shoot so danged s tra igh t ,” he 
said, a quaver in his voice. “But no 
pard  of H annibal Lark’s goes alone 
against two while. I’m around.”

Boot Hill chuckled deep. “Slam

DIG HIM NO GRAVE
for

"THE DEAD MAN 
DEALS IN DEATH"

and a corpse can 

walk in murder's shoes, 

laughing at the law!

Don't miss this powerful 
mystery novel by  

T. W . FORD

also
" THE BLACKOUT MURDERS”

A bizarre novelet 
by David X. Manners

"HOMICIDE'S HURRICANE" 
Suspensetul murder mystery 

by Carl Rethjen

"THE CORPSE LAUGHS LAST" 
Crack C rim e Short 

by Greta Bardet

These, and others, are 
in the new July issue of

CRACK DETECTIVE
10c Everywhere



74 ★  -k ★  Famous Western

shots at the ir  legs the f irst break,” he 
a d v is e d . . . .

IT  H A P P E N E D  and was over 
quickly. Everybody w atching f ig 

ured  the man called Curly was 
doomed.

The two men came up the hill, the 
special gunslingers, both swarthy  and 
beard-stubbled, of a height. One had 
long, apelike arms. T he  other had a 
red shirt. T hey  trudged  up very 
businesslike; this was a cut-and-dried 
job to them. T h e ir  hands were thumb- 
hooked in their  sagging shell belts.

A nd then Hanny, sw inging along 
beside big Boot Hill, cursed w ith  the 
tension. A nd all e ight hands were 
d igg ing  toward holsters. I t  was Boot 
Hill who flashed up his guns first. 
B u t his boot h i t  a h idden stone in the 
dus t  and he almost went over. Red 
S h ir t  f ired  and H anny  spun out of 
the f igh t w ith  a slug in his r igh t 
shoulder. T he  pair darted  sideward, 
spreading, as the ir  muzzles swept to 
w ard the lone Boot Hill.

He leaped forward r igh t at them, 
zigzagging. He rode those triggers. 
People saw the slice of blood stain 
his cheek where lead nicked him. And 
then  the gunner w ith  the apelike 
arms was flat on his back in the g u t 
ter with a red stain on his chest 
which w ouldn’t grow much bigger 
because his blood had stopped circu
lating.

Boot H ill  f lung himself flat on his 
r igh t side. The red-shirted  one had 
ducked behind a post. He furrowed 
earth  not inches from  Boot H il l ’s 
head. A nd then the la t te r ’s r igh t gun 
crackled and Red Shirt  s taggered 
screeching from back of the post, a 
foot, the  one th ing  he hadn’t gotten 
covered, smashed. Boot H i l l ’s nex t 
shot came a split  second later and 
took Red Shirt  flush in the teeth, 
passing out the back of his head.

T here  was a long moment. Moss 
himself had ridden halfway up the 
hill. H e stared. T hen  he w hirled  his 
horse and welit dashing pell-mell 
down the hill. A f te r  a few seconds 
he and his remaining bunch pulled 
out, his power broke in  the Strip. 
Boot Hill grinned a little as he stood

blowing at the gun-smoke curling  
from his Colts muzzles. .. .

H E  V O T IN G  had s tarted  as a 
jub ilan t town milled on the 

streets  once more. Boot Hill himself, 
known as Curly, was the center of an 
adm iring throng  at the bar of the 
Lone Star, Over the heads of men 
he saw his lame brother, Pete, ride up 
the hill in a buggy, Sarah smiling 
proudly at his side. Boot H ill  s ta r t 
ed to push his way clear.

Th ings  could be settled  down and 
—Across the road, he saw a slim, 
brown-haired girl rush  up to H anny 
and hug him carefully  around his 
arm in a sling. T h a t  would be Mary 
Ann, Boot H ill  knew. H e tu rned  back 
to the bar and picked up another 
drink. I t  was going to take some 
th ink ing  out.

Five minutes later, he saw a couple 
of s trangers  ride up, looking around. 
One was L it t le  Packy  and the other 
was Holy Joe W ince. They  passed 
on. heading for the other bar, Boot 
Hill knew.

A nd then he knew the answer to 
everything. I t  came all in a rush  and 
it  was hard  to take.

B ut when he slipped out the back 
door unnoticed in the excitement, his 
decision was made. He had left  a 
note for “Mr. B ird ,” Hanny, w ith  the 
bartender. I t  s imply said. "The real 
Hannibal died some time back. You 
keep r ight on being him for P e te ’s 
sake. A d io s . . . .  C urly .”

He hustled  down behind the street 
until  he picked up H oly  Joe and 
Packy about to dismount at the other 
barroom. Boot Hill stole up the a l
ley and whistled softly. They  looked 
iround. He called:

“Pick me up a horse, boys. I had a 
little  private business to ’tend to the 
other night. W e ’re rid ing  again.” He 
knew it was better that way. He 
could never cut clear of his old 
bonds. T here  was always danger of 
himself being exposed and bring ing  
shame on his family if he did iden
tify  h im se lf . . .  , “ I wanta look up 
Spider Brane,” he added as he saw 
them grin.

THE END



JOB T  LAWMAN
By Charles D.

S H E R I F F  Ben Bunson though t 
a hell of a lot of the Saddle- 
rock dentist. H e’d known 

Doc Files when the la t te r  first set 
up practice here. Doc had been the 
one really responsible for B en’s elec
tion. A man doesn’t forget things 
like th a t  in a hurry .

B unson’s flint eyes were moist as 
he raised Doc’s head from the floor. 
"Y ou’re going to pull through, Doc,” 
he said.

The repressed rays of the office 
lamp shed a spectre glow on the 
wounded dentist. Doc Files stared  
weakly at the grown man he’d seen 
m ature  from a gangling tow-head kid.

Files coughed up a crimson froth.
“You’re a liar, Ben. T h a t  s lug in 

my chest— I reckon i t ’s done the 
trick. Hell, a gent can’t live forever. 
B u t—b ut it  was kind of sudden-libe. 
Still got work to do on tha t  bicuspid 
of yours. Ju m p y  ye t  and—”

77
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The sher if f  wet his lips. “Doc, 
tell me one th ing. W ho did i t? ”

Doc Files coughed again. The 
blood foam on his lips bubbled.

“T hem  hellions, Sweetster and 
W haley. In  here less’n an hour ago. 
W hen  I told him to clear out, Ju te  
fired pointblank. He—he scooped up 
a set of teeth  from my case, popped 
’em in his mouth. T hey  couldn’t  of 
fit, the way he was jawin'. Then  
w hen W haley  kicked my head, I— 
I —”

The life-ligh t in the old eyes flick
ered, w ent out. The slender hands, 
once so deft  w ith  the drill  and for
ceps, slid from B unson’s brown 
hands, like polished marble.

Bunson lowered the white  head to 
the floor. He was he f t ing  his six- 
gun  though tfu lly  as his deputy  came 
in.

“Got the boys toge ther,” Joe  P e t 
tis said. “F ig u red  you’d want to get 
a f te r  the killer p ronto .”

The lawman stared. P e t t i s  shivered 
under the cold glance. “T h is  is a 
personal matter, Joe ,” Bunson said 
quietly . “A  man don’t need an army 
to wipe out a couple of skunks. Get 
the coroner to take care of Doc.”

He was out the door and saddling 
his horse before the moon had peaked 
the d is tan t hogbacks.

Bunson rode alone to Spur Valley. 
H e  did a lo t of th ink ing . Cat Sweet
ster the toothless, and J u te  W haley  
his pard. A hell-spawned pair of the 
devil’s brood. Gunmen w ith  a price 
on the ir  heads, they  had eluded ju s 
tice for years. Bunson, the sheriff  
before him, and the lawmen the 
county  th roughou t had tra iled  them. 
T h e ir  hideout ye t  remained a m ys
tery.

And now th ey ’d killed poor old 
Doc. Ben Bunson swallowed, and 
the red scar on his forehead flamed. 
Those  two riders passing him sw if t
ly  about an hour ago as he’d gal
loped to town, were the ones he 
sought. Sweetster and W haley, w ith  
S tetsons pulled  low over the ir  faces.

Two killers and a pair of false 
teeth. D estination—somewhere in 
ten-mile Spur Valley.

“A n d  th ey ’re holed up where 
y o u ’d least expect,” mused the sher

iff, bu t  as the hours lengthened  and 
the moon ploughed a silver furrow  
across the black plush of sky, he 
began to th ink  he was bowling the 
wrong alley.

HE  rode on doggedly. The least 
likely place. The idea pe r

sisted. W h y  not in the open some 
place, like the le tter  in the waste 
basket he’d read about. S truck  w ith  
the thought, Bunson pulled kis bronc 
to the left.

He reined in before a tumbledown 
shack overrun by honeysuckle and 
climbing morning glory. Granny 
M attox ’s place. The old woman lived 
alone here, squeezing out a few pal
t ry  pennies from three milk cows 
and a bunch of chickens. Bunson 
mopped his persp ir ing  neck.

“Reckon i t’s got me loco. I f  they 
were near, Granny would ot let me 
know. She w ouldn’t  s tand for kill
ers nohow. Still—”

He had about decided to push on, 
when he saw the blob of waving red. 
A piece of cloth caught on the sharp 
barbs of the buck thorn  by the fence.

Upon such things, insignificant 
things, often hinge m atters  of vital 
importance, ' l h a t  piece of crimson 
cloth belonged to Cat Sweetster, had 
been torn  from the bandana he wore 
continually  around his scrawny neck. 
Bunson  slid from the bronc and ca t
footed up to the porch.

Gun drawn, he slid past blind cov
ered windows and slid noiselessly 
th rough  the fron t  door. In  the dark 
ened hallway he made out a b lurred  
figure. B unson glided forward, 
gasped. Old Granny M attox herself, 
t russed  up in a chair like a sheaf of 
oats.

D eft ly  he removed ropes and gag. 
He leaned close to catch the faint 
words the old lady was saying.

“Sweetster and Wha!e}»*re in the 
nex t room. “T - th e y ’ve kept me 
prisoner here for months. Every  
time they’d go out, they 'd  tie me up 
so’s I couldn 't  get help. Ben, Sweet- 
s te r ’s a devil. He—”

Bunson squeezed the wrinkled 
hand reassuringly . “ I ’ll tend to those 
birds.”

He t ip toed  to the door at the rear
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of the hall, th rew  it open suddenly.
Sw eetster  and the wasp-hipped 

W haley  slowly raised the ir  arms. 
Sweetster cut loose w ith  a vivid 
oath. “W h a t  in hell you want, law- 
dog?”

Ben B unson’s flint eyes crackled.
“ You,” he said stonily, “F or  the 

m urder of Doc Files. Doc talked 
before he died. Sweetster, i t ’s a 
crime to bother w ith  a trial. I ought 
to slug you down here and now. But 
I ’m still a lawman. You two are go
ing in town to jail .”

A s Bunson moved to disarm them, 
Sw eets ter’s green eyes flicked to the 
table leg near his boottip. Upon 
the table rested  the ornate brass lamp 
which lit the room w ith  b r igh tish  
red. Sw eets ter’s foot moved side
ways.

“Reckon you got us, sheriff ,” the 
bandit said slowly. “W haley, it 
looks bad. Unless we get help—”

T he table upended suddenly, cata
pult ing  the lamp in a flaring arc to 
the floor. T here  was a b r i t t le  crash 
and the room was cloaked w ith  da rk 
ness.

Cursing Sheriff Benson dropped 
bellywise to the floor. Inched several 
feet to the right. T ricked, he d idn’t 
in tend betray ing  his position by 
sound. I f  only he could catch some 
movement from the others.

BU T  Sweetster and his pal knew 
the value of silence. Not even 

their  b reath ing reached the stra ined 
ears of the lawman. Bunson knew 
tha t  Sweetster wouldn’t  make a 
sound. The way of the expert  gun
man. Sweetster kept his six-shooter 
in perfect condition—clean, oiled, 
silent for instan t use.

The stillness thickened. Bunson 
squirmed. Someone m ust make a 
break soon. W ho would it  be?

A sharp click to the r igh t  cut the 
muteness like a knife. The cock
ing of a six-gun hammer! Bunson 
froze, Colt pressing expectan tly  in 
the direction of the sound.

The room rocked with  gun th u n 
der. A flare of blinding yellow, to 
B unson’s left. Bunson triggered  
immediately, twice a t the huddled 
figure thus silhouetted. Someone

groaned, and there  was the d is tinc t 
thum p of a fa lling body.

Silence poured a damper over 
everything.

Bunson s truck  a match w ith  
cupped hands. Gradually  he allowed 
its feeble rays to touch about the 
room. Tw o darkened shapes sprawled 
in opposite corners, unmoving. The 
sheriff  raised the blinds, adm itting  
a spray of moonlight.

He grun ted  at what he found.
I t  was W haley  who had s topped 

B unson’s bullets, not Sweetster as 
Bunson could have sworn. Sweet
s ter lay in a g rim  heap—to the r ight. 
I t  was he then, who had made the 
first sound. “Sweetster,” m utte red  
the sher if f  unbelieving, “W h y  in 
hell—”

T he  door behind him creaked and 
old Granny M attox humped in. She 
took one look at the dead men and 
grinned.

“B y  gosh, son, you sure convinced 
’em,” she said.

T he  little  old woman stared  at 
Sweetster. “And all over a set o’ 
teeth. Sakes alive, the skunk acted 
like he was proud of it. B ragged 
to me what he’d done. A n ’ them 
tee th  clickin’ like s ix ty  all the time. 
I t ’s a wonder he d idn’t pick a set 
th a t  fit.”

Sherif f  Ben Bunson was looking 
fixedly at her. Suddenly  he snorted, 
drew out a briar pipe and lit it.

“ I t ’s open and shut,” he said p res
ently. He told w hat had happened ' 
in the darkened room. “You see, 
W haley  heard Sweetster and fired, 
th ink ing  it  was me. Then, of course, 
I got W haley  from the flash of his 
gun .”

“B ut Je-up ite r ,” Granny M attox 
sh if ted  her glasses and squinted. 
“You ju s t  now said tha t  Sw eets ter’s 
gun never makes a sound before i t ’s 
fired. H ow  come?”

“I t  don’t,” he said. “Sweetster 
committed suicide, so to speak. I t  
was the teeth he stole tha t  gave him 
away. Made both W haley  and me 
th ink  it  was a gun clicking. O ld  Doc 
F iles—God rest his soul—is squared. 
Those g r inders  of his tu rned  out to 
be the best l i t t le  skunk trap  th is  
coun try ’s ever seen.”



Bill Frome thrived on danger. That’s  why it was just natural tor 
him to think ot posing a s  his own killer, after he settled with the 
unknown bushwhacker Llano Gibbons had put on his trail!

B IL L  F R O M E  vaulted from 
the saddle and landed, 
sprawling, in the dry  dust 

as a bu lle t  droned th rough  empty 
space over his head, and the sharp 
blast of a rif le  echoed up and down 
the low Texas hills.

He had his own W incheste r  in his 
hands and was th row ing  it to his 
shoulder when a fa in t plume of 
smoke lif ted  from a clump of man- 
zanita on a ridge seventy yards away. 
Grimly, then, his finger found the 
tr igger  and squeezed":

The rifle bu tt  slammed against his 
shoulder. A fterw ard , a shrill cry of 
pain knifed into the stillness. A 
dark, bulky, human shape tumbled 
out of the brush and skidded end 
over end down the snaly slope.

Bill Frome, T e x a s  Ranger, 
shrugged. He had a mild, sun-tanned 
face, tw inkling  gray eyes, and long 
lips tha t  seemed to be always on the 
edge of laughter. N oth ing  could dis
turb  his serenity , not even th is  a t
tem pted ambushing or the fact that 
he’d been forced to kill a man.

80
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Before abandoning his  position he 
scanned the su rround ing  terra in  
w ith  eyes tha t  were s ingularly  alert. 
No other shot came; he concluded 
tha t  his d ry-gulcher had been alone.

H e  moved warily  to the bullet- 
smashed body, and hunkered down 
beside it, and stud ied  the dissipated, 
bearded face peering lifelessly up at 
him. He had never seen the man be
fore, ye t  instinc t told him tha t  some
one was aware of the nature  of his 
mission in Remson.

In  a pocket of the am busher’s 
alkali-stained pants  he found a 
scrawled le t te r  which th rew  con
siderable l igh t  upon the  situation. I t  
was addressed to N ed L u ry  who was, 
no doubt, the man at his feet.

Ned L u ry :
A friend  of mine tipped me off  

tha t  you’d be a good man to do 
a job fpr me. I t ’s a k il l in ’ job. 
The Rangers have been hound in ’ 
me since I busted  outa the  pen.

Some jasper I knew in prison 
ju s t  wrote  th a t  the Rangers 
know I ’m n id in ’ out near Rem
son. How they  found out I don’t 
know. B u t I  heard  th ey ’re send
ing R anger B ill  Frome on my 
trail as soon as he cleaned up 
some rus t le r  business in E l Paso.

You bein’ in E l Paso makes it  
easy for yuh to lay for this 
ranger on the tra il  to  Remson. 
Yuh can find out w hat he looks 
like in E l Paso. You ta lly  his 
hide and there’s a job for  yuh in 
Remson jo in in ’ a new owlhoot 
bunch I ’m form in’. W hen  the 
job’s done ride to Remson. Ask 
the barkeep in T h e  Cattleman 
how to g i t  to Gill L a rk in ’s 
spread. T h a t ’ll be me under my 
new name.

Llano Gibbons.

Bill Frome was w histl ing  when he 
finished reading the note. T h is  case 
was getting  to be in teresting . So 
Llano Gibbons, who had once been 
ja iled for forgery, and more recen tly  
had been serving a ten-year term  for 
stage robbery and rustl ing , was ru n 
ning beef under the name of Lark in !  

Since his escape m onths ago from

the State P r ison  he had apparently  
dropped out of sight. B u t recen tly  
the Texas Rangers’ office had picked 
up rumors to the effect tha t  Gibbons 
was in hiding near Remson.

Scanning the le t te r  again w ith  nar
rowed eyes, From e let his heavy eye
brows kn it  together in a frow n of 
absorbed concentration. T here  was 
something about it which troubled 
him. gave him no peace.

He was try ing  to remember how 
Llano Gibbons had first go tten  into 
hot water w ith  Texas law. I t  was on 
a forgery  charge, bu t the  specific c ir
cumstances eluded F rom e’s groping  
thoughts . A nd he wondered about 
Bud Meeker, one of Gibbons’ outlaw 
friends, who had go tten  away at the 
time of the stagecoach raid which 
had resulted  in Gibbon’s capture, the 
w ounding of several guards, and the 
death  of all the other outlaws.

SU D D E N L Y  From e came to a de
cision: Since his mission in

volved locating Gibbons and b r ing 
ing him back to E l Paso, w hat be tter 
way was there to accomplish tha t  
than by assuming the iden ti ty  of Ned 
L ury  and posing as his own killer?

The idea was in t r ig u in g ;  reckless 
by nature, and w ith  a devil-may- 
care g rin  for trouble whenever it  
came his way, From e found himself 
assailed by a feverish impatience.

He took time to roll L u ry ’s body 
into a narrow  culvert, and cover the .  
outlaw w ith  rocks so tha t m arauding 
coyotes would not be able to d is turb  
the grave. T hen , he m ounted and 
rode on tow ard  R e m s o n . . . .

T hree  hours la ter Remson lay be
hind him and he was following a 
rough, w inding  tra il  tow ard  “Gil 
L a rk in ’s’’ cattle  spread. S tun ted  
trees, clumps of mesquite and pr ick 
ly pear, and long s tre tches of mal- 
pais shimmered in the waning heat 
of the a f te rnoon  sun.

He had followed the ins tructions 
in Gibbons’ note to Lury. The surly  
bartender at The Cattleman had 
given him directions to  the  two-bit 
ranch operated by “Lark in .”

Now as he topped a r idge  and 
came w ith in  s igh t of a weathered log 
structure , a barn  in  a v ir tua l sta te
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of collapse, and a sagging corral 
holding fifty head of scrawny steers, 
he knew he’d reached his goal.

T he  place had a deserted, neglected 
air. B u t the horse standing  hip-shot 
beneath a cottonwood told him it was 
inhabited.

Frome jogged down the grade. 
Long before he entered the yard a 
man strolled into view and leaned 
a heavy shoulder against the door
jamb.

Frome was whistling. A wild light 
of adventure danced in his g ray  
eyes, though  his muscles began to 
bunch in his shoulders—a sure sign 
of the stra in he felt. He recognized 
Gibbons by his lantern  jaw, his un
relenting eyes, and his slovenly ap
pearance. He was a morose, surly  
man, em bittered  by his experience in 
prison. Though  he had never actual
ly killed a man, it  was rumored that 
he had taken a vow to shoot on sight 
the first Texas Ranger he ever en
countered.

Gibbons drew a worn, cedar-butted 
Peacemaker .45 out of his holster.

“Far enough, s tranger,” growled 
Gibbons. Suspicion washed tawny 
color into his eyes. “Time to speak 
yore piece."

“ The handle is Ned Lury ,” m ur
m ured Frome, his voice gentle but 
wary. “ I reckon y u h ’ve heard about 
me.”

GIB B O N S ’ taut features relaxed.
He re turned  his gun to its scab

bard, motioned Frome inside the 
house.

“Meeker was tellin ' me,” he said 
w ith  a flatness tha t  le f t  the ranger 
a little puzzled. “ H e’ll be r igh t  back 
—went to the creek for some water.” 

“ I got Dan Frome,” announced the 
ranger.

“Got who?" demanded Gibbons 
tartly.

From e reached into a pocket, and 
when his hand emerged it  held a 
silver s tar on a silver circle.

“ I dry-gulched the Ranger on yore 
trail. H e re ’s the p roof!”

The badge sailed across the room, 
s truck Gibbons in the face. T he  ou t
law cursed, made a dive for his gun. 
From e moved like greased lightning.

The muzzle of his Colt was sweeping 
out of leather w hen boots scuffed 
behind him and a hard  round gun 
barrel bored into his back.

“Hold it, R anger!” came a harsh 
command. “So yuh though t yuh 
could pass yoreself off as Ned L ury! 
Maybe yuh  d idn 't  know I'm a friend 
of L u ry ’s.”

A tall, b lack-haired man with  
beady eyes and flashing white teeth 
in a swarthy face, stamped inside the 
room.

“W h a t ’s this about ambushin' a 
ranger?  A nd how did this j igger 
get on our tra i l?”

Gibbons was g laring at Bud Meek
er, his black-haired pardner.

W i th  two guns menacing him, Dan 
Frome managed a tough, tw isted grin  
though he was try ing  to decide 
w hether or not Gibbons was pu tting  
on an act.

“W h y  i t ’s simple, Gibbons," he 
said. “T hat  note yuh sent to Ned 
L u ry  to down that ranger, Bill 
Frome, and come here to jo in—"

“I don 't  know what y u h ’re talkin ' 
about!” shouted Gibbons, his broad 
shoulders r ipp ling  under his sweat- 
stained shirt. “ I don’t give a hoot 
w hat yore name is. B u t if y u h ’re a 
law-dog, I ’m gut-shootin’ yuh here 
and now for all the hell the lav/ has 
given me in the s t ink in ’ pen.”

Gibbons’ gun was centered on 
From e’s chest. H is knuckles were 
w hiten ing  around the grip. Deatlj 
was reaching inexorably for Frome. 
D esperately  he sparred  for time, 
tearing his gaze from Gibbons and 
swinging his a tten tion  to Meeker.

“B ette r  tell yore pard w hat’s go in ’ 
on,” he suggested. “ He m ight th ink  
y u h ’re w ork in’ a doublecross.”

“Shut u p !” growled Meeker. “ So 
L u ry  missed yuh. W ell, I won’t miss 
—not a t th is  range, lawman. You 
were a fool to barge in here w i th 
out b ring in ’ help."

IB B O N S  was cursing new  to 
gain a tten tion  and for the mo

ment he abandoned his notion of 
shooting the ranger down in cold 
blood. From e had noted the sudden 
suspicion which flared in the rene
gade’s eyes a t  his m ention of the
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word, “Doublecross”—had seen the 
aroused in terest  Gibbons had placed 
upon Meeker. A t  the same time, 
Gibbons’ ignorance about the note to 
L u ry  suddenly clarified th ings in 
F rom e’s mind.

H e suddenly  remembered the c ir 
cumstances of Gibbon’s first run-in 
w ith  the law, realized a lot of things 
he hadn’t noted  before. Gibbons’ 
harsh talk broke into his reflections.

“Meeker,” growled Gibbons. “You’d 
better  do some ta lk in’. W h a t ’s this 
note and who is th is  jigger, Lury? 
Damn yore hide, ta lk !”

“ I ’ll tell yuh,” cut in Frome h u r 
riedly. T h ey  had taken his gun. 
and now he w atched both men with  
a s tr ic t  a ttention, w aiting  for the 
first s ign tha t the ir  vigilance was 
waning. “ Meeker found out the 
R angers had picked up yore trail 
here, so he h ired  a gen t by the name 
of L u ry  to bushwhack me.

“ The funny  part  of it  is tha t  the 
R angers w eren’t a f ter  you so much 
as they  were a f te r  yore pard, M eek
er. O f course, yuh  d idn’t know that, 
uo t be in’ able to read newspapers.”

From e never finished what he was 
about to say. He saw the  w h iten 
ing of M eeker’s t r igger  finger, knew 
th is  was the payoff. He th rew  h im 
self forward, got a g rip  on the back 
of a chair and w hirled  it  a t Bud 
Meeker.

M eeker’s six-gun roared. A bullet 
seared F rom e’s ribs. Laughing  w ild 
ly, taunting ly , he flung himself upon 
Meeker. T hey  w restled  for the gun. 
Gibbons fired wildly. A slug gouged 
splin ters  from the floor, as Meeker 
and Frome threshed about, pounding 
each other with fists.

FR O M E  got a g rip  on Meeker’s 
wrist, wrenched savagely. Meek
er held on. The gun tw isted  toward 

Meeker. T here  was the sound of a 
shot, then  M eeker w ent limp.

From e rolled clear, lashing his 
voice at Gibbons.

“W ait ,  Gibbons, yuh ’re in the-—” 
B u t Gibbons w asn’t  waiting.
“No damned law-dog is tak in’ me 

back to the pen!” he screamed in 
berserk  rage. “H ere ’s lead for yore 
g u ts !”

T he  outlaw’s gun winked redly. 
The bulle t  s truck  F rom e’s le f t  arm. 
Grim ly From e l if ted  M eeker’s gun, 
aiming low to knock Gibbons off his 
feet. B u t Gibbons dropped, try ing  
to dodge, and the bulle t  caught him 
full in the chest.

He collapsed and fell to the floor. 
L ife  held on in his body by a frail 
thread. Frome got up, lurched to 
the outlaw’s side.

“You bull-headed fool,” he said 
and this time his smile was gone. “ I 
was t ry in ’ to tell yuh  tha t  you were 
in the clear. Since yore escape from 
prison the Rangers have been study- 
in ’ the evidence tu rned  up on yore 
case.

“Meeker was doublecrossin’ yuh all 
along. W hen  you were ranchin’ sev
eral years ago, and M eeker was yore 
foreman, he was the gen t  who forged 
yore name on tha t  stolen bank check 
and cashed it.

“A bunch of blank checks were 
stolen at the time and you were 
blamed because you were deep in the 
red. Yuh lost the ranch and w ent 
to the pen for a stretch. A f te r  tha t 
yuh  tu rned  outlaw. T he  law never 
investigated  much at the time of the 
forgery  because everyone was hot 
against yuh. I t  was only recently  we 
learned you couldn’t read or w ri te— 
th a t  yuh  couldn’t have forged that 
check.

“One of M eeker’s close pals con
fessed tha t  Meeker did that. The 
jasper was caught in a bank hold-up 
and w anted to have a clean slate be
fore he cashed his chips. I t  was 
M eeker who wrote  tha t  note to Lury  
to kill me. Meeker had seen an El 
Paso paper, I reckon, in which it 
m entioned that the Rangers were 
seeking him and yoreself on the m a t
ter of a re-trial on the old forgery  
charge.

“Since you w eren’t wanted for 
m urder—only ru s t l in ’ and stage 
robbery—and since you were framed 
for the forgery  yuh m ight have go t
ten off easy.”

Gibbons smiled wearily. I t  was too 
late for th a t  now. H e’d been an 
outlaw, and th is  was tra i l’s e n d . . . .

T H E  E N D
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CATTLE
KING

by  Lee Horen

T H E  tra ilherd  was s trung  out 
for  miles, a long wavery line 
of scrawny, th irs ty  cattle. 

Texas steers p lodded wearily  on, 
their  scraggly coats covered w ith  
tra ildust,  The last waterhole  was 
miles behind, and nobody knew when 
they would b it water again.

Saddle-tired cowboys kept the 
beasts p rodding forward. The steers 
were red-eyed and on the fight. One 
cowboy touched spurs  to his jaded 
m ount and loped up to  the po in t of 
the herd. H ere  a w iry  middle-aged 
man rode point.

T he  cowboy said, “T h e y ’re g e t t in ’ 
purty  proddv, boss. T h e y ’re so dry  
their tongues is d ragg in ’ in the dust. 
How far do you reckon it  is to wa
te r? ’’

“Not very far, Jim. About ten 
miles, I ’d reckon.’’

The cowboy looked at him in su r
prise. “You ain’t never been over this 
trail before, have you, boss?”

Charles G oodnight smiled. “No," 
he admitted, “ I haven't. B u t there 
are ways to  tell when you’re close to 
water. J im .”

“How. boss?”
Charles G oodnight pointed  at some 

birds in a shrub. “Them  birds don’t 
live far from  water, never over ten 
miles. I say we h it  water inside two 
hours. W an ta  lay a l i t t le  bet on it. 
fe lla?”

“Figger I wanta throw my dinero 
aw ay?”

The cowboy rode back to his flank
ing position, and Charles G oodnight 
smiled. He was a congenial man, this 
man Goodnight, and he smiled often. 
But. when the occasion demanded, he 
could be hard and deadly.

Born in Illinois  in 1836, he came

True Fact Article 
at the Old West



Cattle King

W est when in his teens, and settled 
in Texas. He grew up w ith  a horse j 
between his legs and a gun on his 
thigh. T hen  the Civil W ar broke out.

Should he fight for Texas, and 
thereby tu rn  against the land of his 
birthplace, the N orth?  He sett led  his 
problem by jo in ing C ureton’s Texas 
Rangers. He became a R anger scout.

W hen the war was over, he went 
back to cattle. The trailtowns of 
Dodge and Hayes were booming, and 
Charles Goodnight went no rth  with 
thousands of head of native Texas 
steers.

One drive, on the old Loving trail, 
saw Charles Goodnight lose two- 
th ird s  of his herd  to  hunger, th irs t  
and Indians. Therefo re  he struck 
off a new tra il  across the Staked 
Plains. One s tre tch  of th is  trail was 
w ithou t  w ater  for almost a hundred 
miles. Salt beds and alkali lakes 
made the t r ip  doubly dangerous. For 
the th irs ty  cattle wanted to drink 
from these deceptive waters. Some 
of this water could kill a steer in but 
a few minutes.

I t  is estimated that 250,000 head of 
cattle  alone went over the G oodnight 
trail. The A rm y needed the beef to 
feed the Indians, now on reserva
tions. Steers sold for about eight 
cents a pound on the hoof and about 
sixteen cents dressed. The drives 
were always in danger of an Indian  
attack.

Charles G oodnight and Loving 
were partners  on these drives. F ina l
ly, an Ind ian  killed Loving, leaving | 
G oodnight alone to boss these long 
treks. Later, Charles Goodnight met 
John  Chisum.

Ciiisum would buy cattle  in New 
Mexico and Texas and G oodnight ! 
would then drive them into W y o 
ming and Colorado, for the northern  
cattle ranges were stocking up with 
Texas cattle. There, the Ind ian  had 
also been forced to reservations. The 
buffalo was gone, and the Indians 
needed beef.

AT  F IR S T , T e x a s  cowmen 
though t they  could drive a herd 

into M ontana or W yom ing , and then 
ju s t  let the cattle graze on the blue-
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£
?
■ ▲ n  i

- In any Company—Anywhere!

To be really popular, you »Hfl0ld kflOW hOW to do many different 
things— and rio them well. An expert dancer is always In demand 
socially. A man who can box or wrestle is always liked and re
spected. People like you If you know how to entertain. And the 
man or girl who knows the art of love is R E A L L Y  desirable. These 
books tell you how.

‘•SW ING S T E P S "  *
Learn the latest awing dance steps in a tew hours .................31c

“ T R U E  LO VE G U ID E "
How to woo. win and hold. Love and marriage problems solved . 35e 

“A ST R O L O G Y — H 0 R 0 S 0 P E S "
What the atars tell about your future ........................................... 30e

“25 L E S S O N S  IN  H Y P N O T IS M "
Learn to use this weird power........................................................ 35o

“ H E R R M A N ’S  C A R D  T R IC K S ”
Baffle your friends with professional elelghts............................ 30#

“S C IE N T IF IC  B O X IN G "
Correct punching. Fight training. Practice and diet.................3St

‘‘TA P  D A N C IN G ”
Learn quickly and easily., Entertain and delight your friends..35o 
„  “ HOW TO B E  A D E T E C T IV E "
Crime detection. Case methods. The criminal code.....................35*

“ P O L IC E  W R E S T L IN G "
All the scientific mat holds, grips and falls explained and
Illustrated ............................................................................................. so©
„  “HOW TO D A N C E ”
Complete guide to modern ballroom dancing: waltz, fox trot,
tango, rumba, etc..................................................................................35#

“P O L IC E  J IU -J IT S U ”
As taught to police, marines and G-Men. Beat the Jap* at their
own game. Defend yourself anywhere...................................................3Se

“JOE M IL L E R ’S  JO KE  B O O K ”
The greatest collection of joke*, gags. quIpb and pun* ercr
assembled ......................................................................................... s sa

“A L L E G E D  L U C K Y  N U M B E R S  G Y P SY  D R E A M  B O O K ” 
Contains 1000 answers, readings, alleged lucky days, etc., formerly
$1.00, now .............................................................................  5®,,

“TW O H U N D R E D  P O P U L A R  
R E C IT A T IO N S . S T O R IE S  A N D  P O E M S "

An amazing collection by old and new masters. Just what you need 
to make you the life of the party. Formerly $1.00, now.. ,.50e

“ TWO H U N D R E D  P O P U L A R  CO W BO Y  SO N G S”
baUads words and music. Formerly 50c, now 25e 

t f . Y  B O O K S  FO R 5100— A N Y  9 B O O K S  FOR O N IY  52.50—  
A L L  15 FOR O N LY  $4.00. Send cash oi* money order only. If noi 

satisfied, return within 5 days for immediate refund.

FILL OUT T H E  COUPON NOW!
PICKWICK CO., Dent. 908. 1265 Broadway. Now York. N. Y. J
Gentlemen: I enclose $ .............................. (In cash er money •

order) for which send me the books checked below.
□  “P O L IC E  W R E ST L IN G

□  “ HOW TO D A N C E ”

O  “ S W IN G  S T E P S ”
□  “T R U E  LO VE Q U ID S "
□  “ A S T R O L O G Y -  

H O R O SC O P E S "
a  “ 25 L E S S O N S  IN  

H Y P N O T IS M ”
0  “ H E R R M A N ’S CA RD  

T R IC K S ”
O " S C IE N T IF IC  B O X IN G ” 
O “ TAP D A N C IN G "
□  “ HOW TO BE  A 

D E T E C T IV E ”

□  “P O L IC E  J IU -J IT S U "

O “JOE M IL L E R ’S  JO KE  
B O O K ”

□  “TWO H U N D R E D  POP- « 
U LA R  CO W BO Y SO N G S” a

□  “ A L L E G E D  L U C K Y  | 
N U M B E R S ”

□  “ TWO H U N D R E D  POP- 9  
U LA R  R E C IT A T IO N S "  §

Name

City ..........................................  State
20%  additional for Canada
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SECRET POWER
Draw things to you! Change 
your LUCK! Thousands have 
won over obstacles. Use the 
System that mav lead to 
POWER, MONEY, LOVE 
and SUCCESS. You get full 
directions for only 25c coin 
or stamps. No C.O.D.

Learn How to Use Year

M ARVELO
Ream 31S • •  60 Hudson St., New York, N. Y.

|  SONG POEMS
4C  Publisher* need new ecngs! Submit one or more of your best 

DoeniB for immediate consideration. Any subject. Send poem. 
C  PHONOGRAPH RECORDS MADE. FIVE STAB MUSIC 

^C MASTERS, 060 Beacon Bldg., Boston, Mas*.

LONESOME?
Let me arrange a romantic correspondence for 

you. Find yourself a sweetheart thru America’* 
foremost select social correspondence club. A friend- 

ship letter society for lonely ladies and gentlemen. 
Members everywhere; CONFIDENTIAL Introductions by letter: 
•ffident, dignified and continuous service, I  Itave made thousands of 
lonely people happy—why not you? Write for FREE sealed particu, 

i Uts, EVAN MOORE, P. 0. BOX P88, JACKSONVILLE, FLA.
Buy Wholesale snd Sell Drug Sundries. 
Iiizor Blados, Tooth Paste. Shaving Cream, 
Personal Need*, etc. Send for our FREE 
Complete Catalogue. Print Name and Ad
dress.

K E Y S T O N E  R U B B E R  CO.
72 Fifth Ave., Dept D-8, New York, N. Y.

"With God
AH Things Are Possible!" Are you facing 
difficult Problems? Poor Health? Money 
Trouble*? Are you Worried about «ome one 
dear to you? Do you ever get Lonely- 
Unhappy—Discouraged? Would you like to 
have more Happiness, Sutces* and "Good 
Fortune” in  Life?

If you do hare any of these Problem*, or 
others like them, dear friend, then here Is 
wonderful NEWS— NEWS of a remarkable 
NEW WAY OF PRAYER that Is helping 
thousands of other men and women to glorious 
NEW happiness and Joy! Whether you have 
always believed In PRAYER or not, this 
remarkable NEW WAY may bring a whole 
NEW world of happiness and Joy to you— 
and very, very quickly, too!

So don't wait, dear friend, don't let another 
minute go by! If you are troubled, worried 
or unhappy IN ANY WAY—we invite you 
to clip this Message now and mail with He 
stamp for FULL INFORMATION about this 
remarkable NEW WAY of PRAYER that is 
helping eo many, many others and which may 
Juet hi certainly and quickly help YOU!

You will surely bless this day—so plesra 
don't delay! Just, clip this Message now and 
mall with your name, address an l 3c stamp 
to LIFE-STUDY FELLOWSHIP. Box 4610, 
Noroton, Conn. Thie wonderful NEW Mes> 
tage of PRAYER and FAITH will be oa the
v.ay to help you by return mall l

LONELY?
L e t N atio n a lly  K now n O rgan iza
tio n  su p p ly  d es irab le  frien d s  or 
se lec t he lp m ate  fo r you. S ta m p  
a n d  Age.

REV. L. JONES
P. 0 . Box 3161, Komss City, Mo.

u
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; jo in t  grass or bunchgrass. B u t they  
had reckoned w ithou t  the terr ib le  
N orthern  winters. T hey  neglected  
to cu t hay and stack it  and, as a re 
sult. the  w in ters  killed off almost all 
their  cattle. The only cattle  th a t  man
aged to live th rough  were those tha t  
got in the  foothills  and ate bunch- 
grass on the sidehills. F o r  on the  
sidehills the wind would blow the  
snow away and leave some bare soil.

T hough  a hard man, and a fighting 
man, Charles G oodnight hated vio
lence. He tried  to discourage indis
crim inate  gunfights and killings. Be
ing a trailboss and responsible for the 
safety  of his men, he set up a gov
ernm ent of his own while they  were 
on a drive.

Curly  Tex, one of his riders, shot 
and killed another cowboy. Curly  
Tex  was taken into G oodnigh t’s tra il-  
court. A ju ry  was selected. W i t 
nesses both for the  dead man and 
Curly Tex  were in troduced and had 
the ir  evidence offered to the  court. 
B u t the ju ry  found Curly T ex  gu il ty  
of murder.

A wagon tongue was p ropped  up, 
and Curly Tex  was hanged.

Due to Goodnight 's  s tr ic t  justice, 
there  was little  violence in Texas u n 
til the bloody L incoln  county  war 
started , and then the blazing s tar  
tha t  was B illy  the Kid entered  the 
ca ttle-country , b r ing ing  in  its  wake 
death and destruction  and tears and. 
sorrow.

Charles G oodnight was honest. He 
hated a double-crosser. W i th  those 
he adm ired and called his friends, ha 
was generous and free. B u t  when 
he came across a th ie f  or killer, his 
dark eyes w ould show anger, and 
hell would break loose.

And th is  time, G oodnight owned 
one hundred  thousand head of cat
tle, and controlled some two million 
acres of Texas land. He was one of 
the Lone Star s ta te ’s real pioneers. 
A cattle king.

He hated rustlers . A lm ost all his 
life was devoted to fighting cattle  
thieves. For, at th is  time, rus t le rs  
over-ran Texas, T hey  stole Texas 
longhorns and sold them  in Mexico 
to the Mexicans. They ran them



Csttle King

across country  to New Mexico. T hey  
stole whole trail herds and drove 
them north.

Goodnight solved the problem in 
two ways. Those he caught, he shot 
it  out with, often killing  them or, if 
he did not kill them, he wounded 
them so he could take them into 
court. B u t he had another plan, too.

He used powerful glasses to watch 
the rustlers . H idden  on some brushy 
butte, he w ould watch the men be
low him th rough  his glasses. He 
would  see them round up cows and 
calves and steers and haze them to 
the ir  h idden corrals.

Then, either he and his men, or the 
sheriff and a posse, would ride down 
on the unsuspecting  rustlers . U sual
ly, guns would boom and men would 
be killed, for rus t l ing  was a serious 
offense, and was sometimes payable 
w ith  death by hanging. The cattle- 
thieves were taking no chances on 
G oodnight and his crew. So, instead 
of hanging, they would prefer to 
shoot it out.

The rustlers  never got wise. They  
could not understand  how their  h id 
den corrals had been found or how 
anybody knew they were branding 
stolen cattle  a t tha t  particu lar  time. 
T hey  did not know about Good
n ig h t’s field-glasses. B u t they soon 
learned to leave Charles G oodnight’s 
range cattle be. R ustling  practically  
stopped on the G oodnight ranch.

MO ST  of his life was concerned 
w ith  fighting the Apaches and 

Comanches. B u t he had many good 
fr iends among the Indians. One time 
an Ind ian  rode into the Goodnight 
ranch.

“Me wantum  see Goodnight,” he 
said.

Charles G oodnight came. "W h a t  
do you want, fe llow?”

“Our chief—he in jail. W hite  man 
aim to kill him. He no guilty . He 
ask for you to come to him. O ther 
people no understand  him.”

“ I ’ll go."
W hen  Charles Goodnight got into 

town, a mob had the old chief out of 
the jail, and was going to lynch him.

(Continued On Page 88)

Be a u t y
f  LOVE, EtcRound the 
S x L  +  World

mJammLr
World's Greatest Collection of 
Strange and Secret Photographs
WOW you can travel round the world with the mwt daring aikea- 

»£UIv S‘ *<?u cau with your own eyes, the weirdest pooplw on 
e*rtn. You witness the strangest customs of the* rej, white, brown, 
black and yellow races. You attend their startling rite*, their 
mysterious practices. They are all assembled for you in the*# fly* 
g m t  volume* of the SECRET MUSEUM OF MANKIND.

600 LARGE PAGES
w o rld 's  |rr« a te3 t C ollection o f  S trange an d  S ecret Pho- 

a.xOtic Photoe from  E urops. l*rimlUv» Photo* from  Africa, T o rtu re  P ho tos from  Asia, Fem ale Photo* from  O ceania 
h undreds of o ther* . There are alm ost 6 0 0  LARGE « fifJTEfSS. *NO *,CR,r rHOTOO«APH». .»ct> o»r» OT

1,000 PHOTOS
You g f  ac tual cou rtsh ip  practiced  u» every  M uaiter or u»e w orld , ro u  

ro a e .r  and  m yste ry  In queer 
lands w h e n  th e  foot o f a w h ite  man 
ha* ra re ly  trod . You se e  O riental 
m odes o f marrlng-e a n d  fem ale 
s lavery  In China, Japan , In d ia , etc. 
Through th e  in tim acy  of th e  cam era 
you w itn ess  th e  exo tic  habit*  of 
ev e ry  co n tin e n t and  th e  a t r a n g e r t  
custom * o f life and love In A merica. 
Europe, s tc , You are  bew ildered  hv 
th ese  l a r g e  page* o f O N E  T H O U -  
S A N O  P H O T O G R A P H S . In c lu d in g  1 3 0  
fu ll-page pho tos, and  th ri l le d  by the 
h undreds of sh o r t  s to rie s  th a t  d e scrib e  them .

CONTENTS OF 
S-VOLUME SET

I 5 PICTURE-PACKED VOLUMES

Specimen Photo*
>r*s* f t  U ndress Sound

th e  W orld
V arious Secret Societies axe 

ra la
C ivilized Love va. 9avi
S trange C rim es, C rim ln__
Omens, Totem * 4c Taboos
M y s te r io u s  C u s to m s

(solidly bound together fo r convenient 
re ad in g ). D ip In to  an y  one of th ese  
volum es, and  a* y ou  tu rn  Ita  page*, 
y ou  fln«J i t  d ifficult to  tea r youraelf 
•w a y . H ere, in  story and  u nusual pho- 
to , 1* th e  W O R L D ’ S G R E A T E S T  CO L*  
L E C T I O N  O F  S T R A N G E  A N D  S E C R E T  
P H O T O G R A P H S ,  co n ta in in g  every th in*  
fro m  F em ale B eauty Round th e  W orld 
to  th e  m ost M yeterloue Cult# end Cus* 
tom a. T hese h undreds an d  hundreds of 
la re e  pages w ill Rive you  days and 
n ig h ts  o f th r i l lin g  in struction .

SEND NO MONEY
-- 6  Vi inches h igh , and opened  over a foot w ide! R em em ber a lso  
th a t  th la  8-Volume S e t fo rm erly  sold fo r RIO. And i t  t* bound la  
•x p sn a lv e  “ life - tim e "  c lo th . D on’t  pu t th is  off, F il l  o u t th e  ooupoo. 
d ro o  I t  In  th*  n e s t  m ail, an d  re ce iv e  th i s  h u g e  work a t  onus.

M ETRO  P U B L IC A T IO N S
5# W est 17th S t„  D ept. 9008, N ew  York

Send m e “ The S ecret Museum o f M arikind”  (5  (fr»*t vol
um es bound together). I w ill pay  postm an  3 1 .9 8 , p lus postage 
on a rriv a l. I f  n o t d e ligh ted . I  w ill re tu rn  book in  3 day# foe 
fu ll re fu n d  of $ 1 .98 ,

I  Name

Addree* ........................

C ity ................................................................... .............fttats ...................
CHECK HERE If you a re  enc losing  * 3 .9 8 . th u s  sav in*  
m ailing  coats. 8am * Money-Bsck G uarantee.
Canadian O rders—* 2 .5 0  In Advance.
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Famous WesternWHAT CAUSES EPILEPSY?
A  booklet containing the opinions of famous doctors 
on this interesting subject will be sent FREE, while 
they last, to any reader writing to the Educational 
Division, 535 Fifth Ave., Dept. DB-8, New York, N.Y,

CASH for your surplus unused U. S. stamps
Mail Order Dealer*: Collectors: W© buy accumulations, surplu* 
UNUSED U. 3. Postage stamps at 90r/o face value for denomina
tions He to 19c. 85'7' face value for denominations 20c to 50c. 
Small lot# 8 5 MAIL STAMPS REGISTERED. Money «ent by 
return mail. Garber Service, 72 Fifth Ave.» Dept. D-8, N. Y. C.

YOU WANT MARRIAGE
ond  an  affectionate sw eetheart, worth- 
while an d  generous, w rite  m e. A ll le t
ters answ ered  an d  held  confidential.

MARY LEE »
Box 445-B Rolla, Missouri

L O N E S O M E ?
let m© help you find Love, Romance, 
Happiness! The GOLLIDAY SOCIAL  
CLUB has congenial members every
w here. Many with mean*. Confidential, 
Dignified, personallied introductions by 
le tte r . I have m ade others happy —  
Why not YOU? Write today for FREE 
sealed particulars,

LESTER GOLLIDAY, Desk S, 1514 Long. COLUMBUS, OHIO

Q uit Using Tobacco!
R esu lts  G uaran teed  o r  M oney Refunded. 
W rite  fo r F re e  B ookle t an d  L earn  H ow.

THE NEWELL COMPANY
140 Clayton Station St. Louis, Mo.

(Continued From  Page  87)

T h e  o ld  I n d i a n  k e p t  h o l l e r in g ,  
“B uenas N oches, B uenas N o ch es!”

T h e  w h i t e s  t h o u g h t  h e  w a s  s a y in g ,  
“ G o o d  N i g h t ,  G o o d  N i g h t . ” F o r  
B uenas N oches  is  a S p a n i s h  f o r m  o f  
s a l u t a t i o n ,  m e a n i n g  t h e  s a m e  a s  o u r  
E n g l i s h ,  “ G o o d  N i g h t . ” T h e r e f o r e ,  
th e  w h i t e s  t h o u g h t  h e  w a s  s a y in g  
g o o d -b y e  to  th e m .

I n  r e a l i t y ,  th e  o ld  I n d i a n  w a s  c a l l 
in g  f o r  C h a r l e s  G o o d n ig h t ,  h i s  o ld  
f r i e n d .  G o o d n i g h t  s t r a i g h t e n e d  u p  
t h e  a f f a i r  a n d  th e  o ld  I n d i a n  r o d e  
h o m e ,  t h a n k i n g  h i s  s t a r s  t h a t  C h a r l e s  
G o o d n i g h t  h a d  a r r i v e d  in  t im e  a n d  
c u r s i n g  b e c a u s e  h e  h a d  n o t  sa id  

j “G o o d  N i g h t , ” i n s t e a d  o f  “B uenas  
| N oches."

C h a r l e s  G o o d n i g h t  d ie d  a t  th e  ag e  
o f  n i n e t y - t h r e e .  H e  h a d  l iv e d  a n  ad -  
v e n t u r s o m e  l i f e  a n d  h e  h a d  h e l p e d  
b u i ld  t h e  W e s t .  H e  w a s  o n e  o f  
T e x a s ’ r e a l  p io n e e r s .  T h e  L o n e  S t a r  
S ta te ,  a n d  th e  U n i t e d  S t a t e s ,  o w es  
m u c h  to  C h a r l e s  G o o d n ig h t ,  a n d  m e n  
o f  h i s  g r e a t  s t a t u r e .

T H E  E N D

200,000
Satisfied

Users

L O N E S O M E ?
JOIN RELIABLE CLUB - - ‘" f a
M em bers everyw here-—'beau tifu l g irls , nu rses , te a c h e rs , 
w idow s, businessm en, fa rm e rs  seek ing  congenial m atee. 
M any c la im  w ea lth . Dignified, dependable and su re , we 
get re su lts . W R IT E  F O R  RO O K  O F  PHOTOS AND 
D E SC R IPT IO N S F R E E . SEA LED .
The Exchange. 38271. Main St„ Kansas City. Mo.

Beat Any Dice G am e
Haye Geld in Your Packet.
When There's Silver fa Your Hair

Send me *  Stamped Self-Addressed Envelope, and 
I will tell things about DICE you never knew. 

Print Name and Address Plainly
J. F. STEWART * 

Box $26 H o u s to n , Te xas

G E T  A C Q U A I N T E D  C L U B
If you wenf a “wife," "husband," or "sweetheart," tell 
us your age, description of your "ideal," end by return 
meil you will receive sealed particulars of one of the 
oldest, most modern Clubs, in America, representing 
many wealthy educated members.
It. I,  S IM P S O N  Box 1251 O e o v e r. C o lo . 

U .  S . A .

FAM ILY THEE 
OF TIIE 

COW PONY
Fad Article by *

Kenneth P. Wood

F O R  m a n y  y e a r s  th e  e f f ic ien cy  
o f  A m e r i c a n - b r e d  h o r s e s  h a s  
b e e n  r e c o g n iz e d  a l l  o v e r  th e  

w o r ld .  T h i s  is  e x e m p l i f ie d  in  t h e  f a c t  
t h a t  w h e n e v e r  a E u r o p e a n  n a t io n  
f inds  i t s e l f  t h r e a t e n e d  w i t h  w a r ,  o n e  
o f  th e  f i rs t  a c t s  o f  i t s  g o v e r n m e n t  is 
to  s e n d  a g e n t s  to  th e  U n i t e d  S t a t e s  
fo r  th e  p u r p o s e  o f  p u r c h a s i n g  h o r s e s  
f o r  a r m y  se rv ic e .  A t  t h e  o u t b r e a k  
o f  t h e  p r e s e n t  g lo b a l  w a r ,  t h o u s a n d s  
o f  A m e r i c a n  h o r s e s  w e r e  s h i p p e d  to  
F r a n c e .  T h e  a n i m a l s  w h i c h  w e r e  
s e n t  a b r o a d  as th e  r e s u l t  o f  t h i s  ac-88



Family Tree of the Cow Pony

t iv ity  were thus afforded oppor
tun it ies  to see the countries of their 
ancestors, for all horses in the 
U nited  States come of Old W orld  
stock, there being none on the W e s t 
ern H em isphere at the time of A m er
ica's discovery by Columbus.

The first horses brought into any 
par t  of the land known as N orth  
America were landed in F lo rida  by 
Cabeca de Veca, in 1527—forty-two 
in number—all of which perished.

F lorida  also received the second 
im portation , b rought by De Soto in 
1539. In  the year 1609 the Eng lish  
landed at Jamestown, in Virginia, 
having only seven w ith  them. In 
1629 H igginson im ported  horses and 
other domestic stock into the colony 
of M assachusetts  Bay. Four years 
earlier  the D utch  Company had 
b rough t them to New York, then 
known as New Amsterdam.

I t  is believed that the progenitors 
of the g reat bands of wild horses tha t 
once roamed in the Southwest were 
the  animals abandoned by De Soto 
when that adventurer  s tarted  down 
the M ississippi on a raft, in which 
m ighty  river he found a watery grave. 
T hey  could hardly  have descended 
from the horses emancipated by the 
Spanish troops at Buenos Aires in 
1537, since these could never have 
penetra ted  the swamps and jungles 
of the Is thm us of Panama and Cen
tral America.

I t  is the height tha t distinguishes 
the horse from the pony. An English  
equine au tho ri ty  tells us, “A horse 
below 13 hands (four  inches to the 
hand) is styled P O N Y ; above that 
height, and below 14 hands, a G A L 
L O W A Y ."  W e find, however, that 
locality has much to do with de te r
mining the answer to this question. 
In  various parts  of B rita in  the size 
of a pony may vary from 13 hands 
3 inches to 15 hands 2 inches, while 
in America 14.2 seems to have been 
agreed upon as the maximum for this 
type of mount.

However, the distinctive features 
of Spanish horses, which, in turn, 
were of oriental origin, have always 
been observable in the Ind ian  ponies 
of N orth  America, some having beau-

(Continued On Page 90)

Now you ran learn to dance in the privacy ot your own home with 
the help of those 3 books! All the newest Swing steps—-the Rhurabu, 
Susi'Q, Truckin', Bomba, as well aa the Fox Trot. Walt*, and 
basic tap steps—are explained with simple, graphic diagrams tn 
"Dancing” —and the two books vt& Include FREE with each order.

GET MORE FUN OUT OF LIFE!
I t Is the person who can dance tho new steps that gets invited to 
the dances and parties where Fun begins. Watch your own popular
ity increase as you learn the grace, the swing of dancing! No more 
wall-flower nights, or days of waiting tor tho phone to ring! This 
is your chance to fill your future with Romance.

Make this FREE test!
"Dancing,”  by Betty Lee, Includes every
thing you need to know about dancing. 
Instructed by this well-known teacher, you 

learn the fundamental steps in the right 
. um jk ,  » * w-ay * • . quickly. But you need not take 

V \  our word You may return the
book in 5 days and get your money 
back if you are not delighted with 
result?! And tetnembei. we Include 
two books FREE of extra charge . . . 

"Tip Top Tapping'’ and "Swing 
Steps." Let these three books teacli 
you to darn* for fun or money—or 

. it  costs you nothing!
:>” / SEND NO MONEY!

When your books a rria . deposit 
$1.33 plus postage wit!) the postman. 
Practice tiio-to simple dance steps 
each day and in 5 days if you hav«

______________________ not li.vned to dtuic..:. \\> will refund
n v h m m  your money at once. Act now and
U l!l'lU (R B  surprise your friends at the next

party!
P icker Publication*, {no.,
1730 Broad.vay, N\ Y. C.

fe.
I  PIONEER PUBLICATIONS, INC. a
|  1780 Broadway, Deut. DA-8, Now Yoik, U. V. j
I  GenMemen: Send me "Dancing" by Fatty Let*. T will pay g 
|  postman (plus postage) on arrival. If in 5 day* I  hare m
j failed to learn to i.tence. 1 will return the book and you will ?
■ refund purclu.se price. Include FKEil of extra charge "Swing *
I  Steps" and "Tip Top Tapping”  ®
1 ■
|  N a m e...........................................   j

2 Address...........................................................       J

J City....................................................................... 8tcte......................  •
® Orders fn>u» Foreign Countries. 10/- In advance. ■
I . . . . . . . . . . . . . . -. . . . . . . . . . . . . . a
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THE PLAYBOY S HANDBOOK

(C o n tin u e d  F ro m  P a g e  89)

t ifui heads, fine limbs, and even the 
varigated  colorings of the A n d a lu 
sian horse which we term  “calico” or 
“paint.” W hen  white men first pen
etra ted  the F a r  W est  the Indians of 
the northern  belt of the U nited  
States had no ponies. O nly  the 
Apaches, Commanches, and other 
tribes in the South  were horsemen, 

j The Sioux, Crows, Blackfeet, and 
I representatives of the Five Nations 
i went afoot. I t  is only w ith in  the past

elevor, cheerful, sly tolled ion of contemporary .Amoriran
o»or at Its best, dishing out suppressed desires right and left and 
misbehaving in a daring, gleeful, unexpected and uproarious man- 1 
ner. Ranging lr«>m the sublime t<n the ridiculous, it  fea Hires $uch j 
exhilarating cmionsn, as:— 1

Just a I''reudy-('a!, h,y Jack Hanley; The Bachelor Life, by George i 
JeaiL N’u clian; Advice to a Young Man on the Choice nf a Maiden, j 
by Benjamin Franklin; Mr. J'reblo Rid of His Wife, by :
James Thurher; Have Fun with Your Clothes On. by \V. A. Brooks; I 
Tho Greeks Had a Yen for It, by Gilbert Veldes; Thu 99-44/100% ; 
Purifuns. by Dunran Underhill; For Women Only, by Marjori© I 
Datv; plus other articles, cartoons, gag.: and n o n s e n s e ■ 

Do lint deny yourself fhc enjoyment of thns© keybolo frivolities. 
The nr ice is $1.00, the pleasure a thousandfold. Mail the coupon now! 

a M M M M M H M M » « M M «•* M W ■* M M » W « |B«
*  KNICKERBOCKER PUB. CO.
* 92 Liberty  St., Dept. DAB. New York Cily
■ Smid mo a cony of -THE PJWVHOY'N HANDBOOK,'' It's
■ guaranteed to be a riot of fun—or my money back.
I f  ) I am enclosing $1.00 < ) fciead O. O.
J Name ...................................................  City
_ Address ................ 6t&t©

plus postage.

Q uit Using T obacco!
f te su lts  O oaranteW i o r  Mon^y Rofimdet). 
W rite for jfree ilooklet a n d  Learn How.

T H E  N E W E L L  C O M P A N Y
140 Clayton Station St. Louis, Mo.

m m m
S5£tL

Hll. j cen tury  th a t  the redmen of the N orth  
have been horsemen.

T here  seems also to be a difference 
in the type  of animal in the South  
from that which we find in the North . 
Some judges claim tha t  the  Apache 
ponies, w ith  those of A rizona and 
Mexico, may almost be considered a 
d istinct and superior breed. Many 
of them are certa in ly  of very h ig h 
bred appearance, almost showing the 
high quarters  and lofty  tail typical 
of Arabian blood. So m arked is this 
fea ture  tha t the Apache mounts, p e r
haps more than  any other breed, u n 
less it  is the Exmoors, come the near
est to the Arab in appearance. T hey  
are nearly all of solid colors, and it 
would seem that if we have any 

j A merican ponies tha t  are hopeful 
J subjects for careful selection and in- 
j breeding they  m ight be looked for in 

th is  family.

! ^ i l  SH O TS
U t  us help yon find real happiness. Join our old reliable 
club. 4 2 years o f dependable, confidential service. Corre
spondents most everywhere. Many with means, seeking con
genial mates. Proven results. Photos, descriptions free
STANDARD CLUB. Box C-40. Gray Lake, ID.

(SIDELINE Salesmen and Agents)

price list sent with order only. S o  C. O. I). orders. Send Gash or 
8 in nips. Print name and address.

REPSAC SALES CO.
I West 13th $t., D-8. New York. N. Y.

TH E  Indian m ount seems to be 
the only member o f ’ the  pony 

I family tha t can be called indigenous 
to the U nited  States, for as "mus- 

! tan g ” and “bronco” his name at least 
is familiar even in those parts  of the 

Sell „Ur illustrated cmb iiookieu, and other mqm Kaei.1 country  remote from his W este rn  
W S  whole.n,.“novelty | home, while his powers of endurance

.................................... .......................  and energy are recognized wherever
he has been tried.

These s tu rdy  li t t le  b ru tes  have 
existed in a feral state for genera
tions on the great prairies of the 
W est, though  it is certain tha t  their  
beginning does not antedate the ad
vent of the Spanish conquerors of 
the New W orld , because horses have 
not existed in N orth  Am erica for 
more than 400 years.

W h a t  bu t a pony  could endure the
W  (Continued On Page 92)

-  M E E T  N EW  S<S1 1 liK  DS -
Tliru our PERSONAL SERVICE dedicated to the promotion of 
interesting, worthwhile IrieiisfsiMps. Established 1935. La; Do 
membership over entire country. Discriminating clientele — 
All religious faiths. Write today or telephone Grace Bowes 
any woektley.

ASSOCIATES IN PHILADELPHIA, BALTIMORE. 
PITTSBURGH AND CLEVELAND.

AMERICAN SERVICE
236 West 70th St. (Dept. DA). New York. N. Y. 

_ _ _ _ _  TELEPHONE ENDICOTT 2-4680



kHESTPUUSB̂RBEU
m m m m a i m x

Her* Is your 
♦pportunlty  
build your b o d y  
*  virile, dynamic 
chine of tiger strength. No 
room these days for weaklings. 
Wow. more than ever, you
be 8TR0NG to get ahead m the
world . . . you can get Kerculi_
•IrenetV. easily at home in spare ume with

Vthi« newly invented chest pull and bar 
fte ll combination.

6ET 8W8TIX9 STRENGTH QUICKLY
1*0 matter if you are a weakling or no matter if you already boast of super 

tnusclea, you will find this outfit and instructions that go with it to be just what 
■yog need. Tiie entire equipment which contains dorens of Individual features 
«r* all adjustable, in tension, resistance, and strength. This permits you to 
•regulate year workouts to meet the actual resistance of your strength end to 
tacrecse the power progressively as you build a body of mighty muscles. Men 
Ai training and men who have reached the top In performing strong-mfln feat* 
•SAantmoMsiy acclaim this new progressive chest pull and bar bell combination 
wt being a great advancement in the invention of practical equipment to 
•quickly get strong and develop bursting strength.

The combination is complete in every detail. It contains a new kind of pro. 
4TM*ive chest jv.tIL Not rubber which wears out and loses its resistive strength, 
feut very heavy and strong tension springs. These tension springs are adjustable 
mo that you may use low strength until you get stronger and terrific pulling 
•distance when you are muscular. In a short time you will find yourself able 
to  easily accomplish strong man feats which now seem difficult Included la 
*  ipeciRliy invented bar bell hook-up. This bar bell outfit permits you to do 
an  Mnd* of bar bell workouts , . . permits you to practice for weight liftii 

J at the tome time brings into play the muscles of your legs, chest, t im t 
1 grip so that you build as you train.

3a addition to these valuable features 
there Is a 'well exerciser hook-up cn- 
•filing you to do all kinds of bending 
•nd stretching exercises *o necessary 
for speed end endurance. You also 
have the features of a rowing machine 
evtuch is as great an abdominal builder 
and fat reducer. The hand grip® includ
ed to help develop a mighty grip. The 
entire outfit is shipped to you along with 
pictorial- end printed instructions so as 
to progressively enable you to get 
•tronger day by day.

Don't be bunkedf
Den t  let anyone tell 

you that you can put 
Inches on your bi
ceps, on your cheat, 
have a mighty back, 
have mighty iega, ox 
a m ig h ty  grip, or 

build any part of your 
body by foroalng the 
air. No Indeed. You 
need equipment and 
Instructions such as we 
©Her you here. BUT . . . 
we not only furnish you 
with equipment, we also 
supply specially prepare i  
pictorial charts whlct* 
guide you day by day.

Sand Mo hioctSy 
Remember this eqsiliv* 
merit Is used and recom
mended by many physical directors, boxing ebampo, 
end strong men. If ff« 
good enough lor them it 
anould be good enough for 
'OU too. Order your set to- 
ay and watch your mus

cle# grow day by day. Just 
*lVJ yo**r name to the cou
pon checking outfit wanted. 
Pay postman price plus post
age cm arrival. If you can bay 

stronger outfit than our
Super X set we will giva you 
doutv’e yew money back. This 
eet denes the lifting
stretching power of cham
pions. Act as once and we will

eep t .
return the balance of th# out
fit for full refund of purchase 

price.
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M i

YourHospita! 
and doctor Bills

p m /

SICKNESS ©^ACCIDENT
fhsure N O V/, before itfrfdo latel Pro
tect your savings against Hospital 
♦xpense. Here’s an amo2tng offer of 
safe, dependable coverage under 
America’s most popular Hospitaliza
tion Plan. Family or individual 
eligible. No Medical Examination. 
W hen sickness or accident strikes, 
you may go to any Hospital in U. S.
©r Canada under any Doctor’s 
care. YOUR EXPENSES WILL BE 
PAID exactly os Policy specifies. 
W AR coverage included.The Com
pany under supervision of the 
Insurance Dept.No ogentwill call.

j s s s
! t P  1 " '  to

5 4 0 . 0 0
D o c f t ,  Fy*..

' 1 3 5 . 0 0
llm* I • i

!3 0 0 .b o
‘woaool

w ° ' Cov,

»
L

NORTH AMERICAN M UTUAL INSURANCE CO.
Dept. Dtf-8 Wilmington, Del. »

Plcose send me, without obligation, details about 
your "3c A  Day Hospitalization fnjuronce Plan**,'
N o m e ---......... ................................. ............................. ..
A d d  t e n ....................................- ................................... ..
C ity ............................................. State.................................

(C o n t in u e d  F r o m  P a g e  9 0 )

stra in  pu t upon it  by many a cowboy, 
Indian , and pony express rider? 
Those who have hun ted  big game in 
the fastnesses of the Rockies are well 
aware tha t no animal but the sure
footed ponies to be found in the ou t
fits of the guides could take them to 
the home of the elk, the “ silver tip ,” 
and the  Rocky M ountain  sheep.

T he  record of feats of pa tien t en
durance accomplished by these li t t le  
quadrapeds fill the pages of both  his
to ry  and fiction, and is the pleasant 
remembrances of many W este rne rs  
of long experience. The pony today 
is not only an im portan t ad junc t  to 
cowboy life, bu t a first necessity, as 
much as a lar ia t  or a six-gun, for 
there  are still vast “open spaces,” 
and rolling range land in various 
parts  of the W est  tha t  require  the 
service of a pony ju s t  as it  did fifty 
years ago.

The Pony E xpress  kep t open com
m unication  between the extreme 
W es t  and E ast  before the transcon
tinen ta l ra ilway was built. Back in 
the early  sixties a s tout l i t t le  ge ld 
ing of 14 hands carried  a rider, the 
U nited  States mail, and a heavy T e x 
an saddle 125 miles over the m oun
tains of M ontana in twelve hours, 
w ithou t  difficulty. In  1861 the r iders 
of the pony express relayed P re s i 
dent L incoln’s inaugural address 
across the continent in seven days 
and seventeen hours. T he  last mail 
pony runn ing  to Denver, made ten 
miles and e igh teen  rods in twenty- 
one and a half minutes.

Back in 1845 Samuel Lewis, of D el
aware County, Pennsylavnia, rode an 
Indian  pony from F ord  Laramie on 
the P la t te  River to his home in P e n n 
sylvania, a distance of over 1000 
miles. F ro  mthe start  he carried 
blankets and firearms as far as B u r
lington, Iowa, about 700 miles, the 
w eight of the rider  and equipment 
being 165 pounds. A t  th a t  po in t he 
ligh tened  the load, b ring ing  it  down 
to 135 pounds for the last 300 miles. 
T he  en tire  distance, more than 1000 
miles, was covered in th ir ty - th ree  
days, an average of th ir ty - th ree  miles 
a day.

92 (Continued On Page 94)



"GEE! THAT
W ASN'T THERE

MUSCLE
LAST WEEK!"

That’s what you’ll say if you start 
exercising the Contra-flex way. Each 
week as you examine your body before 
a mirror you’ll discover new muscles 
that were not there before—you’ll no
tice a difference, and week by week, 
this change will take place and you’ll 
be delighted. You’ll feel better, you’ll 
look better, and you’ll BE better.

N e w  M uscles E very  W eek
It sounds too wonderful to be true,

doesn’t  it? But it is true. If  once a  
week you will strip before your mirror, 
and carefully look over your whole body, 
you will find new muscle definition- 
new contours — larger “lumps,” and 
week by week, all your former defeats 
will disappear—in place there will be 
strong, well-shaped muscles of winch 
you will be proud.

Mass Production of Muscles
That’s what is being turned o u t

through The Contra-flex method . . . 
come one, come all—fat, thin, weak or 
strong . . . better health, a  stronger 
body, greater energy and muscular de
velopment await you . .  , i t ’s all so easy 
to get.
Muscles C o s t  You Less Than 5c Ea.

Wouldn’t  you give a  nickel for ONE 
muscle placed just where you’ve always 
wanted it?  Well, you can get it, but 
you have to take others with it, for the 
muscles are closely woven together •— 
each one needs the use of the other — 
but when you cover your whole body 
with a mass of armor-plate of muscle 
which will make you LOOK good and BE 
good—well, i t’s worth finding out what 
this is all about, don’t  you think so?. 

Full Particulars Free  
Without any obligation, and without 

one penny cost to you, you will receive 
both particulars and photographs abso
lutely FREE—then, think for yourself 
and write your name and address on the 
coupon below . . .  do this today—now 
—before you forget it. I t  may prove the 
turning point in your life.
EARLE E. LIEDERMAN

MARKHAM BUILDING  
......... £AL IF .

1 EARLE E. LIEDERMAN
t  Markham Building, Hollywood, California. ■
1 D e a r  s i r : —  g
1 W ith o u t ob lig a tio n , p le a s e  Betid m e photo* g 
I  g ra p h s  a n d  fu ll p a r t ic u la r s  ab o u t y o u r C on- g 
V tra -fle x  m ethod.

! Name ........................................................ . d a -8 J
j  Street ...........................      i
» Ottjr ........................... S ta te  .....................  ]
I lw «  m m  m m m  « r .b m ■  m  m •  -»«

EARLE E, LIEDERMAN

Earle Liederman’s army of ath
letes has been proclaimed by many 
of authority, to be the finest ath
letic army the world ever pro
duced. Why not get in step and 
join them as they march along the 
road of life as real two-fisted, red- 
blooded he-men? You, too, can be 
just like any of them—it’s up to 
you to decide right now—-today,



SECRETS
LOVE LETTER

WRITING
that will 

stimulate 
Her Love 

For You!

Famous Western

FUf* *c-d. 6rte9Lnj f+ t n  IBB, RaeejtauilM & * * * »  
laaqMg* ot lov„ 3*et.it tiwn latraoto h it M  KJsSftfl 
rw* tm EadlMi *ub|»er» to vrtW efcoJ^S
Pitt* rour ihouahf* hanniiii.iiv. JPLrr■ - — “-VIWI vw ,
Pit** r°i>' ihouqhia boauiUulIyi Plttloemy 
pVow»( Writing feautUul ta lo n  fc~----  ----- •*- *U» MANY MCM2

F I R S T  T I M E  R E V E A L E D
Remember your letters are the ONLY 
CONTACT you have with her . . . w« 
hey to increasing her love for you . . . Ot 
boring her into forgetting you! Here «  

last are the secrets of lore letter writ
ing which erase time and distance 
. ;  . secret* that will fill her with 
a more joyous love for you . . . en
rapture h* r with iIk ik'vghi or YOU 
HACK TV HER ARMS . . .  re
capture th'wi pre .o;h MEMUltir.a 
YOU ROT 11 SHARE: Yt«. ih it 
rare uy-v guide »viii fhi*v you luuv 
to  make her a-Vnri of your per
sonality that can be best re
vealed in  lore letters!
MASTER THE LANGUAGE 

O F LOVE
'•o rID E  TO ESTIMATE LET
TER. WRITING' ’ contains 250 
completely different sample 

, love letters toi guide you in 
expressing your thoughts and 

feelings. A s additional sec
tion shows you how to simply, 
quickly write ORIGINAL L O \E  
LETTERS that fine will yearn 
fori This tig . exclusive book Is 

row yours for only 
S1.S8 (value $5.00) 
—if you decide you 
ere satisfied ’after tl>e 
6-day Free Trial. 
You would gladly pay 
more than $1.88 for 
JUST ONE of tbs 
hundreds of secrets in 
this book! Mail cou
pon today! Delay U 
LOST LOVE!

(C o n tin u e d  F ro m  P a g e  9 2 )

Ju s t  before reaching the end of 
! his journey  an innkeeper on the road 
| — at Lancaster, Pennsylvania  — of- 
j fered to wager Lewis his n ig h t ’s 
! lodging and the stabling of his 
, mount, tha t  the animal weighed over 

500 pounds. He lost. T he  scales 
indicated that the pony weighed 493 

i pounds. The animal was a dun, only 
! 12 hands high. Lewis had bought 
| him from Sioux Indians, but was told 
j he was a Shawnee pony.

The pampas ponies of the Gauchos 
| of the Rio de la Plata, and the great 
! plains of U ruguay  and A rgen tina  are 
! not only in teresting , but they  are 
l unique. They  are doubtless descend- 
: ed from  the Spanish horses liberated 

at Buenos Aires, as already noted. 
Many are not more than  12 hands 
high, but they  are powerful beyond 
belief, capable of carrying a 200- 

, pound rider unheard-of distances. 
These saddlers are fast walkers,

! s trong at a gallop, and the ir  in te r - 
i mediate gait is a runn ing  walk or 

single-foot.

Few people
bail the privilege of 'LLiiwril •rMaine these lettei*. Now you 

can enjoy "Private Letter* of 
World's Great Lover*.’’ Written 10 I S b l f l  
realistically you "live" through their Vby** g 
personal, immortal Ioto affairs! Should 
sell for $1.00 alone—yours FREE V-* L.GMrfW**: 
with "Intimate Letter Guide” if you
ORDER AT ONCE! .  ... _

S E N D  N O  M O N E Y  \  •E i a
|  C am brid ge  House, Dept. H*21, m
m  165 W . 25 St.. New  York, N. Y. ■
■ Send me "INTIMATE LETTER GUIDE" in  plain wrcpp«* |  
f  with FREE GIFT (6.00 VALUE COMPLETE). 1 will pay 2 
_  postman $1.98 plug postage on delivery. If not satisfied with- §  
I  in 5 days. 1 can return books and money will he refunded. ■
y  Name ........... .................................................................. ............. »
a  Address ........... ......................................... ...................................  §
•  City ....................................................  State   m

• □ Check here if you de.ilre to sere <u; delivery oost by *n- g  
dosing only $1.98 with coupon. N. Y. C. orders, 1 ft a  

£  fftlcj tax. Canada orders, *2.5(1—No C. O. D . I

C A R E F U L  study  has been 
made of these horses, and those 

bred on the grazing ranchos on the 
tableland of the Cordillera are taugh t 
th is  peculiar pace, which is a sort 
of running  amble. T h is  is not the ir  
natural mode of progression, bu t they  
are inured to it  very early in life, 
and the greatest  pains are taken to 
prevent them from traveling in any 
other gait. In this way the acquired 
habit becomes a second nature. I t  
happens occasionally tha t  such 
horses, becoming lame, are no longer 
fit for r id ing :  it is customary to tu rn  

| them loose, if they happen to be well- 
{ grown stallions, into the pasture  
| lands. I t  has been observed that 

these animals become the sires of a 
breed to which the ambling pace is 

; natural, arid require no teaching. The 
fact is so well known tha t  such colts 
have received a particular  name—they 

. are called “aquiltllas.” 
i W hile  the American cowboy and 
1 his m ount are somewhat res tr ic ted  

today, the usefulness of his pony is

94 (Continued On Page 96)



SPRINGBOARD TO SUCCESS!

M anv men today are using drafting hoards to help win 
war! • The International Correspondence Schools 
Courses in Mechanical or Architectural Drafting 
have fitted many hundreds of ambitious men 
for better jobs in this well-j 
• All I. C. S. Courses (co\
400 business and technical 
subjects) are prepared 
by leading practical 
authorities, constantly 
revised to meet new /level 
opments. Yet the cost of I, 
training is surprisingly low. * 
not too late for you to star 
your country, help yourself 
coupon today!

I N T E R N A T I O N A L  C O R R E S P O N D E N C E  S C H O O L S
H E L P I N G  T O  T R A I N  A M E R I C A N S  F O  R  V  I C T O  R  Y

.BOX 5993. SCRANTON, PENNA.

Without cost o r obligation, please send me booklet and full particulars about 
the course before which I have marked X:

TECHNICAL AND INDUSTRIAL COURSES
C  Contracting and Building £j Management of Inventions□  Air Brahe

□  A ir C on d itio n in g
□  Airplane Drafting
□  A rch ite c tu ra l D ra ftin g
□  Architecture
□  A uto  E ng ine T u ne-up
□  A uto  T echn ic ian
□  A via tion  □  A v ia tio n  M e d ia n lo
□  B lu e p rin t R eading
□  B oilerm aking
□  B ridge Engineering
□  C h em istry  □  C oal M ining
□  C ivil Engineering
□  C o n cre to  E ng ineering

□  Accounting □  Advertising
□  Bookkeeping
□  B usiness C orrespondence
□  B usiness M anagem en t
□  C arto o n in g  □  C iv il Serv ice

D Cotton Manufacturing 
Ej  Diesel Engines
□  Electrical Drafting
□  Electrical Engineering
□  Electrician
□  Electrical Maintenance 
D  Foundryman □  Heating

□  Marine Engines 
Ej Mechanical Drafting
□  Mechanical Engineering 
D Mine Foreman
□  Navigation □  Pstternmaking
□  Plastics □  Plumbing
□  Public Works Engineering

O Heat Treatment, of Metals □  Pulp and Paper Making
O  Highway Engineering 
O  House Planning 
D  Industrial Metallurgy
□  Locomotive Engineer
□  M ac h in is t □  In sp e c to r

□  Radio. General
□  Radio Operating 
D  Radio Servicing 
D R . R. Section Foreman

□  Sanitary Engineering
□  Sheet Metal Work 
D Ship Drafting
□  Shipfitting □  Shop Practice
□  Steam Electric □  Steam Eogiaea
□  Steam Fitting
□  Structural Drafting
O Structural Engineering 
C) Surveying and Mapping
□  Telegraphy □  Telephony 
d  Textile.Designing
□  Tool making □  Tool Design
□  Welding, G u  and Electric

□  R. II. Signalman □  Refrigeration □  Woolen Manufacturing

C7 College Preparatory 
Q Commercial 
□  Commercial Illustrating 
D Coat Accounting 
O C. P. Accounting

B U S IN E S S  C O U R S E S

O Advance/! Dressmaking 
D hoods and Cookery

□  First Year College ^
□  Foremanship □  French 
D Good English 
D  High School 
□JManaging Men at Work

H O M E  E C O N O M IC S  C O U R S E S
O Home Dressmaking
D Professional Dreaamaking and Designing

O  R ailw ay  P o s ta l C le rk
□  Salesmanship
□  Secretarial □  Spanish
D Showcard and Sign Lettering
D Tratiic Management

D Tea Room and Cafeteria 
Management. Catering

..Age............Address..

City.., ........................ .................... .. .. .S to ic ................................ Present Position.............................................
Canadian residents tend coupon to International Correspondence Schools Canadian, L im ited . M ontreal. Canada 

B ritish  residents send coupon to I . V. H.t 71 Kingswav, London. IF, C. 2 , England



Men Moke 75% Profit
Buy and cell pert final needs, drug sundries, n i w  Made# and ate. 
Good side line. Send for frea catalogue. Edwards Products Cfc, 
ISIS Humboldt Blvd., Chicago. HI.. Dept. H

Complete kommiturfy eearats and teir ■ initwction book.,
-----1 slightly used. Sold, rented, ex

changed. All subjects. Satisfaction 
guaranteed. C&Bh paid for used 
courses. Full details and 84-p»^e 
Illustrated bargain catalog FBEE, 
Write today 1

N ELSO N  CO.
500 Sherman. Dept. A23I, Chicago

■=r-v D I C E  •  C A R D S
Perfect Die#, Magic Dice. 
Magic Card*-fl£AD THE  
B A C K S  —  Inks. D aubs. 
Poker Chips. Gaming 
Layouts. D ie* Box#*. 
Counter Q a m ti, Punch- 
boards. WHITE FOB 
C A TA LO G  TODAY*

K. C. C A R D  CO. 1224 W. W&thlngton Blvd.. Chicago. Ilf.

3 I .C E  BOOK 
' CATALOG

L O N E L Y ?
Let m» help you find romance, happiness. Nationwide 
membership; sincere, attractive people you would love 
to meet; many with means. 22 years' dependable serv. 
ice; "Proven Results." Write today for interesting par
ticulars, descriptions sent seeled.
MRS. BUDD, Box 753-A, Son Francisco, Calif.

Health Comes First
Learn the Latest Pacts On 

Piles— Colon Troubles
40-page FREE BOOK—tells facts about

Colon Troubles, Constipation, Stomach Con
ditions, Piles, Fistula and other related ail
ments. Corrective treatments explained. 
Thornton & Minor Clinic, Suite C-711, 926 
McGee, Kansas City, Mo.

CARDS—DICE
Inks , daubs , ink it ta ilo r-m a d e  read e rs , th ree -w ay  dice* 
tops, shapes, books, jokes, novelties. M agical supplies. 
C atalog  F ree .
VINE, HILL & CO., Dept. D, Swanton, Okie

POEMS WANTED
FOR MUSICAL SETTING Mother, Home, Lore. Btcrsd,l u l l  n U J I V f U . J U i m V I  Patriotic. Comic or any iubJ«t. 
Don't delsj—lend us your original poem aft once for Immediate 
consideration and FREE RHYMING DICTIONARY.
R IC H A R D  B R O T H E R S .  147 W eed* B u ild in g ,  Ch icago, i l l .

ARE YOU LONELY?
If  you are sincerely seeking a  sweetheart, or mote, we 
con help you. Thousands have found happiness through 
ou r method. Sensational proven results. A ll ages, 
religions. M any wealthy. Confidential, prompt, 
courteous. W rite now, for free, sealed particulars.

NANCY JORDAN CLUB
9 . P. O., BOX 37&-D, NEW YORK, N. Y.
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Famous Western

(Continued Front Page 94)
by no means a th ing  of the  past. The 
bronc will never be substi tu ted  by a 
machine, for cattle  m us t  be roped 
and branded, and rus t le rs  are still 
very m uch “on the prod.”

However, the large roving herds of 
wild horses are no more, the last 
great round-up of these took place re 
cently  in the N orthw est  country  
which was the ir  last s tam ping 
ground. The sett lem ent of eastern 
W ash ing ton  made it  impossible for 
s tockmen to raise range horses. Some 
of the larger breeders continued to 
raise them, however, using enclosed 
pastures, bu t the m ajor i ty  w ent out 
of business.

The ex ten t to which this industry  
was carried on is indicated  by the 
fact tha t more than  500 riders, m ost
ly cowpunchers, took par t  in the 
round-up, and th a t  10,000 of the w ild 
ings were corralled, of which one 
dealer claimed 4500 as his own. The 
horses were orig inally  common cay- 
uses, but the  stra in  had been im
proved by tu rn ing  loose th o rough
breds and h igh ly  bred farm  horses 
to roam w ith  the  wild ones. W h ile  
thus the stockmen had hopes of find
ing m any animals th a t  would be 
shown fit for any kind of work after  
they were properly  broken.

F o r  a th r i l l  many m ounted spect- 
to rs  accompanied the herders  on th is  
last g rea t round-up, and witnessed 
the passing from American' life of a 
feature  tha t  has long marked the  Old 
W est,  bu t not the passing of the cow- 
lad or his pony, fo r  cattle  continue 
to multiply, and beef is still sold “on 
the hoof.”

S O M ETH IN G

NEW
HAS B EEN  AD D ED

To B E D
I  C l  Comics

10c on Ail Newsstands



FUN FOR A  SOLDIER
•‘KEEP ’EM LAUGHING” 
will have any Man in the 
Service roaring u-ith laugh
ter Jammed from cover to 
Cu'-'t'i' with the best nf all 
material e v e r  w tit ten 
about, for and by om 
fig litine m e n  T  E N 
C O M P L E T E  STl? 
P E N D U U S  S E C- 
TIONS — over  20 0 
paces — JOKES, AN
ECDOTES. L> MO AD- 
SIDES -  A Pri
vate’.'* Roma-’ce — 
SQUADS WHITE 
— and Ho'a tlu>\ 
write -  H AN D  

GRENADES—dirzv. rowdy—MADEMOISELLE 1-T.OM At; 
M ENT I EKES — urn! other lamntis songs — 'IE i:S 
VERSES — LIMERICKS ON PARADE ~  NOT HEP. COOsF 
FOR DOUGHBOYS—MILITARY TOASTS— GLEEFUL, HI
LARIOUS ILLUSTRATIONS—the nnny wUli ,  **
it* lid olT—the at my from the inside. R-’-.'.nu J v

U S: 0  leave* off. It's  only Jl.O'i— 3
ial®Out it'll give fun for the duration, SPECIAL1

H o w  t o  M o k e  a  G o o d  
L i v i n g  o n  a S m a l l  F a r m

Do you want a small farm? Do vmi now own on*w A 
LIVING FROM THE LAND by William B Pur-ee — 
gives you sound, practical advice on managing and 
running a farm (oi even a plot of land) nr, a resultsul. 
profitable bnsis. The book tells how to choo*e a farm. 
«hat a lid how to plant, choice and care of livestock, 
poultry etc.. Irrigation, harvesting, storing, sale of prod
ucts. etc., etc. Every page jammed with practical facti 
and information. Completely illustrated. This Qft
look will guide you to the pleasures, security w
end good living possible on a small fann.O N LY l

ANYONE GAN DRAW!
Anyone who has learned even to write, cap 
team to draw! "Self Instruction in Art", 
removes the mysticism that hag surrounded' 
art for years. By reducing the elements of 
drawing to its essence, it teaches THE BE
GINNER — to draw, and to advance into 
more and mere difficult subjects. Fm- the 
practiced artist, it is a source bo-'k and! 
veritable mine of in fun nation. This t’-r-k] 
guides you from the first stroke on paper, 
to selling the finished a it work. Inc hides 
specific instruction, advice, tricks, time- 
savers. special effects, on.—Still Lite. Ani
mals, Human Figure, Portraits, Letteiir.g. 
Layouts, Col or-work. e*e., etc Includes 
glossary of Art Terns, Supplier SPECIAL 
Use uf Such, Guides. Type* of 0(1
Work, Mediums, etc., etc. Com- j " "  
plately illustrated. (

SISTER OF THE ROAD
oi told to Dr. |*n  L. Rtitmoa

The frank, uncensored storv of a wardering woman 
hol>*,. Tells the story of a restless, adventurous g:i! who 
"took to the ror.d” to satisfy her lust for living and ex

citement. What happens to her dining l ’» years of wan
dering is detailed and revealed with a candor usually re
served for a confessional box. Brimful of star!; happen
ings—unashamed facts—amatory experiences—etc. «-tc. 
Proves that truth is stranger than fiction. A shirt!mg 
exciting book that stirs the blood and OO
the senses strangely 314 pages—hard ONLY *  jl 
,over bound,. .  fl

C i - v e l o p  M i g h t y  M u s c l e s
Wouldn’t  YOU like to have a healthy might), hardsom* 

body that women will admire and men em y1 A j'.jw-rful 
,ph)sique that can dish it out and take it too Muscles uf 
steel in your arms, legs, back — and eveiy par! of ;o 'ir 

'body. New book, just published — “A GUIDE TO PHYSICAL 
I FITNESS" tells ) c*u simply and surely how >\>u c.m change 
yourself into a Mighty Man! Shows you lu>w to Inciea.’-  the 
size and power of your muscles, tn very short time. Gives 
you COMPLETE COURSE OF EXERCISES, which you can 
perform in the privacy of your home, and which arc GUAR
ANTEED TO ADD INCHES AND MIGHT T o EVERY 
MUSCLE AND PART OF YOl’R BODY! Book also contains 
latest information on food, sleep, .hygienic functions, clothes, 
anatomy, organs, reducing or gaining weight, S*0O

only
Aoie that you ore trriling to loved 0net fot koto 

the icrvice) a{mot( daifp— pep up your letter*!

How To Write Geoi  SOCIAL LETTERS
by MARIANNI MEADE

fomplrt» nnd sutlimtic inform*! tor
y trw - leu*M. T ii, netioa and 

in  of th« lede
00

tecs, ii-formal tellers, anil personal burii 
you how lo nut'warmth, rliartrtar, <i 
friendly tocisi letters. Bs.-ldes the exa 
atbes, there are Vhap’era on tortor-
Kanimar, and •  section of let tore yf 

nous people, noteworthy far iUi» 
thjjvn grid wyrmlvenes*.

^O^^OOtOEl^FilloiiicuiiiJO^and mailt,«tav.~ All Gook*
('uarunleed satisfactory, dr money back »t one*. Ail books fu!) 
ibrary sits, beautifully printed, durably bound. If lamltUne* 

enclosed, w« pay postage, If C O D., tent plus postage. MAJl THI
amifftam »■ —— ■■■• ■
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Gypsy Rose Lee
(the nipit famous "Strip Tease Artist** on the 
stage today) WROTE

THE 6-STRING 
MURDERS

The Story of a Burlesque Girl
Here is the behind-the-scenes portrait of burlesque— 

with assorted deaths thrown in. It is as if the reader 
himself goes back’-staee at The Old Opera Theatre 
(Girls’ Girls? Laffs! Luffs* Laffs!) with its four-a* 
day, pin spots, gazeeka boxes, grouch hags, pickle per
suaders, cash-register hearts and three corpses. The 

•G-STRING MURDERS take place against a new, 
gaudy back-drop of crime with death in a brand-new, 
plush-lined, bead-fringed form. Here are some 300 
pages right out of burlesque’s SjflflQ
most talented individual. only T

Sp«tlal Edition I

If it weren't for the mjrrrrJ man. w« couldn't hiv* rarrl*d an ml all Mil if it weren't for lh« c lini
n'* mmrrio.i uonitn, w« would have m»d<* inolfiT
million dollmr*." S#id on* of (no Evulrigh Si a ten

C O M E  I N T O  M Y  P A R L O R
by Chari** Waihburn

T>.,s Is *« mu-.hrntie «rvd intimate »rrotif;t of Ofti-afn’i  Cotonou*
lion of the city >va* -wide oprn." Many famous and wealthy men 
pitronlJed ihij “gilded palace." The author formerly a Chieaya 
newspaper man, in this Biography of the Arivocvatic Everleigh 
Sisters. t<‘!is the inside story—describe* “parties," nsm«l and give* 
colorful d.-mN of the arittocr&t-c sifter* and 
how they rhangi-d the "joy of life” into a pol l fa>f gold. It is gw?|t reading from front door to JpCCIII **

■* ‘ ■ ‘ “  OnlyH.v\L_.Mo-rinJLT,-)i
s2°o

CONVERSATION, PLEASE
How to Make Yourself an Interesting  

Speaker

b y  LO REN  CA R R O LL

The author insists that, "conversation is the most 
neglected of all the arts’*—"That it can be vastly im
proved by anyone who takes the trouble"—and "that 
it can win more friends and influence more people than 
a five-foot shelf of the self-help books.”

Mr Carroll tells you innumerable anecdotes and 
Atones to illustrate and point up his advice!

And after you have finished being entertained by 
"Conversation, Please,” you will find that- vou know a 
lot more about how to handle S*c00
your talk—ar.d your silences— Sp*«io»
•than yuu thought possible. ■

Lowell Thomas—recounts a 
Pageant of Adventure

TWO HUNDRED Outstanding Stories of Daring
ar.l Danger in Everv Pan «'f the Woild!
For many years Lowoil Tli.'•mas traiv!-d the gloljo

t!3Cking ad vent u res. He fount!1 them on the de.seil. in
t!.e JUIlilfie*, among ,mountain fastness-'s and over thi?
sy\ . ;as’ From his collection of lii >.i>00 gripping
stori.s, lte has now ss.■Weted the BEST TV O HUNDRED
and is here present inig tiiem a:i his own PAGEANT of
ADVENTUHLr

Contains 2') stories of Aviation Adventur**: 22 Stir* 
ling Sea Stoiiei>, 28 Automobile and Railroad Sagas; 
8 Tales of Daring Exploration; 12 Eerie, Unusual Stories 
i.f Distant Places and f a r  Corners; 18 Aw-.-inspiring 
Animal Stories, 24 Chronicles of Terrible Crime; 23 
Amazing Escapes and Manhunts; 8 Adventures of Mr, 
Average Man; 13 Stick-'Em Up Stories; and »
14 Portentous Affairs of State. # (

A tremendous Treat of Spellbound P.cad- 
jng—Only 1 00

fid
m

X

K N IC K E R B O C K E R  PUB. CO., Dopt. A. D. 8 
114 Greonw ich St., New York, N. Y,

S«nd m* th* boaki i have ch«ck*<l below;—
C  KEEP ’EM l. A UGH INC ........ ............... ............................... II,M
□  LIVING FItOM THE LAND ........................................................
C SELF INSTRUCTION fN ART ........................................ l.M
D  SISTER OF THE ROAD ..................... .......................................  MS ,
O  GUIDE TO PHYSICAL FITNESS ........................................ W0
Q  WRITE GOOD SOCIAL LETTERS.......... ........................... ......... t.« .
o  0 -STRING MURDERS .......................... ............................*.......... 1«
0  COME INTO MY PARLOR ....................*.............................i ....... 2*0
C  CONVERSATION. PLEASE .................................. .......... ............1
• Q PAGEANT OF ADVENTURE...... ; ..................................U®»

□  I  endoie • ........in full payment,
O  SendC.O.D. f  ■■ -  plUBpostage.

I Nam* .
Aidray ,
ja tr  A St*t*CltV A St*t* ...................... .. . . n . ' n . i i t w . f  m i

... .
’**8_j■ MMP



YOU, TOO, CAN BE TOUGH • — n«» matter h<iw accustomed
you've grown to being bullied and kicked around — you can 
f*ow, in double-quick lime, become ft ' holy terror' m a hand- 
to-hand fight ‘ And built just as you art — that \ the beauty of 
if? Yes, even though you weigh no more than ICO pounds, ft 
power-house lies concealed in that modest frame of yours, 
waiting to be sprung by the commando-1 ike destruction of 
LIGHTNING JU  JITSU.

Just think! You need no longer be pushed around by a brute 
twice your size.You need no longer be tortured with fright 
because you lack confidence in your own ability to take care of 
yourself. Your loved one can now look up to you, certain that 
no one will dare lay a hand on her while you rc around,

LIGHTNING JU-JITSU, the dead
liest technique of counter-attack ever 

devised, the science which turns your enemy's weight and 
ftttength againit hitmelf. A secret weapon' Certainly* Rut it is 
a secret that is yours for the asking, to be mastered immediately. 
,In your bare hands it becomes a weapon that shatters your at
tacker with the speed and efficiency of lightning ripping into a 

/giant oak. You'll learn to throw a 200 pounder around as 
• effortlessly as you’d toss a chair across the room.

Not in ueekf O f  monihi! You can masief 
this invincible technique NOW ! No ex

pensive mechanical contraptions. No heartbreaking wait for big^ 
muscles. Actually, as you execute th e  grips a n d  twists o f  j 
LIGHTNING JU-JITSU, your body develops a smoothness, j 
firmness and agility that you never dreamed you'd have. It's i. 
easy! Just follow the simple instructions in LIGHTNING 
JU-JITSU. Clearly written and illustrated throughout with more 
than 100 drawing!,, the principles can easily b e  followed step- 
by-step and learned in one reading.

Today’s Toughest Fighters Are Ju-Jitsu Experts*

WHAT IS THE SECRET?

old sailors, leathernecks and fellow* entering «he aimed 
eJl know th at in this all-out war their very fives depend

Out 
forte*

j o n  a knowledge of all-out tactics. The Rangers and Commando* 
use this deadly instrument of scientific defense and counter-attack. 
A m eruan police and G -m en. prison, bank, asylum and factory 
guards, and other defenders of our public safety are relying more 
and more upon it. J:\en in the schools, boys of teen agr * rt being 
taught Ju-Jitsu, It is not a sport, 
as our enemies are discovering to 
their conow It it the crushing 
answer to  treacherous attack. You. 
too, must learn to defend yourself 
and your loved ones a t  ruthlestly 
as our fearless, hard-hitting fighters.

LEARN AT ONCE!

What Lightning Ju-Jitsu Does For You

♦ . FUli you with u n sh a k a b le  s* If-con fidan t* . 

2. M akar you a  su re  w innar la  any  ftgh t.

X Tfcochfti you to  o v e rp o w er € 
a rm e d  w ith  q u o , knife, billy , 
o th e r  w e a p o n  o< a t ta c k .

thug 
I any

4. C o n  i 
Utfc

live you a  sm oo th - m u te  le d .  o tb
ao<dy.

J>. S h a rp * n t your w its a n d  r»fle«*» by  *o- 
a r d ie o t ie g  eye, m in d , o n d  bod y .

A . M ake ya w  fr|u d >  re*p *ct you , •*<-.
■V 0C. , ,  y ’ “■ -

__________ __

S E N D  NO M O N E Y !
Mail the coupon now. W e will 
send you LIG H TN IN G  JU -JIT SU  
for y days' free trial. W hen it a r
rives, deposit 9fic (plus a few 
cents postage! with th e  postman. 
Read i t ! If you are not satisfied 
send if baik and  we w ill instantly 
return your money.

M A I L  T H I S  C O U P O N  T O D A Y !
NEW  POWER PUBLICATIONS, D ept. 2 0 0 8  
4 4 1  L ex ing ton  A venue, N ew  York, M. Y.
Please stud me in plain package for 5 days" FREE trial 
L IG H T N IN G  JU-JITSU . I w ill pay the postman 96c 
(plus a few it-nts for postage and h and ling !. If, wsthin 1 days, 1 am  not completely satisfied I may return il 
ar.d  the purchase price w ill be prom ptly icfuodeik

NAME ..................................................... . . .............
ADDRESS . . . . . . . . .
CITY ....... ..........................  STATB...................
□  Check here i f  you want to save postage. Eodoec 
98c with coupon and  we will pey postage charges. 
T he same refund privilege completely guaranteed.



,s > r $
s°°®v> otvW .\«3sSs=s —— You_ . . Certainly Told the Truth

lou promised 10 teach me to piay an 
‘ong in one lesson, 
lour simplified lessen 
enabled me. much to 
my surprise, to actu
ally play with correct 
harmony, a popular 
*°"S from start to
finish.—Robert Cozzo 

Seems
Incredible

K f ? l  
& s r *
tl!l.-yS'etE»am

CAN T E A C H  Y O U  TO P L A Y  
P I A N O  IN O N E  L E S S O N !
M ake m e p ro v e  m y  s ta te m e n t!  L e t  m e  send  you- m y new  
sim p lified  m ethod  o f  le a rn in g  to  p la y  th e  p ian o  w ith  th e  
u n d e rs ta n d in g  th a t  i t  d o es  n o t c o s t you a  s in g le  c e n t . . . 
yes, no t a  penny, u n less  m y a m a z in g  new  d iscovery  Is every 
th in g  1 c la im  fo r  i t  an d  th a t  yo u  a c tu a lly  p la y  th e  p ian o  from  
n o tes w ith  b o th  h a n d s  a n d  w ith  c o rre c t tech n iq u e . Now 
m ak e  y o u r d re a m  o f becom ing  a  p ian o  .p layer com e tru e . 
Now , w ith o u t a n y  p rev io u s  ex p erien ce , w ith o u t a n y  m usica l 

know ledge w h a te v er, even if  you  c a n ’t  rea d  a  s ing le  no te, I  w ill 
show  you how to  p lay  f a s c in a tin g  m elod ies, p o p u la r  songs, etc. 
You will a c tu a l ly  r e a d  n o tes  a n d  you w ill p la y  h a rm o n ic a lly  c o r
re c t  u s in g  both  h a n d s . M y m eth o d  is  so  s im p le  t h a t  you  a c tu a l ly  
p e rfo rm  th is  m ira c le  o f p ia n o  p lay in g  in  30 m in u te s  o r  less.

T H E  R Y T H M A G R A P H  M A K E S  Y O U  A  
P L A Y E R  A T  O N C E — A N  E X P E R T  F A S T !
T h e  a m a z in g  p a r t  o f  P ro fe s so r  R u b en ’s  ry th m a g ra p h  m eth o d  o f  p lay in g  th e  p ia n o  is  
th a t  i t  a b so lu te ly  e lim in a te s  a l l  confusion . T h is  m eth o d  a c tu a lly  s e ts  yo u  a t  th e  p iano  
a n d  te a c h e s  you how  to u se  one  ch o rd  a n d  c h a n g e  to  a n o th e r  b y  v a ry in g  one o r  two 
n o tes . I t  is  j u s t  lik e  A. B . O . , i t ’s  so  sim ple . T he in s tru c t io n  is  g ra d e d  s o  effectively  

th a t  you p lay  th e  Volgai B o a t Song h a rm o n ica lly  
c o rre c t w ith  b o th  h a n d s  in less  th a n  30 m in u tes. 
T hen , a f t e r  a  l i t t le  p ra c t ic e  th e  sy s te m  is  g rad e d  
so  t h a t  yo u  e ffec tiv e ly  p la y  f ro m  one  lesson  w h ich  
lead s  in to  th e  n e x t, e n te r ta in in g ly  a n d  e ffo rtle ss ly .

'W ith Each Lesson— LATEST  
POPULAR SONGS YOU PLAY WITH EASE— AND WELL

You rece iv e  with, th is  c o u rse , w ith o u t  e x t r a  c h a rg e ,  s ix  p o p u la r  so n g s  (m usic  an d  ly ric s)  
w h ich  you w ill e n jo y  a n d  c a n  p la y  o n  th e  p ian o . N o t o n ly  w ill you find th is  g r e a t  re la x a tio n  
a n d  fun , b u t  you  w ill a lso  e n te r ta in  y o u r 
frie n d s  a n d  am a z e  y o u rse lf. R ead  on an d  
lea rn  how to  rece ive  e v e ry th in g  in clu d ed  in  
th is  o ffe r  p r a c t ic a l ly  a s  a  g if t .

JUST MUSIC AND FUN — NO 
DRUDGERY, NO EXERCISES, NO 
FINGERING, NO EAR PLAYING; 

YOU PLAY FROM NOTES
Through a series of graded lessons, you Immediately start praying a melody 
and accompaniment with both hands. The principle applied eliminates all 
complications of many chords. As you make progress, you actually plav 
with both hands, no matter how intricate the melody may be. The factor 
employed throughout is “SIMPLICITY." We wish we could ex
plain the many details here, but prefer you send for an actual 
lesson and find out how wonderfully efficient and how simple 
It is to really play the piano, under the guidance of Professor 
Louis Ruben. Order today and soon become the life of the 
party . . . enjoy a new popularity.

SEND
■ ^ o  .

v

MONEY

Send coupon today <
return!ceive everything by l _____

mail. Deposit $1.00 plus I  
the few cents postage! 
with postman. If not sat-" 
isfiea after five days' • 
return for full ref»n

' trial.

Dept i
VANGUARD PIANO STUDIOS

i 1265 Broadway New York. (1* K.

VANGUARD
PIANO STUDIOS. Dept. 908 

Broadw ay, N ew  York, N. Y .
Please send me, by return mall, com

plete instructions by Professor Louis 
Ruben as explained in the advertisement, 

including the six popular songs, free of extra 
cost. I will deposit $1.00 plus postage with the 

postman on arrival (If you enclose $1.00 to save 
postage, check and sign name below). It is under

stood that if I  am not entirely delighted, and I am 
sole judge, I may return for full refund within five days.

CITY .................................................... STATE.
on board ships send $1.00 with order.



FOOT ITCH
A T H L E T E ’ S FOOT

PAY NOTHING
T I LL  RELI EVED

S E N D  G O U P O N
A t leas t 50%  of th e  adu lt population of th e  

U nited S ta te s  a re  being attacked  by th e  dis
ease known as A th le te’s Foot.

U sually th e  disease s ta r ts  betw een th e  
toes. L ittle  w atery  b listers form , and the 
skin cracks and peels. A fte r  a  while, the itch
ing  becomes in tense, and you feel a s  though 
you would like to  scra tch  off all the  skin.

BEWARE OF IT  SPREADING
O ften  th e  d isease  tra v e ls  a ll over th e  bo t

tom  of th e  fee t. The soles o f you r fe e t be
come red  and swollen. The skin also cracks 
and peels, and  th e  itch in g  becomes w orse an d  
worse.

G et re lie f  fro m  th is  d isease a s  quickly as 
possible, because i t  is  both contagious and 
infectious i t  m ay  go to  yo u r hands o r even 
to  the under a rm  o r cro tch  of th e  legs.

WHY
TAKE CHANCES?

The germ th a t causes the disease 
Is known as Tinea Trichophyton. 
I t  buries itself deep in the tissues 
of the skin and is very hard to kill. 
A  tes t made shows it takes 15 min 
utes of boiling to  destroy the germ, 
whereas, upon contact, laboratory 
tests show th a t H. F . will kill the 
germ Tinea Trichophyton within 
15 seconds.

II. F. w as developed solely for 
the purpose of relieving Athlete’s 
foot. I t  is a  liquid th a t penetrates 
and dries quickly. You ju s t paint 
the affected parts. H. F. gently 
peels the skin, which enables it  to 
get to  parasites which, exist under 
the ou ter cuticle.

ITCHING OFTEN 
RELIEVED 
QUICKLY

As soon as yon apply H. F. you may 
find that the itching- is relieved. You 
should paint the infected part with 
H. F. night and morning until your 
feet are better. Usually this takes 
from three to ten days.

H. F. should leave the skin soft and 
smooth. You may marvel at the quick 
way it brings you relief. It costs you 
nothing to try, so if  you are troubled 
with Athlete’s  Foot why wait ft day 
longer.

H. F. SENT 
ON FREE TRIAL

Sign and mail the 
coupon, and a bottle 
o f H. F. will be 

mailed you immediately. Don’t  
send any money and don’t pay 
the postman any money; don’t 
pay anything any time unless 
H. F. is helping you. If it does 
help you, we know you will be 
glad to send us $1 for the bot
tle at the end of ten days. 
That’s how much faith we 
have in H. F. Read, sign and 
mail the coupon today.

GORE PRODUCTS, Inc. »af
813 Perdido St., New Orleans, La.

Please send me immediately a bottle of H. F. 
for foot trouble as described above. I agree to 
use it according to directions. If at the end of 
10 days my feet are getting better, I will send 
you $1. If I am not entirely satisfied, I will 
return the unused portion of the bottle to you 
within 15 days from the time I receive it.

NAME ............................. .............a j t . . . . . .

ADDRESS ..................................................

CITY .......................  .......... STATE


