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best in ' western story mag
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when it comes to hard-hitting, fast-action western yarns. In its 

new big size with .more pages and better stories than ever, you're 
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His /lOUth and llerltage made it Iough for the pokv Dutchman to 
matck llu! leaders of this wagon lrabt--<!specla/ly when he had 
1ucb scanlltnow/edge of this game of guns and cunning tlult 1•11 
110 recouue bltl fo assume the life of a 

Rawhide Renegade 
I W UM wtBow brull Hana Mark& 

lilted bile: montk from the llltream 
ad liateaed. Btfd thought he'd 

)Ieard a voice. But .0 he could hear was 
the water dri.ppinr from hie cheeks. Had 
be beea aiataten ? 

He J,lanced dOMl to where hia cows 
were drinking; *cr'd drawn the mud
lp&tieced wagon into the water up io 
MB bobtera. He looket uound backw&rd. 
The darkening Iowa prairie was 11ilent. 

Then, suddenly: .. Let me 10, Race 
Eider!" 

Hans Marka swiftly reached the bank, 
went upstream. He parted the wiDows. 

At a roek-slabbed watering place a 
man Will! holding a girl by a wrist; ill 
the other hand the girl had a heavy 
cedar bucket filled with water evidently 
just dipped before the man had appeared. 

Hana •aw that the man was tall and 
armed and wore fringed, gaudy buck-



"BuU'1-eye," Ha111 muttered, a1 
l�tJ aimed 11t !he 1econd lndiatt.. 
lie miued, but took aim ngai-. 

By 
THEODORI: J. 

ROEMER 
skins. The roughly clothed Hans felt in· 
•tant dislike for him. The guns looked 
affeetive; the face was ·a little too 
smooth, too handsome. 

"Let me go!" the girl said again, but 
tbe man laughed. 

Hans stiffened to charge across the 
stream. But suddenly lte discerned 
more anger thari fright in her voice and 
be waited. There w:1s a wiry strength to 
thia girl. That dark red hair showed 

fire. Maybe she didn't need any out•ide 
help. Hans was not afraid but rather 
cautious where the businesa of othen 
was concerned. He waited. 

The girl didn't need any help. In a 
flash she twisted, whirled her held arm 
and was free. But she was not satisfied 
with that. Without loss of movement 
she swung the heavy oedar bucket:. 'Jhe 
next instant cold spring water drenche..t: 
the gaudy scout from shouldera to boot&. 



'''l'here"l l.lb.7be "ltW'U .... 1 �on ,off:' 
She ·turned .rud cduted ato lthe 'grove 
wbel'e <e.ampftru -wen twiJildns .between 
thel'b'eet�. ·And .the •-maD18UlUd. 

IHaae came ·entct. llle -wanted to 'hoot. 
H<e ·.wanted t.Jroar ·with :laughter. !Anpy 
rtd "'av• lll'bMked ;ac.Jou rthe tman1s 
face. TM �brown. ib.:W:tbt ,.,.. f83'8W 
.-hight.er. 'lllhe 1Jitue tblaclt ·.mustaChe, 

which :curled .-p :at .t:be tftmen •Of ibis 
-mouth like 'tile Ul1featbu. itlt a <liYaft, 
1witnhed and •otildaft tlie 1.Ull. 

lllane -put hie1wiHe:,oung !han& ttolhia 
belly ·• -hold hit l11lirth. 'lite rei•med 
-daJUl.y, the 1ilumk, lbad 'l!'otten •hat 'l)l;e 
�r.ved. 

lHot1' :foot 1tlipped audtifti)y. �-<�Mot 
.. ae•·loud1t}Slaeh. 

� ljDitmJt t4 ���. JJMn llM man 
whided. ·�!e lt.heN"f" iJlie 'llf.Oiee .,...a.e 
low. 

IHMe w.tMCJ IMOtionleel. & !MW la!l 
p..evioue .r:apr 'WM 18Uilden],y t&one Jrom 
the IDWUl!l •.-mootk, lb&Wked Jatt, � .a 
new llook hall come .into .it.......,. i:lnlight, 

daJJgeroue1ook, -chiefly •in abe •eyea, 
.. .Damn you!" It�wat�<a:JD8J'hnow,�>tl6ft 

enarl. '"'Who's there'!"' 

IDen Mans saw tihe unan had ihie 
'Yight ,gun >out. "tie wa'! fPOillting Jt. rAnd 
e.i:tdmi)J'/BGDM't�alize61thMeijJUhe..-4J'6n't 
for•show..offl 1I'he man wa.l!l -very well .ao
eowtomed "to'tRem. 

H:r��e: i:;;: ::::. ·J:;n:,i�� 
eek'lom shot•eoren ·•o·eman a lllifle 'as a .22. 
He was <d >peac=e-loving, gau.tious, �tub
bo!ID Pennaylvania Dutch folk whose 
closest approach to :-fighting was a 
.bieJJdly wrestling bout among the young 
�n Sunday afternoons. Hans had 
tllought lorag before taking thi� trek 
wetrt ·to 1\ad a ·farm. Hie father had 
planned with him and givtl'l advice be
/Sidee helping hie adventurous oldest 
son with .gifts ·Cf a plough, an axe and 
other neea>sary tools. Thus Hans 'WAS 
prepared t(l i'ace a great ·deal, crossing 
the 'Plaine with a caravan he ·hoped 
would take bim on here at the Grove, of 

w'hic-h he'd •heard. But to have a ·gun 
pointed at bim--1 #..nd 'by a n1an whoee 
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,bold >eyea <were uncommonl)J bJ:jglrt ;and 

-whose /hawked 10heeke 'had �». •Chill, .:red 
IWaah clean to the !bone! 1Hane 1in •1hat 
rmoment Jtnew 1.thi8 !Rac!e OOitler fbAd 
,ki'Jied ·other mten <befon. 

•Jt owun�t �xact),y ;fear <that �ehed 
1Balli8' !hear.t; jt ·Was "'OtnethiJWJ ,df sheCk 

:and wlo.ulalion, .and <a ;growing, ·sl� 
;uger.IHe'Waa awaretof the-stillnus•&�er 

lhe � .bruah. "\.thai ·.qf '@HI!e :on 'tile 

'lWin:r •.above, their �o�garilike souna!, ·the 
jJlraDie llll"ind in -the '<Willow 'tOJlfl. .IDM 
�l)lling�twilight deepened. Jle &Wallowed. 
l'Oodld itbe 1DW'l111ee him�? 

'U)atnn ,:YOU'f" "'Jhe ,JII&ll 11poke, ·f.�Uiek 
<and hanih mGw . ..  Gome out ·or 1'1l •ibill 
.tr"OU'!" 

·Ratte -wa <lllbout to atep edt .When 
�1teavy �uuni-.g teet came out ef tlte 
·'Gnwe. ·•m..ee! 'll.ace !" :a grUff »oioe 
o.ea-u.d. �here .the hell you-�'? 'Them 

ruBbuatel'S are Jiain' up 'to <vdte fer 
�aiDter'!" 

,The .ta1l•hUW'lWhirled. tiis·emooth fa« 
'Wall "'licious 'llOW . .. �hut rup·t ;Cirde the 
.buabea :an' .roUirtreut ..mo-. ,;n \IH!Ye." 

'IIane <l!.&Uitht .a tBlhnptte ·df �o 
�bearded wagonere. ·One ..,u ,.ib&y, 
:tilaclt4>ea.rded; ·ftte •ot.hft •Of ))ighter

-.iaage and .tallu. 
"llhrougb the duak and his thin acr�n 

!he .saw two mea look with distaste at 
:the morass of mud .and reed!. "Shu61<.11, 
boa1, .. the shorter man ·eaid. "There 
ain't nobody in there. We eaw "emE' 
oxen from above was all." 

At that moment one of Hans' eowa 
blew noisily into tbe·w:ater. Race !Elider:'a 
gun-hand slackened visibly, then he 
rammed the wea� into ita hoil!tf�,. 
The snarl didn't leave hiis face but he 
turned to the two, vaguely satisfied tha· 
there were only animals in the willows. 

"What the hell you want? Bellowin� 
like fools after me. What is it, Blaekie?'' 

The stocky wagoner said, "The home
steaders must have got wind we're goin� 
to elect you captain of the train. They're 
banding together to eleet Painter." 

What difference does it make?" 
Eider snapped. "We outnumber them!" 

"I eounted the new settlen. 'Wil be 
cl�e and......!' The man paul!ed and glanced 
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at his partner. ''Shall I tell him, Swede?" 
"Tell me what?" 
The bullnecked Swede spoke Cor the 

first time. "Biackie an' I took a S<tuint 
into them three wagons of Painter's
the gal was gone an' we took a chance 
Painter hasn't trade stuff in 'em! He has 
rifles, hundred of 'em!" 

Eider's neck purpled. He made a chok
ing sound. "Do you fools want to spoil 
everything? I told you he had a special 
reason for hiring a big crew like us. 
Those rifles will be worth a hundred 
dollars apiece on the Pacific coast! 
And double that where we can cell them! 
And you fools risk suspicion by prying 
around." 

Blackie muttered surlily: "The girl 
waa gone and we wanted to be sure it'd 
be wGrth the chips headin' two or three 
weeks across them damn prairies riding 
herd on them dumb sodbusters." 

Eider swore. "I ought to bash in your 
brains! If Painter got the least sus
picious-" He broke off. Then he said 
curtly, "Tell every man to be at the 
voting tonight! If he isn't there, I take 
him in hand personally. If I win thE' 
captaincy of the train it'll makE' our 
job so much easier. And stay away from 
Painter's wagons!" He moved angrily 
into the grove, stamping in his wet boots. 

When his tall figure disappeared· into 
the gloom, the Swede spat. "Yah! Mak
ing a fool of himself! That red-headed 
goirl-" The bullnecked wagoner spat 
again in disgust. 

Blackie, however, was thoughtful. "A 
smart little filly all right. She might be 
able to wrap Eider, or any man she's 
a mind to, right around her litHe finger. 
An' if she picks Race Eider, we might 
be able to make a deal. Race ain't too 
smart. , .in some ways." He grinned 
through his broken teeth and led the way 
toward the ca'mp. 

Hans stood still. Water crept into his 
boots; he didn't feel it. A cool prairie 
wind sprang up and eddied the smoke 
of the winking fires down upon him. And 
overhead the sounds of the geese still 
came as the rush of Spring grew strong 
in the wet, cool night. But the stolid 

Dutch youth felt none of this. He strug
gled to decide if he wanted a part of 
this train. His pa had alw .... ys preached 
against fighting. And yet he'd been look
ing for a caravan to tie to. He scrubbed 
a calloused hand against his chE'ek and 
his baby-blue eyes frowned. 

The wagoners had said. "-the girl was 
center. Mostly men were around the one 
they meant. She was Painter's daughter, 
and Painter had three wagon-loads of 
guns, and these fellows-

He strode to his team, "Gee-up!" he 
shouted. He headed across the creek to
ward the campfires. 

A.::;::��� �t�:��e:.
0��n�:il:r�17� 

be rammin' around loose, ain't it?" 
Hans stopped before the campfire. It 

was the first one of dozens in a great, 
irregular circle. A large one was in the 
center. Mostly men around that one
-roughly clothed men. 

"Who's heading this outfit?" Hans 
asked of the man sprawling by a stump, 
smoking. 

"Where's your folks?" 
Hans bit his lip. He knew he looked 

like a kid. All along the line people had 
thought him a youngster, even the men 
who'd traded him the four cows and 
$50 to boot for his sorrel horses; they'd 
thought they had sUckered him. Hans 
knew better. Cows gave milk; �te on the 
way; pulled almost as well; tmd they'd 
be a start for a hei-d. 

But now suddenly he was angered by 
it. He wanted to be taken for a man. 
The sight of that red-headed girl had 
done it. 

He snapped his yellow suspenders hard 
against his thick chest and breathed 
deeply, filling the red Cardigan-woo! 
shirt he was wearing. He said coldly, 
"I'm my own boss. Who's heading this?" 

"Well, I swan." The man took the cob 
pipe from his snaggled teeth, then he 
saw Hans' draft animals. "Cows! By 
the holy, Sarah. Look! He's driving 
cows instead of mulet� or oxen!" 

The womari glanced. Hans decided he'd 
never seen a more tired-looking creature. 



Then she looked at Hans. She said 
through the man's guffawing, "Shut 
your big mouth, Ed. He loolv like he 
knows what he's doing, which ia more'n 
you ever did." 

''Tend te your cooking, womn." Tke 
man scowled, because othen, ilrawa by 
his laughter, bad heari her worda. 

Hans looked around at them, He saw 
a bulky man with erisJ black beard. 
"Who'• heading this train 7" 

The man aaid, "Ruther Painter is in 
charge eo far, We're having an election 
tonight. E..-erybodf eaa �te who signa 
up. It costs twenty.five dollan." 

Hans' Dutch caution crept forth. 
"That's a lot of money.'' 

"It goes to pay Race Eider and his 
bullwhackars for scout protection." 

"] came all the way across the Iowa 
prairies alone, without protection." 

The garrulous man on the ground 
tackled. "The eprout thinks Iowa is the 
plains, Wyoming, the Sioux paases. Did 
you ever hear of the Sioux 1 The Co
manches? The Uteet.•• He cackled again. 
Hans looked at him, and felt his disUke 
increase, The rnaa was more than lazy 
and ganulous; he had shifty erea. Hans 
turned to the black�jawt'd man who 
pointed out to him a preacher�appearing 
fellow in black frock-coat and lron�grey 
beard. The man said: "There's Painter!' 

"Thanks," Hans said, He drove hia 
"Nagon around the camp circle; he didn't 
,..ant Race Eider to see him coming from 
the ereek. 

Halfway around he eaw three big 
Conestogas pulled together and he 
knew they were Painter's wagons. He 
saw Painter at that moment leave the 
central ftre and come toward them. Hans 
lett his wagon and stepped forward. 

"I'd like to join the train, Mr. Painter." 
The tall, Bpare man whirled in sur� 

prise, and then, like the garrulous man, 
he atared. In a deep voice he aaid, 
"Where's your folkB?" 

Han• grimaeed. Again his youthful 
appearance. He exp.lained his situation 
quie&ly, aware that a flap on the nearest 
wagon had opened and the girl looked 
down at t'hem. Hana bekl eut twenty�ftve 
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dollars, which he had, with hia Dutch 
caution, �punted from his money belt, 
back in the woods. "Here is my fee." 

The man scowled, muttering some� 
thing about ''kids," when the girl's voice 
came. "lf he'S got the fee, Father, and 
heading his own outnt, you have no right 
to turn him down. He'll be as good as 
that lazy Ed Waller, at least." She em� 
phaslzed the last words. 

"At leaat.'' Hans waa surprised at 
himself that his stolid Dutch should eay 
that, putting mockery into the words. 
but the quick thrill at hearing her low 
voice again wu dispelled by the com� 
parison. She, too,· thought him young 
for this kind of adventure. He looked 
boldly up at her. She met bia stare, then 
slowly a flush crept up her elender n

'
eck. 

Hans said, "Some people need help at 
times, don't they, miss ?• His eyes 
flicked toward the spring. 

She caught it. Her ftuah mounted, 
then her lips came together sharply. 
She withdrew into the wagon and pulled 
down the canvas flap hard. 

Ruther Painter took the twenty�five 
dollars, wrote Hans' name in a worn, 
paper�bound book and gt>owled., "Camp 
anywhere! We're pulling out in the 
morning." 

H A!�r:n��: c:;� 0:le:e 
a�:�--:: 

moaqnitoes. He was juat bringing hi• 
coffee to a boil when a twig cracked be
hind him in the shadows. He turned, 
thoughts still on that g�o�n which had 
been in Race Eider's band. The girl 
stood there. 

"Hello" he said. He felt an inner eon
fusion then. She was here, alone, Ob
viously she had come to see him. Hans 
Marka wasn't accustomed to such things. 
The Pennsylvania Dutch girls wne utter
ly different, and suddenly he realized thi• 
girl, who couldn't be much over seven� 
teen, was older than himaelt. Not tn 
years but-well, having been places. She 
was the daughter of a trader. And he waa 
only a pokey Dutehman. The thought 
made him angry. He foraot hia HUH ol 
embarrasament. 
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"Hello!" He aaid it gruffly this time, 
and then she stepped into the firelight. 

,.Did you see Race Eider and me &t the> 
spring?" She asked it quietly, bluntly. 

Hans felt himself coloring. Fire played 
in her up-brushed hair. She had on a 

brown, full skirt and tight, flowered 
bodice that did something to her lithe, 
girlish figure. She was a woman! Her lips 
were round and red, her cheeks smooth. 
Her arms, bare to the elbows, were 
strong and tanned. But it was this 
straight-forward talk, by & beautiful girl 
who didn't blush M ahe said it, that 
abashed him. Was there even cool mock-
ery in those brown eyel'l '? 

He said, "Yes." 
"I thought I saw a wagon there when 

I ran off. You'.e driving cows. I just 
came to tell you that if Race Eider ever 
6nds out you saw what happened he'll 
kill you." 

Hans Marka slowly bent forward and 
moved the cotlec pot. The jaw muscles 
knotted under his skin. 

"I reckon," he said slowly, "when a 
man gets to be twenty, and saved enough 
money to buy a wagon and tools and 
horses by doing his own farming for 
three years, he isn't too much afraid 
of-" 

He stopped. He had the feeling he wa!:' 
alone. He lifted bM eyes and his feeling 
wa. «>HHOt. 'IItie girl wa11 gone. 

CHAPTER II 

D!lKg•r Ahea.d 

T�� �::ic:
-���r:�e�

a
!�:in:

h
�� 

been io his ears All day, and he was 
'Weary with a bone-deep weariness. When 
he lung his bedroll under the wagon he 
thought, the elactim WQ11.'t take place for 
oa hour yet: I'U lte dowa for G minute, 
and he lay down and eloeed his eye��. He 
fell asleep. 

The slight creakina of hie wqon over
head awakened him. POl' a moment he 
thought someone was prowling -through 
it, then in the big moon over the river 
he saw men's legs not two feet from his 

TJ.. b� ol �e>ahV" dt-enched hi- from Jhoulrfer' to boou. 

hand, and he knew two men had paused 
in the darkness to lean against his wagon 
and talk. They'd evidently just come up 

from the river, scouting the ford; they · were talking about it. 
Hans was about to crawl to his feet 

when one of the men said: "Race is pretty 
cute, aiming on getting elected captain 
of the train too. We buck against him, 
demand them to shell out; he tries to 
keep us in line--" The speaker paused 
86 if shrugging his shoulders. "After the 
shakedown we go on, and Race is still ia. 
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good with Painter and the girl and the 
tr..-. Tl»e next ei'OSSift&' we :ehab: tile 
eofbusteN do1VIl agaili.. • •  .;abeD oat or lie 
left: .on tlrls -si�H- Of ttH:! riwc� O.'tle, aill't 
it! .. 

Hans had mft'ened; 1M! �isod tM 
voices of the � owagoner.s, Bladrie •nd 
Swede! 'They had ta'lked to Baoe Eider 
at tkoe spring. 

Blackie's cbucldi.QS" wioe wu,t-. a· 
pleasantly: ·'Raoe� p1aB ie: ille l!'dt .-cJIOss 
the Elkhorn, <War .an.d ('..;alamQ .W()re 
we pull tbe firlt �w.11.. '!'N:y WIOil't 
be ·80 apt to back dowa if they M.w t10 
back-cr<>8s them «.roeams .MoRe, lh11 
milk tibem at 'The Loup;e erpi� _. "
at ·ttre Nortb l"1:twtw � IDtlfle.. At 'n.e 
Feria! ill die paydf:, 

'"'lfe'!tl 'JII.u!.'JYQg to 1l'(!t rid ell �Water 
there'!" 

'HfG'ct -110 .iwd., Swede, Ylb&fi 6e plan. 
Raoe .h .. hit eyes <ln .'fbe rifles. teo. WE 
r/n -ue the h.fles <lu�; .. �!a 
unpleasant .laugh *Ounded ..-. 

�SwedegT<UJJ'IIIld. 

8lacicie .said 'Mlarply: "'C'tnoll, 1 wee 
theYft fixing for the ekletioa. We wet 
to IWite ltaee in -u eapt&in." 'The tWCl 
W�lJDCM!d.away. 

'[t)e Dutch youth w.atcbed .them. Their 
roBiag, bR!kmg f.11!.21lti bulked .ag.ainfrt 
the ID>OJl �ike 'Shapeless apes. 'They wet�e 
dark 1IDd -siDi!rter. Then Hans lilaroka 
rolled from his blankets with a .catlike 
rnovenent and 11haking the � &mn 
bil!! tousled yellow-haired bead., be M.inecl 
the .camp in the blackness :and ·carne .in 
on tbe other side, heading toward tbe 
huge chuckv.<agol!. :fire in the -center. He 
was going to try to -aee that Race Eider 
was not tn be captain. 

An excited knot milled about the tail
arate of a huge Murphy wagon. Leathery, 
eug-pendered homesteaders pushed their 
�oraunt faces between the circled bull
'l'l"hackers. It was easy to tell the horny 
hll.nded men of the plough and furrow 
from the Westerners; the latter invari
llbly had some talisman portraying his 
craft. One had a huge bull-shag coiled 
pn(l tucked into hi's belt. Another, in 'his 
)Ieavy cowhide boots, had a bowie knife, 
it! ebony handle glist�ning 'Wit� 'Uee. 
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Another had a wide cowhide belt studded 
with brass ri'CI'et8. Gum, knives, leather 

vests, boeavy wide paunches-hard metJ . 
They were men ()f the trait, wbo knew 
both ends and 'Stared hard "at y«J wiUt M 
show of friendliness-. 

T�!at���:;!:�:r�:r:::a;: 
homespun, 11at-hee1ed low boots, tlwe 
denims with bib and erossed sbou11'1er 
straptl. Hans 11aw one o'f them-tbe -cri-sp
beard-ed man-standing W -one Bide. -e.bell>
ing a .JStraw. :Hia black eyes looked W'Or
ried. 'S;omebow Hans felt friendly W 'tbe 
man. 

Hans slowed his st-epi8 at the outer ring. 

He saw Ruther Painter at tlle open tafl... 
gate. Paill'ter hd a "hlb JlMel1 ta )lis 
band .and hie b1adt: 1I0ft bat was� 
back -on biB .grey, leoaine head. He Wf0 
Iabor.iously Jeading Mid aounting � 
of dirty paper as he drew them fi'OIIl a 
wooden butter bowl, and i1l beaYJ' � 
he read the IIW'I'te8 11.nd W;aAa-. W'ith hi! 
bent thin nose close to Painter's book. 
wrote <down :tbe \'obe CO\Il'lt: "'Painter, 
Eider, l>ainter-

Tbe ·la&t slip was read. P.ainter .af)
tumed the wooden butter bawl. ... � 
do they tota:l ?" 

Waller's shifty eyes came up, blank 
with .-sstonisbment . .. Damn' Jt-' twaty. 
tw(l apiece." 

A murmur went �r tile knotted 
crowd. Scowls appeared on some of the 
bullwhackers' faces. Paintu, who looked 
a little pale at the outcome, he raised hie 
hand. 

''Has everyone voted? E�ry growu 
man?" 

Silence grew over the assembly. Then 
Race Eider's oil-smooth voice broke tht! 
stillne.fls. "I n!Ckon he has, Ruther. Put 
your arm up on this tail-gate against 
mine, First man whose hand get.fl pus·hed 
flat to the board loses the election." 

He stepped forward, his men making 
way for their leader, grinning, and Rac-e 

Eider, tall, powerful, smiling with 'hhl 
black eye8 and Tather 'Small smooth 1at�e, 
put 'hif! buckskin ann -on the tail-gate. 

But a bard voiee '$l)Oke from the back-
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cround. "That isn't fair. Eider, you've 
cot twenty yeara on our man." It was the 
black·bearded homesteader. 

Eider's eyee: lost their smile. "This 
train neede a tough wagon boss, Buck· 
master. May the best man win." At which 
the bullwhackers gave applause and 
crowded the homesteader back, then faced 
the hesitant trader. "Go on, Painter! Yuh 
area't a-scaird, are yuh T You outweigh 
Race twenty pounds!" 

The trader chewed a strand of hil; 
1reying beard, He aaid, "I am surprised 
at you 111en. I • . •  or we • • •  hired Mr. 
l!!ider as scout to head the bullwhackers 
and protect the train against Indians or 
anything that could befall us, but now 
;pou wut him for wagon master also. As 
owner of the most wagon�� I thought it 
natural that I would be named as captain 
o( the train to decide &II matters that 
would &rise. But, if you wish it this 
way-'' He stripped his frock coat and 
stepped forward. There were linea of 
puzzlement and some worry about t·he 
m&n's deepset eyes. 

"Wait!" lt was Buckmaster's gravel 
�ice again. "There is a roan who hasn't 
YOted." He pointed across the cirele to 
Hans, who had been trying to elbow his 
way in. I aaw him pay up to Painter to
night. He's driving his own wagon." 

The men turned. Then the wagoner, 
Blaekle, said, "Hell, Buckmaster, M ain't 
even of voting age." And the other bull
wlmekers laughed. 

Hana walked to the center, before 
Bider altd Painter, and he said quietly, 
facing Blackie . .. 1 believe I have a right 
to vote. I own my own wagon sod have 
paid my twenty-five dollars." He raised 
hie voice. "I cast my vot-e for Ruther 
�ainter!., 

TW:ERE was stillness. The duM red 
wash, which Hans had seen in Race 

Blder's face at the spring, was now 
eoming back into the man's olive-smooth 
ebeeks. Ran• kept hia eyes on the face. 
The Uttle eyes grew small, intense. Eider 
.tared hard at the Dutchman. 

"Who the hell are you T" he grated. 
HaM had onoe had a ratdemde stftke 

II 

his boot. He now stared into the man'.i 
eyes and he had the same feeling he'd 
had when he'd looked into that snake's 
eyes before he'd smashed the reptile 
with the whiffletree he had been carrying. 
Th&t was back in Pennsylvania. Here in 
the West, a snake wu a snake also, and 
Hans suddenly bad the feeling he should 

·grab up a whiffletree from the wagon 
tongue at his feet and smash Race Eider 
also. 

But instead he said quietly. "My name 
is Hans Marka, if that makes any differ
ence in the voting." 

The youth's quietness, his steady look, 
made Eider'a eyet narrow and the look 
in their sultry depths intensified. 

Painter'• voioe broke the tensenesa, 
"He's qualified, Race, so I guess that 
deeides it." 

Eider's back was toward the trader and 
Painter didn't see the look in the scout's 
eyes. 

Painter turned to the men, his shoul· 
ders straightening. "Tomorrow at dawn 
we cross the river and strike out. Every 
man be to his job. Now get your sleep," 

The homesteaders gave a shout and 
started to disperse, but t-he bullwhackers 
muttered under their breaths, and Hans, 
who hadn't taken his eyee off Race Eider's 
face, saw the mil.n single out someone be
hind Hans. A signal passed. 

Men were moving about Hans now. 
Some were homesteaders, happy and talk
ing, going back to their wagons and 
families, now that the excitement of the 
evening was over, then someone jostled 
Hans. Instinctively, he knew that it was 
no homesteader and he turned, th" hair 
on his neck rising. Blackie faced him. 

Hans said nothing. He backed away. 
Then somebody jolted him from the 

right. He spun and the Swede waa there. 
The misshapen-faced man spined an 
oath. 

"Look where you're going, feller!'• 
This waa it, Hans thought. 
He puRed his thick shoulder muscles 

up. He waited. His big, square hands were 
atrangely lax. 

Re was no titt--igh\er b•t be and hia 
bi'Otbers hN done plenty of wt"e��tfing. 
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"1 am looking where I'm going," he 
said aoftly. 

"Cursing me now!" The Swede bel· 
lowed .it and the entire camp turned. "I'll 
learn you something·!" he snarled and 
struck. 

Hans stepped back. The blow missed.· 
Real anger flamed in the s�de's illOSe· 
flattened, whitish face, It blotched with 
inner fury. "A smart one, bub! A damned 
trouble-souser. I'll beat the kinks outta 
you I Afore this train begins to roll I'll--" 
His snarl boomed into thunder. He hulled 
for Hans, his great arms extended like 
rigid claws. 

The entire .camp had turned in Atunned 
amazement. A fight? ·They eaw the young 
man, then his opponent. Stillness gripped 
the men. ·Some ot the aodbueten -began 
running forward. But the wagoner 
str-uck. 

Then something happened-so swiftly, 
so easily, that the watchers couldn't fol
low with their eyes. The boy got a hold 
on the man, on one of those ewinging 
fists. The boy whirled, A equllre shoulder 
came jolting eut of nowhere, a !lolid back 
arched and kieked up like a mule strik
ing. The wagoner screamed in rage, then 
catapulted 1ike a rimJess wheel into the 
blackness beyond the 1ire. 

He struck the trunk of an oak. A grunt 
and the man feU senseless to the ground. 

Hans turned, breatbing easily. He 
knew hitting that oak tTUnk had been a 
lucky and eMy end to tbe fight. N ow if-

A atunni.na blow on his neck whirled 
him. Blackie, he thought dimly-and in
stinctively tcied to grapple. Another blow 
came from the night. The blackness waa 
pain-streaked. red. He crouched a.nd 
whirled. Blackie, with an iron-bound 
w hifil.etree, was on him. 

Another blow, a fourth. and Haas 
felt himself sagging. Then a Vlird body 
hit and a aravel V:Oice said harshly, "Lay 
off, .you polecat devil I You want to kill 
hilll ?" And Ra.u knew Buckmaster had 
flung bimBelf iabo the fray. 

He looked up. Buckma8ter had the 
club •ow, was swingi�tg it <Ill Blackie, 
but Raee Eider ran f.oi'WU'd and twitted 
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it away. "That's my man, Buc.kmast.er. 
I don't want him clubbed." 

"How about the lad?" Buckmase 
retorted hotly. 

''He started it. He got what he de
served." 

Hans crawled to ·his feet. Hie white 
skin poured some blood oo his cbeeiul.. 

The whiffletree had cut a jagged line 
aci'Otll!l hie forehead. Hill Cardigan-wool 
shirt was ripped from ·shoulder to shoul
der. 

Dazed, he t.tared at Eider, .trying W 
say BOmething. 

Then Ruther Painte.r was between the 
tighten. "Stop it!" he commanded. "We 
don't want any fighta before we even 
begin." He tumed to Hans. "So you're 
a .fighter and trouble-maker, are you.?. 
WeB. we'll certainly ·take care ol you. Go 
to your wagon ·and dou'·t stir up anything 
else. We'll see you in the morning." Hit 
voice ended with a hard ISDap, then Hans, 
sick, dazed, and unable .to talk and defend 
himself, turned and stumbled into .the 
darkness to his wagon. 

IN

c!; =�d ::e: ::. ;:�e w:!� o:: 
millt and fires burned fitfully, Hans t.tiffiy 
cooked breakfast, yolked his cows, and 
kept watchillg for Ruther Painter. 'There 
waa dull anger in his heart. He hadn't 
started that tuckue last night. Race 
Eider had. But Painter was .afraid of 
Race Eider for some reason, Hans aaw. 
Painter wouldn't see Hans' side of the 
argument. ·The Dutch youth wa.tcbed. 
the -big .camp. 

He saw the girl ,aclting uteD.sila t.t. 
one of the Conestoga8 &Jld she glanced 
his way often but didn't eome over.lf.ay� 
be she too was afraid, he thought bitter
ly. And the homesteaders, before the 
trace was even begun, had t.how.ed ili!;eJ 
were sheep, with the·exception of tbe •&II 
called Buckmaster. W.bat kind of a trek 
waa thia going to be? 

Then he saw them ooming-Pa.iat«, 
Eider, Ed Waller, Buckmaster aa4 � 
eral others. Eider and Painter were iA 
the lead. An easy ·smile on Eider's �maU 
f-. 
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They halted before Hans' weat-her· 
stained and ragged.canvassed w&ron, and 
Painter said coldly, "We've talked you 
over, Marka. BuckmMter insists you 
ha,•e the right to go along, if you wi11h 
to stick, and we're leaving it up to you. 
But frankly I don't want you. You're a 
trouble·maker.'' 

Hans looked at him. "Did you see the 
ruckus laat night r 

"Some ol it ... 
"Did you see it start!" 
"What difference doe.s that make'!" 

Eider drawled. "Biaekie and Swede both 

u 

swear you 1tarted it." 
Hans turned to Buckmaster. "Did you 

see me start anything?" 
The homesteader grimaced. "I missed 

the first half, youngster. But 1 sure saw 
the wind-up." And he grinned. "Where'd 
you learn that throw?" 

Hans didn't answer him. He turned 
back to Painter. "I'm sticking." His 
Dutch jaw was set. 

"You'll mean trouble-all the way," 
Painter said. "Those bullwhackers won't 
forget this." 

'"Wait a mfnut:.e," HaM said. "What 
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are you afraid of ? If you think one tight 
throws a man out of thill train, you won't 
have a driver left when yo�a hit Fort. 
Bridaer. h takes fiahting men to pt 
ati'Od those· Plains, acroas The Loupe, 
the North Platte \IP to The Fork!; Alld 
I'm sticking past t"Yery � ot those 
plaua !" 

His eyea travelled te Ra«. Eider's. :fMe. 
Eider was watching him. sUanj'e1y aa 
eaeh. of those uoasin1• w.u wuned.. 'l'JMD 
th• look waa; covered by the MaD' I oily 

lid8. 
lie atared at Han• UHl- 4n:wkd, 

"llow long do you think you ean keep up 
witll u.;. u.li.DI'- theH cows? .. 

'"Jh@!' walk futtr tAM. -.en," Ha11.1i 
eaitf'. 

... ...,be. fer a while. W'bat if JO&· pt 

atuclkt" 

'"'Pile,. caa pull. my wagoa eut. rve 

bea.• atuclr plenty." 

hiuiew eut ill ella.spentedly, "What 
are· )IOU' lookin& for! Fann laDd-'r fi'l all 
arouudl JOU. Dl'iving cattle to marltet iJI 
Orqon ? Or Cali:tomia? There's a ([«MM 
mal'ket rilrht he� ! Geld 1 'Jha' ,.-ou'n: 
foolish te dug that plOu&h aiOnl'. What 
are you-. IOolrinc for? 

Jlana!' 1tubbom- jaw waa ae.t Ha let his 
Wue. eye� drift trom. the men across the 

camp to where the rir-J. was packing and 
watdi.ing, them, a.ndi he said slowly, "What 
I'm l&oking for ia what most all of you 
are Jookini' for-.omething better, some
thing different, a life that we like and 
people we like. ll1· pa gave me a talkini' 
to before F lett aad that'!! what he said. 

He struck it on. the bead, I reckon." 

The simple direet speech hit horne. 
Ruther Painter 11tared. Ed Waller 

rulped noiaily and the other settlers 
nodded in silence. Race alone seemed 
unaffected. He &neered. 

"If Painter leta you dng, it's aJI right 
�Y me, as he's wagon boes now, but 
don't look to any· bullwhackers or to me 
!or. help if you break d'own or eomething 
happens." 

Hans. said evenly, .. I'll wab:h to see tllat 
nothing happens." 

A:gai:n Eider 11tared, then turned on 

hi11 heel. The emile waau't pleasant •n 
Hans' !aee either. 

They put Han• la&t in. th• tFain where 

the dust wu. but he WOk ii wit& Dutch 
patience, Someone had io be laat, he 
l'\gured. But u �e looked ahead. at the 
]oJli', w.indina eatavan ul white.-toppeil 

wagons he wished he could be up clOftr 
tc the lead and Julee Painter in the 
huge Conestogas. When be llad told 
Painter and the delegation why be was 
ccming along he bad waated tG &aJ iHt 
Wu looking for a wife., bu.t he hadn't 
and •ow he kDtw it w .. a JGod thinl" 
he lladn't. Fer many reaaons. And not 
the. leaat wu· that it W'Ollld' aet Daek· 
to J'ulie Painter. 

He had gotten a 1Htt look at her as 
they'd teumt the river in �ri«llt tlawn . 
Slle waa· prettier e-vu thaA i• the ye!Jiew 
Pew oJ a: campfire •. Ill< trflt' aunJ .. it her 
hair ,..,. ••• napiad' gleams of d:ad 
red ftre. With her alim neok aad' lithe 
fic'ure she captivated· his Duteh •tolidity 
aai· e,e. aecuatom..t. t.·· hea't'ier !!l&we,. 
J'irlil. Hu m.city; uti' hflptul• dri:v• 
were Bew wonders to him. 

He sat up. His cows had stopped. 
They'd halted and the lead ccws were 
sladt•ning otr the trace to catch up 
too�me bites of woolly pussblossoms. 

,.Gee-up!" Hans shouted. It was jul!t 
tbe thing Race Eider wanted-him to 
fall behind, get out of the train, lost, 
anything, And suddenly Hans wished 
he'd kept his big mouth shut about The 
Loupe, and th• North Platte and The 
Forb. Now Eider had an inkling that 
SODH!how the E>utehman had wormed into 
theiT plans. 

€HAPTER Ill 

Rcuoade Out"�Ut 

A �ak���::�e 
t��ut:�:

e
;ra�7!� 

around the ridce tops while the wind 
blew the a-reat areen sea of prairie, and 

the clouds came walking witll theiw black 
shadows over the stately hills. And' birda 
sa.ng and the skyways were hanowed by 
the ,..ed,pd wild reese. Aadl in the 
beauty of tllis wild" heedbm Hans forKot 
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about Race Eider and the blackness of 
last evening, until his cows almost ran 
into the wagon ahead and then he stop
ped them abruptly. 

"What is it?" he asked. 
"Something up there," Ed Waller said. 

"They all st•pped and I stopped." And 
he sank back into hie spring seat with 
lazy indifference. 

Hans clambered down and passed the 
Waller vehicle, which was practically in 
the last stages of deapair. He beard 
the Waller woman cough inside the rag
ged canvas enclosure, then he was past, 
hurrying up the long line of wagons. 

Men and women and bullwhackers 
watched him go past. He was known 
throughout the train already, The rag
ged, unclean drivers had only glowers 
for him, but some of the settlers grinned. 
and noclded. And twe girls in gingham 
aeated on t1 tarp waved but the Dutch 
youth !ltrode on. 

He came to the lead. It waa the first 
of Painter's Conestoga wagon.s, and it 
was up to its hubcaps in a slough of 
black mud, The oxen, up to their bellies 
in the churned morass, knew they were 
hopelessly mired ; they just lay there 
1runting, while Swede and Blackie and 
other bullwhackers plied the merciless 
bull-shags. 

Hans gave a shout and pushed through 
the circle of swearing, willowing, mud
spattered men. "Who ever pointed the 
t.ace across this swale ?" It was obvi
ously soft ahead; the •idge kept a hard 
bright green to the right although it 
was miles around. Someone had tried a 
short-cut. 

Blackie came up out of the mud, 
"Oh, it's you again !" 
The flat-nosed Swede let loose a mud

eaked wheel and swore. He started to 
wallow forward. "I'll get you thie: time." 

Hans stood his ground. Then Painter, 

worriedly, appeared around the wagon. 
'")(o more fighting, Get back at that 
wheel." He bent a stern glance at Hans. 
''Get back to your wagon. And keep your 
mouth shut." 

Hans turned to Buekmaster. "Who or
dered this short-cut?" 
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The settler started to answer when 
Race Eider pushed forward on his fine 
black gelding, "I did. Got anything to 
say about it?" His small brown eyes 
were pin-pointed. 

Hans looked up at him, hands on hips. 
And again the feeling swept him that 
someday he'd have to meet this maw in 
a fight. But here was not the place. 

He said, tersely : "Light green willow 
growth like that always means soft 
spots." His weeks crossing the Iowa 
prairie had taught him maay things. 

Eider turned his back. He said to 
Painter, "We'll have to unload." 

"No ! "  the trader said sharply. 
Hans glanced at the trader. So that 

was it. He was worried about his guns. 
He didn't want the train to know he had 
guns in hia wagons. Then Hans saw he 
suspected Race Eider of knowing already. 
That was why he was fearful of Eider 
back at camp last night when Eider 
almost got the captaincy. He saw where 
the power of the wagon train was-Race 
Eider at the lead of the bu1lwhackers ! 

H ���le

g::n;��p:� t::i;:,

ir:;d w�;:� 
moved forward. "Unhitch those oxen. Get 

them out of there. They can't pull from 
there." His voice was sharp. 

"Go tend to your knitting, cow-driver, .. 
one of the drivers said. 

Hans ignored him. He pushed into 
the mud and did t·he chore himself. 
leading the fighting oxen to solid ground. 
"Get chains or long ropes. Make a hitch 
out here for them. Another span or two 
from that other wagon won't hurt." fte 

barked th� orders. 
Painter came forward, scowling. "Do 

you know what you're doing, young 
man ?" 

Hans said, "I got stuck once crossing 
Iowa like this. I got out alone-and I 
didn't get into such a mess again." He 
gave Eider and his bullwhackcrs a mean
ing glance. Hans felt himself growing. 

Race Eider strode forward. "He'll just 
pull you In deeper, Painter. Those wheels 
won't hold up in that ooze. Your wagon 

will go right down to the bottom of that 
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1inkhole. Unload." 
Hans ignored him. He turned to the 

�(aping settlers, confident, "Get scythes, 
or even your sheath knives will do. Get 
out there and cut that long dead grass. 
Jt's tougher than rope when twisted to
gether. Get a lot of it and twist it 
around the wheels." 

The seUI.ers stared, then Buckmaster 
uid, "By gosh, it might work," He led 
the men forward, yanking out his belt 
knife. 

They wrapped the wheele, big and wide. 
Two more yoke of oxen were chained 
to the original ones. Hans snatched a 
1hag from a bullwhacker's band and 
stepped forward. "All right, men. Get 
at those wheels and tailgate." He swung 
the shag. "HUPJ" It exploded like a 
rifle shot over the oxen's ears. 

They leaned into yokes, moved forward, 
stopped. "HUP!" 

The oxen strained forward and the 
wagon began to crawi. Mud quaked be
fore the wheels. It piled high, broke 
away. "Hup ! Hup !'' Hans shouted at the 
oxen, and plied the Bhag. 

Men slipped and shoved in the mud 
and elowly the huge, heavily laden Con· 
estog& came sh:!adily toward aolid ground, 
moving like a ship slipping its moorings 
from a aea of green jelly. 

The wheels came to prairie aod again. 
Hane toseed the ahag to a driver. "Those 
otbu wagona will eome out all right if 

10U don't cramp the wheels." He scraped 
the mud off his: boots: with phla.ria gra&B 
and started back to his wagoJI. He was 
a man ! 

As he passed the third Painter wagon 
he aaw the girl. She llad been sitting 
en the boot. watching him. She was 
about to aay something to him but ehe 
cloaed her lips, Race Eider was striding 
toward Hans. He had dismounted. His 
smaJJ, weazei.Jike bead with brown face 
waa dark with suppressed rage. Hans 
smiled, stopped, but Eider grasped bia 
arm and propelled him past the wagon. 

Eider grated: "You're stepping out of 
line too cften ! Keep to your wagon." 

Hans saw the girl looking arcund the 
achooner's canvas. Hans pulled his arm 
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coolly from Eider's grasp. "Why did 
you want to unload the wagons? You 
drove in there on purpose." 

Hazel lights flowed through Eider's 
eyes. "Keep to yow.r wagon, Markfl,'' he

· 

said softly .. He turned and strode rrway. 

H �::� :i��t:;: ;�:i�����t
g 

h��s ::� 
in tl!.e dusk when the first one came
Race Eider, The man sat his black horse, 
wearing his two guns, and watched Hans 
at the menial chore in silence. Jt was 
obvious he had come to speak about some
thing, and Hans guessed it was about 
Hans mentioning The Loupe, the Platte 
and The Forks. But then Eider turn ·'I 
his horse and rode curtli' away. Eider 
also knew a fight wa.s impending. 

Hans knew it. Why Eider bad come 
this night be didn't know. The scene 
had been a strange one. Hans' thoughts 
ran on, He had won his place this day, 
but-fight Eider? How ? The man wu 
sure death with a gun. And you couldn't 
grapple with him; be wasn't a fis� 
fighter. But Hans knew lte Md to ftgbt 
him, pound him to nothing, beat him into 
unconsciousness. And he bad to de it 
before the entire camp. And probably
Hans didn't like the thoughf..--.()ne of 
them would die. 

The prairie chickens were aiving forth 
in the evening dust with their wild and 
intense and a1moet insane thorus when 
Hans got baclr: to his wagon. A abadow 
detached itself from the "Yebfele. �e 
man wu Dulles Buckmaster, hia second 
visitor. 

"You made yourself a lot cf enemies 
today showing up Eider and his bulJ... 
whackers." 

"1 made them before." Hau lfJTliled, 
remembering last night. 

The chnnky family man didn't smile. 
"I heard Black.ie talking at the chuck 
fire. He and Swede are to get you-on 
Eider's orders." 

"How?" 
Buckmaster shook his bead. "l don't 

know. They are to get rid of you." The 
man reached inside his l:omeapllD 1hirt 
and drew forth a W a1ker .44 Dragoon. 
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"'I hav� two of these. I'm giving ou one." 
Hans said, "I've never !!hot a revolver. 

Keep it." 
Buckmaster tossed it onto the grass 

by the wheel. "You'll need it ... He drop
ped a handful of bulJets and strode 
quickly away toward the main body of 
wagons, as of <tfraid to Be 11een. 
And Han! thought: "Already Eider has 

put the fe:u of his guns over the camp, 
even into Buckmaster's beart." He looked 
at the gun and let it lie. 

His third vi11itor didn't come directly 
to his camp. Hans waa kneading bread, 
the old-fashioned salt-rising bread his 
mother had taught him bow to mab 
;rears ago. He needed lJ'I()re water. GoiDg 
to the ereelf, he wa.s eurprised to lnd 
Julee Painter there bathing her feet. 

She 1miled. "1 was hoping you'd come 
down." And went on washing her feet, 
unabashed. 
The Dutch youth supprened his embar

rassment and looked at the screening 
poplars and willows toward the big camp. 
"You didn't want to be seen coming down 
here?" he guessed. 

"'That's right." Then the smile left her 
face. '"Do you fear Race Eider?" abe 
asked bluntly. 

He looked at her. "No," he said finally. 
"Why?" 

"In the three daya this train ba.s been 
forming there i&n't a settler here who 
doe.an't fear him." 

"Your father?" Hans asked. 
"Father hu everything be owna in· 

vested in thou-" She bit her lip stop-
ping the words. 

-:rhose riftee," he completed it for her. 
Her eyes widened. He went on, .. 1 over

heard much last night. Go on, please.'' 
She looked at him, utonishment in he-r 

pretty eyes. "And yet you t:ame with this 
train." 

-rllere are other reasons. Go on." 

A� :��e;h�:��i::: ;:: ::;, 
after he bad done � be bepn W fear. 
Her fatheJ' got to know the man. He aaw 
the crew Eider rathend al>out him . .. Ht 

He heud a acream b�hu.d 
him Cl$ le hil tlw tMtfr,· 

is afraid for his investment, and not of 

Indians now." 
"Why doesn't he tum back, then?" 

Hans asked. 
"He h_inted to do so. Race Eider 

laughed, but his eyes told Father plenty. 
Have you ever seen his eyes? Close? 
They are brown and darting, as when a 
dog scents game. When he comes near 
me-'' The girl stoPped. 

Hans saw her trembling. And suddenly 
he put out his hand for her shoulder, 
bHt before he could touch it there was 
a shout from the darkness up-eamp. 
Then many cries, There was alarm in 
them. The two looked at each other, 
then turned and ran up, the girl run· 
ning barefooted. 

They came to a circle of men and 
women around a near fire. A man wu Ir
ing on the ground; his head wu covered 
with blood. A jagged gash had laid open 
hie forehead. 
The girl whispered, "Buckmaster !" 
Dana knelt down. Buckmaster w a.a  etiU 

breathing. "How'd U. happen?" Hans 
asked a settler. 

"I dunno. I found him over near 

Orlando's muleM." 
Hana' mind rued swiftly. Buckmaster 

had juat come- from his wa1on ; he had 
heeD stealthy aboot cGllling-aod goins 
� � .eomebodJ' bad watched him. 



Just as, 111a7be, otlters · wen being 
watched. Wa.e tb., Eider's work, or the 
seheme of the other two blacklegs ! He 
guessed Bider'a. 

Hans said, "It deesn't look like a 
mule'• kiek to me. More like the iron 
Md of one of those wiffletrees." 

An easy tread near the lire. The set· 
tlen looked up, then d.owa quickly, One 
0!6id, q��ite loudly, "It was a mule! See 
those marks." 

Han• lookad around. Race Eider stood 
there, hand& resting lightly oa his 
!JWII. But bia eyes were on Julee Painter. 
buefooted. Be said, almost in a 1llky 
W'billper . .. Be careful you don't catch cold 
going fu that way." He left them. 

R �:i!. !!��e
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w�hr: �:�: t!:a�: 
ODiy to. evident. The bullwhackers, 
dri•king freely, swore and fought and 
!!bowed no reatraint to anyone but the 
ttOft..qokea Eider and hill two guns. 
Ruther Paiater, after a t\rst attempt at 
authority, lapsed iRto silence. He rode 
his third w�goft day after day and said 
littfe. 

Dullea Buckmaster lingt:red between 
life and deatk, his woman's sobs during 
the night a continual reminder to other 
men to mind their business, for the 
reason for Buckmaster's "accident" had 
crept through the camp. There should be 
no conniving among men in this train. 
Aad Stay away from Marka. 

Hans saw all this clearly. Painter and 
Eider had started out the top two. 
P&inter, by reason of his election ; Eider 
beeaase of hh'l guns. Now Painter had 
tallea to BOthing. But the Dutchman, in
explicably, had taken Painter's place. 
First, becauee of his courage at the 
election, then because of his initiative at 
palling out the wagons. The lead had 
fallen between Hans and Race, and Race 
waa making it plain where he wanted 
the men to look. 

Hans knew Eider wanted to get rid of 
him : Hans watched and was careful. 
And they crossed the Elkhorn, the shal
low Cedar, and )he Calamua, Hans Ran
ding his wagon all alone on these crosa-
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ings, for no one dared assist him and the 
bullwhackers ignt>red him. He trailed 
along in the ruck of the caravan, th.., 
outlaw of the trace. 

Hans lrept thinking to himself : "fU 
have to fight him some day. H()w shall 
I fight him ? She wants me to. She 
watches me all the time." 

And then they came to The Loupe 
And 'J!he Loupe was to be the place of 
the tint shakedowa. 

The train halted, dul!t rolling on ahead. 
Men left wibh &Hea. And then ia. •e 

afternoon sun Eider rode back the train 
length on his horse. He 1aid to Hua : 
"This i1 u far .. you go." Hi1 voice 
wall brittle with satisfaction. 

Hans stood up on his wagon. He saw 
bullwh!!.ckerl' all along the raging »iYer 
felling gr�at poplars ud cottonwoods. 
Already they were tying up the ftnlt 
wagons to ftoat tlhem across. He saw 
Blackie and the Swede go down the line 
of wagons with a hat held oet. '!'he •et
tlers asked queiitions, wives abrieired 
something to be hushed quickly by taeir 
men. Ttte homesteaders reluctantly q 
into their walleta after a glanee back
ward. They saw Eider and Hans Marka 
talking. 

"The first shakedown," Ha118 mur
mured. 

Eider'a face darkened, "How did ;rou 
know! Back at the Grove !" 

"I have ean, I know things ... 
Eider's brown eyea slitted. "Maybe 

you kno,... too much to let go loose.'' 
Hans shrugged. "'I'm coming along.'' 

His eyes had scea .Julee Painter J.okinr 
back. 

Eider smiled at tbe river. "Y.u are��.'t 
crossing this one alone, Marka. I )K,pe 
yotr ky it.'' He to.ched spurs to hie 
horse aad moved ahead. 

Hans watK:hed tbe scene. His cow11 
could awim it, but not pulling his wagon. 
He'd miM ia each shore with those 
heavy logs tied on. The bullwhackers 
were usiag teams and I1ng cablee, bttt 
one man, alone . . .  

At sundown he uw the last ae1ter's 
wagGO drawn acr088-for a prioe, aad 
Han. Ht ea. the shor:e. Men aM women 
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looked beck. but none waved. Tlu11y Wdn't 

iare ta. The:� wen puppet. <l:f Race EiW 

ani! his twenty-two nnea:adel!, 
Th• line aao.ved up the cliff. u out

lined aaainst \he red a1i:y :fot a tlow

moving iutant.. theu juet dua't roaa.ined, 
a red 1tain oa the lUlls. 

An� tlM inventive Du-tch �Y bea'an to 
ftgvre. a way aetoes. 

But be had t<l be e&reful. Ff�m now 
on it would· 1M! aw:rplay. He was def

iDitely outside the p&l'e of Bact:· Eider's 
wqonirain. 

QlAPTER IV 
-..c o.. 

��!'� :=�� ;::r:u:;:.!� 
Jlf!HS before he had his wagon l'i11ed. 
He went to 1leep \bat. �At plta&edo wi$11 
himadf. 

He awoke a sbort. wb.ile late., J!Uaz.ie� 
at what ba4' awakened ltim. Tbe:a be 
:bear4 it again. Hie: lucl � .. Eeuie, 

was grunting. She cUd it.. when uciUd 
or when strangers were a-Nad. Han• 

�td up at bia li.im. canvas �oo!, strain,. 

ing his ears for other soulld&, and tllen 
he beard footsteps on tlle boot of ilia 
wagon. And one at tbe Tear end!' Eider! 
He'd. left tw(l men behind' 10 6niM Jaim 
of!! 

Haus twU!ted silently in hie blankete, 
reaching for the a-ua Buekma1ter bad 

given him, but orange flame spurted 

through the night and he fett tllinding 
fire take him in the right side. At the 
same instant he triggered the huge re

vohoer. 
Jagced flame 1llot through tbe cloee 

confines of the canvas wagon. From 
front and back came fire, and the yooth 
in the middle, fighting for consciousness, 
returned it until the hammer clicked on 
an empty cylinder. And then theTe was 
strange silence. Even the la�t click had 
been loud, alone. 

lfane ll'asped . He was hit hlgh in the 

ehoulder, be knew. 4.nd there were 
3treaks of pain in his arms and legs also, 
but }le sensed that miraculously no lead 
tJad ploughed tlirough any vit.a.l spot. 

He A.eard a rroan. Fi8hti»& ill.e •au�:�ea. 

be uawled· to the endaate. A st.ra•ae 
bullwba.cli:er lay epz-awleQ an \lie sand.. 

Hans looked hl ward the rinJ. A dozen 
.!ltepe down that way another forlll l.at 
crumpled in the Jl'loonligbt. lk>tb men 
were dying. 

Ha.ni!! muttered, "PretiJ' aood lhootinK 

for the fi.nt time." He aaw Beseie, Ult 
lead cow, now Bileutl¥ z:raz.ing azain. 

''Thank11, Ees11ie," he muttered. He. felt 
headlong on the sand and loet cQJll!ciellt-

I:llw:da r::k u�!:: !:S a::urs;::. 
dom. But. it wall a good and welciime week 
foE bill. draft a.n.imals. ud when at las& 
he llle&Ud tllem inte tAt. ra&hl.¥ wateJ>a 
it waa with, UU�&ieAce. The)' w:cnlf(£ I'Wim 
strons:b'. TM •ic be Bad fdeti fGr Ail I ado w&&OII c..ouieUd o! .. lv&lled' ba.n:�Je 
lied auder a&d. frW and. hatk and "ll 
botb 1idee- JJWloY &! the MUlen ha.... 
diseard.ed 011e of eaelt "ne's.. l"IIM. �r.r�la 
tieti tel the. side. of eacll wqJillll. k Ul.llk 
N>ODt fa. fie heavy loog!t. Tke otbft \ar· 
rell. full of wa'Lu, they Jlad fMiiMl;, �t 
inside the wagons, making the �a41 
heavies. 

.. Skaeep," Han.e mllttered., iftinkiav e:li 
thern. 

He l!ent his tows into the river. The 

wagon flooted a.nd �u.nced: almo8t. ae a 
cork. Teu lllinw.ts ef strv.aaliD& an.l 
swimming ud ihe p&llt.ina: cows, wit.ll 
Be&llie in the lead, aained- !t10tlloldsl :t:u 
down the stream en. the otlwr tide. They 
rlrew the cll.mberaome-lookial' � v.po.A 
the sa.rui 

Hans got dow11, u.ntied tll.e :rcpes� put 
the barrels into the wagoa wiUa "be 
plough, axes aJlrl oUler t(Kll.a, aad then 
he headed for tll.e faiBt true ll.P oa. the 
cliff. He wasn't thlnkia1 ef the aext 
river he'd have t.o cr0t18 a!Qne; be wa8 
thinkin1r 101f Ute fou.:r eartridaes be hacJ. 
left. 

The prairie lay huge and forlorn I.Hi:• 
fore him. Green desolation stretched 

we!!ltward�hills, blue aky, and a 1a.int 
trace bent through the grruae. · 

Re watched the crusheQ ¥1!&11.8 ti.IH!8 
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. itretehing away from him with mad
dening distance. He thought of the girl's 
o�o(t eyes. He cracked t-he bull-shag. Th� 
cows moved forward in creaking yokes. 

All day he wove through the long 
Krass. His wheels crushed a new trail. 
His breaking plough stood thrusting 
�Jigb on the wagon load ahead of the 
tumbl'.xi canvas, It was long and yacht
like and itr curved blade of polished 
<�tee! gave his wagon the appearance of 
a ship riding on a green sea, up and 
1own, up and down. And the chuck-chuck 

of the wheels on the skeins was a low 
muttering sound which sent prairie 
cnicken and plover, curlew and killdeer 
screaming and flying into the air from 
the grass, and each buffalo wallo he 
pat:�sed. And the myriad cries shook the 
sweet-smelling clean air but Hans Marka, 
the young Dutch man, didn't thrill to 't. 
The l!ame urge that sent the Canadian 
geese in their marvelously ranked 
army northward over his head, their 
wings whirring and eyes gi:<>tening 
with some mysterious hope, had seized 
the �;tolid Hans. A girl wa11 down the 
trail. She was with a man she hated 
and feared. 

Hans Marka fingered the four shells in 
his ragged shirt pocket. He followed the 
bent tTace until it was too dark to eee. 

A� ��e
0�g

t�;a��!!0:e
i;o�:�:;: �::: 

leaving The Loupe. A derelict wagon 
sprawled brokenly to one side. Hans 
recognized it as Ed Waller's. Then he 
saw to one side of the trace a heap of 
fresh earth rising above the long" waving 
grasses. He bent to the tail-gate board 
which had been twisted from Waller's 
wagon. He read : SARAH WALLER, WIFE 
OF EDWARD WALLER. DIED MAY 9TH, 1867. 
AGE 82. MAY GOD REST HER . 

He coult.ln't read the rest of the scrawl. 
He murmured, "Thirty-two. She looked 
fifty." He took ofl' his \tat. 

That evening he sighted his first 
buffalo. They watched him curiously 
and his coy,:s showed no fear. The buf
falo snorted when t·he lone wagon came 
within two hundred yards, then lumbered 

RAWHIDE RENEGADE 

away in their humpy, yeculiar run . 
Hans felt his four shells. Fresh meal 

would taste good. But at twc hundred 
yards-he shook his head. And he didn't 
have time to stalk them. He went on. 

The fiftt. day the trace showed 1igns 
of freshness. "They can't be more than 
two days ahead,' he muttered. He had 
been looking for another grave ·II along 
-Buckmaf'ter's---but he had seen none, 
And unaccountably he felt much relieved. 
He liken Buckmaster. 

But at dawn-mist Lhe followinr day 
he had hardly started against the con
tinual hills when he sighted two black 

heaps of prairie loam. Death had struck 
the caravan again ! 

He flung himself in anxiety off his 
wagon to read the heRdboards. There 
were none. 

He stood contemplating the earth 
mounds for a long rr:inute, the fear that 
had choked his throat slowly recedinr. 
He thought, "These can't be the graves 
of someone loved." He returned to his: 
wagon and pressed onward. 

And late that night he came to the wide 
and heavy-running North Platte. the 
dangerous river. 

He saw the caravan had had some 
trouble crossing. Trees of any size had 
not been available and on rocks far 
down in midstream he saw the v·reckage 
of two wagons. Hans tightened his jaw. 
In the weeks that b.ad passed, the prairie 
and his dangerou11 game with Eider had 
taught him patience and coolness and 
steely nerve. A man on his own on t:JeS" 
plains, he had learned, had to be alen 
to chance, brave to .gamble swiftly. He 
looked at the choppy, swift-moving river, 
halted his wagon on the sand near the 
edge and, by the light of a l:tasty 
campfire, began lashing his barrels for 
the crossing at dawn. 

But for once his native c;o.utiou 
-:ieserted him. Too intent on his task, 
he did not see the horse and savage 
rider silhouetted on the dim hill back 
from the river, then another .rider, and 
another. 

Again it waa Besl'!ie who gave him the 
first warning, and then it Was too late. 
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Red figures, in paint and war feathers, 
were pouring down the sand bank. They 
saw he'd eeen them. Their �Hence burst 
into screaming whoops, and arrows 
whispel'e(l out of the nipht as the Indians 
made for the lone man. 

Hans was tying on a barrel. An arrow 
struck the oak keg not two inches from 
hill arm; another ripped the canva11 at his 
ear. Hans dropped the barrel and made 
a dive for his wagon. 

He made it. He saw the Indians, an 
even dozen of them, ride twice around 
hia wagon in the darkness, then 11pot 
his co�. With joyous whoope they 
choused them out of the bru9h, but the 
cows ran back. 

Hans heard his beloved C()WS run rag
ged and, muttering, eought the Walker 
Dragoon from under the spring seat. 
He eaw an Indian ride bravely through 
the firelight, eyes on the cows, and Hans 
let him have it. The Indian screamed and 
went over. He lay dead on the sand. 

Hair-raising screams came from the 
night. Hans muttered : "Now if you do 
get me, the score will be even." Then he 
took stock of his situation and grimaced. 
Another lesl'lon learned the hard way. 

·FO
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morrow. The Indians, even if he could 
miraculously hold them off with his 
three shells that night, would simply 
ring him the next JJlOrning and keep 
him at bay. And there would be no help 
coming-not to him. He was a lone 
wagon, an outlaw of the trace. And the 
red devils could take their own sweet 
time to wait him out, or burn him out 
or crush him by sheer numbers in the 
darkness. Maybe he wouldn't live to 
learn. He thought swiftly. 

He had to get out of that wagon and 
away that night if he wanted to live! 
And with tile stolidity that was in his 
Dutch make-up he put his gun inside 
his abirt. tied up his three remaining 
sbella and wrapped them all tightly 
around hie waist with strips of grain 
Uck. Then he took off hia shoes and in 
Ute same manner tied them anug act08S 

"lulu, put doKII) that bU(:Icd, .. 
HatU �Did tu 1ut came /onmrd. 

his back. He looked once about him and 
the dim blackness, at his plough, his ax�. 
the tools he'd worked with in the few 
short years of his farming life and to 
which he'd become attached, then he 
stole to the front of the wagon. All wl\s 
silent. 

His bared feet made no sound. The 
wagon did not creak under his carefully 
shifting weight, He dropped like a 
shado.w close over the boot, and in the 
warm sand he raced for the river, a 
turgid, glinting ribbon in the cloud
sprinkled moonlight. 

He had almost reached it when a 
howl went up. They had di�covered him ! 
There was a quick thunder of horses' 
hooves, then the animals st·ruck the sand, 
slowed them. Hans Marka raced for 
that river with his life. His daring had 
caught them by surprise. 

The Indians gained. The hooves 
sounded like someone striking a pillow 
rapidly. Arrows whispered again tbrough 
the night into the sand about him. He 
heard a triumphant scream directly be
hind him and t-hen Hans leaped head
long. He struck the water. 

He swam. The river turned him ovel' 
and over. Silt choked his mouth and got 
into his eyes and ears and hair. He came 
up once, gasped, then the river took him 
down again. He fought it and be didn't 
know bow . many times this happened 
when the irresistible current slapped hhn 
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hard against something, held him thet-e 
an inatant, then slowly started to drag 
him away once more. 

In desperation Hans grasped at the 
objeet. He was only half-conscious but 
he knew if he wa11 dragged down once 
more into that black, rolling water he 
might just as well have stayed back 
there and fought out his hopeless fight 
against the Indians. 

His fingers closed on what strangely 
seemed like the iron bolster of a wagon 
and he hung on. After a minute the 
current surge eased and slid to a deeper 
side and Hans dully pulled himself up-
ward. 

. . 

It wa.B a wagon ! And then he dimly 
remembered the wrecked vehicles he'd 
seen far down in midstream. They were 
snagged on some rocks. 

Sobbing for breath, he weakly climbed 
into the battered box and fell headlong 
into the stinky hot water inside. He 
lay there exhausted. 

D�:a:k& 
c:;�he
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had -his possessions out. They were 
rounding up his cows. Hans bit his lip 
hard as he saw Bessie driven over the 
hill. He saw his clothes distributed, 
torn, fought over; his food, trinkets 
he'd brought from home, given him by 
his mother and brothers and sisters. 
Hans closed his eyes. When he open% 
them a column of smoke was going up. 
In a little while there was nothing left. 

He had thought the savages would go 
away. They didn't, There were eight left 
after the cows had been driven away, 
and these eight now divided, four cross
ing at a ford far upstream which the 
settlers hadn't found, and four -.'emaining 
on the other side. And thus they began 
searching the banks. 

Hans held his breath. They came 
down opposite the wrecked wagons. They 
stopped and shouted across at each 
other. They looked at the narrow raging 
stream at this part. Then the one who 
looked like a YOllllg cl:ief, in his yellow 
paint and more colorful feathers, shouted 
something and they moved on. Ha.ns 

RAWHIDE RENEGADE 

breathed with relief. Had he by a miracle 
foxed the wily devils? 

But by mid-morning they were back. 
The young chief ·.brew down his lance 
and took off his finery, which consisted 
mostly of one of Hans' red-plaici woolen 
shirts. Hans grew still in his wagon box. 
If the chief came out there, Hans would 
have to stab him to death. He'd have 
another to his credit; anyway. Then let 
the others outwait l.lim. Maybe he'd 
trust the river at night again. 

But the young chief didn't make it. 
The river seized him with its powerful 
undertow. The fndian sensed the full 
fury in midstrt:am. Only by mighty 
effort did he kick to the surface and re
turn, gaining the bank a hundred yards 
downstream. He got up, panting and 
shouted something, shaking his head. 
The four on the far side returned to the 
ford. Half an hour later the ei;;ht disap
peared over the hill over which the cows 
had been driven. Hans lay in his hot, 
water-stinking box with the sun start
ing to beat down, and he grew to hate 
Race Eider with an intense and delib
erate fury. He had lost everything. 

Night came with gentle coolness. Hans, 
fully rested, stood up iu the wagon box_ 
a thing ht hadn't dared before even if 
the Indians had seemed to disappear. 
They were treacherous, he knew. But 
he also knew he had to make a break 
for it. The wagon train would be getting 
too far ahead. 

The broken hulk beneath him tee
tered with his weight and for a moment 
he had the wild tho.ught of shoving it 
off and hanging on, then knew there was 
too much iron to the under-pinning to 
ftoat. So taking a deep breath, he plunged 
into the strong river for the western 
side. 

He didn't fight the current this time. 
He· had learned his Jesson. He let it carry 
him. He took his breaths when he hit 
air. He stroked when he felt the pull 
lessen and he was astonished when he 
came up for his fifth breath. The shore 
wasn't twenty paces away and the car
rent wa.s almost negligible. He had 

traversed the North Platte, swimmiq.. 
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,CHAPTER V 

Tt00 K i11d8 of S¢V0�6 

DA!� ·::t:h: =t.:;s:.��:=·�:: 

ravetWualy •lore .at .the •breast .of .a 811ow 
lf008e, U'be ma.n's �ont �as (lovered <w-ith 
mud-he had erawled ,two ·hun<hed !�)aCeS 
Oil •his •belly 114) :tlinc obiS knife into ·ihe 
&ck .and had been Jucky, lt was d1he .1irst 
time in a thousand tries the past two.days. 
He •had Jook&d <forthilrdB' tf:BP, •but it IW8!1 
too •rl,y in 1!1pr.ing ; he had •tried •Ut.illg 
graaa ; it·was \talltelen. W·illow .ehoots.and 
Jily •bulbs <did mot Ifill .or Wisly . .)(eat -was 
what his .body ·cllied <fot:, ·and onow :he  had 
it. il:ans •M&llka 11.te •4! tthe toug.h, 11tring.y 
flesh until he could ·eat no mo11e. Jt ·was 
anether .mar.k J.a ·his ·education rtowa:rd 
bein1 an Jndian--ild•animal ·sawagery, 
EMh ·day •tauffbt •many things.  lAnd ••ch 
Qa.y Jhe rpr.acticed lhandliqg lthe;gun, !POint
ing •it. 1Cunaing patU!nce, stealth. Each 
waking <hOUI' was •ftilell 11-l)tll <the11e <pra.c
t>ioes. 

Finally .he 'Wiped ·bill ·blade, -�d :ae 
rema.ins .of •tbe :gOMe !.liJ ,fine <Of �be ;g.rain
sack>strips.and ,fougbt 'his "'llay � ·of the 
swamp to tihe <bent ·i,rass <trace. 1Ehere 
wen two omore <hours ·a! ·dayUght. He 
broke into .a 11tea<ty, ·bent�k� bot, 
»nother thing he'd lea11ned. 

Wild �olor lighted the' prairie as the 
wn •dipped .benea'h !the ·er�n ..bilb. '11he 
curlewe .and the IJl&riri.e -chickens were 
Miving out jn .one lru!t irM5ane ohorus. U'.be 
land, ·sky, •the hills-it w.aa incredibly 
lonely. A11d the Dutchman .ran .o�t, M he 
hnd for '8() long. 

Suddenly he stopped. lA figure .on the 
fartheet hill ! lnditt.Ds? He •d.llcrpped in

Btantly to h� ·belly, TIM .figUTe ·wa.vetled, 
come O\"er .the .bill, .then ·diJiped .into �he 
shadows. Indian cunning •eripped Hans. 

Jle did mot .rise. He watched, with .eyes 
slitted. The trace had ·grown besh •this 
day. Maybe this was a lone Indian scout
i11C" on foot, with -his hone tied ·in ·some 
11wale. But the fi.gu"n! had 11eemed to come 
toward him. Wisely Hans waited . .No 
hur.ry. 

lllwiliHht darkened . Hans -crept in\o a 
Ta....ine .and .proceeded •w ith ·head just at 
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·ground level. He :waa warr, lland -on knife 
hilt. 

And then .the 'flgure bust over .a IJi.se 
and .almost fell on top Of .Hans Marka, 
who had risen like a strikiQB "!'hOOow, 
kni!e .in .hand. 

It was Ed Waller! Hans jerked bMk 
his knife just in time. 

Waller ,gave a scream and .teU -baclc

ward. Then, s.till screaming ·wildly, lie 
�Jawed to hia feet and began runnillg and 
falling .baclr: dow.n the .bill. Bans slaouted 
and ..r:an .after . ..  Wait l lCs Karka l" 

Waller finally fell and could•'t .aet ·l)J) 
and then he saw it was .the Dutcb yoiJ'Ch. 

His weak mouth w:aggled ; Ji.is;ey.e��.QlleDII:d 
and ·closed. "Y:ou . • •  I ihoueht .3'M1 �e 
an .Indian ! I :was sul'e • • •  � •did 
you come from?" 

Hans .aa.t down Indian�bion. :Be 
fTOwned. T.her..e wa11 tomelhing ·.etraJl&e 
here. ABd .someUling OOtl im 1he way 
Waller .talked. -

HaJMJ .uid :  "Where J'"Ou.aoing 7 Wohere's 
the train?" 

Waller jerked hie �humb bacll:wud. 
"T.here. I'm goimg ohome." 

''!lome?" 
"¥es. It's sale there." 
Hans stared. Waller'.e w.ide e,yet� w� 

jumping now, looking around. The man 
passed .a skinn.y .hand over his ·jaw a&d 
Hana saw the band trembled. And Hans 

knew Ed Waller •bad lollt his mind. He 
had run away .from the t.-ain to go back. 
But .with Indians all around-

Then he .saw the pack •on Wa1ler's 
shoulders, and his mouth ,began to worlf, 
Food ! Cooked food ! Waller had .Prepared 
proper.ly .to .run away I ·ln spite ,of Jii11 
war:ped mind. "Shall we �at?" Han!$ 
whispered. 

T.be .other dared, then g.rew IUl!tJlj.. 
cious. But Hans smiled and Waller -�J&j(l, 
"You're youn.g. We will eat." 

W
ALLER had wormy -prunes in hi8 

sack a strip of bacon, some "fl()ur 
and salt,,cofree, and the r.eet jammed with 
dried beans. He had ·<lne .can and a oup 
and some .matches. The .two made ·camp 
in a .deep ravine that Jlans w1tll his new; 
plains wisdom had insisted -u.poll. 
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As Han� built a tiny fire and cooked 
beans in water from a wayward trill, he 
asked Waller a thousnnd qucl'llions. Yes, 
lhe girl waa all right. Wnller answered. 
Her old man seldom talked any more. 
Often he stayed in his wagon all day. 
Buckmaster hadn't died. HI? was out 
driving his own wagon now. No, Buck· 
master didn't know what had struck him. 
So he said. He didn't talk much either. 
None of the settlers did ; Eider had 

· taken all their guns away from them. 
And most of their mom·�· for river 
cr088ings. 

"The women were riled wild about 
that. Guess they'd worked as hard as 
the men for that money. Sarah-" He 
stopped and flung his ragged head into 
his hands and broke into sobs. 

"What about your wife ?" Hans asked. 
"She earned all otir money. She'd 

��:wed it. At that first crossing, Th£' 
Loupe, Eider struck her when she 
wouldn't give him the money. She died 

. .  the next night-" 
Hans remembered the board from t-h� 

tttil-gate, the mound of earth. So Sarah 
Waller had died from the result of a blow 
by Race Eider. Hans grew silent. He 
stared into the fire. Penn�.vlv�nia seemetf 
a long way awa:-.·. 

He ate fiercely, wilh Ed Waller across 
the fire nervously picldng at his food and 
watching each mouthful Hans took. There 
was alarm in Waller's eyes at the amount 
Hans put away, and when the fire had 
died down and Hans curled up next to it, 
Waller counted the wormy prunes and 
carefully rewrapped the remaining bacon 
in its greasy cloth, Then he lay down in 
the shadows, eyes open, staring at the 
coals, waiting . .  

When Hans awakened the next morn
ing E d  Waller was gone. 

Hans felt a reluctant sympathy for the 
man who loved his wife so much, in 
spite of the way he'd treated her. And 
now that his moorings were gone, 
Waller's mind had cast off also. He was 
a lonely, wandering figure on the prairie, 
and Hans knew that sooner or later the 
Indians would get him ; the country was 
crawling with the so.v<!r,-e::;:. Alone Hans 
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rose and moved on, doubly wary, an 
Indian himself. 

A dozen times that day he saw aign of 
the red men-an unshod hoofprint mark, 
the press of moccasin at a buffalo wallow. 
He kept a continual eye on the horizon, 
front and back. He jogged on. He knew 
his only salvation was to catch up to that 
tra.in ; for he had been mostly lucky so 
far, much a;:c he'd learned of Indian 
cunning. 

Twice that afternoon he hid in gulliee 
as Indians loomed on the horizon, and it 
became increasingly evident to him that 
they also were trailing the train. They 
were in doubles and small groups ; they 
were gathering, waiting. Hans proceeded 
more slowly. 

The sign of the train grew fresh, un
mistAkably. Camp refuse clrew flies. Hans 
ran on. His boots, hard and dried from 
frequent immersing and their day in the 
wrecked wagon box, had chafed his feet 
into swollen stems. Hatless, his face and 
neck was burned the color of brick ; the 
prairie sun even made red streaks on hit. 
!-!kin through the rents of his shirt. His 
trousers long since had lost their knees. 
He clung to his knife and Walker Colt 
and the three cartridges, although he 
knew they were useless from his bout 
with the North PlAtte. 

T:rA
t�e

"�!�� h;!:�l:�e�h: r:=��n:;� 
deep in a brushy draw-he had kept som!> 
of Waller's matches-then immediately 
put out the blaze, He ate the tough meat 
stoically. Tomorrow he would catch up 
to the train. And with luck-

He wondered what he would do. What 
could he do? Race Eider would !!hoot him 
at sight. He had no doubt of that. They 
were beyond civilization. All restraint, 
he knew, long since had left the bull
whacker crew. Even by the sign he could 
tell all was not well with the train ; their 
camps were shorter and shorter each day 
and again fear came up within him for 
the girl. 

He tried to plan somet·hing. He not 
only had Eider to contend with but the 
treachery and plotting of Blackie and 
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Swede, who were planning a doublc...cross 
of Eider, And then there waa the fact 
Eider had taken ' ail the guns from the 
homesteaders. Hans slept fitfv.lly through 
the night. 

ln the green, winking dawn he mo1'ed 
down the drenched gully keeping well to 
the brush: and he forsook the trace to 
bear westward on his own. The oordon 
of Indians was teo close on the heels of 
the train for him to try bo penetrate. 
The Indians did not know someone was 
wming up from their rear. 

As Hanf!l crept from the gully he saw 
five in a band riding 11outhwarti. He did 
not lmew what kind they were-they 
rode Bmall, :h.st hones and carried Janoee 
-and Hans waited until they were out 
of sight. 

He moved northward, then swung west 
to keep parallel witl!. the train and he 
moved with the utmost eautioa, hugging 
the l'f'&SIY awales amd brush gullie& 
Tbue was no need for haste any longer, 
just caution, for the train was but a few 
miles ahead and he could catch •P to it 
after dark. Then what? The thought 
always brought him up abruptly. 

He !mocked over a prairie ehicken 
with a atone. It was hie dinner, :raw, for 
he did not dare a fire. Ita smoke would 
betray him. In the afternoon he came into 
low buUe country and ll.e started edging 
11outhward. He hadn't seen an Indian all 
afternoon. 

At dusk be climbed one of the buttes 
and, hugging the ground, he looked over 
the rolling country to the south. He saw 
white canvas topz in a wide rreen valley. 
Dusk was washing the valJey into slow 
blaclrneaa. Potnts of fire were springing 
up. The wagons were circled. Like a 
hawk-faced Indian be crouched and 
planned. 

He drifted his eyes over the rough
ening yellow buttes and the green prairie 
to the eaat but in the great hush of 
evening he heard nothing and saw 
nothing, as he had expected. He won
dered where the Indiana were gathering. 
He kD.ew theJ were aomewbere close. 

Half aa hour later be crept e&lltiOWilY 
down from the llk71ine ud threaded the 
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course through the buttes which he had 
cboeen. He was jogging again, Wekome 
darkness had CQme. 

H ��e

8 

I::i
t
n�r::::n �:P!�a: d�l7;: 

smouldered inside the ring of wagons. 
He had spotted the sentry on the other 
side and was coming in from the rear. 
The trick now was to find Buckmaster 
without arousing the camp, He bellied 
forward ineh by inch. This eame easy 
to him now. 

He came to a knee at the nearest 

wagon's hubeap and stared at the vehide. 
It waa the powerful, red-spoked MorphJ 
from which the -.otes had been eounted 
b3ek in. Council Bluffs. But he emrld 
barely recognize Jt. It looked twenty 
years old. Paintless, weather-bee.tea, 
broken, And he thought if wagons be
came thus in the few ahorl weeks thR.t 
had )'JMSed, what wou.ld this trek 4o to 
human beitli'S'P To J"ulee Painter! He 

pressed his lipe tight and started working 
aronnd the circle. Again he had Indian 
stealth. 

He eame cloeer to the fire. He recog
nized bu1lwhacken hunehed arouad it. 
some &eeping, lying sprawled, and be 
wondered which was Raee Eider. His 
progress became .slow, ticklish. 

He saw blanketed firures on the inside 

of the circle sleeping close to the wagona 
and guessed they were the lwmeateaden. 
But ·which one waa Buckmaster ? 

Then he came to it. He recognned the 
bolted and spliced reach of Buckmaster's 
chunky wagon and he crawled beneath 
the axle toward a sleeping figure. 

Hans put hUI hand softly over the 
man'l!! mouth. The man started, tben 

froze. Hana whiMpered, "It's Hans 
Marka." 

The rigidity went out of the m&n. He 
stared disbelievingl:f in the darknes1. He 
saw the Dutc.b youth. 

"Ham!" 
"Sh-h-h." Hans gripped Buckmaster's 

horny fists in return, but, flat on his 
belly, he kept his eyes on the men at the 
fire. Rana whispered : "1& • • •  ia •be an 
rig1lt7" 
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"She- Who the-?" Then Buckmaster 
knew. ''Don't worry about her. She's the 
Otlly one that devil hasn't got buffaloed. 
l tell you it's been hell since we left The 
Loupe. Eider runs the camp as if we were 
dogs." 

Hans nodded. "He took your guns." 
"Ho•· did you know?" 
Then Hana told him about meeting the 

crazed Ed Waller on the back trail. Buck
ma.ster awore. "Poor devil! Likely out of 
hfs miaery by •ow.'' 

In tbe darkaeas Hans could aee the 
gauntneu of the man before him ; by 
hie voiee he could guess at the pain Buck
master had endured. Hans whispered, 
"Can you awaken the rest of your men 
without the bullwhackers seeing you '? 
I've got a plan to get guns into your 
hands." 

"Guns !" Buckmaster's voice trembled, 
''Guns to shoot Eider ?" Hia voice was 
wire-tight; it vibrated with hate. 

"I'll sneak around by the sentry while 
you awaken your men and tell them the 
plan. I know the war whoop of the In· 
dians. Eider will issue you guns to de-
fend the camp. You tnrn on the bull· 
v.hackers. If they don't surrender, cut 
them dol'lt\. I auppose you've found out 
by now it's ei:ther you or them." 

"We've found 'out," Buckmaster said 
hitterly. 

Hans grimly touched the gu.n in his 
rc\gged waistband. "Have you any shells 
for this ! I've been practicing aiming 
t t.  for we(!ks." 

The other stared hungrily at the 
weapon. "Yes. And I'd like to have that 
gun. I'd get Eider-tonight !" 

Hans shook his head. "Mine is a bet4 
ter plan-" He stopped. :Men from the 
bullwhackers' fire were looking toward 
them. And then Hans was conscious of 
someone at his back. He twisted his head 
iu the grass. Buckmaster's wife had 
stepped from the schooner. 

She recognized Hans inst·antly ; saw 
the situation and its danger. She walked 
;:�.cross the camp to a water barrel where 
.<�he took a drink. And the watching 
bullwhackers sank to the ground again. 
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Han8 softly blew the sweat hom hi� 

upper lip, Thank .heaven for the pres· 
ence of mind the frontier woman had. 

Buckmaster was whispering, "Ann hid 
a box. I'll get them." 

JNB::m��at:�ne
�:n�:�e
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tridges. Ann, his wife, had come back. 

She pressed the Dutch youth's baOO. 
"ll;'s good to aee you, Hane." Then ahe 
gave a frightened glanee toward the 
blaek, yawning prairie. "You area't go. 
ing out there-alone?" 

Bu.ckmaster laughed tersely. "Where 
do you think be'1 beert these wookB? He'a 
safe out there." He glanced bitterly 1:.6-
ward the fire. 

Hans chuckled. "I've turned Indian." 
She said aott!y, "I'll tell her I sa• you 

-you're safe." The woman's eyu wen 
proud on him, and Hans said q•Jkklt' 110 
Buckmaster, ,.If there's any fightinr, 
don't keep a11 eye on Eider on)f"-keep 
one on that Blackie alf'lo." 

"Biackie?" Buckmaster peered in tile 
darkness. "You say you saw Waller. 
Didn't he tell you- "A halloo came from 
the night. "They're changing aeotries ! 
They might come this way. Hurry !" 

Hans felt the grip of Buckmaster's 
wide hand, then Hans melted int. the 
blackness as an Indian. B•t what M
mained closest to his lteart waa Au 
Buckmaster's words about Julee Painter. 
She would b� glad he was safe. 

A keen sense of the mounting climax 
arose in him and, !UI he circled the camp, 
he came to a jagged roek tongue extend
ing from a nearby butte. It was on tlae 
outaide of the changing sentries; it wa..s 
ideally f'lituated above the plain and the 
camp. 

He had crouched among the rocks and 
put his mouth "bo the ground to mutBe 
hie cry, when a taint tremor came to him 
from the earth. Be listened; thert fear 
came to him for the train. IndiaDI!I "'�" 
coming. The drum of hundreds of hooves 
on the prairie made that tremor. Without 
hesitation he raiaed his voioe full and 
gave a war-whoop cry across the eamp. 
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There was a moment of silence, then 
the sentries were running. Inside tM 
drded wagons the flre suddenly blazed 
higher. 

.. Fools," Hans muttered. "Put out that 
11re1 J)()n't build it.•• He saw men'a fig
ures scurrying around. the .:tlash -of 
weapons. Ei'der was pa11sing out ammu
nitions and guna. Then Hans recalled � 
plan. Would Buckmaster and the settlers 
make a disastrous move bef04"e the ln
diMs .track'! fiat woufd -spell doom f« 
tlu et'ltire ttvti•! 

Hans thought <lf -daebing into the 
camp to ha1t 'the mutiny o&f the setttert!, 
but he knew be'd 'be thr()wing hi'! hfe 
away if Eider spotted him 'Ant. And the 
train needed every fig'htlng matl oow, 
that wa& certain, 

He raised his \'Oice inLo the war w.tux_, 
again. And tben a �:hiJid time. He '1\'aiW:I 
and then aounded. it twice -.ga.ir>. Tlure, 
he thought, Buchmo.�ter mmt .. hww 
1omething different i:8 in t� wind. Thi3 
sk()tdd convinc8 . .lim. 

li.a.mJ put his ear to t.be rocky gr{)und. 
The thud -of those Indian Ao.rses were 
plain now. They mu1t be ooming down 
one of t.bose wide draws to liis back. 
They'd rendezvoused to the west, alaead 
of the train, then. ARd suddenly the 
plains wisdom Lhat he'd gained the past 
weeks came frantically alive. The Indians 
were at his back, the enmp ahead. He 
wall between them ! 

His danger hit him like· a C<lld rain. 
He shivered. The redskins undoubtedly 
had the eamp all scouted ; they'd crawl 
down this very ridge onto the camp. And 
there waa only wide, open plain on all 
eides. 

Desperately Hans cast about for an 
es� route, then he remembered a 
brYsh·choked ravine a score of paces 
toward the west-toward the approach· 
ing redskins. 

There was no ti�e W lose. lie ran 
swiftly in the dim blackness and fluQg 
hiruelf over the brink. 

He tried to stay his fall by -clinging 
to brush the grasses. They gave way. 
He toppled down with roek &lld ahale and 
brush anti he knew ao Jn(lre. 

CHAPTER VI 
·� (l>Ata!pect.ed 
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uncon.scious. He wondered if aJJY -bones 
were broken. B.ut .he ·didn't move. Hfs 
sharp wit a.n.d memGry and Ule ni,ght.s 
on the prairie hiding had .taU;ght him 
to lie still. Ltrt the eneD\Y move :first. 

The stars above the narrow chasm were 
bright, unwinkin,g. Wind soughed lonely 
through .toile g-or_ge, But w.asn'\ u�at an 
additiooal �·h isper above .there-as 1ikin 
drawn -ov.er l!rush, haW preesin� 
gravel,. .bucks:k'".iu moving -over :flattened 
grass ? .He didn't breathe. 

'f!me dragged agileBS. Re nc longer 
heard bodies creeping. It muat be after 
midnight: Tllen a ·single shot from � 
prairie, .aru:rt.ber. another-war whOQPe 
-men's curses--then aJI wae -bedlam. 
The IndianA had attacked ! 

No longer feal"ful o"f beiDJr beard, 
Ha.ns .twisted from the roeks pinning 
him. He fought erect. Thorns tore at 
his clothes but he disre.guded them ; 
no -bones were brolr:en. He .beat circula
tion into his aching legs and fift for hn 
Dragoon and the shells. He had lost 
the gull. FeveriShly he searche4. The 
sounds of fury increased on the prairie. 

At last he found the gun among the rocks. 

It" was unbrok.en. The shells were safe 
in his shirt. With bleeding toorn nails 
he attacked the steep wall dowR which 
he'd fallen. 

He got up ten feet, fell back. He trietl 
the other side. The thorny bushes gaw 
to his pulling claws. He fe11 agai11. He 
tried for crevices this time, throwing 
caution away. He almost got t.o the top 
when a rock trumpled and he went back. 
He grasped a shadowy piece of brush 
in desperation. The last.year thorns lac� 
erated his hAnds fearfully, but the agel1 
brush had a grim bold in the rock 
crc,,ice. It held. 

TrembUng, sweating, Hans rolle-U over 
on his belly at the brink. Wben he'd 
caught his breath he crawled forwa.nl. 
The camp was lighted by two fuea f.rom 
bur.aing wagons. The settlers ,bad pu&hed 
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the wagons out of the circle and haJ 
closed the ring with others, but the oxen 
and stock in the circle had gone berserK 
from the gunfire and clamor. They'd 
trampled everything inside the inclo
sure, going around and around, Hans 
could see the human defenders crouching 
1ow and dimly beneath the wagon reaChes, 
precariously between two dangers-the 
millrace inside and the Indians on the 
outside. 

Dawn was streaking the east. As if 
someone bad widened a door to a grey
tit room, grey light was creeping over 
the prairie swiftly, The sky was growing 
wide and beautiful, but Hans paid no 
attention to the awakening prairie day ; 
he was judging the effect light would 
have on the attack, Already he saw 
Indians were withdrawing from for
ward positions in the grass. He saw 
where they'd tried to fire the grass but 
it had been too green. He .saw where 
scores of fire arrows had scorched great 
holes in canvas tops before the settlers 
had put t.hem out-all but two, the two 
wagons that ha.d burned-and he saw 
dim crumpled figures inside and outside 
the enclosure. Close to the wagons some 
o( the Indians lay dead, :ind Hans knew 
the fighting at one time had been hand
to-hand. 

He wondered if anyone he knew in 
the train had been killed-Buckmaster ?  
Eider ? Julee. He cast o u t  the 
thought that made his arms and legs 
bee-orne weak. 

He saw the Indians were mounting 
their ponies and he remembered the rush 
they'd made his wagon at The Loupe. 
It would be their final dash ! And if 
1mccessful- How could he help? 

T�!k:N���N�n 
c:m:tr::�in;f 
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low and to one side of their horses' 
withers, their feathers and colored buck
skin flying in their rush. Their whoops 
came long and continuous until they be
eame an undulating high-pitched sound 
that beat eternally on the eardrums. It 
sent shivers up Hans' spine. This was 
aomething different from anything he'd 
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ever experienced. The)' seemed to fas
cinate the defenders into chilled im· 
mobility. 

The red skins raced around and around, 
growing closer and closer. They shot 
arrows with remarkable dexterity from 
every position on their ponies. They 
were particularly adept at shooting from 
beneath their mounta' necks while �om
pletely hidden from the other side. 

The thought suddenly fiashed a great 
idea to Hans. It would be the simplest 
thing in the world to pick off those 
figures from this side, if M could get 
cloBIJ tmOugh! The sounds of their hol
lering, the explosion of the settler�· guns, 
which now had begun, would drown 
out his intermittent shots. If he <Zould 
get closer-

He began to creep down the ridge, 
keeping to cover like the wild prairie 
creature he had been for the past weeks. 
His training was paying off. 

He came to the plain. Another wagon 
was on fire now. The settlers tried to 
move it. Two fell, arrows protuding 
from chests. The wagons burned, throw
ing flames. toward others. Somt Indians 
toppled, but not many. The settlers be· 
gan shooting the redskil.s' horses now. 
The animals' screams added to the hor
ror. They plunged, wounded and kicking, 
over fallen Indians. Dismounted savages 
tried to squirm through the grass to 
safety. Smoke hung over the prairie like 
a pall. 

With trembling fingers Hans fitted 
shells into the pistol. He was danger
ously close now, so close they might 
detect him if his gunfire didn't coincide 
with other sounds. But he had to chance 
it. Those wagons would burn down the 
train in another ten minutes. Now to 
see of his praCticing and aiming had 
done any good. 

He thrust forth the gun, sighted on a 
gaudy br:lVe whom he knew to be a 
chief because he resembled the chief 
back at The Loupe crossing, and he 
squeezed the trigger. 

The report was drowned in the con· 
tinuous roar. Hans looked. The savage 
dropped like a stone from his clingin« 



RAWHIDE RENEGADE 

pe-rch; the horse galloped away. 
"Bull's-eye," Hans muttered. He 

watched the other -circling Indiana. None 
had noticed the direction of the sound, 
nor the added faint wisp .of smoke from 
the prairie grass, which already was 
smouldering in spots from last nia}lt. 

Hans aimed at a eecowi Indian. He 
missed. He drew -on a third racing figure. 
The man Jost his hoi� grasped again. 
The horse plunged, then flopped �own. 
Hans' bullet .ltad a:one throug)l both. 

He kept on shooting. He became J'e· 
markably adept and the 11ile ol bodies 
and horses in front of him became sur� 
prisingJy high. A great, gaudy-clothad 
warrior suddenly noticed it, raised a 
high-pitched yell, then a hand. He pulled 
to one aide, regarded the pile. Hans' 
heart began to crawl into his tbroat. 
Other Indians drew their sweating 
mounb! to their leader, out of gun range. 
There was mucb jabbering and waving 
of arms. 

WONDER and incredtiJity -Mlowed 

in their fa� and -actions. '!'hey 
Jook� toward the 1ftnoking "Wagons on 
that Bide. In ,fhe •growing light they 
saw a gil'l -fhere with ·a 'long :Sbarpa 
snuggled againlrt 1wr eheek.. She waa 
almoet behint! a eet of ;r.ug--eOYered 

trUllke. 

Hans heart eu4den1y .sang. Julee 
Painter" Sbe ·wae ative4 

The warrior, raising his 'fists · which 
clenched bow and ar.rows., :ahouted IIODle
tbins" to the 4-J, ·his •.taee Yei.ned and 

per]lling, aa -if .ealli.n« oa the ,,odJ to 
WHak ftngeance Oll .tfle J!&leface <'!'loman. 

At !tilat in1tant • "liOller rJl. -gun� 
came from wagons, .&DI! the -deeper 
note of the long-range Shari)! boomed, 
and the m.ighty-tbew&d warrior froze 
in hill np-.nised. poe.itiOL .The auows 
spewed from his hwd: the bow clat
tered down. He .stood. tlrat1&fuc:e.d l-or one 
awtul inttant, then toppled 'headfint 
ovu W apot.t.ed pon1'11 'Withera. R-e fell 
..... 

The Indians stared. !ftler Jookecl 'lit 
the: w� train, then .at the ooi.OT
booming sky at which the warri« .JJad 

shouted, U:len as one they wheeled theY. 
poniea and raced up the draw into the 
butte-land. Their chief had brought the 
�:une of the gods upon them. 

The distance fr001 that wagon .tr.ain 
had been grent-too great even for a 
Sharps. Hans put dowa his pistol and 
oT• hls ahoulder watched the last of 
the Indians disappea.r. His days lif emp
ty-i)istol practicing and pointing had 
doae it! But ll<lw :what ·? He lay still. 

He saw the settlel'jlj pull out the burn
ing wagons. quencll the flame. with 
bUckets. He saw the girl .there� and Buck
rnaa�r .. . , . .  

T.he wagons were .c�eu •DO-W. Hane 
raised his head and so!U,r uttered the 
Indian w.ar whoop. U was as an echo 
from a dead -r.edekin bing .among -the 
gr.asses. 

B\lt -the me.n �n the .train he.alld. it
Hans ·saw bullw.hacke.:s look .ar-ou� 
then :be sa-w Bucl:master staring .ov.ec 
the grass. Hans repeated it, BOfter .this 

time. Buckmaster tumed, gave a shake 
of his right Jist, as if it were a signal. 
The nat moment Hans .a&.w gull muz
zles pointed at certain men, rifles wer.e 
dropping. hands goin.g up. 

Buckmaster had guessed! With a grin 
Plans came to bis feet and ran toward 
the tT&in. 

He spran,g over a wagon tongue and 
was a.mo.ng them. He laughed and looKed 
ar.ound. Faces were missing but there 
were many be knew. He aaw two gaunt 
settlers had their rifles pointing at Race 
Eider's chest. He saw Buckmaster witll 
shirt torn, b1ood on his tilack-whiskered 
faee swinging a r-ifle ominously at an 
the covered, astonished bullwhackers. He 
saw .Julee Painter, With the 'heavy Sha11)s, 
at the edge of the crowd. "She &tared 
at Hans ; her beautiful, smoot!� face 
was crimsoning ; her eyes were growing 
brighte-r . • • •  "Hausl Han1!" 

"Look •old1" Buckmaster shouted. 
"Eider!" 

H
ANS whirled, catlike. Race Eider, 
his bt01¥11 weaael-like lace -choked 

with ful"Y. illl:ade a play fM hi• gun . .ll".us 
sw.ea:4 <GP arlll re:v.J.ver; !Uie ·tw!e gauni 
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settlers swung their rifle muzzles. It 
was as if all three were moved by a 
single crank. 

But the settlers were too slow. Eider 
sprang forward out of their direction as 
they fired. Hans' gun explodt!d in his 
hand, but he also had jerked in his haste. 
Eider's hat tl.ew of!, then Eider's lean 
and wiry paws, splaying to the .46s at 
his hips, came up, and Hans saw tl.re 
winking from them, felt fire come into 
his body and burn. He tried to trigger 
his Walker Dragoon but the strength 
waa gone from hi!! hands in a di.zy speil 
and he knew he was falling down. And 
guns were roaring all around him but 
Race Eider leaped away, unharmed. 
Eider ran behind a wagon. There was 
a horse there, his black horse, and · bare
backed Race Eider leaped upon the 
animal. He kicked heels to the black's 
belly and the animal cleared an uptilted 
wagon tongue aa if it had springs in its 
delicate legs. 

Hans cried in his heart. Eider was get� 
ting a.way! Race Eider was escaping 
free! After aU that he had ca.used-! 

The booming roar of a Sharps spoke 
in the bubbling confusion. Race Eider 
stiffened on the black, slowly raised his 
arms, then the horse ran out from be
neath him. The long, broad man in the 
fla111hy buckskin hit the prairie sod, 
bounced once, a gun rolled from a holster, 
tumbled after him, the gun and man fell 
together and lay still, almost hidden 
in the long grass that waved over them. 

Race Eider had met his end. 
Hans turned from the sitting position 

to which he'd pulled himself. The diz· 
ziness was fading and he was conscious 
of blood pouring from the crease over 
his forehead. 

"Nice . shooting . . , Miss Painter-" 
She dropped the rifle. She ran forward. 
"Hans ! • . .  Hans, you poor man-" 
He closed his eyes. There it was, bet· 

tet: l He didn't mind anything, not now. 

CAMPFIRES winked brightly in the 
night. Someone was strumming a 

baajo aoftlT. Hans sat beside Buck-
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master and Painter. "Tomorrow we can 
roll,'' Buckmatter said. 

Hans nodded. They'd cleaned up the 
camp, bu.ted the dead, making freJ>h 
mounds above the p•airie grass. Just 9.ll 
then ha& been three mounds on the 
trail back tllere, two of them Blackie's 
and Swede's. had Hans found out Race 
Eider had shot b.tb his confederates 
in cold blood when he'd learned they'd 
been plotting against him. It was one 
reason wb7 the b•llwhackers almost 
gladlr ran ia to the settlers. They 
hated Rae. Bider's iron rule. The Eider 
plan had fabed. 

Palater lifted his shaggy head. A 
brightness had come into his deep eye11 
since Hans' arrival. 

"Yea, and I'm resigning as captain 
of this tloaio. I'm appointing young 
Marka kl tn7 stead. He knows the prairie, 
has gone through it. He is as Indian aa 
they come aow, I reckon." He smiled. 

Buckmaster nodded. "The men will like 
that. Hau, yoo have no wagon now ; 
you can ride with tae." 

"No," the old trader, Painter, said. 
"I'm giving him a wagon. Not only a 
wagon but everything in it. The guns 
in it will buy him ploughs by the score. 
and stoves and axes and horses. But if 
he wants to be a tNder, and I know 
his Dutch blood makes him a sharp one, 
I will take him ia u a partner. Half 
and half of everything." 

Hans saw a figure in a white.ftowered 
blouse and fine Iinsey skirt. The light 
of the campfire by the three Conestogas 
caught a glint of hair like burnished 
copper. She was looking at him. She had 
a bucket in her hand M if she were going 
to get water. 

Hans didn't hear any more of what 
Painter said. He rose and went acros� 
the circled camp grounds and many eyes 
around fires saw and watched him, and 
the women smiled and men drew long on 
their pipes and winked at one another. 
And Buckmaster and Painter fell silent, 
a peaceful silence. 

"Julee," Hans aaid. "Put down. that 
bucket.'' 
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''.flo !'OU ffihink 'fi �e(l IUJ) jnlit tO 
cM�ey•lbuCke't-1'' ShefJ)ut itt<6own. 

"'No," he ·s:aid with direct franKness. 
"But 1 remember how handy you are 
with one." He $t;8pped cfoJ'fWIWtL He '!WU 
sure of •himself. He -had .gone through 
a tempering fire the past mon·tn. He 'took 
her hana. 

She did •oot 1t1esi8t :him. •He lied lher 

bt>tween the uptilted tongues of their 
Conestogas and ·out- onto t'he �ligllted 

Jl 

!J)ratNe w'beloe lthe lJ'rlgt'lffhaWks -were ((l.cy'
Jtng, 8)Jd t6h� 'e"J)ring IW8S IWamtl am8 � 
!!melling. "She did not "Tesis't 'biJII vih·•n 
he took her in his arms. For an inatant 
Hans 1hougbt ,of -the $R-l <baCk <ih�re in 
-the Grove with tbe ·bokl .pert :o-es -and 
·then ·of thit� :girl wllo ·was dift'uent. :she 
·was clinging.�he wu loolling·lUJ) 'to bim. 
He IID'lilea. 

Behind them the banjo strummed wiih 
-a ·quidk6l:, lighter 111ote. 

Rawhide Sacrifice 
i11F CORDON DOZiltlt 

S&,111BWSIN)R !Nil lftW.aN � -bis 
�� lh:ome itn  lbill �'bo<Ja�ebd 
.!)breD� ye'lml Wb 'the <chero· 

l\eee. !Be �  !home when eight-een, 
taug"Ht�, !ftudied law, enlisted tln4be 
Army, �became :a <district --aU'Onl€$, ...,as 
a,pointell major �general ihl "!the �WU! 
militia, \W&fllt!lected to Cong.l'eQ,.and"lihtln 
beeameiff0\le1m0l'<of �emtef!flf!e !&t� :age 
of tDbitQJfnur. 

Shol'fly :Stter lbeg:Dmlng Ibis >t!eeOnd 
11erm, lhe 'Wt!B lElliza 1)\lllen. 3'lor !feasons 
that lhave itUWer lbeen !Jnafle <c!k!&T, She 111!ft 
him after Jess than a week. Houston took 
tbie very heavily, resigned his governor· 
ebip .and -.set out to live again ""'itb his 
old .friends, the Cherokees. 

He 'found that .they •had mov&! west 
Into Arkansas and, ·drinking l!.ea.vil,y· the 
wbile, -be :started •off •on their -trail. On 
the way be met up with .a la-wyer named 
Jabn .Linton and they traveled .a while 
together. Linton, a scholarly fellow, wu 
also a -confirmed alcoholic. 

'One evening the .pair sat by 'their 
umpfire on · the trail. Houston, -as be had 
been busily engaged in doing since-he had 
left :rennessee, WllS drowning ,his gr-ief 
in .a jug. Linton, delighted at havillg 
found so acti\'e a drinking part-ner, was 
Jflatching him swallow for swallow. 

After a time, Linton delivered a short 
flration in Latin in praise of his favorite 
Y.od, Bacchus. Houstoa listened .approv· 
ingly, and then stated earnestly that 

some sacrifice .should be made t.o tlltl8eity 
before the next drink. "Wherellllin he 
-tossed his hat on ·the -tire. 

•Linton consid� ifbis a <fn·Bt--Wa"t. ,i&Ja, 
and tossed kia lnft ·.on "lUle .�Ja�Ms. ·mhen 
!:they gra;t,Jt�ly tipped ltiR! bur 'aPfn. 

1Dhe-s&m��ntl:itrh1�muea. 
ilrito :the bonfire 'Went fllouflt:Oil!a �n 
.Dao"ket. [;iriton's •4mtt flollowed ·it. lit '<Wm�· 

!too 'beautHul a lJJlloccitun !*«l $QP while 
1t lasted, ;ana lfhe 'li"ttnilel"! ftOilowell itt tfo 
its -�ic81 �ondluBion. lln :l -flew •Trihu� 
1hey were tbdtll iJn tttffli:r ll:ihtthfuw �Uitfl. 

Then !the llleSiBMH li(Ov«m� cdl. '.lll$!
nessee 'ltrrC:hed to his feet. "High time to 
be .gettin' on !" be J'Oared. "J ;got 4o ·be 
findin' my .CheJtokees l" 

Thus it was tihat in a little While •e 
next village •on ·tne 'trail W¥l!\ 'treated to 
the spectacle ·of two w.'bite -men .poun3ing 
down the •main stf'fft on excellent mourib 
-the mounts being considerably more 
clothed -than were fhe .merry -riaera. 

E-v-entuilly, 'Houston found ·tne 'Chero· 
kees and was officia:lly adop"ted iJ1t.o -(he 
tribe. -His old sweetheart, Tjana, was still 
there-a girl said -to 'have been ·one Of 't'hfl 
most beautiful Indians on :(he fror:itier. 
He soo-n married her and lived what 1\e 

later described as :tne ·bap.Piee't �ears ·of 
his life with her and tlle :tribe until -her 
death three years later. 

For wllat seem to ·have -been sound 
reasons, the .JndJan name bestowed -on 
him "by the tribe was ""Big J?run'k". 



Honor for a Harrigan 
The Harrigans were not the mildest and most inoffensive 
of men and when Tim f."an igan rode into town to find his 
family on the brink of destruction the situalion amid 
be handled in only one woy----offensive and not so mild/ 

By LEW BRRJLL 
ILI.USTRAT:KD DY 

JOSEPH SOKOLI 

TUMBLETON didn't look like the 
old town to Tim Harrigan. when 
he rode in ahqrtly afiM night

faiL He had been away eigh� month!<. 
plmching cows in Colorado, and he guess
ed that even_ the celebrated Harrigan 
temper would have cooled dow11 enough 
IJy now for him to be welcome at his old 
man's ranch. But now Main Street, whose 
one ilaloon had formerly catered to tht' 
1�1 thirst with promptness and effect
iveness, was all lit up. rim co" ,ted fou r 
saloons and one very noisy dancc-h::ul 

"ff prosperity struck Tumbleton. 
it wure will have sh:1ck �he HarriJ!'an:i,' 
was Tim'S reaction. 

F.9.sing his bay up to a vacant spac:t· 
itl the line of hitchracks, he dismounted, 
tied him, and set forth to investigal't>. 

Insi� the honkytonk, gambling wae: 
going full blast, a three-piece band wall 
blaring and a number of girls were be
ing whirled around the dance-floor by a 
c:rowd of drunken, sh<Juting waddies, whv 
were certainly strangers to Tim. In a 
t'orner Tim saw Sid Roscoe, the lawyer, 
with his arm about a girl's shoulders. 
looking lovin,.;ly into her eyes. Sudden\�· 
he looked up, rccognizeQ Tim, left the 
girl and glided like a snake toward the 
rell.r of the room, without a word. 

Tim wAlked through the doorway into 
tht> adjacent saloon, whose new, long 
bar was crowded with men. Aguin h �  
recognized only one face, that o f  Snc_.ad. 
Saul Robbins' foreman. Saul was the 
town banker and also owner of the Lazy 
R, which ran conterminous with the 



ranch of Tim's father, J!lmmeU. llarriean. 

There had been trouble in the paat and 

Robbins had a mortgage on the Har
rigan ran�h. And the sight of Snead, 

half-drunk at tbe bar, among tbe bunch 

of atrange waddies, stirred vague ap. 

prehenaions in Tim. 
Emmett ile.rrigan had been \oo bot-

beaded to pull ia kis horns when bad 

times came, and that mortgage had been 
one of the l'MI!Ons why Tim had ridden 
away. 

Besidee Charlie s,,&ad was one of 
the beefiest hombres 'llim had ever 

known. He WM small and wiry, and 
wicked, and �t"ed aod fift1 



pounds of meat. m!olBde aad bone. He 
didn 't appear to be in .cood eoftditiOI'l 
but a man of that &ise didn't need to bt. 

At Tim we.nt up W the bar, he bad a 
feelift&' that Snead and the others had 
lx!en upeeting him. Snead •udged Ute 
big IIW'I DU.t to him, and � broke 
into a roar of laughter. Tim ordered a 

whisk�y frorn the bark� .ew in 
town. 

"Yeh, that's bim," Saead ribbertd. 
"Little Tim Harrigu COllie baek to 

pick the bonee." 
Tim paid no attentioo. He'd leuDed 

kl curb the Harrigan temper and bide hia 
time. But everybody aeemed W be waitill£ 
tor his m0\1e and he made it euually, 
after drinking half hie glarn1 aDd .setting 
it down. He leaned confidentially aet(JR 
the mahogany. 

''Some changes ha� beeJl made i11 
Tumbletoo sinoe I went away," aaid 
Tim to the barkeep. 

"Yeh, thingtl have been 80rl of speed
in' up, .. replied the other. You're the 
Harrigan who rode away, ain't yout" 

"I might havt been. Just now I'm the 
Harrigan wbo rode back," Tim answered. 
He waa ccnscious that the whole CJ'(lWd 
at the bar waa listening. "You're eort 
of mysterious," he -continued, to tbe bar· 
keep . .. lf you've got anything to t�pin, l'm 
waiting." 

"Got notbin' to BpiU. Leastwise, it 
depends wbieh side of the epillway you'l'e 
etandin' on, don't it'!" 

"'Are my folkB aU risht?" Tim at1ap.. 

J><d. 
"Your pa's alive aDd roarin'. So's your 

ma and your brotbtr, ShAne. But your 
brother Larry kicked the bucket!' 

A�!s� �:;;,P��d�: �=�e:� ;::;;; 
Jt wasn't possible! Why, Larry bad 
been everything to Tim, as far bac.k as 
lie could remember. Larry had been the 
•nly person who could bring old EmmeU 
l:larrigan to see reason when he was in 
•ne ol his beU·roaring moods. 

.. About when did that bappen 1'' Tim 
a�� ked Quietly. 

"Some eh1. DK�ntlu! qo, .mebbe. Laad 
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poieon. Some vvmi11t laW tor him at 
lli.sbt when be wu ridill' home. We all 
were aurt eDIT)' to eee him go. And that'e 
.U the news I got except that your pa 
lost his ranch to the bank. Yeb, that's 
about all ... 

Somebod7 snickered behind Tim, and 

he wheeled. Snead'• face wu split from 
ea.r to ear but he was laughing to him· 
self; it was the bic man betide him who 
was rodcing on hia heels witll •irth. 

"You think that fut�.Q, Geaeral 
Thumb,. .. Tim asked him. 

Tbe other I'O&I'ed. ""Sure. it'a aiW&JB 
funay when one of them Harrican akuab 
gets rubbed out !,. 

Tim atruclt from tile .�we, a 
.stra.igbt blow into which he JIUt all IUB 
anguish and fuq. It caucht the bia IMil 
straitrht on the ehin and �t tad� eneh
ing against the bar. 

Gluses fell, botUea t.opp)ed onr; dl.ere 
wa!l a quick race out of tbe .wingiq 
reach of the two contestanb!. The giant 
eame baclc, his anns threBhing wildly. A 
ehance blow aught Tim on 1M forehead 
and .ent tlim full �gth 011. Ule ftool', 
amid roan from the <mlooll:era. 

"Stomp him, Snider! Doll't let him 
get away !" 

Snider wal!l as clume7 aa hi8 bulk 
might have led one to antitlpate. He 
eame Oil ponderoul!lly, laahin&" ')Ut aav
qely with his boot. Tim wn able \O 
avoid the direct impa.ct· of that foot but 
it c:aught him on the muscles ef the thi.a ... 
and for a moment everything weat blaet 
and a wave of nausea overcame him. 

Then somehow he was on his {eet aDd 
managing to parry Snider'!! wild bknn 
for a few moments until hie strength 
came back to him. 

He eould hear the crowd cursing him, 
and the fighting apirit ol the Harrigan11 
entered hill soul. Suddenly he launched 
himself forward as if shot from a 11pring, 
letting Snider have it with left and right, 
un\il Tim's fiatt! were crim&On with \he 
blood that streamed from the 4ther'a 
nose and lips. ·Snider wu striking .out 
blindly and making frantic eft'orts to 
land a haymaker, but Tim wat1 llimaelf 
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again, fighting like a devil with all the 
&eience and cunning he knew. 

su!���ty
ca�;��e��m

f:t 
t�:0�n��� 

and a spasm of excruciating pnin halted 
him long enough for Snider to dive in 
and wrap his urns about the younger 
man. 

The watchers roared and closed in to 
see the kill. All about him Tim could see 
the leering faces, dark with satisfaction. 
Even in t'·at moment he wondered why 
they hated him so. But now all his 
efforts were concentrated on the work to 
break Snider's grip, which had shifted 
to Tim's neck. 

Hands like bear's paws, fingers like the 
claws of some mighty beast were clutch� 
ing him by the throat. Already Tim's 
•enses were beginni11g to grow dim and 
he saw the jeering, blood-stained face 
of Snider, like a huge orb. 

But his resources were not yet quite 
at an end. He Rung himself backward 
•uddenly, at the same time tripping 
Snider, so that he relaxed his hold some· 
what, and the two men rolled to the 
ftoor together. 

Tim raked Snider'a great carea.sa with 
his boot. thea waited till the man rose, 
and sent in a sm•shing left t<1 the belly 
that doubled Snider up. 'l'hen, as Snider 
straightened, Tim brought up his right 
in a short jab to the jaw, giving it all he 
bad. Snider crashed baek io\o the midst 
of the spectAtors, and brought up againet 
the wall. 

Tim followed, giving Snider no rest. 
He showered hie blow• to faee and belly, 
until a groan like that of eorne wounded 
monster carne from Saider's lips, and 
the gross fr:une slumped and collapsed 
into · a pool of beer and fragments of 
broken glaas. 

Just for a moment there was an awed 
sih�gce in the banoora. It was plain 
that Snidw had nenr boon whipped be· 
fore. And then suddenlr tM whole in· 
terior went screaming mad, and rushed 
Tim, swingi•g their guns. 

Tim s•w Sneai drawinfl on him kl 
\1M erowd, TMhM: _him, and )llieked 

Snead head over heeLs into a corner, tbe 
weapon flying from his hand. But Tim 
stood absolutely alone, and it was only 
the madness of the mob that halted their 
effortll to get at him. Yells and cursca 
assailed him. He butted his way into 
the struggling vortex, trying to make 
the door. He was fighting with hie left 
hand and trying to dn.v his gun with 
his right, but so int'ense was the pressure 
of the crowd that he was unable to 
reach his holster. They were kicking, 
striking, howling like a madman. 

S•mething hard crashed upon Tim'� 
head from behind and he felt his kneer. 
begin to buckle. He was slipping but he 
managed to find the wall, and leaned 
back against it. And now he had his gun 
in hand and was facing the howling pack, 
and it looked like the end for him. 

Then, a big man wearing a star was 
coming through the door, covering the 
snarling mob with his gun ; and with 
swimming eyes, Tim recognized Ben 
Clark, who had been a deputy in the old 
da,.s. Big, quiet, stolid Ben. , 

"What's happening, gents?" he asked, 
when he calmed the mob. 

Snead yelled : "Tim Harrigan! He 
came back fightia' drunk, and beat np 
Snider ! Tried to tear the whole place 
apart. You put him in the jug, Ben !" 

Ben waived his hand tolerant-ly and 
turned to Tim. "Why, lad, it's good to 
see you again," he said. Then to i.h� 
others. "Now easy with him, tellers." 
He waited for disapproval but the crowd 
was: silent. He looked at Tim once more. 
"You get on up and see your folb, 'lim, 
and have a good sleep and quiet down." 

Tim grinned crookedly, and stumbled 
out into the street. 

CHAPTER ll 
A Warm Welconw 

A �i!!R
h� ::e�h����n�� 

c
t�0

e
w:r:: 

in the saloon, but now he saw that thi• 
time he was not the center of attraction. 
A hair·pulling eontest was going on be-
tween two women, and one of them wu 
the a-irl whom Tim had seen with Sid 
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Roseoe, the lawyer, iR the saloon. 
.. 1'11 teach yon tc make ttp· to. m7 man 1 .. 

acreamed one of the womeno wavi!lg a 
hank of recently extracted' hair and l!i&Jl· 
ping the other's face. "Y.ou knew he was· 
mine, you litrt:le cheap dance hall fOl
lower. Take th:�.t, and that!" 

Cheers of eftcooragement came from 
the spectators- as the vanquished· girl ran 
sobbing into the dance· hall. The victor 
stood in the :��treet, glaring· after her 
opponent. 

"Miss ETans, Ma'am, J'Cl'Illit me.'� 
That little mal\, bowiftg· low with a sweep 
of llis hat, wu Tim.'w Wild Unde· R�he·. 
A little, gentle man cd aboutl fifty, "with 
soft brown eyes· and &1!:· immense 
muetaehe, he seemed to be- calming down 
the trate woman. 

And Mi�ts· Evan:!, who was· a not un
comely wcman of about 1!hirly yean�, 
bunt into sob11, and Wild Uncl'e- Roche 
took ber by tilie arm and' escorted her 
to the door if a shop acroew the l!!t"reet!, 
that l!!eeJned' to specialize in' 18.d'ie!!' wear.: 
The little man stood there- reepectfuliY 

untir she had let herself in. 

.Meanwhile, the crowd seemed to have 
forgotten Tim, and he watched' his uncle 
in eome amusement, Wild Unele Roche 
had obtained' his soubriquet from some 
exploit In his youthful days, concerning 
which there was a good deal of mystery. 
He had never shown himself as any
thing bat the mildest and most in of· 
fensive of men, derived from the ma-
ternal stock and not from the Harrigans. 
Periodically, Wild Uncle Roche favored" 
the Harrigans with a prolonged Tis:it 
and this was evidently one of the times. 

Returning from his mission with Miss 
Evans, he encountered Tim planted· in 
the middle of the street, and seized Ria 
hand with a shout of enthusiasm. 

"Sure, and it's good to see you, lad !"  
he said. "And it will be  a glad sight for 
the old" foll!:s' eyes, for they''l'e had' their 
troubles. Wli.en' Ji he&Td tl'len· wu a 
hombre bustin' up the- Loving-C<Up I kind 
of guel!!l!ed it might be you and I was 
comin' to help you ... 

"b it true Dad's lee' W. ranch ?" 
demanded' Tim. 

"'Well', YOU' might call it 1�7a, tbat'* 
a fact, Tim. Where's 1"0'K' hawss?" 

Tim indicated it at the rack. 

"Mine's over here.. You aet 7oura a.nd 
I'll tell y:ou what's been happenin', while 
we're riding back." 

A minute later the two wue riding 
side b,- side out of town in the direction 
of the range, It. was not until they wue 
clear of the town. that. Tim asked: 
"Larry's dead?" 

"li'a true," aighd Wild Uncle- Roelle-. 
"And we've been waitin for :J!OU. d&.J 

after day. hopin' You'd be comin.' baclr. 
to retrie'U! the honor of the Ha:nri.ga.u. 
Not that way, boy," he added aa 'l'U.· 
was about to. turn. hie horae along: "he 
weU-remunbeb"ed :road rl1Dniag to. b
fatheb"'s· raneb-hQUse. "Keep etraight.on." 

"So Dad lost the l'ancl1," .said Tim. 
"GO> ahead and just telr I'M' aTh, Uacle 
Roche." 

T�"���n;.-n ;:��!�� ��: 
closed. Your pa sent LaTry in to pa)l o"ff 
the mortgage d the bank and he didn't 
come home. He was found dead next 

mo:enin', w:ith the money gone-and that'& 
all anybody knows. We're living in a 
shanty on the free range. Tbe old sheriff 
died-you remember be was ailing-and 
Ben CJark's honeet enough but· he baaa'i 
any brains." 

"And who an all theee .strang• 
punchers in town?" 

"Well, as 1 was saying, Saul Robbins 
foreclosed, claimin' the moDey badu'1; 
been paid, Your pe Pttt up a flgbt, as 
befitted' a Harrigan, but the old sheriff 
aot a posse and ejected" him, afte. • 
valiant l'ltruggle. That wss nigll on six 
monthl'l agt�." 

Tim nodded and Wild Uncle Roelle 
went OB, .. Saul Robbinl'l moved irt tll.e 
old hou11e and brought i1l a gang, and 
they'-re said to be rul'ltlin' aU over the 
State and: .!elling at:l'O!!!I the bet'der. 
Anyway, the wOOie range il'l stocked witl'l 
Robbins' steers. And· we got nothin', 
Nephew. Jul!t settin1, living off the lin!e 
bit C1f money ;vour pa 11aved in happier 
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days. Just  settin' there and waiting for 

you to come home." 
"Who's Snider ?" 

"Snider? He's the boss of the t:ang. 

He isn't too quick on tche draw but he 
kin scare the vitals out of anybody he 

gets sore at. Don 't you nc,·er stack up 

again Snider, u n less you got a gun in 

your hand." 

"I knocked out ttwt hunk of ham to· 
night." 

"You did ?" Wild Uncle Rocht> w•·ned 

in  his hull.  "So that was what all the 
uproar was about. Glory be, Nephew, it 
looks like you came home jest in time to 
tlC't the Harrigans back on top of the 

heap again." 

\ 
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Tim smiled as the older man contin

ued. 
.. Listen, Tim, ;t's plain eL •ugh Saul 

Robbins hired one of those thugs to kill 
Larry and git the mortgage back. And 
that Miss Evans-she know8 eomething. 
She's more than hinted at it, at times 
when she's been 11ore on Lawyer RoBcoe. 
You go see her and talk to her, Tim. She 
always had a kinJ of likin' for you, 
though between you me me, l'm think
jng she prefers men of a more matoor 
age than you. Well, let's get goin' quick. 
There'll be a warm welcome waitin' far 
you at home." 

The rising moon showed the old 
ranch-house on the left, across the range. 
Tim'fl heart sank within him at the re
alization that his home was lost, the home 
his dad had brought him to when he 
was a knee-high gassoon. 

The Harrigans had •lways been a 
1lghting family and their battles had 
not always been with the outside world 
alone, but deep in Tirn'l! heart was un· 
shaken Jove and loyaJty for his folks
hill dad and rna, his kid brother, Shane, 
and Larry-poor Larry treacherously 
murdered, 

He vowed he'd never Jet up till he'd · 
run his brother'�:� killer to earth, But 
for the pruent he'd be content W �ee 
the old folb llgain and then hit the hay. 

T:o�: !� �de
:ha�bo� :o �;:: � 

ranch-lwul!e when the noise of clamor
ous voice. over the range began '&o ftll 
the air. Wild Uncle Roche turned in 
his eaddle. 

"Sure now, it sounds like your pa's 
in one of his argifyin' moods, but it 
must be good to hear the o!d folk11' 
vt>ices, Tim," he said. 

They struck off acr<M!s the range. This 
wae free range, rough country over
grown with ecrub me11quite, that had nev
er been taken up, and be�. neetling into 
tlle base of a craggy hill, Tim saw tlle 
outlioes of a house, a black oblong with 
a light 11hining out of its center. 

He wall disheartened when, drawing 
:rein out..sidf", he t�aw the squalid out-. 

lines of the shack and the atable, little 
more than a lean-to, from which a 
horse neighed at the approACh of the two 
riders. Inside the shack was a bellow
ing uproar, in which Tim could distin
guish the voices of his father, his meth· 
er, and Shane; but hie father'r voiu 
dominated the othen both in ?Oium\ 
and in intensity. 

"Sure, now, we've COh)t at a gCK>d 
time to be pouring oii upon the m>•· 
bled waters," eaid Wild Unele Roche ae 
they dismounted, and flung their rein11 
over the tie-rail. Wild Uncle RociM 
.kicked open the sagging door an4 tiN 
two went inside. 

Old Emmett Harrigan, hie faee blooft 
red above the rim of hie bristlinr grill' 

beard, was shaking a furioua fiet at 
Shane, a youth of about eighteen, w� 
stood facing him, a mocking �m�ile upon 
his handsome face. 

Shane !!houted : "Sure I � Bese 
into town and she picked u p  a calk, a11d 
she'd have done the eame if you•cf been 
riding her ! I tell you that gang lkewed 
our roail with calks to Jame her, and if 
you can't stand the truth, 1,1 ,l*t out 
like you told me to." 

"You get to thunderation outer here 
and never let me set your face .. en !" 
yelled Emmett. 

He turned to etare at the newcomer&, 
then recognised Tim, a.nd a kind Df 
aheepi.sh look came over his face. Jane 
Harrigan, a matroaly, gray-haired wom
an, who h-.d been watching the I!Cene 
from the entrance t<l what !�ked like 
the only other nom in the 8back, eud
denly uttered a ct7 and eame running 
fDrward. In a moment Tim wu enfolded 
in a motherly embrace. 

Glory be, I was atrald you'd never 
be comin' back, after the things your 
father eaid to you, .. She aobbed. "Em
mett, what. are you gapin' at, )'OU big 
lOOP? Don't you 11M your aon'�t conw 
home again ?" 

"Yeh, I aee him, .. anewered old Em· 
rnett, folding hil anne acrou hie chest. 
"And I guess l'•e got to thank rou, Wild 
Uncle Roche, for dragging !lim ln." 

"Emmitt, have you ta1fen leave of 
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J'(lur senses?" whispered his wife. "Is 
that a way to receive your son. when 
lie comes home penitent t�.nd pleading. Is 
Ulat the way ?" 

"I don't think I'm either penitent nor 
pleaaing ! "  Tim rasped. "I warned you 
'lo pull in your horns, instead of takin' 
•ut that mortgage, and now you've lost 
everything." 

Emmett roared : "By the Great Horn 
.Spoon, no son of mine is going to by 
�own the law to me ! Cit out of this 
louse and never darken it again ! "  

"Housel ?" T i m  grinned. "Looks to m f'  

.,ore like you've moved into a pigstyc. 
And keep your fists to yourself, Dad. 
You tried that once before, if you'll re
R1ember." 

"Emmett, don't beat up the lad 
again ! "  shrilled Jane, clinging to Tim. 
,.Remember he's been away so long, and 
try to treat him decent." 

Wild Uncle Roche said mildly : "You 
•ught to calm that temper, Emmett. 
You're goin to get .a stroke some day." 

"And who are you to tell me if I'm to 
ret a stroke or not ?" roared Emmett. 
"Wild Uncle Roche ! Huh ! Wildest thing 
you ever did was talk! Git out of here, 
ahe whole pack of you, or I'll take my 
cun to yuh ! "  

Outside, a minute or two· later, Jane 
Harrigan was saying : "If you boys ride 
away, I'U have nobody in the world ex· 
tept Emmett. He's crabby but he ::m't 
bad, a1 yuh know, and he's bad a lot 
of trouble, our being put outer our ranch 
after nigh on twenty years. And Larry 
• •  , poor Larry-" 

She begar� to cry. 
"That's all right, Ma," sa.id Tim, 

taking bee in his arms. 
"You three boys just wait a half 

lour, till he's gone to sleep, and then 
wme in and I'll fix you some supper and 
.OO.s. He'll be all right in the momin' ." 

So the three milled around for half 
an. hour, till raucous snores, which 
eeemed to shake the entire ftimsy 
.tructure that was now the Harrigan 
lome, announced t·hat an was-tempo· 
tarily-peaceful. 
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CHAPTER I I I  

Murder 

Si���I��d :
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fighting man in my younger days, but 
now thar's only one thing that cau rouse 
the Roche sperrit in me and that's to see 
a woman abused. And when 1 think of 
that pretty, sweet, gentle your.g Miz 
Evans, throwing away her affe<"tions on 
that snake Sid Roscoe, it makes my blood 
bile." 

He spat. "But she's getting wi:ie to 
his goin's on with that dance hall girt, 
t.hat only wants his money. Miz Evans's 
getting wise enough to spill what she 
knows about who killed Larry and got 
the mortgage away from him after he 
collected it at the bank. Only yuh see, 
Tim, you, having jest com!! back and 
having always been Miz Evans' favorit&, 
you got to strike while the iron's hot, 
and kind of surprise her into tellin'.'' 

"Yeh, I'll ride into town tomorrow-," 
said Tim sleepily. 

"Reckon I'll go with you, Tim," said 
Shane. "My days here with the old man 
are numbered. His temper's gittin' him 
down so fast, there's no livin' with 
him." 

"I'll throw my own rope," answered 
Tim shortly. "If I needed a partner, 
there's nobody I'd rather have than you. 
But we·r� the only two Harrigans re� 
maining, Shane and it looks to me like 
two of us will be one too many for 
the work that's coming." 

And obstinately closing his ears to 
Shane's remonstrances, Tim fell asleep. 

In the morning old Emmett seemed 
to have experienced a change of heart. 
"I guess I'm a hot·tempered old fool, 
Tim," he explained apologetically. "It's 
the loss of Larry that's got yore rna 
and me down." 

''You sent him in to pay off the mort--
· 

gage?" asked Tim. 
"Yeh, enough money to pay it off in 

full, and he wnF to bring it back, &ttd 
a bank receipt. He was found dead in 
the scrub next m�rnin', and not a penny 
or a paper on him." 
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Emmett's face soured with the mem
ory, 

"Saul Robbins always wanted my 
raneh, and that snake Sid Rose{)E! wuz 
working with him. Between them, they 
planned the kinin' of Larry and they're 
trying to hound me off the free range ... 

"Don't worry, Pa, I'm going to look 
into it," said Tim. 

'"But don't you git rubbed out like· 
Larry," cautioned hill father. "That 
would leave me only Shane. He's a good 
boy, but powerful ornery at times. But 
I dtmno wh.!lt you kin do, alone. Maybe 
we eould work out aomething together." 

''You leave it to me," said Tim, 
though he couldn't see exaetly what he 
was goh1g \() de. 

But Tim remembered Shane'a last 
warning, tc look out for calks, and it 
pr()ved justified; for the !'Oftd had been 
strewn with them for a di&tan« of some 
two hundred yards. Tim :rode Ids horse 
along the edge, the!! 11ett:fed into a 
steady lope for Tumbleton. It waa about 
the middle of the afternoon and �he lit
tle town was just waking up after the 
drowsy period of the dar. Tim got down 
outside the bank, and walked inside. 

A sleepy cashier wal!! yawning behind 
the grill, and old :!!aul Robbins was at 
his desk in his little office, visible 
through the open door. ' 

PAUNCHY, witb hie white Whiskers 
and bald forehead, he looked jul!!t 

the same-just as bland and reptilian 
as always. Tim had never liked Robbins, 
since the banker had swindled him out 
of half his promised pay for shoveling 
snow- for him, ten years before. 

A fat smile creased the banker's face 
when he Baw Tim. "Well, Timothy Har
rigan, welcome home !" he exclaimed, 
extending a chubby hand, which Tim 
took reluctantly and dropped like a dead 
fish. "And what do you propose ttl do 
with yourself, young man, now that 
you're back in Tumbleton ?" 

"Kill snakes," said Tim. "There seems 
to be a powerful lot of 11idewinden 
around here since I went away." 

"Young man," eaid the banker pom-
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poosly, "I don't understand your words, 
but your manner ie objectionable and 
my time is .aluable. Kindly state your 
business and leave." 

"Straight to the point," said Tim. 
"M1 business-first to get that mort
gage that was stolen from my brother's 
body, and to ftnd the skunk who mur
dered him;  second, to find the human 
coyote who gave orders for Larry'a kill
ing; third. to stretch some strong new 
hemp--" 

"OyelU!I! O,.ena ! Come in here, quick!" 
bawled the ba11:ku. 

The cashier waa inside the office in 
a moment, hi-s. gun held in a not "'ery 
steady hand and aimed at Tim's chest. 
Tim, without troubling to draw, eon.
tinued quietly: "To sum up, Robbina. I 
want that mortgage and the ranch ,.-ou 
stole, and then I want justire on youl' 
fat-" 

Ben Clark waa coming in, good old 
steady Ben Clark. Robbin!! shouted: 
"Lock him up, Marshal! He's been 
threatening and abusing me. I want him 
locked up immediately!" 

"Yeh, I saw him in town and figured 
he mightn't have got rid of all that 
liquor he had yesterday," answered Ben. 
"But ten days in the hoosegow 11!1 the 
limit yuh can sentence him to, Mr. Rob
bins. Yuh want me to take him over 1C 
Red Val1ey for trial on them ehuge. 
you were specifyin'?" 

"No, get him out of. here. See that. 
I'm proteeted. That's what you were 
elected for, isn't it? If ever he comes 
into this bank again I'll pr08ecnte him 
to the limit." 

Outside, Ben Clark shook a warning 
finger at Tim, "Feller, you'Te been cut._ 
tin' a swath since yuh rode in last 
night," he said . ..  How come :rub been so 
brash ? Sure, Saul got your dad's ranch, 
but thar's no proof he was at the back 
of rour brother'!! killin". Yuh got to keep 
the peace. Last night you beat up 
Snider and rai11ed cain in the Lovittg
Cup. It's my duty to purlect the town 
against tough lobo!! like you." 

Tim grinned. :Big Ben Cla-rk and he 
had alway!! been on good· terms. "Talk 
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.,hen Tim enUred he kn
u.� Wwyer WOJ 1lead. H11 
-.. dumped ovtr the deJk. 

tense, Boo., .. be said. "You know Saul 
Robbin• didn't dare send me over to Red 
Valle7 to be tried, for fear of certain 
facta coming out. And how about the 
tales of rustling?" 
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"That isn't my province. I'm only the 
town marshal. Outside the town limit.!! 
it's up to the Red Valley sheriff. And l 
ain't no politician, Tim. I may have my 
own ideas but ideas don't count in Jaw. 
There ain't no evidence to show who 
killed your brother. But you watch your 
step because I'd say your life is worth 
jeet about as much as a steer's when 



he's. on his way to Kansas City.., And 
there's AOihi•' 1 ean 4o �•ltu J J']t 
proof of •iolatio.t." 

Tim nodded, and parted from 'CH b� 
man. It was berinoiat te ,,,_ dad 
now. He crnaed the ahe.t to tle- lactia' 
shop, wi� the �ea of carryins w4 Wild 
Uncle B.oehe'1 suggestion that k l!:ave 

a talk with )(i.sa Evans. 

T�i�n8��p t;:aa .::::: ;:;r;i:88w: 
turniq away whoea a girl came hw
riedly &er088 the atnet toward him, and 
he recognized the one Sid Roscee Md 
been with in the dance-haS 1M a:iald 
before. Two lonr acratdln oa ... 
cheek rave token to · tN flliantl .nth 
Miu ETUI. 

"I kAow why yoo're in tow.!" aai4 
the girl bru.thlessly. "1 Jmow who IPlkd 
Larry. Everybody knows �t tllere's no 
proof ! h WL!I Saul Robbin�' c�nrd." 

"Well, I lri11d of guessed t:hat," aid. 
Tim. 

"Sid Roecoe'a got aometrunr Clll Saul 
R<lbbins. Maybe it'a the Jlt'OOf, He waa 
boasting abollt it to me, the clirt1 1wT
flush. He waa telling me be'a J'Gt Saul 

where he want. him and that Saead and 
Snider are eatins out t)f hls lland. You 
go and make h.im ten yw what he 

knows." 

"You and Sid :Roscoe llml't appear to 

be too harmoniotl'�," aucl'e•ted Tim. 
"What, that snake? Be'• madt a fool 

of me and that poor ){)H EY&Dl!, who 
was crazy enough to aesaalt 1'rll! ia the 
11treet yesterday. As if I want ReT len
ings ! Huh !" 

"You don't know whe.re Mif!s E•ans 
is?" 

"No, and I don't  care. I guess that 

woman can look out for herself." 
"Is Roscoe still Jiving in his �tffiee ?" 
"Yes, and if y(m're going to pay him 

a visit, give him a kkk from me." 
After the dance llall girl left him, 

Tim decided that there was no hurry. 

From the Chinese restaurant that had 
been opened since lie went awar, M 
rovld keep w.ateh oo the s�reet, in eaae 
Roscoe made his appearance. It would lle 
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best t 1 intercept him after dark. 
Meanwhile he tucked away a meal of 

d10p suey under hiJ belt, washed it down 
with two cups of eotfee, and feJ\ 1r10re 
comfot table. 

li was quite dark when he went out. 

The dance hall was beginning to open 
up. There �ded tbe tinkle of pianos 

and the w&.il of 11iolins, the Jau'fbter of 
the pe:rte�ttage girls, and the loud voices 
of the cvel41mers. The dick of t•e ubi
quitous J"mllette ball bqu to puactuate 
all the seu• at. the atreet. 

This was the time t.G s.ee Roscoe, aDd 

Tim meant busineu. Be WM roDVinced 
fyom., llie talk with thl. ri,.l that Sid Roe
eoe wu m J)Ol!session of the ltfJJ.en mort
rage. 

He went to Roscoe'� office at the ead 
of tAe lolUiinees bloek, at the opposite ead 
lrom ibe ballk, and climbed the stain. 
Be l'tlll(!mbeTed the lawyer's ofl\ee and 
rapped 011. the door. He could see a ligl!'t 
.-. the llrol' tmt tbere came no a..
awer, W Tim � tl:Je handle, found 
Ute doer was ftMeked, and walked in. 

Tim kad �feu iaside Roscoe'• office 
MlJ:y enee bdan. Thi.l small, empty ank
room, with juG a chair and a table, wae 
ued as a dnk'a .&e. Mits Evans, Tim 

r«aaled, u.ed W belp .-ct the lawy� 
SfJmetimu, in the eld ••ys. 

Tim �uld tee Roste�e Pttmg in hl8 
inner ofliee, whiell IO«!ked m eomplete 
eenfo.rioa. Letter files haG beeR dragged 
born •heht�e, aiH! the j!oor wa.s littertd 
with paper. 'I'M Geak itseJf looked a8 
if a eyelooe had ea.ught it. 

All tha1 wu atrance enough but 
stranger siil1 wae the attitude (){ the 
lawyer, .slwnped OTU .bia de::!k. kis 
desk, his filll"eJ'I &tiD dutc);iflg a gun, 
and before Tim entered the inner room 

he knew that �oe wat! dead . 

CHAPTER IV 

Ji-.p� 

T!� ::r �:!c� ::�:: :�: 
between Roscoe'a ahoulder•, atuck in up 
to the hilt. A trkk1e of blood bad flowed 
around it, staining the back of the ccat 
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and aooping down upon the desk. The 
face of the dead man was sallow, sin
i&ter, sneering, like that of a dead wolf, 
and there wap a look of surprise upon 
it, ae if the lawyer hadn't quite known 
what was happening .to him when the 
point of the blade went into his heart. 

He must have died instantly, appar
entb' in the act of levelling the gun, 
which he had drawn from an open right
hand drawer of his desk. He hadn't been 
dead more than a few minutes, for the 
ch�k that Tim reluctantly laid a finger 
to was still warm. 

The killer had done the ransacking, 
for there was blood all over the scat
tered papers. 

Tim began s e a r c h i n g  frantically 
among them, and almost at once he saw 
what he wanted. On the floor, almoet 
at the feet of the dead man, was an 
envelope, marked HARRIGAN-MORT
GAGE. The envelope had fresh blood
stains on it and also had the marks 
of old bloodstains, which told their tale. 
And it was empty, 

A slight sound behind him made Tim 
whirl. Big Ben Clark was standing in 
the doorway, covering Tim with his six
gt.�n. 

"Hold them high and steady, Tim," 
he aaid, "and don't start anything. I'm 
aimin' to get you into a snug cell in 
the Red Valley hoosegow before Saul's 
waddies git to know what you've done, 
or you'll be cottonwood tree fruit inside 
of half an hour. They got steel cages 
over in Red Valley and yuh'll feel com
fortable there." 

Tim 11houted : "You fool, Ben, I found 
Sid lying here not more than a minute 
ago! Somebody else killed him. Haven't 
rou got any judgment 1 What brought 
rou in here anyways ?" 

Ben said : "I've been on yore trail 
e\'er since you left the bank after 
tlweatening Mr. Robbins, Tim. You 
had a wild look in yore eye which I 
Mdn't like, and 1 guesa:ed you were 
plannin' misehief, which same it wasn't 
difficult to figtlre out. You thought Sid 
&o.eoe bad sorae papers that would 
tllrow lirht oa that mortgage of 10ft 

dad's, ani ao you knifed him and then 
raansacktd t�ia office. Kind of a desper
ate haste yu.h muet have been in, seein' 
the mesa you made. Hoist them quick, 
Tim, and stop tryin' to palaver. I'd sure 
hate to have to shoot you-." 

"For friendship':� sake, have a little 
sense, Ben !" shouted Tim. "Don't vuh 
see Saul Robbins was afraid of being 
double-crossed by Roscoe, as soon as he 
knew l was o• the prod 1 He sent a 
feller here to get that mortgage ! Sid 
reached for his gun and the feller knifed 
him. Isn't it all as plain as Pike's Peak 
to yuh '!" 

B E:ap;L�u�!;�i:;l�we;ui��m�o;n 
s: 

heavy a man. His gun cracked side
ways against Tim's skull. 

Tim had just time to avoid the full 
force of the blow but it staggered him, 
and sent him to one knee. He felt Ben's 
grip on the back. of his shirt. The ra$ 
was swimming about him. He was 
nearly out and he knew it. 

And then suddenly another figure 
hurled itself at them from thP. little 
room beyond. It landed squarely on 
Ben's shoulders and both men went to 
the floor in a tangle of arma and legs. 

Tim precipitated himself into the 
midst of the mile-up and grabbed Ben'a 
hand just &.1!1 the marshal's gun went 
off. Ben managed to flre three time-a 
but ineffectively, b e f o r e  Tim had 
wrenched the gun out of his hand and 
sent it flying across the room. Then 
he joined the other man in g-etting Ben 
down. 

blo�n�h::l�t�ar:a�\Ct'gi�':nm 
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Tim recognized that Ben Clark's as
sai.lant was Shane, his kid brother. And 
Shane was fighting with all the savage
nesa of the Harrigans when they were 
aroused. 

The lamp went crashing to the flo01. 
leaving the room in darkneaa, save for 
the saloon lights: acroaa the way. Shane 
had Ben by the throat but the marshal 
was putting up a hard ftght, and hia 
7ella muat have beea •dibJe at tbll 



other end of the business bloek. 
"Ben, 1 have to do it, yuh old cata

mount-you never did have sense," 
grunted Tim, as he edged into the 
battle. And, gripping his six-gun care
fully, so that the sight shouldn't infli t 
a cut, Tim delivered a wallop just above 
one ear that instantly cut oft Ben's 
voice into a strangled grunt, The strug
gling limbs relaxed. Ben Clark w� cold 
meat for the time. . 

Tim straightened himself. He was 
feeling almost aJJ right again. 

"What are you doin' here, when I 
told you. 1 was swingin' my own rope?" 
be demanded of his _brother. "I've a 
good mind to take you across my kDee 
liked I used to, when you was a shaver! 
Here are the last two of the Harrigans 
and a fine mess we're in." 

"Take me across yore knee? Why, you 
lop-eared yaller coyote, I � lick �t 
daylights. outer you !" roared Shane. 
''Come on ! Put up yore :fil!ta, you 
hydrophoby skunk ! "  

B u t  shouts sounded below and foot
eteps on the stairs arrested the dispute 
effectively. 

Tim burled himself at. the outer door 
and turned the key in the lock. It was 
a moderately strong door but it didn't 
look as if the lock woul� hold for more 
than a few seconds . .  A body jarred 
against it and a voice shouted: "Open 
up, whoever's there, in the name of the 
law ! What's all that" shootin'? This is 
Deputy Gregg !" 

T��sc:n::d b:�· ����\�� �Y
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Clark, and beat out the window gla.'!s 
with his gun. There wasn't even time 
to open the window for the door was 
cracking under the impetus of the at
ack from without, and was likely to 
go at any instant. 

Tim and Shane thrust theW heads 
through the frame. There wae a stable 
below and the jump was high enough 
to break a hombre'!! legs, only for a 
dark pile that kl.ked like hay, heaped 
up against the wall immediateq bene6tb 
the window. 
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"Follow me," aaid T'im, and letting 
himeelf out, he dropped, as he had es
peeted, on the soft mass, from which 
he quickly disengaged himself as Shane 
came hurtling down bes:ide him. 

Overhead a thunderous crash an
nounced that the door had giveJ:l away. 
Tim and Shane picked tberme.lvee up 
and raced down the narrow a.lle,- that 
led from the stable8 to the heart af 
the town. Overhead voices were yelling 
and a .'!hower of bulleta peppered the 
wall beflide them. Dogs barked, a wo1Mlt 
screamed. And then the two were ia 
Main Street, whieh wu ahnost tle-
serted except for the hor.'!e. that IU:ed 
it on each side, because the aaloont Mtd 
da.nce halls were a.lready filling up. 

"Git yore hone-meet me at the eut 
end of the town !" gasped Tim. 

"Where are we ridin' for?" 
,.Anywhere out of the baagmu'r 

rope. If we can make the canyon CGUD-
try east of the town, we can h<lle up 
there tiD we got time to think. They'll 
never find us in the dark." 

"My m.are'e lame but she can run all 
right," said Shane. 

"Get goil'' then and _ meet me there 
inside of two minutes, because by then 
Tumbleton will be boilin' ove1·." 

Already, in fact, thts short and furi� 
ous colloquy had been punctuated bJ a 
fresh outburst of yelling. The party of 
Deputy Gregg bad di&eovered the route 
of the fugitivel! and were coming on, 
full blast. A roar of guns and a further 
unwelcome hail of lead, this time ac
curately directed, indicated that the two 
fugitives were sighted. 

Glancing back, Tim saw the deputy's 
party coming quickly along the alley, 
having evidently left the building by 
the same method that Shane and he 
had employed. What &aved the two 
fugitives was the outpouring of men 
from the saloons along the street, quick
ly jamming it and forming an effective 
barrier for Gregg's party. 

Tim found hie horse outside the bank 
and in a moment had it untied, and wu 
in the 11addle before his movements had 
become ..-ieible again. 
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But now a fresh mob came streaming 
out of tbe Loving-Cup, and at their 
head Tim saw tlle monstrous form of 
Snider. 

Seen at the bar the night before, 
the man had appeared merely huge of 
girth and build. but now, in the open, 
his legs looked like two cylinders sup
porting a barrel, so that he came wad
dling forward like some obscene mon
strosity. Behind him, in the bright light 
streaming out of the dance halL Tim 
re<'ognit:ed Snead, the foreman, and sev
eral faces who laughed the previous 
night. 

They yelled recognition and a shower 
of ill-directed slugs carne in Tim's di
reetion. He felt his horse quiver as if 
struck, and at the same 

·
time felt a 

sting below the knee. He reached down 
quickly, and felt the edge of a slight 
cut. He turned and loosed his six-gun 
into the crowd, heard howls of pain, 
saw a man stumble, and grinned as 
the whole mob flattened itself upon the 
ground 1M' ducked back into the sa
loon. 

Behind him the street was impassable 
with a milling crowd Qf men and rear
ing horses. In f1·ont, the street was 
clear. Tim bent over the bay's neck, 
kicked it in the flanks and shot like an 
arrow throui}h the town to the cast end. 

There, to his joy, he saw a shadowy 
figure scrambling into its hull, and rec· 
ognized his brother. 

"You must have run like all hades, 
Shane," Tim said. 

"Looks like we have to ride like all
fire combustion now," said Shane, as 
he kicked his horse. 

Atready some of their pursuers were 
mounted and working through the 
erowd. A chorus of baying yells pursued 
the Harrigana as they dashed along 
the road toward the eanyon country. 
Hore, broken, •erub-eovered ground 
stretching upward to the foothills would 
entt.ble them to ehake olf their pursuers 
and hole up. 

"Is yo11r mare lame?" asked Tim, 
noticing the peculiar gait of �� broth
er's mount. 

R. r1�i.1ed the m10:d� 10 the monJitr'l head, and IWlled. 
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"That's Bess. She stepped on a cau lk. 
That's how the old jasper and me 
tangled first time yesterday. But she'll 
make it." 

Despite her injury, Bess was kc�pin.� 
pace with the bay. Looking back, in the 
light of a newly risen moon, Tim could 
see the shadowy mass of their pursucr1 
a long distance behind them, but their 
yells were blended with the indefinitt! 
sounds of the night. Occasionally a rifle 
shot sounded but no slug came nNtr the 
two. 

Now they were striking through the 
scrub. An hour later they drew rein 
in the canyon. On either side aro.<w 
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precipitous walls and above them was 
the stony flank <Of a mountain ridge, 
eovered with pine scrub. For the present 
they were safe. 

CHAPTER V 
Sa44J.'B lAir 

Tl�;!�: ;H:::/0:: :�=
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wiches in my pocket. Here!' 
"You keep them. Y()u're going to want 

them, maybe. I've just eateJI. Why did 
you follow me when I told yuh not to ?" 

Shane grinned sourly. ''Like a dog 
follows when he'e got no home,'' he an
swered. ..Pa went on the prod after 
you left, sayjn' how you were goin' to 
get rubbed out by Saul Robbins and 
how you WR!! the last of the Harrigans, 
b«ause I didn't count for anything. 
That started Ma cryin', and -�Len Pa 
took his strap to me I socked him and 
walked out. And I took Bus. She's 
Jame but I bad to have a boss to fol
low you. I waB .!cared you'd be rubbed 
out before I g« thar." 

He gulped, and went on. 
"And Wild Uncle Roche ume with 

roe. He bad 80Dle word& with Pa, and 
Pa threw him through the winder. Say, 
1 wonder how Unele got h.is name? I 
never saw no wildness in him, except 
maybe at feeding time. But he quit 
mt." 

"How do you mean, Shane!" 
"Why, as soon as we hit town, he 

fltarted inquiring after that Evan's fe
male, and somebody told him -she'd jest 
left town along t-he west road, and was 
ridin' kind of (Juiek. Wild Uncle Roche 
was afraid she was goin' .to kill herself 
on account of her having been turned 
down by Sid Roscoe, $0 he start-ed after 
her without stoppin' t-o do any ro!:plain· 
ing." 

.. Huh, things cerU>inly are mixed up," 
11aid Tim. "How come you wer:e in Ros
eoe's front room? You didn't see who 
killed him?" 

"No, 1 was right o n  your heels, Tim. 
1 -saw yuh go in and .Blipped upstairs 
after you. Then Ben Clark came .and 
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didn't soo me in the dark. ADd )'Uh 
know the rest. I sure thought it was 
you who killed Sid Roecoe." 

"Look, Sbane, I went to aee Saul Rob
bins and demanded that Plortsage. wbieh 
was a fool trick, I'll admit. Tben that 
dance haJJ girl, who Sid wu thick with, 
put me wifie. Sid had got bold ol the 
mortgage and was blackmailing Saul 
Robbiru!. So, after 1 threw a "&Care into 
Saul, he sent a hombre t<l -kill Sid and 
get the paper. That hombre carried out 
his orders. He got the mortgage because 
I saw the empty envelope. That mort
gage is at Saul's ranch-house. And we're 
going to g.it it." 

"Talk sense, Tim. Saul's got a coupJ.e 
of dozen hombree at his ranch!' 

"No, most of them are sousing in the 
Loviftll-C-t.tp and the rest of them are
tailin' us through the scrub. That's what 
was in my mind wbeft I said the eaat 
end of town, Shane, to dra,. them oft' 
the trail. We'll make a detour and we•n 
catch Saul with only two or three of 
his crowd, and mmt of them pickled." 

"Hell's bells, won't Pa be pleased, tht! 
old erab !" Mid Shane. 

T:�: !�o�:e��r:�;:s�:d
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the base of the foothills. Faf ()1f, acroe:s 
the flats, they could see the li.ght11 of 
Tumbleton twinkling like a bunch ()f 
fireflies in t-he void, but no 110t1nd eame 
to them. There was no evidence of pur
suit. 

Tim said : "If my surmise is correet, 
th()se feller.!! don't want us. We're the 
last hombres in the world they want 
to see again. They've robbed out Sic.J 
Roecoe, and Saul's got ba.ck the mort
ga�, which he's n<1 doubt destroy-ed, 
and if they never -set eyes oo lUI again, 
they won't be eryin'." 

"Yeh, but if Saul's destroyed the 
mortgage, what can we prove and how 
can we prove it?" demanded Shane. 

Tim tapped his holster. "We11 catch 
the old skunk alone, he'll talk plenty, 
and write plenty, if we .promise him 
imrm.mity," he said, "Anyhow, it'e .ow-
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only chance and the 11ituation isn't too 
bad." 

Aa Wley skirted the town, they could 
verJ faintly hear the sound of carousing 
coming from it, indicating that Saul's 
waddiea were not likely to be on the 
job when Saul waa going to want them. 
Beyond the town, where the land became 
more rugged, the old house loomed up 
suddenly across the range. 

Tim felt a throb of homesickness in 
his veins. That house had been his home; 
it had meant everything to him in the 
days when there had been the three boys 
together, Larry, Tim, and Shane, and 
the old man hadn't been so cranky then, 
even if there had been an occasional free
for-all. 

As they drew nearer, they could � 
a light in one window. Nearby wu 
the lighted bunkhouse, the outbuildings, 
including the small stone structure now 
falling into ruin that Emmett Harrigan 
had built for their original home when 
ha came into the country and took up 
land. 

He had been a stonemason in boyhood 
and prided himself on that home, built of 
stone cut and carted from the hills, but 
the roof had been blown off in a twister 
:1nd the Harrigan family had mond 
into the commodious wood and adobe 
•tructure now occupied by Robbins. 

Skirting the bunkhouse cautiously, 
the two brothers heard voices within 
but there were no signs of activity. 
Probably some of the waddies who were 
off duty and taking it easy. 

Tim and Shane alighted in a clump of 
mesquite at tile rear of the stables and 
t-ied their horses. Then they approached 
the ranch-house afoot. 

The kitchen at the rear was dark and 
11nly a faint light was reflected from the 
living·room in front, Softly Tim threw 
up the kitchen window and the two 
dimbed through. 

They were moving toward the door 
when Shane stumbled over the soft, yield
log object that leaped away with a 
terrified screech-a cat. Reaching out 

to save himself, Shane brought down a 
datter of plates and dishes that smashed 
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upon the floor with enough noise to 
wake the Seven Sleepers. 

There came a roar and flash of yellow 
flame through the crack of the door 
leading into th"' passage, and a slug 
fanned Tim's cheek. At the same time 
there sounded the excited chatter of 
the Chinese cook as he fired wildly into 
the door; then, as Tint and Shane broke 
through, the cook dashed along the hall 
and vanished through the kitchen door .

. 
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old man, on his feet·, and wearing his 
flowered dressing-gown. In fact, with 
his white whiskers, he looked like a 
sort of benevolent patriarch. 

Tim and Shane gestured him inside 
and he retreated, his mouth open, terror 
in his eyes. 

"You know what we came for,'' said 
Tim. "You hand over that mortgage and 
yore wretche{i life won't be our concern. 
But you got to be quick." 

"1-1 haven't got it," stammered 
Saul Robbins. "I swear I haven't seen 
it since-" 

"Yeah, since when 1 Since the night 
yore man murdered my brother Larry. 
A life for a life, Saul .Robbins-but I'm 
goin' to give you a chance to inake yore 
getaway if you hand over that cancelled 
mortgage pronto." 

"I swear I don't know where it is." 
Even with Tim's and Shane's guns cov
ering him, Saul Robbins couldn't be 
broken, There was a sort of sincerity in 
his voice, too, that held the Harrigans 
from shooting. 

"I handed that mortgage back to 
Larry,'' the old man was babbling. "It 
was Sid Roscoe who had him ambushed, 
without my knowing anything about it. 
It was Sid who got the mortgage and 
the receipt for the payment. He held it 
over my head ever since-" 

"You're lying, you snake,'' said Tim, 
but without conviction. "Even if what 
you say is true, you got the money for 
the cancellation." 

"Sid Roscoe got that too. I teiJ you 
he'• made mr life a hell all these paat 



five years. He--he had something on me. 
He made me do what be said. He ·was 
working with Snead and-" 

"Listen !" Tim tapped the old man, 
none too genUy, on the bead with his 
gun-muzzle, "Yo.u know you had Sid 
Roscoe killed this afternoon. You know 
the killer got the mortgage. Because 1 
found the empty envelope on the floor 
of hill office. \Vbat have you got to say 
about that?" 

"It wasn't my doing," babbled Rob
bins. "I don't know anything aOOut it." 

"What do you say, Shane, shall we 
rub him out?" a.sked Tim. "Looka like 
he won't talk." 

"Y eab, I'm for killing. sidewindere, on 
principle," Shane replied. 

"Here's your lut chance to talk, Rob
bins, and to talk fast,., said Tim. 

But at that moment there came a 
sudden nsb from the front door and 
bright tongues of flame lit up the dark
neaa. 

Tim felt the acute agony of :. red-bot 
wire bol'e thl'ough hie arm. Instinctively 
he drcpped and Shane and he let loose 
a blast that sent the attackers scurryinc 
out into the night, leaving two of their 
number threshing and meaning- in the 
haU. Tim yelped, "You aren't hit, Shane! 
Let's go !" 

They raced townrd their horses. No 
use to try to follow up their plan11 now, 
with Saul's �en on the prod, and Saul 
detennined to wipe out \he younger gen· 
eration of the Harrigan family. 

They could hear Saul yelling to hia 
waddies as the two brothel's raced 
through the night, punctured with leaden 
missile�� and illumined by stabbing 

flame. 
As they ran they reloaded ; twice Tim 

and Shane turned and let loose a uho 
that checked the rush. They were ahno11t 
clear when fresh yells from in front of 
them announced that Saul's men had 
found the two horses. 

That seemed like the end. Tim grip· 
ped Shane by the shoulders. "You darned 
fool kid," he whispered bu11kily. ;,If 
evel' I rit out of this I'll larrup the life 
out of you . The old man should ha"'e had 
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sen11e enough to keep you home." 
The moOn was under a cloud; it waa 

dark there, inside the luge square 
formed by the ranch-houae, the bun)(.. 
house, the stable, and the tittle :rtooe 
house that had been the original H&l'· 
rigan home. The attackers were ydlin1 
savagely all around the perimeter, but 

fearing to come too close. An oceasionaJ 
shot whistled pllllt but Saul'.e men were 
feeling the.ir way, t-rying to make sure 
of Tim's and Shane's exact location J>e... 
fore they doted in for tbf' kill. 

Suddenly Tim whi1pered: ·'The old 
stone house, kid. That'll where we playe4 
-remember? That'& where we'll bold 
them off. As long aa our ammunition 
lasts, anyway." 

They dashed toward the buildina. 
Seen aa they raced through the dark, 

they were the targets for another volley. 
Shane stumbled and cursed. "Get on, 
Tim," he muttered, &a his bl'other 
caught him. "It'11 only my leg. I'll make 
it-" 

Tim gripped Shane about the body 
and, half dragging, half carrying him, 
pulled him inside the stone structure, 
while the slugs sputtered like hailstones 
on the walls about their ears. 

CHAPTER VI 
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upper walls, and the door was gone, 
leaving.a. wide entrance. It waa nothing 

but a ruin but it afforded a tempor&l'y 
defen11e. The waJls were still too high 
to climb, the single window was too 
small to enter, there was no way of 
burning out the defenders.. Only by that 
wide door, through whieh a cart might 
have passed, waa ·attack possible. 

The yells of Bani's men indiCAted that 
the location of the two were kllown. The 
attaekers drew off. Voiees grew mute. 
Evidently a discusaion waa in progress. 

Meanwhile Tim began gathering and 
rolling some of the fallen stones tow&l'ct 
the dotr to form a barricade. Within a 
minvte OY two, by working furiou11ly, be 
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had created one knee-high, sufficient 
proteetion for two men lying on their 
faces, to hold off a considerable force. 

Then he turned to Shane, who had 
been cursing softly at his side. "You 
hit bad, kid ?" he asked. 

"No, nothing, How about - you '!" 
"Me? I got one through the arm but 

the bone isn't broken. Guess it's stopped 
bleedin'. Let me see yore leg." 

He felt in the darkness, heard Shane's 
moans of pain. It seemed as if the shin 
was smuhed; it felt like an ugly wound, 
but at leut it wasn't dangerous. 

"Well, when Pa built this house, cart
ing the atoDe dear from Ule foothills, 1 
gueaa he dido't foreaee that it would be 
the jp'ave of the la8t of the Harrigans," 
grinned Shane. 

"Grave nothing," said Tim. "We'll 
hold them oft tiD hell'• fro:te solid. How 
many cartridges do you have?" 

"I have a box." 
"I have a box too. Plenty, kid. You ate 

them 11andwiehes yet?" 
"I ate them riding over. Why ? You 

hungry!" 
"Not yet, but I have a h•nch we may 

be kind ol empty before this job's 
through. Listen I They're goin' to try 
their klok. lteep your head down and 
hold your fire till you can't miss them." 

But it was &bbina' voice tlaat came 
out ot the darkness. "Harrigan ! You 
boya! Let's cal! it off. We don't wont to 
shoot you. Come back to the houae and 
let's talk like frienda, putting our eards 
Oil the table." 

"Yeah, on one condition, Robbins," 
answered Tim. · 

"What's that? I ean't hear you very 
well. Will you swear not to fi� if I 
come closer?" 

"The condition ia, you waJk io here 
and we'll talk niee and fC'iendliy, settin' 
011 three block. of &tone. You rat, you"d 
lie to a Harrigan !" 

Tim's gWl, exploding into the dark· 
ness. waa anawered by a seared 1elp 
and the tound ot atumbling feet. There 
enned a sange ftlsillade. Slogs ehip
ped the &tone walls at1d aent fragment& 
ftying, anti impinging again!lt Ole pro. 

tective boulders, but there waa no shot 
fired in return. 
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two brothers strained their eyes into 
the darkness. 

Suddenly there came another voice. 
Tim recognized it as that of Snead, the 
foreman. 

"You two hombres come out peaceful 
and you won't be harmed," it said. 
"You· haven't got a ehanet'! in thar. Tht'! 
sheriff's coming for you both, with a 
warrant for the killing of �id Roscoe, 
and the town'a gittin' up a lynching 
posse. If you come out peaceful. Mr. 
Robbins guarantees you a fair trial 
and-" 

Again the dark was alighted with 
flame as, with savage yells, the waddies 
flung themselYea at the entrance. So 
swift was the attack, !o dark the night 
had grown, that they were almost near 
the breastwork before they could be 
seen. 

There was a tense haJf.minute of flam· 
ing guns and charging bodies, the acrid 
stench of burning powder. Tim saw a 
wiry form hurl itself at him, felt a 
stabbing pain in his shoulder, emptied 
his last shell into tbe body of Snead, 
The foreman dropped curSing and moan
ing, across the barricade. 

Tim raised Snead and hurled him back 
onto the other .11ide. Now ll.e saw Shane 
beaide him on one knee, ba.11ily re
charging. "You all right. kid?" Tim 
whispered. 

"I think I stopped one with my head," 
said Shane. '"Leastwise, I kin feel blood 
dripping. But ther haven't exp!(lred the 
Harrigan brains yet.H 

Outside, the night was sour with the 
moaning of wounded men. It wasn't 
possible to see cleai-ly �t somethin« 
Hke a haJf a dozen dark fonna were 
moving around. Oat1ts and curses eame 
back to the defenders. 

"We held them. They woa't k'y it 
again, Shane," said Tim lloarsel\v. He 
eould feel tfle bloed seeping in\o bie 
1birt from bb wo••ded ll'lomd.J'. a..r-



thing was growing confused. 
He pulled himself together. If Shane 

and he could hold out till daylight, 
surely help would come from somewhere. 
Saul Robbins c9uldn't get away with 
cold·blooded murder • . • •  

There came the crash of st.ones fall
ing from the top of the wall. One of 
them rebounded, sending Tim sprawling. 
And with the stones something else h.ad 
fallen-some monstrous thing that had 
the smell of an animal, yet bellowed 
out a blast of human obscenity as it 
came blundering forward. 

A apurt of fire hissed in an orange 
stream past Tim's face, Tim's trigger 
clicked on a spent cartridge. Madly he 
reached up to grapple with this new 
Maailant and recognized, by instinct 
rather than vision, Snider. 

It was by sheer luck that Tim grabbed 
the gun hefore Snider could fire again, 
and the slug exploded harmlessly at 
Tim's feet. He heard the click of Snider's 
trigger and knew Snider's ·gun was 
empty too. The barrel whizzed past Tim's 
bee and

· 
glanced oft' his wounded 

shoulder, causing him almost to faint 
with the pain. And then the monster 
had grasped him, was clawing and rak
ing him, ita fetid breath iil. Tim's face, 
while a stream of profanity poured 
from its :ips. 

Beside him, Tim heard Shane crying. 
Shane couldn't help him-Shane must 
have been struck down. Tim realized 
that he would have to put forth every 
elfort if he was to overcome Snider. 

It waa during the attack by the others 
that Snider must have scaled the wall. 
Tim's gun was gone now, and he was 
pummelling the gross creature in the 
fa.ce, euctly as the night before in the 
Lovi"fl-Cup. But now Tim's strength was 
failing fast. 
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livioua to the blows that Tim rained 
on him. He was throttling Tim, but he 
was doing more than that. It he had 
ahifted those claws a few inches further, 
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Tim would have been instantly uncon
scious. But Snider was trying to break 
his neck. He was bending it back, back-

All consciousness was fading out, the 
black void was shot through with a 
myriad golden stars. That pain that 
had crept Into the innennost corners of 
Tim's being was being blotted out too. 
Then Tim felt something in one dang
ling hand, one nerveless hand that seemed 
hardly to be part of him, and he heard 
Shane's voice coming from the ground : 
"Shoot, Tim, shoot ! "  

T i m  felt h i s  will power r u n  like 
fibres of steel down the palsied nervM 
of his hand. He felt the fingers tighten 
on the grip of the gun. Some force with
in him stronger than himself was an· 
imating that rigltt hand of his. Even 
as he heard his breath being hissed out 
in labored gasps under the gi-ip of the 
monster, he raised the muzzle to Snider'• 
head and pulled the trigger. 

Snider shook as if tensed by a high 
voltage current. And suddenly :fae crea
ture's grip relaxed and he dropped, in
animate, upon the floor of the hut, And 
Tim collapsed across the still quiverinl( 
body. 

Tim was out now, quite out and help
lesa-yet not so completely out but that 
he could hear a renewed outbt•rst ot 
shouting and the crackle of gunfire. H� 
moved his hand with the instinct .t 
prot�cting Shane. But he couldn't find 
Shane. This was the end, then. This waa 
the end of the Harrigans . 

Then fog was fading. Conseiousneu 
was coming back. He was lying out 
under the stars and the figures of me• 
were moving about him. 

"Shane !" he called weakly. 
"I'm here, Tim, glory be. They got 

here in the nick of time, Ti,n." 
"You're doing fine," said a voice that 

Tim recalled with l!omething like shame. 
It was big Ben Clark's. "We've patched 
up you and Shane and we're taking you 
into town, soon as the doc's finished 
patchin' up some of Saul's boys-the 
ones that aren't dead." 

"Yeah, but-" Tim's voice faltered
"How did you get here! And who klllet 
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Sid R08ooe T Do )'()ll etiH aay it was 
me, yee lunkhead?" 

"No. Snead eon:feseed before be died. 
Rosooe hinld him and another hombre 
to bump off LanT and Jit Ule mortgage. 
Roscoe had !<lmething oo RoWiine ud M 
blaekmailed bio for yearL 8ur11 .-ipecl 
a full eonfee&•n. An.i we 1JG1; the �-
cage." 

· 

"You got it? Then Saul bad it aD the 
lime?" 

.. No. The fact ie, it wae Xis Eftltll 
who killed Roscoe wbu& 1M � 
her with his 111•. 2M lulowed he b.ad 
that mortgage aDd Bhe meant to give it 
te y•u, but ebe wu Jllumb eeairt and 

tried to make her getawq cut e1 town. 
lt was your Wild Uncle Roebe wbo rode 
atter her and penvaded her to come 
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back. And say, Uley 11a.med him good, 
t·hat hombre. He ahny1 seemed like a 
quiet, inoffemift felle:r to me but it w�s 
all I could ilo � hold bi10 baclc when 
1 br\lDI' the po.n:e hen tel dean up those 
vanninte.• 

""Well. I VMd W M .ter'ble wild in 
.iJM: Qld day11, .. eaid a well-remembered 
't'o�e. "but now it takes a woman being 
ahu!led to rouse .the fightin' Roche spirit 
in me.'' 

""By the Great Horn Spoc:m !., � 
a atiD Jll(lre familiar YOKe-Emmett 
Harrigan'•· "'The Roehet tkm':t have the 
fightin' spirit .of a 'iou.M. DoD't 'JO\l talk 
haek to roe! I never aMed 71lh :to dulw!Jl 
my .doorway. Wild Unde RGebe! Bull ! 
Spirit JDe&De Harril:u. aDd ue Ha.r· 
rigan.s etancl tore\her !'" 

Cotta yea kJ read a detedift aap.Rie that'• u full .e£ £ast·moviug. 
pim--padted . .wriez a• SPEIJ) WESTERN? 

iEfECTIVi 
We bow that you're not lookin� for ad vi«. StilJ, once in a whjJe it 
I.U. iD the claN o£ a hot tip: l"fatunlly you would not xoll a .q-uirly 

•ws rew �er'• too t.anl to get! But you might paee up the 
epportunity if we 4UU't re.Uad you. to look lor thie ,_gasiae. 

lt'1 SUPER. all right. And it'f! on your neweetand NOW I 

Did you &et lbe tip? Okay, ..ow Con't miM �� what aM ,._... 

dealera label Clbe of the meet populu d.dod.i"N � • U.. 
OUDdt---PRIVATE DETECTIVE! 



Wl'len o man quits the mountains 
for a more peaceful life with tire 
promise never to return, it's dif
ficult to pkk «p a gun and aim 
it at the heart of another man 
whose power is generally known. 
Yet that's �Chat Ab had to do
with the knowledge that It meant 
destructlo• aad that he'd bear 
the name of 

/ 

� 
LOCOED TRAPPER 
THAT PAl:& ot. gl'AY equirrilli had 

been bright-eyed and trusting. 
A aingle gunshot crashed. The 

heavy .45 lead left only bits of the two 
tw.imals along the .. If-log step of the 
Dlllllntain eabin. "Told you I could nail 
'em both at one crack! You owe me a 
dollar, Raner !" 
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"Sure, Biggs ! And I said you1· itchin' 
trigger finger would bring somebody be
fore we got these poles set ! "  

T h e  shot in t h e  evening silence of the 
clearing, and the hard voices, brought Ab 
Martin from the garden patch back of 
the cabin. He saw the hulking, gun· 
slung men who had called each other 
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R::mer and Biggs. 
Ab Martin wore o'•erall! and he was 

unarmed. One glance of his quick blue 
eyes told him what had happened. Even 
before he had sized up the two hawkish· 
faced gunhands, Ab Martin thought first 
cf Mary and he was glad she had not been 
here to see the purposeless killing of the 
squirrels she had fed and petted lor 
months until they had trusted all humans. 

Ab Martin walked into view. Although 
be was in his twenties, his plain face 
had the marks of past hardship that made 
him seem older. He had been a mountain 
man, a trapper, but he had settled here 
more than a year before, homesteading 
this mesa of rich soil at the head of the 
long Job's Basin valley of r.anches. 

He had picked a good spot and he had 
earned the friendliness of his valley 
neighbore by the simple act of leaving 

tlb fell U&c /Wor 
no��y�IJ. There w.u 
more .thoolin• boa 
he CO#ld"'l rlliH 
hi. arm lo shoot. 

open and fenceless the only cattle trail 
to market. His homesteading .'{ave him 
the right to close it off but after he hatl 
sent for Mary and they had beeen mar
ried, Ab Martin had explained that 
having good neighbors meant much mor� 
than the ground taken up by the cow 
trail. 

A quiet man, his face always appear
ing grayish, With a light beard, Ab 
Martin had been accepted as a friend by 
the peaceable folks of the valley. He was 
a plodder, and regarded as a man who had 
worked hard always and who would go a 
long way around any possible trouble. 
The hawk-faced gunslingers were work

ing with Poles with which they had 
already cut off the cattle trail where it 
came onto Ab Martin's homestead from 
the Gunderson Y-B ranch. Martin had 
built his c.abin where Mary had wankd 



it, at the edge of their plot, with a sun
down view of the long valley. 

The gunhand who had killed the squir
rels had made a good shot at the distance 
of several rods. 

But Ab Martin didn't think about that. 
He could have come through the cabin 
when he had heard this pair of skulkers 
�nd armed himself with his .30-30, his 
only weapon. 

He walked toward the men poling off 
the trail, with his hands empty. He real
ized this was a mistake but he had been 
thinking for the moment only o" how he 
could tell Mary about the squirrels. 

AB
. 

MARTIN halted a few yards 
from the two men. 

"You hadn't ought to have killed them 
squirrels," he said quietly. 

The gunhands guffawed loudly, one 
poking the other, 

"You hear that, Biggs! A dange� sod
buster always thinks he owns everything, 
includin' the vannints in the woods !" 

Biggs was a trifle broader than the 
one called Raner. Both men had thumbs 
hooked in their gun belts as if this un
armed nester might suddenly start throw
ing lead. 

Ab Martin's voice and the calmness of 
his blue eyes didn't change. 

"You're doing another wrongful 
thing,'' he said slowly. "I don't savvy 
your idea but you're trespassifl' on my 
land, and if those poles are being set to 
cut off the cow trail I'll have to take them 
up." 

Raner and BiggJ stared open-mouthed 
for several seconds. 

"He's simple-minded like all mountain 
men !" rasped the bulky Biggs. "Supposin' 
you tell him what's what, Raner." 

Raner grinned without humor. He said, 
"Feller, you can notice we're settin' a 
cutoft' on the Gunderson Y-B and it ain't 
over your line. From now on all beef 
traUin' from Job's Basin is payin' off 
two dollan a head to pa.&e through here 
bo get to the shippin' rail end at Gun
sight. Savvy!" 

Ab Martin shook his head, glancing 
� the winding valley trail and hoping 
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MAry wouldn't appear now in the evening 
sunset. 

"You've made a mistake." HiF tone had 
the patience of a man who didn't quite 
understand. "John Gunderson and me 
give a free trail to more than twenty 
cowmen in Job's Basi.n. Gunderson would 
have told me if he was thinkin' of any 
change." 

Both gunhands slapped their thighs 
and roared. 

"Gunderson an' him !" mocked the 
taller Raner. "Reckon you ain't ever 
heard of King Lucas, fel!er ?" 

"I've heard of him,'' said Ab Martin. 
"Seen him once when I wu in town. My 
neighbors don't think he'll be a good 
citizen for Paint Rock, seein' he fetched 
in a lot of riffrafr since he took over the 
Trail Saloon, Don't go to town much 
myself and I don't drink in his place." 

The gunhands punctuated Ab Martin's 
calm statement with hard oaths. 

"If you're smart-minded You'll put a 

loop On your tongue, plow-puaber !" 
grated Raner, taking a step forward. 
"Maybe King Lucas 'II let you atay here 
to raise a crop but Gunderson has nothin' 
to say about the toll charges King is 
puttin' on this cow trail. Not no more he 
ain't." 

"I'll see Gunderson and-" Ab Martin 
got no farther. 

"Called us rifrraff !" said Biggs harah
ly. "You talk too much, Raner, but thi11 
neater' .!I got to get a leaf!On !" 

Ab Martin aaw Raner'a hand c!Oae 
upon the butt of one of hie two guna. The 
mountain man realized iDStantlr he 
should have given more heed to some of 
the gunfights and other tro•ble he bad 
heard talked about since Kini( Lucaa had 
landed in Paint Rock some six month• 
before. 

But more than a year of peace with 
gOOd neighbors, and his own sticking to 
hard work on his plaee twenty mile& 
from town had given Ab Martin the 
idea that the ruckusing had been caused 
by too much gambling by a few of the 
ranchers in the King Lucas saloon. 

He hadn't expected any of this tow• 

trouble to touch him, as he was the oniT 
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farmin& hom•teader in lob'a Basin, 
and wtH lA:ed. This auddea business of 
two tough 11Jnniee .-isiting the edge of 
hia eleGred enp land, tlle bruta1 kining 
of llary'a )let equiJTels, and what had 
been uid abeut the �w trail was . be
wildninc- fur the moment. 

But Jta.ner'a menacing move towanl his 
gun Mapped Ab Martin baek to his trap
ping day• when he'd always been pre· 
pared for the wddefl danger from killen 
on hi11 trap lines, of lKlth the four-legged 
wolvee and the two-legged trap thievee. 

lnw.ardly berating himself for stupidly 
appearing unarmed, Ab Marlin sought 
to remedy his mistake. He dived into 
Raner with the quickness of a atrikinl' 
mo�outtain cat. ea.tching the gunhand un
expeetedly in the st<lma.eh with his hard 
head and vising his strong fingera upon 
Raner's wrist. 

He would have bad Ra.ner's gun, as the 
surpr-ised hardca.ae hit on his back, the 
breath drivea from his lungs. 

But it waa there that Ab Martin'fl be
lated resietanc.e ended. He didn't see it 
but the barrel of the other gunhand's 
.45 crashed upon his !!kull. 

The homesteader didn't know when the 
.Kin�t Lucu Mrdcases mounted their 
llorsea and rode ��;way. Raner retthing 
and �uraing, and Biggs rawhiding his 
J'UO pardner for talking too much. 

1T
re7::n�
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dereonl!. A b Martin had washed the 
.abin step. . 

He would not have �rried now about 
Mary, it being full moonlight, if it had 
not been for the vicious attack of the 
two gunnies. Mary t�ften visited with 
Mn. Gunderson, an older woman, until 
after moonrise, 

But when Ab Martin had made sure 
his round mountain hat concealed the 
gun welt along his skull, he saddled 
their other horee and rode down the 
valley trail. 

Gunderson's Y-B lipread was emall and 
Gunderson ran only a few cows w;th the 
help of two half-grown sons. Mre. Gun
derson was :\ motherly woman and Ab 

ss 

Martin knew that this was a time when 
the older woman's advice would be help. 
ful to Mary. 

"If 1 tell Jolm Gunderson what Kinl! 
Lucas' gunhande said, be'D be for start· 
in' a bad ruckus," Ab Martin thought a� 
he saw the lights of the Gundenon 
buildings. 

Then be remembered eomething he 
had heard in town on one ol his monthly 
trips for supplies. May� ii was Taylor 
at the store, ()r Willard, another raneher 
with hslt a d<1zea cowhands, who had 
told it. 

Ab Martin didn't put much Mod in 
loose b&lk. But it had bet-a said that. 
John Gundereon had· been gambling eome 
in the Trail Saloon and had loat too 
much money to King Lucas. 

Ab Marlin didn't know why this eame 
suddenly to his mind as be saw �everaJ 
horses and an unexpected group of valley 
men on the Gunderson p()rch, It was un
usual, this being the haying season ��nd 
the middle of the week. 

As he dismounted, hi:! .looked throo.gh 
the open d<1or off the p()reh. :Mary w.ae 
sitting beside motherly Mrs. Guader:son 
and had an arm around her. 

Jim Saunders, owner of the biggest 
valley spread, mM .Ab Martin and told 
him about it. 

"Y<mng Bill Gundenon f<1und his dati 
dead this Afternoon, Martin," said Saun� 
ders heavily, "John had been in town 
and didn't oome home last night. I gueee 
maybe the talk of John Gunderson losin' 
his market money must be MI. He'd shot 
himself with his ()WD old gun and it was 
still in hie hand." 

Ab Martin's head still was aching but 
he �membered something that �quirrl:'"l
killing gunhand had said : 

"Gunderson has nothin' to say ;�.bout 
the toll charges King Lucas is puttin' 'ln 
this cow trail. Not no more he ain't.." 

S�.�:���a�
i
�:·�a����
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Ab Martin saw that Willard, and Clem 
Young and three or four other ranchers 
were on the porch. 

Saunders turned back W the �er 
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towmen while Ab Martin met Mary at 
the door. 

"It's fitting I should stay with Mrs. 
Gunderson tonight, Ab," said Mary. 

"It is, Mary," assented Ab Martiu 
quietly, and he was glad he could put 
off telling her about the squirrels: 

Ab Martin turned to his neighbors. 
They all greeted him but did not includl' 
him in their talk directly. 

He liatened some and learned that most 
of the ranche.rs were to hold a meeting 
at Taylor's store in Paint Rock the 
following night. He had heard there had 
been a few other meetings to discuss the 
fighting and trouble that had come to 
Job's Basin valley with the advent or 
King Lucas. 

Sheriff Kent, an oldtimer, and Doc 
Robbins came from the house as Ab 
Martin pondered some on what the 
ranchers might be planning. Being a 
farming homesteader, Ab Martin had not 
been invited to any (If the ranchers' 
meetings. 

He had given no thought to this a.s the 
trouble brought by King LuCM apparent
ly had affected only the owners of 
ranches. 

Now Ab Martin heard Sheriff Kent 
telling the group (If grave-faced men that 
Gunderson must have shot himself 
through remorse at having l<>St his money 
gambling. 

"He'd put hiB own gun to hi15 heart, 
and his shirt waa burned from the 
powder," said Doc Robbins. 

"I seen him •ide out of town alone 
this morning," put in Sheriff Kent. "He'd 
been drinkin' a lot but he was settin' his 
horse all right. It was early and there 
wasn't any other riders about, not even 
any of the tough gents who've been 
hangin· around the Trail Saloon." 

The ranchers muttered at that. 
"We're havin' another meetin' tomor

row night, Sheriff,'' said Jim Saunders. 
"I'H be there, Jim," said the sheriff. 

"But I found nothin' in any of the fight in' 
and other trouble that would put the law 
on King Lucas." 

"Just the same," growled Jim Saun
ders, "there's been some stock run otr 

and there's bad "hJoQ(l that's been stirred 
up by the King Lucas gambling." 

Ab Martin might have spoken up then, 
but he hadn't been asked to any of the 
meeti"ngs.. Pondering upon the sheriff 
and Doc Robbins evidently having 
accepted John Gunderson's suicide aa 
proved, Ab Martin might have told how 
two King Lucas gunhands had appeared 
to know about Gunderson's death before 
Young Bill Guitderson had found his 
father. 

But the mountain man figured that 
what he had experienced and what he 
had heard would be inconclusive as evi
dence to loop in a possible killer. Look
ing at the few ranchers who had gather
ed at the Gunderson place, Ab Martin 
noticed that only Jim Saunders had a 
belted gun. 

Ab Martin wondered what had been 
talked over at their meetings and if 

any open threats had been made by King 
Lucas ? Of one truth he was convinced, 
none of the riders for the valley irons 
was of the gun-slinging breed. 

Ab had been a lone trapper. He had 
never pardnered in the Bitter Root& and 
he had quit the mountains for farming, 
chiefly because he had never become 
hardened to the killing of trapped and 
helpless beaver and otter and mink. He 
had been sure that Mary· would not have 
wanted such a life. 

The ranchers were leaving the Gunder
son place with Sheriff Kent and Doc 
Robbins. Ab Martin called to Mary and 
talked for a few minutes. 

"It'll be right for you to stay with 
Mrs. Gunderson until after the funeral," 
he told Mary. "I'll take your horse and 
drive to Paint Rock tomorrow for the 
month's supplies, then come back for 
you." 

A 8si�e�����r;:!��;:�� :::e 
n
h�! ���� 

30 with him to Paint Rock the next aft
ernoon. He had an old Colt single-actioa 
revolver at home but ita trigger sprins 
was broken and he had not taken the 
trouble to have it repaired. 



He had. when m.uch younger, beefl 
hand¥ with- Cllts. 

A.b ate at the old Pa.int. Roek hotel. 
During the evening. h-i watched more 
than a. aeore of ranchers gatheM at Sid 
Taylor'a: stot:e., but be did not invite 

hiiD.Belf to the meetillg . . 
He took note also that a. doraen or more 

hard-faced gats with low-alung guns 
came and went frr.>m the King, L.ueas 
Trail Saloon ap the .!lb'eet. He kept his 
eye& out for Rane:r a»d Bigga but did 
not see fum in the &treet. 

When the meetipg M the atore broke 
up, the• valley MMMrl mowtted a.n.d 
rode away in• pah• or tmall grou.-p.s. Bir 
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lim Saunden. and Clem Yo�rng walked 
over to the h<ltel where Ab Martin waa 
smoking biB pipe. 

Clem You.ng was wearing, a. gWl but 
Saunders. was not. Young w:as red-faced. 
fattish. and excitable. 

''Lueas has enough hired butchen to 
clean out our own· peaceable riders� even. 
if we do have the skunks outnumbered," 
said Clem Young as he eame onto the 
bote� porch w.ith Saunders� "Maybe· if 
we do go into what Lucas calls ;r pro
tective cow as80Cia.tion we eould. get 
better market prices, but I'm against 
it." 

Jim Saunders saw the mountain JIUlD, 
nodded &lid' said, "Hello, All;' then w.ent: 
on t:alking with Clem Young· ae thQt 
leanQd· a1ainst the poY'Ch raall. 
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"No use chasin' the devil aroutl.d the 
stump, Clem," said Saunders. "King Lu· 
cas as good as sent word that we join 
up or we'd soon be moving out of Job's 
Basin. As far as I can figure it, Lucas 
has told us he'll turn his gun slingers 
loose on our riders if we hold out of his 
association." 

Ab Martin tamped his pipe ard only 
tistened. 

"That's the only way he can take over 
Job's Basin," agreed Clem Young bit
terly. "There isn't any open way he can 
make us join, that I can see. Sheriff 
Kent's willing to crack down but we'll be 
having our boys gulched or killed off in 
one and another town ruckus where the 
law can't touch King Lucas.'' 

"Holdin' onto all of my cows ain't 
worth having one of my boys killed," 
muttered Jim Saunders. "Nearly all the 
valley riders have been here a long time, 
some with families, and they ain't gun 
fighters." 

Then Clem Young said, "It's hell what 
one crooked hombre can do to peaceable 
folks. But I keep thinkin' King Lucas 
is too sure of himself, that he's got some
thin' more to crack down with than just 
out-and-out dry gulchin' and maybe !orne 
rustlin'." 

The two ranchers moved out of ear
shot then, but in a little while Jim 
Saunders came back to the porch and 
IAt down beside Ab Martin. 

"It's nice that Mary's stayin' with 
Mn. Gunderson until after the funeral, 
Ab," said Saunders. "I reckon we'll have 
to lend the Gunderson boys a few hands 
for their haying. Bill's the oldest and 
he's worryin' over how much his dad 
was in debt to King Lucas, Tom's only 
twelve." 

"John never had much money to gam
ble," said Ab Martin quietly. "He 
couldn't owe much, unless-" · 

He closed his mouth tightly and looked 
at Jim Saunders. 

''Unless what, Ab'!" 
"It doesn't matter, Jim." Ab Martin 

arose and emptied his pipe. "I was just 
thinkin' but it don't mean more than 
what y'ou an' Clem Young was .uyin'. 
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If the ranchers buck King Lucas t;here'll 
be needless killin's." 

"You're a funny one, Ab," said 
Saunders. "I guess we'll have to have 
another meetin' after the Gunderson fu
neral and it looks like King Lucas will 
have his way." 

Ab Marlin was silent for half a min
ute, looking up the single street. He 
didn't mention that he 'might like to be 
invited. 

"Reckon I'll have a drink for a night
cap," he said then. "I'll be seein' you 
later, Jim." 

The mountain man stepped oft the 
porch. He was a slight figure and a little 
odd-looking, among the big-hatted 
ranchers. 

Jim Saunders didn't seem to get AO 
Martin's meaning and then he cussed 
some. 

"I'll be damned if he didn't walk off 
alone to get a drink and leave me settin' 
here ! Great holl! He headed into the 
Trail Saloon for his nightcap. Maybe 
bein' a trapper makes a man queer:• 

A :h�L�����a�:n 
h:!c�;t��:!u� 

had last been there. Two dozen or so 
men were at the game tables. There were 
some younger ranchers who knew the 
mountain man and glanced at him curi
ously, 

Eight or ten two-gunned slioka were 
at the bar, over by the wall and near 
the card· tables. The nat-nosed bartu
der's eyes seemed to jump as Ab Martin 
stepped up and ordered whiskey. 

With hill round mountain hat aDd his 
store clothes he had bought whea he Md 
been married, Ab Martin appeared eqen 
smaller than he was. His mild blue eyes 
surveyed the room 811 a couple �tf the 
gunhnnds snickered. 

King Lucas wa11 a tall mao who 
prided himself upon his yellow hair 
and trimmed mustache that matched 
his nearly yellow eyes. His broadcloth 
and white shirt were the Jateat lrom 
the Ea11t. 

King Lucas, however, showed two guns 
with 11hiny bone baadlet, Mlted ander 
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his blaek ooat. He was taJking with thne 
of his own gun-hung gents as Ab Martin 
crdered his whiskey. 

Ab Martin lifted the whiskey gla88, 
1ipped at it. then held it in his hand 
ae tie walked back toward King Lucas 
at the end of the bar. 

Luea.s lifted �is chin and scowled, 
turning his back upon the mountain 
man. There was a sudden silence 
throughout the long room of the sa
loorl that had been recently fitted up 
for gambling, with the newest of tablee 
and a roulette wheel. 

The silence grew thicker suddenly. 
Ab- Martin touched King Lucas on one 
shoulder with his free hand. The moun
tain man's voice was klw but it carried 
in that hush. 

"I'd like to speak to you alone, Lucas." 
King Lucas turned, brushing oft Ab 

Martin's band ae if his broadcloth coat 
had been soiled. 

"I don't know you !,. sneered Lucas. 
"Swallow your drink and get out! .. 

The expression on the mountain man's 
young-4>ld face didn't change, nor wae 
his voice rais�. 

·"You've made a mistake, Lucae. It'a 
you who's aettin' out. You have one 
hour, that'• aD." 

A deep-drawn breath whispered 6Ver 
the ealoon. Metal could be beal'd :rurt
Jing upon leather. 

"What 1" King Lucu throat hia :fa.ee 
forward 88 he turned and took in this 
apparently harmless, grayish bearded 
young man in the round hat. "Whoever 
you are, you're plumb loco! If you were 
man-size or big enough to pack hard
ware I'd have you worked over by-'" 

There was a gasp and a ehifting of 
feet as Ab Martin interrupted without 
varying his mild tone. 

"I thought you were too yellow tCJ do 
)"'Ur own gunpackin', Lucas. In cne 
hour you're to be out of Paint Creek, 
and by sunup tomorrow 1 want every
one <lf your hired back-shooten out of 
Job's Buin." 

"Wlly, I'll-" 
One of King Lucas'!! hande dropped 

to a JUD butt. Then htl atayed hia play, 
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seeing no hint of any weapon about 
Ab Martin, 

HGet out!" roared Lucae. "O,.r you'll 
be carried out !" 

The mountain man lifted llis whiskey 
glass and fini!lhed it without moving. 

"'I'll be back in one hour, Lucas," he 
repeated. "One hour. You have gambling 
notes to John Gunderson'• Y-B ranch 
and that's why you had him murder-ed. 
I don't own a watc.h but 1 can gues1 at 
about what's an hour." 

F��t
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B�:c:e s:::ta�= 
man in the round, black bat llad turned, 
set his glass upon the bar and was walk
ing out with his unprotetted back to
ward the roomful of killers. 

King Lucas sent his pale eyes darting. 
His quick i(el!ture held up any action 

of his hirefi men. He suspected this wM 
a trap and that guns would flame through 
doorway and windows if he made the 
wrong move. 

Perhaps he tlulught the meeting of the 
ranchers hadn't been quite aa hi1 spies. 
had reported. Nothing happened and 
then it was too late. 

Ab Marlin's round bat was disaP
pearing through the batwing11. 

Three of the Kine Lucu gunhands 
:followed Ab Martin :from the Trail 
Saloon. He noted that two 11t.ayed IJe.. 
hind him and the third man crossed 
the 1treet. 

The mountain man walked slowl�, 
filling his pipe. He saw that Clem Young 
had rejoined Jim �aunders on the hotel 
porch but he didn't have anything to 
tell them. 

More men were coming from the TraiJ 
Saloon as the mountain man went into 
Sid Taylor's general store. 

"I'd like to make up a list o' stuff to 
pick up in the morning, Sid,• 98id 
Martin. 

Sid Taylor wu a lean man with a 
ready arin. He had the rep o:r: often 
carrying valley folks when cash l'an 
�hol't. 

Ab Martin wa! thinking there couldn't 
be better neighbors than theae valfey 
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people who helped each other. Good 
place for <IllY man to bring up a f:lmily. 

Taylor·spoke of the Gunderson death 
with real regret in his voice. 

"I feared somethin' knowin' John's 
weakness for the cards," said Taylor. 
"But it's hard to believe he'd take that 
way out, leavin' his family to run thl' 
Y-B. It's ';oo much for the kids." 

"He didn't take that way, Sid," said 
the mountain man. "John Gunderson was 
gulched." 

Taylor stared at him, "The way I hear 
it, that would be hard to prove. But I 
never hea�·d you say what you didn't 
know to be true, Ab." 

"It's true, Sid. You're correct though 
lt couldn't be proved." 

Sid had put up . most of the grocery 
Jist. Ab estimated that more than half 
an hour had passed since he had seen 
King Luca�. 

''I'd like to buy a gun, Sid," announced 
the mountain man. "One you've taken 
in that's been used enough to work slick. 
And a box of shells for it." 

Taylor's mouth tightened. 
"Sure, Ab. But I didn't know you 

favored totin' hardware. Maybe son1e of 
the ranchers talked fight after their 
meetin'. That it? Say, Ab ! Buyin' a gun 
bru> nothin' to do with what you st�id 
about Gunderson?" 

"Well-" Ab Martin hesitated. "No, 
Sid. It's just that a short gun sometimes 
oomes handy and my old one's b, sted." 

"Belt and holster, Ab?" 
"No, Sid. I'll stick it in my coat 

pocket." 
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town coat pocket. Sid Taylor appeared 
a little edgy but he had learned that the 
mountain man never told more than he 
wanted known. 

Ab Martin guessed the hour must be 
about up when he started from the 
store. He was met by Jim Saundera and 
Clem Young. There were more men 
standing in shadows along the street 
thaD usual. 

Saunders gr.ipped Ab's arm. 

"Ab, you locoed fool ! "  he grated. 
"Didn't you get out yet?" 

"Get out. Jim?" said Ab Martin quiet· 
ly. 

"Yeah ! "  Clem Young whispe;ed with 
excitement. "It's &II over town ! You 
must be a bit touched, tellin' King Lucas 
he has to get out of Paint Rock. Nearly 
all aur boys have gone home an' Lucas 
has enough guns to clean o•· any M 
would be crazy enough to side you ! You 
can take my fast saddle horse--" 

"Thanks, Clem," interrupted the 
mountain man. "It's Lucas who has to go. 
Don't make yourselves targets taggil)' 
with me. Those gunhands might think 
we're bunchin' n p  :m' that'd start 
shootin·.·· 

"Weli, I'll be-. .  
A b  Martin turned and walked away. 

on Jim Saunders' exclamation. As the 
stt"eet shadows moved he knew he had 
been right. The Luca,; killers wouldn't 
try gulchin' him on the street. 

The mountain man hoped old Sheriff 
Kent wouldn't be drawn into this. He 
guessed it had been a long time since 
the grayilaired lawman had been called 
upon to u�e his gun. 

There were twice as many mt>n as 
before in the Trail Saloon <vhen Ab 
Martin pushed open the batwings. He 
saw the tall King Lucas at the far end 
of the bar and he could tell that four 
gun·slicks near him had itching fingers. 

Three men had filled glasses of whis
key, nalfdown the bar and about twenty 
feet from Lucas, 

Voices died out abruptly, tht> three 
drinkers turned hastily away, leaving 
their filled glasses. A man coughed sud
key, halfway down the bar and about 
twenty feet from Lucas. 

But King Lucas faced the odd, round
hatted mountain man with a cold sneer 
that widened to a killer grin as he took 
in ths gun protuding from Ah Martin's 
coat pocket. 

Ab walked slowly, lookitlg direetlt 
into Lucas's yellow eyes. He harl glanced 
sharply about, hoping to s� Raner and. 
Biggs, but they might have been out.
aide. 
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King Lueaa had his thumbs hooked 
Mar hie gun butta. 

The batwings slapped behind the 
mountain man but be did not take his 
eyes of! King Lucu to eee who bad en
tered. 

He atow'ed abruptly. His eye! cocked 
upon the bartender and· the long mirror 
behind the bar. 

"Your hour' a up, Lueas,., said the 
mountain mu. '"You're to get out of 
Paint Roek-NOW !" 

Lueaa threw back hil!l big head and 
laughed. 

''You're funny enough, sodbuater, to 
keep around for a laugh !" 

Ab got the play then. In the mirror, 
back of the bar. The bulky gunhanda, 
Biggs and Raner, were behind him. 
Bigge had pulled one gun and bll.d Jilted 
it to smub the mountain man from be
hind. 

A Bawi�;:N;s st::;:::, :.�� ;: 
flicked a full glass Gf whiskey over 
his shoulder directly into Biggs' eyet�. 

The gunband roared with pain and bia 
.45 crashed, the bullet hitting the ceiling. 

"You want it then !" bellowed King 
Lucas, and one of his guns flashed out. 

Ab's hand let go of the glass. He 
seemed to move very slowly as he 
gripped the .44 in his coat pocket. 
Lucas's gun exploded on his hasty draw 
and the lead gouged the bar. 

Ab was still bringing his .44 up as 
if be might be sighting at a still target. 
Lucas cursed and his gun blazed the 
seeond time. 

The moontain man's b<ldy jerked as 
the lead went into his side. Lucas trig· 
gered the third time but he was falling 
then. Ab Martin's slow aiming had put 
a email hole just above Lucas's big 
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Another gun cracked behind the 
mountain man and the round hat flew 
oft'. The .skulking Raner had fired at Ab'• 
back and broken his shoulder. 

The mountain man waa falling but 
be p� two more ahota with deliberate 
aim. Raner screamed and fell, his shirt 
reddening Biggs, half blinded bt the 
whiskey was hit, just under the chin. 

Ab felt the 8oor swaying. Ther.! w. 8 
more shooting. He tried U, lift his gun 
again but he couldn't. 

He saw Jim Saunders and Clem Young. 
And there waa Sid Taylor from the 
seneral stou, pumping a shotgun. Some 
half a dozen of the King Lucas killers 
were jamming U,ward the batwings. 
· Old Sheriff Kent stopped the rush 
with his Peacemaker, and Ab Martin 
then aaw little Bill Gunderson with his 
dead dad's gun jumping in his hand. 

It waa quiet ae everything went 
black . . . . 

Then, Doc Robbins was talking and 
Ab Martin wu lying on the polished bar. 

"He'll be laid up for a while but his 
kind don't kill easy," said Doe Robbins. 

Saunders and Clem Young were ar· 
guing over which one would furnish 
hands to gather Ab Martin's ripened 
crops. Two other ranchers got into the 
dispute. 

Ab thought there could be nothing 
finer than having good neighbors. 

"But, Ab, why'd you do it alone?'" 
demanded big Jim Saunders . .. U rou'd 

wanted it, the boys at the meeting would 
have been here. Why'd you do it and not 
say anything?" 

"They shouldn't have killed Mary's 
pet squirrell!," aaid Ab. ".o4-nytime a 
timber wolf came along an' robbed tny 
traps, I'd get mad and go out and kill 
him. I got all riled up about tho.�e 
squirrels." 
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TKII: KiD wouldn't have been so 

conspicuous if it hadn't been such 
a hot day. Ordinarily, Coffinrock 

waa a pretty busy place on Saturday, 
and a shabby rider or two extra went un
noticed. But it was the kind of a day that 
kept honest folks at home in the shade, 
aa Bland Whitt said, and it took a brasa 
con.cience and an ivory skuU to brave 
b blteteriD• 1un. 

There were three beflides Bland in the 
bar of the alley House, drinking warm
ish beer, mopping sweat and worrying 
about grass. Bland bad less than any o� 
them to worry about, since most of his 
range was high up in the hills, where the 
drought hadn't used all its muscle yet. 
The others were Charley Drake, pessi· 
mistie old Pete Blassingame, and "Dutch" 
Heller. These three stood to lose everr-



'fhe cursing and the fuming and the praying didn't hdp to bring 
rain· to this peac.tul C:ofli.n•o•k but when o11e ta/kolive 1•1rt .,_ 
couraged the lnd/JJn nwgl• to work In the blood of GMs Funwss
how could tlw outco- lw Mngthing but lkue alld' t•rrlfgln1 • •  .r 

thiwg if the rain didn't tom�. 
"We 11eed us some Injun· medicine, .. 

vowed old Pete. "The Injuns got rain 

when they needed it, dorr.lt keer what you 

aay. Wish we had some of old Alexander 

Detrtail's rain�magk." 
And jllf!t then Bland looked' out flf 

tbe window and saw the kid footing ill 

down the atreet on a 1weatM1treake� 
dutt�aked oalico mare. 'the kridla hair Wall jet;.. �Hack aad extra. long-, and he bad 

By 
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CARPEN�ER 

Mit'• Gu,'s �;luutl" Dukh ....;kcll "&.11 .J..df Oh, noy, sd me out of lure! Ce1 ·� moJ t-r· 

a dark, raundifth, fa� wfih high aheek 
bones and a strong nose an6 • 1iJm. 
mouth. What waa mO'It ;urt.nie1iio1 WatJ 
that he Wfll'e na hat. lmtAia·d; 1M b&l a  
crimson thing on bie heali: thAt )OoitedJ 
sort ef like a turban· and! ser.t ef 1il'fl 
the ceremonial> headdrue wern ily 
members ef �e chid!! family. at p• 
0$age com-daJWe� 

The beer and the heat tog_etl)e.- bM 
Bland! el'\iuchyt w.ith a Madbehe. He ,... 

.. 
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hard to get along with anyway. Oh, you 
wouldn't call him a bully, maybe. C!lll 
him the kind of man who kindly pointed 
out other people's faults to them and 
liked to be appreciated for it. 

He gave old Pete a queer !ook and 
said, "You've got your wish, old man. 
Yonder's a two·hit brave. Let's get him 
to make medicine." 

The other three looked out the window. 
Jt was Dutch Heller who recognized the 
kid first. 

''\l.'hy, it's Gus Furness," he s&id. "You 
remember old Ben Furness that married 
that half-Osage girl up toward Fair
. _,·eather. That's their oldest boy, August." 

Old Pete saw the ugly look in Bland 
Whitt's face. He didn't care much for the 
kind of entertainment Bland usually 
drummed up on a dull day. 

•10nly a quarter-blood, Bland," Pete 
said uneasily as Bland started for the 
door. 

"A quarter of a rain would heir your 
rrass and keep your damn cattle out of 
my range," said Bland. He stuck his 
head out of the door and shouted, "Hey, 
cowboy !"  

The Furness kid  was  j ust tying his 
horse. He looked up and gave Bland 
a polite nod without smiling. 

"Yes ?" he said. 
"Come on in and have a drink," said 

Rland. 
"Intended ro," said Gus. 
But when he came into the saloon he 

did not stop at the bar. 
"Where's your wash-bench ?" he a:>l<cd 

Dally McBryde, the barkeep. 
"Back yonder," said old Dally, pointing 

with his big, hairy hand. 
The kid started to unwind the rag 

around his head, and turned toward the 
wash-bench, which was just outside the 
back door, under the tin roof of the back 
porch. l\lhat they saw when the turban
like thing came off, just a.s he disap
peared out of the door. caused all four 
men to swe:tr. 

"Why, he's got a gash in his gourd 
like he's half scalped !"  exclaimGii 
Charley Dra!;(' in au awed voice. 
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Dally. He leaned his bald head on his 
big hand and went back to sleep. 

Gus Furness was pumping alkali water 
into the battered enamel basin. He got 
it full and leaned over it, plunging his 
head and his whole mop of blaclr hair 
into the water. They heard him swear 
as the bitter sulfur water bit into the 
scabbed wound. 

"Ouch 1 "  old Pete Blassingame mur· 
mured sympathetically. "Must burn like 
fire.'' 

"A mite," Gus admitted . 
"A right smart of a wound," said 

Charley Drake. 
"Maybe," said Gus. , 
"Looks like gunshot," said O.Jkh 

Heller. 
"Could be," said Gus. "Anybody got a 

clean rag ?" 
"Care to tell what happened !" said 

Bland Whitt. 
"No," said the kid. 
"Well, go to the devil, then ! "  Bland 

exclaimed, rubbing his aching head as 
though to pat down the curiosity raging 
there. 

The kid began soaking the stained rag 
in the water. Charley Drake said, "Don't 
use that old rag. I'll get you a clean one.'' 

"I asked for one once," said the kid, 
"and &.11 I got was a dumb question. I 
ain't the twice-askin' kind." 

Charley came back with a clean whit.e 
rag," filched from Dally's supply. Gus re· 
fused his offer of help and carelessly 
wound the rag around his head, hiding 
the two-inch gash in the back of his 
scalp. Then he finished rinsing out the 
old rag and hung it on a porch-pole in the 
sun. 

"Dry in a few minutes," he said. "Let's 
drink." 

They followed him back into the bil.r. 
He pulled a tobacco sack out of his shirt
front, where it had been hanging around 
his neck by a shoestring, and dumped 
out a lone gold piece. 

Bland Whitt took one of his fingera 
and flipped the gold piece back toward t.he 
kid. 



BRAND OF MAGIC 

"Put your money away," he said peev
ishly, "I'm the rooster with the big spurs 
here. I'm the bull with the long horns 
and the wolf with the yellow teeth. I got 
all the grass and all the luck and ali the 
cows and all the money, and I buy thP 
drinks." 

"The hell you say," said the kid. 
"Yes, I say ! "  snarled Bland. 
''Mine's whiskey," said the kid. 
And Bland, baffled because the kid 

refused to play flint to his steel merely 
murmured, "It's too hot for whiskey. 
Oh,-make mine whiskey too." 
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man, saw the signs and t·eckoned he'd 
better be getting home-the old woman 
wanted him to haul wash�water from th� 
sp1·ing. He left. ou

'
tch Heller had no 

family but he was just as tender-natured 
as Charley, and he thought of an excuse, 
and left right after Drrke. 

Old Pete Blassingame, wl10se motto 
was, "I ah\'UYS expect the worst," was a 
respectable old grandfather whose son 
had taken over actual management of 
the ranch. Pete Jived with his Son, his 
daughter-in-law, and their two children. 
And he saw the signs too-but he stayed. 

"We need rain," said Bland. 

"Always need rain in this country," 
eaid the kid. 

"I mean we need it bad." 

"Rometimes we need it worse than 

others but we always need it bad." 

"Seems like we always had rain when 
we needed it, when the Injun:; was here," 
��aid Bland. 

"Now Bland," Pete interrupted in a 

troubled voice. "Now, Bland." 

"It'll rain," said the kid. "It always 
does." 

"We need a quick rain," -Bland went 
on in an ugly ,-oice. "We need rain ?tow! 
Ain't you old Ben Furness' son ? Ain't 
Y?U got Injun blood in you ?" 

"I bled a lot  from my head,'' said t h �  

kid.  And Pete noticed that his big nose 
was quivering a little and that the strong 
�outh bad tightened. "Dunno if I got 
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any blood left in me, if it'-s any of your 
business." 

"We need rain," Bland repeated. 
"Wiskey, Dally ! Wiskey all around.'' 

"Not for me, Bland," said Pete. 
"\Viskey all around, damn the luck ! "  
Dally filled their glasses a n d  they 

drank. 
"You're a f)uarter Osage," said Bland 

flatly. 
"Do tell," Gus murmured. 
Bland moved down the bar a couple 

of feet until he was practically leaning 
over the boy. Bland weighed just under 
two hundred pounds and he stood six 

feet two in his boots. Gus had the stocky 
Osage build that made him look clumsy 
nnd he was a half a head short�r than 
Bland, even with the bulky bandage. 

"Make us an Injun rain-chr.rm,'' Bland 
!<aid. "We need rain." 

"Go on," said Gus in a low voice. "I 
couldn't make it piddle if a puddle would 
save my life. Lemme alone." 

That was where Bland made his mis
take. He mistook the kid's tact for timid� 
ity. Pete could tell, aU right-but Pete 
was just looking on. He had seen men be 
reasonable with drunks before, and take 
things they wouldn't take from a sober 
man. He wished there was some way to 

warn the kid that, drunk or sober, Bland 
Whitt couldn't be allowed an inch, Jest 
he take n mile. 

"Do us a rain-dance," said Bland. 
''You're il quarter-breed and I'll �ettle 
for a IJU:Irter of a rain. We don't neces
sarily need no gu!ly-\vasher, no sod
soaker, no cloudburst. Do us a rain-dance 
and get us a little old mizzlin' piddler tc 
lay the dust.:' 

'"Whiskey," said Gus, "never took the 
place of water in a drouth. You've had 
too m uch of one and not enough of the 
other, Big l\louth. If you want a rain, 
why don't you pray for it?"  

His fist came up--hard-and caught 
nland Whitt on the big jaw. 

"Oh. my · heaven s ! "  Dally McBride 
moaned, coming awake. He ducked under 
the bar a.nd came up with his per-•:mader 
-three feet of pitchfork handle, with 
an ounce and a half of shot in the busi
ness end. "Stay off the furniture !"  he 
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yelled . .. Break a· stick and 111i brea·k youtt 
bacKs." 

ts;land took the puBelt,. roeking Oft his 
heels. Kis-liegos buckled but he caught him
self on the-- btu• and shook hi-s· head· until 
it clea.re<R Pete- BIMsin8'3me-, not liking 
tlte- look on tbe big man.'s face, caugtlt 
him by the elbow with both hands. B1and
�;h.ook him off easilY. 

"No ragged 'breed rider can do that to
me." he said thickly. 

He :'!wungo. Gus· F\t�lt duckecl under 
thor �ow and drove his fist at Bland's 
stom;u·h. :oo- ca·me Bland's other elbow. 
lt crncked on the kid"s head and he 
,,itched fottward on his face without ever 
cotlnecting with· Bland�.g wind'. 8land steJ)"
t.OO. t...a<·kw:nd breathing hard' . Gus lay 
.stilL 

"Y"'u ortn't to done that, hi. him on 
hi$ wvund," said Pete. 

.Bland whirled.. lists clenched. Pete 
took u step backward-he couldn't help 
himself. Bland looked d()Wn red-faced 
� t  the prOOe kid. 1'Mn be jerked his hat 
lower on his head and stormed out o£ 
t he s;>loon without a.nother word. 

DALLY l!r'lcBride laid dQWn his per

suader and came arotutd teo help 
Pete ..:arrf- the kid back to- the porch. 
Dally attended the wound,. which had 
broken open again, and P�e pumped 
aOO sooked the rag.a for him-. 

"Eland ha4 better watcb out llOW'," 
Pete said. "He'& not ju.s' got an In.juo 
Mfter him-he's. got old Ben Fu.rn.ess.'11. 
kid, too.. You recall what. an old hellion 
Hen was.� a:nd. you mix that with 
Osage---! Bland's a bully but he shouldn't 
have dou.e it." 

"lt's the lteat�" said Dally. "Damn ! We 
d.o ueed rain." 

That evening .. Gus see� better. 
"No, thank$," he �;�aid,. "b1d; I'll be 

riding_ along." 

"You can't riOt witll a head like tbt," 
Pete protested . ..  You're got & hard bead, 
too,-. but not. t:ha1 hal'd." 

tle bad t!U:en G�n Mrne with •iln and 
urged him to s'*->' on 1he Box-4 uuCil he 
•ad recow-red; bat the p:riM-faced youth, 
llokiDC -.ore Indian 1h• ever ia bis 

anger, was detel!mi·M!d to be gone. {)ld 
Pete's- son had ridden, upo to Grit, when
there- wee· a Fedet"al' land otlke, to stt 
about lea&ingo some- government ran,.e-, 
i� there was any-. He- hod taken- his. fami)r 
along. 

"We can batch here fine, boy," Pete- ill>
sisted. 

"Thank�-a-same-, but I got me an er
rand to run.," said Gus. 

Pete noticed that Gus had taken an oold 
.4S. ou.t oi hiS: saddl6!-bag and laced! 1t 
around! his trunk. Fnrthet', when• the kid 
rode off on the old calico mare-, he headed
for Whitt's Pass." the long upper canyor.o 
trail to B:land Whitt's place. Old Pete 
shook his head as he went back to the 
house. 

"Course, the- Pas� leads. to lots of othH 
places," he· tried to- comfort h.imsdf, "but 
in. keepin' with my practice ol alwa,-s 
expectin.' the- wont, and- be.sed on wbat 
tuk place- thia pee-em, I haYe to conclll:d& 
Gus's up to no. good. Dang Bland W'hiU 
anyho.w ; and dang old Ben Furness. for 
not keepin' the boy to- home---whereveY 
that is.'' 

He stooa. it until about moon-up, whicl!. 
was. shortly after ten o-'clock, and theat
got ou.t his. horse- and rode to Dutela 
Heller's place. He was an o!d man and 
he was played oot by the time he got 
there. Dutch told him to rest, while .lte 
one of his own riders over tG Charley 
Drake's. 

Thus it was that at midnight, or 
shorlly thereafter, some- twelve hea'l'ily 
armed meD rode out of Heller's place- aa<l 
headed purpos-efully toward the Pass. 
They were men w:ho adhered to- a certaill 
code of honor, one clau-'Je of which J)l'Ot
hibited pkking on a wounded tnaa. Alto 
they were men persecuted by drouth, aDd 
naturally resentful of a big, to..d-
mouthed, lucky man whose cattle all ran 
in the fatter pastures up in the hills. 

"Somebody o-ught to ten old Ben Fua·

ness," said Charley Drake. "I know if a 
kid o-f mine was runnin' around with 1\ 
gourd like that, I'd want to kn-ow about 
it." 

But JtOo Ofte kfte'W w-here o-kl Ben lived 
now-. He bad JnOt>Ved: from Co!Bnroek wbe. 
his. hibe of kids wel'fJ' yoonJ' 'uM to 
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Wolf Spring.,; and from the1·e to some 
place on Lauderbeck Ridge ; and then, 
according to some, clear out of the Ter
ritory. 

"I'll stand in Ben's stead," said old 
Pete Blassingame firmly. "I  raised a boy 
myself." 

"I've got a couple of sprouts," said 
another rancher, "and if it rains, I hope 
to bring 'em up to size. But Lordy, if we 
don't get moisture pretty !Boon-" 

THE trail rose steeply, as they en
tered the Pass. If there was a 

beauty-spot in t.he country, this was it
a long, steep-sided valley with pine
crusted edgos, deer-haunted sid6'3. Ordi-

"'No ro�&ed 'breed rider 
C4ll do rlwl lo me," he 
$oUL, Ajl M hit .., C.u. 
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narily, men loved to ride here, merely 1 0  
hunt it they h a d  no b�tter bu.,iness. 

But tonight their horses' hoofs kicked 
up a cloud of dust that hung in the un
naturally hot night air long after they 
had passed by. And the pine-needles hung 
dead and lifeless, covered. with du'3t and 
parched for moisture, sickly and sallow 
under the moon. Here and there a steer 
or a cow showed head from the brush, 
and they read their own brands, shaking 
their l1eads grimly. These cattle bad 
wandere.-i far, as a critter will when 
its range i.':l drying up. In a little while 
they'd run into Bland Whitt's cattle, for 
this was his range, and not aU of his 
lordly herds would be up in the peakP., 



around the mountain springs. 
"Bland's fences are down somewhere," 

said Dutch Heller bleakly, "and if we 
get him r'iled up he'.g goin' to blame us. 
And we're to blame too, for not keepin' 
our hungry stock to home." 

Nobody said anything for a while ; 
and then Pete offered : 

"He bad no business funnin' the boy 
abOut his Injun blood. If he wants 
trouble, I'll take him on." 

They hit a running stream, which 
have been bigger this time of year, but 
which still made them think wistfully of 
their own dusty watercourses. And here 
they began to ride quietly and more 
watchfully, becau.oJe Brand Whitt's etand 
o'i buildings was up ahead, only a short 
way, and they might run into his riders 
an;vwhere. 

Still they had seen no sign of Gus 
Furness, a thing which worried them im
mensely, Pete moat of all. Each time they 
reached one of the aide-canyons, where 
trail, branched off in other directions, old 
P£:t.e got down from his horae and 
searched for sign. He squinted his _ old 
eyes uaelessly and burnt many matches 
to no purpose. 

"If he didn't want to be followed, he'd 
leue no trail," he said mournfully. 
"There's that much Injun in him, any. 
way. Gawd! I only hope the blood didn't 
get the best of him, so's he'd knife Bland 
in his sleep." 

"Pshaw ! "  said Charley. "How'd lie get 
by that house of Whitt's riders and that 
pack o' dog's?" 

"He could," said Pete darkly. "An 
Injun could, and when Gus left this pee· 
em, he waa all Injun to look at. You'd 
never suspect FurneBEI blood in him. Not 
that old Ben Furness was much of a 
bargain, at that. Hell's bells and Holy 
catfiah, but it's hot ! I wish it'd rain ! "  
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right, and instinctively they reigned in 
and sat listening ten.<Jely. 

It was a hound, an organ-voiced hound, 
trailing hot and running hard, not more 
th&n a half-mile away. 
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"Runnin' coon ! "  said Dutch with a sigh 
of relief. "One of Bland's dogs 1008e." 

"Coon won't run this time of year," 
said Pete. "And that dog's close to what
ever he's runnin' because his head is 
held up high and he's follerin' a hot scent 
Clffen the leaves and bushes. How can I 
tell? Because his voice don't echo from 
the ground, like it would if he had his 
nose down low on a cold trail." 

"Deer, then," said someone. "Or a 
lion." 

"Or a man," said Pete, "or a strange 
boss. That's old Razor, if I know the 
voice. And Razor wouldn't chase a lion 
for love nor money, since he got clawed 
that time." 

"But he would chMe a strange rider," 
said Charley Drake in a troubled voice. 
"And he hates an Injun" 

"Let's go !" said Pete. "Heid for the 
spring. If it's a rider, he's on thil.t upper 
trail where them two dead trees are 
and he's bound to come out near the 
spring." 

They turned their horses up the slope 
and pushed them hard, listening every 
now and then. Once their blood froze aa 
they liiJtened for long momenta in vain. 
They kept their thoughts to themselves 
but they pictured the Iong.}egged hound 
catching up with the tired old calico 
mare, hamstringing her with those 
wicked fangs of hera and-. 

Then suddenly they heard the dog 
again but this time he wu no longer 
belling regularly and lustily, His voiee 
bad an angry, puzzled whimper in it that 
sounded more Jike • yelping than baying. 
Pete Blassingame chuckled grimly. 

"Now I know it's GU'J," he said. "And 
the Injun in him kotehed onto the fact 
he was bein' trailed and he's croseed the 
dog up, boxed his ewn trail, some way!' 

"He't pretty good if he can box hia 
traeka in this dry weather," grumbled 
one. 

"He's an Injun," Pete reminded them, 
They reached the spring in another 

ten minutes riding, and there dismounted 
to rest their hor�. They could hear the 
dog still worrying over the trail, som ... 
where above them, but whether he had 
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reached the spring and passed on, wheth
er the fugitive rider had by-passed the 
11pring altogether, or whether they had 
come this far, they could not tell. Pete 
struck more matches, and as the last one 
burned his thumb, he swore with ex
citement. 

"Gu-s's been here ! Drank and carried 
water to his horse in his hat. There's 
no tracks but he wouldn't leave any. But 
here's where the water dripped and here's 
where the horse stood." 

"He didn't have no hat," Dutch re
minded him, 

"His saddlebag, then. Or something. 
He'd find some sly way to water his 
critter. Remember, he's a quarter Osage." 

They mounted again and here Charley 
Drake took charge. Three of the men lie 
sent down to the lower, main trail again. 
Two more he sent upward to follow the 
dog's voice and see what they could see. 
One, he sent on a bee-line toward Bland's 
place. 

"The rest of us will head for the little 
htty-medder," he said, "for that's where 
I suspect Gus is. There U·'3ed to be an old 
Injun camp there when he was a little 
tyke. I didn't think he'd remember that 
far back, when this was still Reservation. 
Let's go !"  

o��o:�t�iel�::i:e
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another hard ride to the hayfield and 
it would take everything he had to keep 
him in the .saddle. He was glad Charley 
had relieved him of the responsibility of 
thinking and deciding. 

The hay-meadow, one of Bland Whitt's 
most treasured possess1ons, was a little, 
)e\·cl mountain park about thirty acres 
in area. It was irregularly shaped, with 
a narrow, rocky box canyon at the upper 
end, and it was entirely surrounded by 
fanta'3tic rock formations and huge piles 
of glacial boulders. 

The moon was already well down when 
they reached it. Long before this, they 
had ceased to hear the hound-a circum
stance which worried them because they 
could not explain it. The two men who 
had been sent to follow the dog were to 
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have signalled them with three shots, 
spaced bang-bang, and bang, when they 
caught up with the animal. There had 
been no signal. It was as though the dog, 
the two men, and whoever the dog was 
chasing, had been swallowed up by the 
hot night. 

Yet even as they swung ol.lt into the 
open meadow, their minds were abruptly 
taken off such minor worries as what 
had happened back there where the dog 
had been. 

�A waspish whine sounded through 
their ranks, and three men who were 
nearly hit, but not quite, yelled their dis
may and tumbled from their horses, 
seeking cover behind rocks. Then came 
the crack of a gun somewhere ahead and 
to the right, and Charley Drake bellowed 
a command for all '>f them to take cover. 

Pete thought he was tired but his 
aged, aching limbs got him down on the 
ground and behind some rocks twenty 
yards away, before he knew he was 
scared. There he lay, panting and quiver
ing, amused to see how pleasant a little 
excitement could be for a change. 

"Don't anybody shoot !" carne Charley's 
warning voice. "It's probably Gus 
Furnes<J and he's got no way of knowin' 
it's friends. Lay Jow-1'11 give him a 
whoop." 

"It won't do no good, Charley," Pete 
called him grinning io himself. "That 
was a rifle, a big one, and Gus didn't 
have no rifle. Tftat'e Bland Whitt's 

'
big 

.45-70, or I'm a monkey's uncle." 
He heard Charley's exclamation of dis

may. 
"We'd best smoke him out quick, before 

he gets set," Pete went on. "S'pose you 
.>Jtay under kiver here and I'll take a 
coupla boys and drift down to the trees 
again, and head up and try to come 
'l'Ound him from the other side." 

"All right," said Charley. "Watch your
self." 

"Watch myself, hell !"  Pete mutte�d 
as the began his snake-like descent on his 
belly. "That wouldn't be no fun. Lordie, 
but I wish it would rain !"  

He cursed Bland Whitt more than 
once before he reached the cover of the 
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tcee.s. Twice b.e heat'd gunshots behind 
him, one from hi, friends, one from 
the rifle, which he judged was being 
fired from a ctnnfortable pereh some
where up in the upper box canyon, The 
rifleman bad the rauge on them; he could 
.'.l.fford to sit and grin and laugh at their 
:short-reaching hand guns. 

Reaching the trees, Pete trotted, pant
ing, in a tight circle around the mena
o.w. RQt OOth.ering much about eo�r. 
Dutch HeUer had €ollowed him, and 
Dutch was worried about their care-
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t& make the desceftt, yet they heard tbe 
black streaking acro&a the !tOd in lesa 
than five, going like the wind. 

Then Pete Mard Dutch, bMide him, 
give an odd cry, and he looteed down 
to see the little Dutchman cowering and 
panting on the ground, pointing with one 
finger toward the trail down which Bland 
Whitt had thundered. Pete lonked up. 

A figure was coming down the trail 
on foot, & silent, ghostly 4gure that had 
the vague shape of a man but whieh was 
unearthly as no man was that Pete had 

tessness. But, as Pete pointed out, the ever seen. He shone, and yet he s�med to 
rif\eman couldn't see them if he stayed be transparent. His gleaming body was 
where he could cover the hay-mea.dow. stoeky and chunky but he ran with light· 

"What's over the ridge, beyond the footed and inhuman apeed. A pile of 
tneadow?" Duteh asked. bandages on his head was aurmounted 

"That'.<J the dry side," said Pete. by a nodding, white-tipped feather. 
"Injuns used to hold their secret reli· "It's G- G· G- Gus's ghost!'" Dutdt 
gious services there. It's sacred ground wailed. "He's d-d-d-dead! Oll, my, gl:!t 

for some reason and they never tet white me out of here." 
men see them cut up there. There's "GhOl!t my fool ! "  Pete yelled, acrarn· 
nothin' but rocks and alkali and scrub- bling to his feet. ''He's gone Injun is all ! 
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about-whope ! "  fool, come back here!" 
He Rung himself down, as a clatter o f  The youth turned his startled face at 

ntany hoofs came from above them. A the cry and his hand went down to h�, 
rider waa coming along the hogback side. But it came up with a knife instead 
rldge, a rider on a shod horse, to judge of a gun-a long, gleaming, vicious look· 
by the ring of steel against granite. ing blade made from an old horse-hoof· 

"That'll be Bland ! "  Pete hiued. "Get rasp. Gus crouched a mCM"ent, fondling 
the drop on him quick ! "  t h e  lcaife. Then he turned a n d  darted 

away- and vanished before Pete's eytl. 
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twenty yards away, just as a veritable 
foJ.<Jillade of shots crackled across the hay
meadow below them. Bland swore and 
wheeled his hoc!Je and charged back the 
way he had come. And then, ju!Jt ae he disappeared from 
flight, he appeared again, riding like 
mad, and beedlea:s of the flying bullets. 
There WM aomething awe-inspiring in 
that flight, because not just the man, 
b11t the horse, wa.s runniag like a haunted 
thing. It wu a noble animal, a hure black 
gelding, and � flung Jdmself down the 
canyon into the hay-meadow with mar· 
nifioent earelea&nees. Pete would have 
bet it would take a horse twenty minutte 

Pete blinked. 
"Damn the kid, he'• gone back to type. 

Gue ! Gus!"  
There was no answer. The 6ring below 

him had �sed suddenly. Dutch came up 
behind hirn, still trembling a little aed 
still keeping hill hand next to his gun. 

Then there came the sound of the dog 
again, a loud, frantic baying close behind 
them. Pete knew what had happened. 
The dog had been baying Gus's tnit 
until the kid took time to fool him. Now 
the dog had unravelled it again. Pete 
smi� grimly, Gus would han n. time 
Cot boxing his trail now. He might get 
away from an old maft with a pair tl 
rheumr old eres •ut he'• n&t � 
Ruor't keen uoee. 
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The dog came lolloping down toward 
them, running hard, with his head held 
high. Pete shouted at him and tried to 
grab hold of the trailing bit of chain, but 
the dog was intoxicated with the nearnes! 
of his quarry and he paid no attention. 
He was a huge beast, a quarter mastiff 
and the rest stag hound, and he ripped the 
chain out of Pete's hand

'
s with<IUt break· 

ing stride. 

They saw the dog scramble down the 
canyon at the point where Gu.'J had van· 
ished, his yelps getting sharper, shriller, 
more excited with every leap, 

"Razor! Razor! To heel-heel, damn 
you for a no-count dog, 00 heel ! "  Pete 
yelled. 

Somebody shot and Pete saw a spark 
where the slug ricocheted near the dog. 
Then the animal was out of sight, lost 
in the darkness. Another shot sounded, 
and then another and another. But thMe 
t!lugs were not aimed at the dog. 

"They're shooting at US ! "  PeU yelled. 

Dutch was already down, for a second, 
Pete thought he had been hit. But then 
Dutch began firing and yelling excitedly. 

"Over there-the fellow with the rifle ! 
Only he's in six-gun range and he's usin' 
his colt. You're a good shot, Pete. Get 
him ! "  

"Where ? "  Pete wailed. ' " I  cain't l! t e  11 
thing ! "  

n:i�!!d�·�;·l��t��t�:�:� ::: �;;� 
he heard a rattle of sho� below them, in 
the meadow, coming closer and closer. He 
heard a horse scream and a man's yell 
of anguish. And then the dog began 
howling-a nerve-wracking howl of 
mortal terror or pain, he could not tell 
which. It went on and on and on. 

"Where! where ! where !" Pete moaned, 
()Ver and over. 

The hidden marksman betrayed him
tlelf with another shot.. It burned danger· 
l>USiy elose but the flash of the gun 
showed Pete where to shoot. He dropped 
� slug near the flash, where he would 
judge the man's body to be, and g<lt a 
rippling stream <If pr(lfanity for hi-e: 
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tr<1uble. He 
'
judged he had come close 

with<lut hitting. 
"To hell with him ! · That'll chase hin1 

back a mite," he whispered. "Let's head 
f<1r the medder. That's Charley and our 
boys and they've g<lt Bland cornered," 

It had grown dark suddenly-Pete had 
not realized it was so near to moon set
ting. They jumped up and stumbled down 
the side of the canyqn, swearing because 
the dog'8 yelping drowned out all other 
sounds. They could not tell if they were 
being pursued or not. 

In a few momenta they reached the 
level of the hay-meadow and Pete sank 
down to the ground, completely spent. 
The dog chose that moment to atop how
ling and a silence as thick as the dark 
night itself closed around them. 

"Pete! Pete! Where are you ?" came a 
low voice through the darkness, "Are 
you all right? Speak up-we got Bl3nd 
with a 131ug through his side and he'll 
behave. Where are you ?" 

"Right here," Pete answered. "Right 
here, Charley, but there's stiU one of 
Bland's men behind us with that rifle." 

"One of my men, you damned old fool?" 
came Bland's angry voice. "I haven't got 
any men out ! And wait till I get my hands 
on you for abusing my dog." 

Pete let Dutch help him to his feet, 
and they picked their way across the 
sll·etch of flat grassland to where Charley 
and his men and horse'.! stood, a dark, 
restless clump. Bland lay (In the ground 
and one of his captors was mending the 
flesh-wound in his side. His handsome, 
brutally arrogant face was drained of 
blood. 

"Wasn't me tortured your dog, Bland," 
said Pete. "It mu-<.�t have been the kid. 
And it serves you right, only I wish it 
was you instead of the dog. That lick 
you gave him <In his sore head sent him 
off his nut. He's on the warpath." 

Bland shuddered. 
"I know. He scared me to death for a 

minute. 1-1 thought he was going to 
scalp me and I didn't have my gun out. 
It was in my -'.!addle-bag-1 wasn't man
huntin'-I was just tryin' to catch a 
strayed dog." 
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"You chasin' the dog, the dog chasin' 
Gus, and Gus chasin' you," said Pete. 
"And you didn't have no men out? Then 
who is that up there with your rifle?" 

"M11 rifle?" Bland snarled. "Hell, my 
rifle's busted a month ago and into 
Tucson to be fixed ! "  

''Then who-?" 

"Why," said Bland, "the kid, the In
jun." 

"No," said Pete thoughtfully, "because 
he tuck a shot at us whilst Gus was 'way 
back on the trail yonder, and because 
when we saw Gus he didn't have no rifle 
and sure as sin no place on his nekkid 
body to hide one. There's somebody else 
up there-and I think I know who." 

HE 
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mouth. 

"Ben !"  he shouted. "Ben Furness ! 
Ben, you disgraceful old catamount, come 
down and quit shootin' at people ! "  

In a moment came a suspicious ant�,wer: 

"Who'• that yellin'? Why should I come 
down ?" 

"It's Pete Blassingame and I give you 
my word you're not goin' to be harmed." 

"All right, I'll come down," came the 
answer, "but I'll have my rifle coeked, .so 
don't try nothin'." 

As they waited for Ben, Pete said, "J 
knowed it had to be him. He's got one of 
tbem old Springfield .45�90's, a bigger 
gun than Yours, Bland, and the only other 
big rifle in the country. If it wasn't you, 
it had to be him. But what in tarnation's 
he doin' back here ?" 

Old Ben strode into view, a tough, 
gnarled little man with a scrub of white 
whiskers on a belligerent face. The gun 
was almost as big as: he WM. 

"Howdy, Pete," he said without offer
ing to shake hands. "What's all the posse 
out for? That kid of mine been up to 
shenanigans ?" 

"None he needs to be ashamed of,'' 
said Pete gently. 

He went on to explain what had hap
pened, starting with the brawl in the bar 
that morning. 
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"So you FJee, this skunk here fetched 
it all on himself," he wound up. "He 
shouldn't have hit the kid on the head, 
with him already barked. Drove him oft 
his nut." 

"Off his nut !" old Ben rasped. "That 
kid's a quarter Osage and he's got a skull 
like granite! He was �!ready off his nut. 
Been frettin' about the dry weather that's 
kilt off most of our barley and dried up 
our range, and he come to me with the 
fool proposition that he ort to come up 
here to the ceremonial ground and make 
a rain dance and bring the rain ! 1-well, 
I didn't want any of his damn Osage 
noMense, and one thing led to another, 
and he lit out on my best calico mare, and 
I barked him on the coeonut with my 
.4&-90 as he rid off'. Rain-dance my hind 
end ! Superstitious young pup, after I 
sent him off to school snd all-" 

"You mean," said Pete a little thickly, 
"that he wanted to do a rain-dance to 
fetch rain ? You mean-that's why be 
come up here in the first place? No won
der he was so tetchy about it !" 

Suddenly a sound came to them-a 
sound very like the howling of the dog, 
but there was a tone in it that could have 
eome from no dog's throat. It was an 
eerie, haunting .sound and it came from 
over the ridge, on the other side of the 
"dry slope," the ancient sacred ground. 
Pete felt his hair rising on end. 

"Gus !" he whispered. "Doin' a rain
dance all by himself !" 

The dog crept into their circle then, 
with his own hackles standing on end. 
He bellied his way to where Bland Whitt 
lay on the ground, and buried his terri
fied head in his master's armpit. 

And where once hi'S tail had wagged, 
now a bloody stump showed. Pete shiv· 
ered, remembering that keen hoof-rasp 
knife of Gus's. N 0 wonder the dog hsd 
yowled so piteously ! 

"God ! "  Bland quavered. "I-I'II never 
raise hand to a man again, I swear it!  
That's the most horrible sound I ever-" 

"Little pup !"  old Ben Furness grated. 
"Him and his O-sage monkeyshines. I'll 
larrup him within .an inch of hi• lifp l "  
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catching him in a few steps. H e  held the 
old man's elbow and made him ground 
the gun.  

"Leggo ! "  Ben ;;narled. "He's my kid 
and I won't. have him mnkin' a ja.k:as>' 

out of himself thisaway ! Damned littl(' 
!!lavage ! "  

"No," s a i d  Pete. " L e t  him b e .  P u t  o u t  
y o u r  hand, Ben. and feel. Rai n ! "  

T h e  b i g  drops were few in number. 
but M !Jilence fell they could hear the 
'Plhisper of a sheet of rain on the other 
side of the slope, blowing toward them. 
Pete looked up and he knew why it had 
darkened so suddenly, It was not moon
fall, but black clouds which had blown 
across the moon. 

"Rai n ! "  he breatheJ l h a n k f u l l r .  

I t  h i t  them hard, then-a bellying. 
blowing, soaking downpour that chilled 

them to the bone. But instead of cower

ing or running from it, they threw off 

their hats and yelled like crazy men. 
Grass would green up again, cattle come 
home and grow fat, and neighbors would 
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stop quarreling and shooting at each 

()ther. 
They lifted Bland Whitt tendedy to 

his horse nd started back toward his 
place. 

"There'll be coffee ready, 1 promise," 
Bland told thQlll, "and if there ain't, 1 
personally will skin that cook alive. No, 
I won't either-1 vowed I'd never lay 
hand on another man again and I mean 
i t ! "  

"All right," s a i d  o l d  B e n ,  "but first, I 
got me a little chore to do." 

He spurred his norse up to the top of 
the ridge, and they heard him holler : 

"Gus ! August Furness, you damned 
Osage whelp, cut out that monkeyshines 

and come here ! No mol"e dancin'-do yon 

want to drown us all ?" 

And they heard the boy's answer, sane 
enough : 

"All right, Pop. But she sure is a sod
.o;oaker, ain't she ?" 

Pete said, "Let's get that coftee, boys. 

rm too old to risk my bones in this much 
longer. But there'..g nothing mot·e wonder
ful i n  the woJ"ld than a good rain, is 
there ? "  

WHAT'S IN A NAME ? 
Nobody ask.& tbat queatiou when he buys a cisarettc, or rcachea 

for a radio Jial to tune in one some band muaic, or selccte a tube of 

toothpaste. Dut the American people know that the leaders in every 

line of merchandise are leaders because of qnality and not for some 

other rea�on. 

That's .wl1y the SPEED magazines commlliHl thl' following that 

the�· •lo. Tl1e SPEED aymhol on a magaziuc cover IJUARANTEES 

the top in cntct·tainment. 



·Miagaloe ·aide-out 
·ILLUSTRATED ·BT 

H. -L. V. P.:A:RKif.URST 

S 0 'LONG AS Jim Mingaloe kept his 
job at -the Stabley .ranch, he WM 

· 
regarded as an ordinary cow

•puncher, and folks overlooked his being, 
aa they ��aid, the last of the 'Mingaloe 
wild bunch. But when he up and quit 

without good reason, eyebrows were 
raised and 'tongues began to wag all over 
t.hc Trinity-range, It was as though young 
Jim had broken parole. 

But he meant no wrong. He'd become 
ret�t!eaa and dis�atisfied. He'd decided, 
!liter a dozen years as a cowpoke, that 
11 man could get nowh.ere on forty a 
month &ad. to...d. But it was what he'd 
heard from a drifter that made up his 
mind:. 
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The way the drifter told it, the British 
wer-e mixed up in a shooting war with 
some African pioneers called the Boere 
and needed horses from America. The 
British Army wanted eighl·hundre<i· 
pound, five-year-old ponie'J and was pay· 
ing twenty to forty dollars a head. Ac· 
cording to the drifter, a wild-horse hunt
er could make himself a poke-easy. So 
Jim, remembering the wild mustangs in 



By JOSEPH CHADWICK 
jim Mingaloe knew the Barrens better than any man but he wonted 
to ride there alone-not with someone whose destruction would 
make the townsmen hate jim more than they did at present. But It 
wasn,t for jim to decide the outcome when a gun pointed his wog 

-the Barrens, the old Minga]Qe outlaw 
country, figured it was an easy way to 
make some big money. 

He told Old Man Stabley he was quit
ling and the bull-neeked rancher blew 
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up and bellowed, "Quit and be damned! 
I'll see that you won't get another job 
on this range !"  

He gave Jim his  time but  refused him 
a horse-even though Jim had been with 
him �ince he was a lanky kid of fourteen. 
Jim hoofed it to the cowtown of Trinity, 
where he hoped to get a stake, lugging 
his saddle and warbag and bedroll. And 
at Trinity he found that Old Man Stab-
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ley had carried out his threat. 
Leathery-faced old Sheriff Dan McCall 

told Jim in kindly fashion, "Stabley's 
passed word and got you blackballed. 
You'll have a time landing another job." 

"Don't want a job," Jim said. He told 
the lawman about his plan to go wild
horse hunting in the malpais. "All I need 
is a stake." 

"Nobody'll stake you, not in this town." 
"WhY. not ? Becauo;;e my name's Minga

loe ?" 
"That's about it, son." 
Jim's face turned rocky. "Why would 

they hold that against me?" he muttered. 
"Everybody knows I never rode with the 
wild bunch. I was only a kid in those 
days." 

"Folks always believe the worst, Jim,'' 
Sheriff McCall said. "Take my advice and 
go back to Old Man Stabley. He'll give 
you back your job if you apologize." 

"Not on your life ! "  Jim growled. "Not 
after the way he talked. No ; I'm getting 
a stake-�Q,.,<>hl"lw ' "  

It w a s  liKe butung a stone wall, head 
on. Bankel' Mark Jarvi'.! said no, politely 
but firmly. Trinity's biggest storekeeper, 
John Wyland, wouldn't evef\ listen. Tex 
Hammond, the liveryman, said he wasn't 
able to do any staking. Herb Shannon, 
the livestock dealer, would have staked 
anybody else, for he knew about the 
British buying up western horses, but he 
said, "Old Man Stabley holds a .short-tenn 
note of mine and I've got to ask him to 
renew it when it comes due nex:t week. 
J f I crossed him up by staking you, he'd 
be apt to make it tough for me. Sorry, 
Jim." 

A couple other townsmen were also 
sorry. Jim ended up on the steps of the 
Cattlemen's Bar, his gear stacked on the 
porch behind him. He felt battered and 
bruised in hi!! mind, and· his spirits had 
dropped down a bottomless well. He be
gan to hate Trinity for the deal it was 
giving him. He knew too well that if he 
couldn't get a stake in this town, he 
wouldn't get one anywhere. Outsid"e of 
the Barrens, which now was empty waste
land, this was the only town and range 
he knew. He might get a riding job some-
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where else, some place where he wasn't 
known, but Jim didn't want another job 
at cowpoke wage-<J. He wanted better pay 
and to be his" own boss. He guessed that 
h� was a lot like the Mingaloes, after all. 

HE��e::�::��:: tt::�\:n 
h
t:;r 

s�:� 
he noticed a girl wearing levis come fron1 
the bank and mount a pinto pony, His 
eyes sparked with interest for the girl 
was Jodie Moore---the prettie!t filly, cow
pokes daimed, within a hundred miles of 
Trinity. She was the spoiled daughter of 
Patrick Moore, an easy-going Irishman 
who owned a ranch second in size only to 
Old Man Stabley's big spread. 

The girl had inherited a wealth of 
auburn hair from her redheaded sire, 
and flawless beauty from her Spanish
New Mexican mother. Sedate folks con
-!!idered Jodie a little wild because �he 
wore pants and rode'where she pleased, 
with whom she pleased, and had so many 
cowpokes come duded up to court her. 
But she had built up a false front of 
prideful haughtiness and taken to snub
bing people who disapproved of her free 
and easy ways-and that, Jim Mingaloe 
gues>Jed, was her only real fault. 

She came jogging along on her pinto 
ppny, and Jim's interested gaze must 
have drawn her attention. She looked 
squarely at him, half smiled, then abrupt
ly swung over to him. She reined in, 
leaned forward, crossed her arms on the 
pommel. She wore a gray flannel shirt 
and a broad�brirnmed hat. Not even man
nish clothes dimmed her prettiness. 

She had a man's way of talking at 
time!, and said, "I hear you've quit your 
job and are trying to find a stake to go 
wild-horse hunting." 

Jim had risen, removed his hat. He was 
;;urprised, for Jodie Moore had never be
fore done more than greet him casually. 

"I didn't find a stake.'' he told her. 
"Just what do you need ?" 
"A string of horses, some camp gear, 

supplies for maybe two month!," Jim 
said. ·�I'll have to hire a couple of riden; 
who can handle mustangs but I could 
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pay them after 1 sell the horses I round 
up." 

The girl gazed at him in silence for a 
long moment, measurinf!' and weighing 
him. Her eyes glowed with some thought. 
Finally she said, "You've got a stake, 
friend. I'll send you four good horses 
from our Shamrock Ranch-with two of 
our vaquerog, We can spare the horses 
and we're top-heavy with riders right 
now. I'll stop by Wyland's store and tell 
him he's to give you what you n�d in 
gear and supplies." 

Jim frowned, shook his head. "You 
can't stake ·me," he said. "I'm grateful, 
sure. But I can't take it from you. Folk., 
would talk." 

"Folks already talk about you, Min
galoe." 

"I'm thinking about you." 
She smiled thinly. "They talk about 

me, too. Do you wm1t a stake or don't 
you ?" 

"Sure but-" 
"Wen: you've got a stake," said Jodie 

Moore. · 
She swung the pinto about and was 

riding to Wyland's store befor'e Jim could 
protest further. 

JI:!n��!. �: �:s!t::�t��: �:�::� f�:� 
Cafe and spent the night in a room ut 
the Trinity Hotel-and in the rooming 
a vaquero, who said he was Luis Seguin, 
looked him up. Luis was from the Moore 
ranch and he'd ridden in with four spare 
horses marked with Pat Moore's Sham
rock-or, as some folks called it, Clover
leaf. Jim Mingaloe had wakened with the 
idea that he had merely dreamed that 
encounter with Jodie Moore. Seguin's 
arrival convinced him that it had really 
happened. 

"Another rider," Luis snid. !lashing a 
grin. "He'll be long, Jim." 

Jim· nodded. He couldn't complain be
cause only one rider had showed up. He 
had alrady obtained more from Jodie 
Moore, whatever her reason, than he had 
a right to expect. He told Luis they would 
use two of the horses for pack animals 
oil the trip to the Barrens. He threw his 
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saddle onto a big roan that caught h 1 "  

They went, then, t o  Wyland's storo.. 
Jim bought beaM and bacon, coffee aM 
flour. He ordered two axes, a Winchester 
rifle and cartridges, a supply of matchell, 
a coil of rope for lariats, a coffee pot, a 
frying pan, a bigger cook pan, tincup�. 
and plates and cutlery-some odds and 
ends. 

John Wyland supplied him willingly, 
but said, "And this is to be charged to 
Pat Moore's account?" He wa� eaten up 
by curiosity. 

Jim merely said, "Whatever Jodie 
Moore told you,  storekeeper." 

Luis had gotten pack saddles and tar
paulins from the saddlery, and the two 
of them made up the packs. They put thP 
three animals to be led on halter ropes, 
and so were ready to start out. They 
mounted and Luis .;aid he'd handle the 
string. 

They headed out Main Street but Jim 
pulled up when Sheriff McCall motioned 
to him from the courthouse steps. The 
sheriff 6toOd there with Lawyer Mark 
Owens and the sight of the attorney made 
Jim's face stiffen. 

Twelve year& ago, when the Mingaloe 
crowd had been wiped out by a law posse, 
Mark Owens had been county prosecutor. 
He'd been a man of about thirt;v, then, 
ambitious and over-zealous, and he, more 
than Sheriff McCall, had brought about 
the wild bunch's downfall. Owens had 
made a deal with one of the band, Sam 
Loughran, a dirty dealer, and Loughran 
had led the outlaw band into a gun trap. 
Big Bart Mingaloe and his two wild sons, 
Hank and Luke, had been killed. Two 
others had been tnken prisoner and later 
hanged. 

Owens had partly broken his word to 
the traitor, Sam Loughran. He'd kept 
Loughran !rom being hanged but, in
stead of letting him off scot-free as he'O 
promised, Owen� had had him sent to 
prison. All that had happened after th ·� 
wild bunch tool. time out from rustling 
and horse stealing to mid the Trinity 
bank and make off with twenty thou.s:md 
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dollars-loot that ne�er had been recov
ered. 

Mark Owens had tried to aend Jim 
along to pri.son with Loughran and would 
have succeeded bad not. Sheriff McCall 
teStified in court that Jim batt never rid
den the outlaw trail-that he was a n.lin
ga.toe by adoption only, that Big Bart 
Mingaloe 11ad found him, a four-year-old 
kid. after Apaches had raided a wagon 
train and killed all its people except the 
frightened boy. 

As McCall had testified, Big Bart Min
galoe had noised young Jim in the wild 
Barrens but had never started him out 
as an outlaw. 

Jim thought of all that in the time it 
took him to swing over to where McCall 
and Mark Owen-s, now a fat and pros
perous attorney with a private practice, 
stood on the courthouse stepg. 

!.feCal! said, "I see you've got a stake, 
Jim, and I wish you luck. But there's 
one thing I want you to tell me-truth
fully. Sam Loughran !las just been re
leased from prison and I've a telegram 
from Sheriff Nolan, down at Belden, 
warning me that Loughran is heading 
tbis way. l want to know if it'.<.� becau.se 
of Lougbran that you've quit your job." 

Jim frowned and said, ''Sheriff, I didn't 
know it was time for LouKhran to be 
turned loose. I swear it." 

Fat Mark Owens broke in, "He's prob
ably lying, Sheriff. He's heading for the 
B&rrens and that's where Loughran will 
go. I'd gamble t.hat they're up to some
thing." He stared at Jim. "How come 
Jodie Moore staked you to an outfit?" 

Jim wanted no trouble but he had 
trouble holding back anger. He said flatly, 
"Damn you, Lawyer! You asked me all 
the question, I have to answer, twelve 
years ago. What I do now is none of your 
busine88 ! "  

He swung h i s  horse away, and behind 
him Mark OwenB cursed and Sheriff Dan 
McCall chuckled. 

JU·I and Luis didn't make a halt until 
they reached Largo Creek, thirty 

miles north of Trinity and on the rocky 
fringe of tbe Barr

.
ens. It was sundown, 
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then, and they made night camp. TheF 
watered and grained the hoMeS, then put 
them on picket line. Jim gathered bruah 
and built the fire and the t�B� did the 
cooking. The eecond Shamrock rider 
hadn't show� up but just " S  Jim finished 
eating he heard a drumming of hoofs. He 
said, "Your partner's coming, Luis," theft 
saw that he was wrong. 

It was Jodie Moorl who rode into the 
camp. Sbe was mounted on her pirrto, 
wore her mannish riding clothes, had a 
bedroll tied to her <:�addle. She said, 
"Howdy, boys. You traveled faster than 
I expected." She dismounted. "But l'm i11 
time for chuck. it seema." 

Jim was staring blankly. "What are 
you doing here?" be demanded. 

The girl gazed at him with a pretense 
of surprise. "Didn't you expect me?" she 
said. "I told you that I was going into 
the Barren-s with you. That was part of 
the bargain. You agreed to it." 

She smiled, went to the fire and ac
cepted a tin plate piled high with grub 
from Luis. Like a cowpuncher, she hun
kered down and pitched in. Luis wM 
grinning and Jim gaped with .'lmazement, 
with bewilderment. Jim remembered no 
such bargain aa Jodie had mentioned; he 
hadn't agreed to take her auywhere. He 
didn't like this. He went to the Are and 
told her so. 

"You're riding back, soon as you've 
eaten,'' he said. "If you won't go alone. 
I'll turn the outfit back-and call it quit&. 
It's crazy, you going into the Barren�� 
with a couple of men. What'l\ people 
think ? And your father-'' 

"I don't care what anyone thinka," 
Jodie .<Jaid. "A!I for Pat Moore-well, you 
just don't know him. He won't worry." 

"He'll come after you. He'll try to use 
a gun on me." 

"Don't be difficult, Mingaloe," tile girl 
said. "I'm here and I'm going farther. 
I've got a reason for going into the Bar
renB-and I need you to guide me. Yotl 
know that matp.1-il." She went oa eatinr, 
then paused again. "Lui1, there'• onlr 
one thing a. Mingaloe saniee. Ta1k hia 
language.'' 

Lais grianed acr.d drew Ml .tique., 
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throwing down on Jim, and said, "Lift 
your hands, a.migo!" Only his lips smiled. 
His eyes were agate-hard. And the gun 
was cocked. "No tricks," he added. "I am 
a nervous man with a gun !"  

Jim didn't like the look in Luis Seguin's 
eyes. The t�aquero could and would use 
a gun. Jim didn't like having his sixgun 
and rifle taken away, either, but there 
wa.sn't anything he could do about it-

•No lricb." he ,aid . .. , 
... • IU!Irt>Ow man with t� 
.-1 Lift ., fOUl' bds/� 
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then, du·ring the night, when Luis slept 
with one eye open, or the next morning. 
AIJ he could do was lead the outfit deep 
into the desolate basin beyond the Tab
Jado Hills, a raw uplift of jagged rock. 

OUTSIDERS might find a way into 
the Barrens but it took a man who 

had roamed that vast wasteland for a 



long time to find his way safely in and 
out of it. Water-holes were few-and well 
hidden. There was scant �orage for horses 
ir the IJOuthern portion, though to the 
north, where the Big Tabladoe roae, there 
waa timber and graze-and that was 
where the wild horses lived, animals that 
could travel the crags and rough canyon 
slopes like mountain goats. But Jodie 
Moore was not for the north hill.!. 

"We'll head for Rustler!'!' Roost, Min
g&loe," '3he said. 

Jim gave her a frowning look. He 
didn't want to lead anybody to the old 
Mingaloe haunt and he didn't want to go 
there, himself. 

"Why ?" be demanded. 
It was mid-day now, and they bad 

broken camp at dawn. The outfit wu 
already far into the basin. There was no 
trail. The rough terrain wu dust and 
sand and rock; only Spanish cactus · and 
catclaw and thorny brash grew in the 
waste. The bide-out that outeidera called 
Rustlers' Ro&rt was still ten mil� north 
in a hidden eanyon. 

Jim eaid again, "Why?" 
"I may as well tell you, Mingaloe;• the 

girl said . .. The loot your crOwd stole from 
the Trinity bank twelve years ago waa 
never recovered. So far as anybody 
knows. it was hidden at Rustlen' Roort. 
A number of men have tried to fmd the 
cache-for themselves-during that time. 
MMt of t�em were men from in and 
around Trinity. If any of them fouod the 
money, they never let it be known." 

"I know all that," Jim said flatly. "You 
mean to say a girl like you ie after th•t 
stolen money?" 

"No ; I'm not after it," Jodie replied. 
"But someone I know-aomeone I was 
very fond of--eame here only th� 

months ago to search. He· had supplies 
for only a month . But he never came out 
of the Barrens. I want to know what 
happened to him-if he's alive or dead. 
I've got to know ! ' '  

Jim understood. He'd heard talk about 
a man named Bert Fowler having gone 
into the Barrens and not coming out ; 
h 'd been told that Pat Moore of the 
Shs.mrock Ranch had sent half a dozen 
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men of hi.'! crew into the malpais to make 
a search-without success. Fowler had 
been on the grub-line before hiring on at 
Shamrock as a bronc buster and there 
had been g088ip for a time that Jodie 
Moore would marry him. Now Jim knew 
that the gossip hadn't been wrong. Jodie 
must have fallen in  love with Fowler. 

Jim stared at her. 
"What made him go after that cache?'' 
"He heard stories about it. It was like 

bait to him." 

"Didn't anybody warn him against thi.<l 
country'" 

"Certainly. But he said he could qo 
where the Mingaloe. had gone." 

Jim shook hia head to that. There'd 
never been a man like Big Bart Mingaloe, 
in his capacity to live off the land. The 
outlaw had been able to do without water 
and food longe-r than other men ; he had 
loved wild country. There'd been no In
dian blood in him, yet he had been like 
an Apache-a ton of the malp«is. But be 
bad ventured into the Barrens in the be
ginning, only under prCMure from maa
hunten wearing law badges. And only 
luck had let him find a canyon with water 
and graze--and a short trail through tho 

Big Tablados 
Jim almollt pitied Jodie Moore, gra.!p

ing at e:lim hope for the man •he Iovett. 
"Don't build up your hopes, ... he told her. 
"I know thia country-and it'a a m-. 
killer. I would ·'t have a chanu If I hadn't 
lived here with the Mingaloa." · 

"You think • • .  " The girl's v<rice was 
a whisper . .. -he'a dead?" 

He let her have it bluntly: "I'm sure 
of it." 

By the middle of the afternoon the 
horses began to plaJ out, worn down by 
heat and thirst, but the Big Tablados 
were looming jiJ.'Jt ahead-and Jim wae 
moving straight for a water-hole. 

They reached it two hours later, a tank 
hidden among jagged rocks. They drank, 
watered the hoi'Bes. Jodie looked about 
the rocky uplifts, with uneasy eyes. 

"How much farther to the Mingaloe 
hide-out?" she asked. 

"We'll reach it in the morning," Jim 
told her. 
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His anger had long ago died, for he 
could hold no grudge against a girl on 
aueb a mission. He no longer resented 
Luill's having disarmed him. Tomorrow, 
anyway, he would be rid of them. 
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"I'm convinced he died somewhere out on 
the Barrens." 

"We'll make sure," the girl said. "Luis 
and I • . •  You're free now �o go about 
your own game." She studid him for a 
long moment. "You don't hold a grudge 

T��Y
b�g �:� c;:�; ::i!:i:i; :e:= ag�t:�P���· not." 

11. shelter as it had ever been. But the "I'm glad," Jodie said. "Luis give Jim 
pole corrals Big Bart Mingaloe had built his sixgun and rifle." 
were down and the cler.ring was over- That sundown a herd of wild horses 
grown with brush and bunch grass. The came into the canyon to water, and when 
canyon itself wall still the sam�ut Luis and the girl returned from search· 
through by a quick-running stream, and ing, Jim had a roan stallion roped and 
ita walh sloping sharply upward with tied down. 1t had been a fight, catching 
thin groves of pines above. that first mustany, and the rest of the 

Jim's searching eyes saw the tracks , herd had escaoed, but Jim felt he'd made 
of unshod hoots in the dust, and eo knew a start. He had already begun building 
that mustang herds came here to graze 8 stout corral for his wild·eyed catch. 

and water. Jim said, "Any luck ?" And even before 
But of Bert Fowler there was no sign, Jodie said, "No," he knew what the an

and di.olappointment lay heavy in Jodie swer was. They would find nothing-un· 
Moore's eyes. Jim knew, then, that the less it would be the missing man's clean
girl had been hoping againSt hope that picked bones. 
she would find the man here-alive. That night Jodie cooked the supper, 

Luis Seguin went into the cabin and leaving Luis free to help Jim with his 
came out shaking his head. The t'Gquero corral-building. The two men worked un
mounted again, prowled about the half- ti: she called, "Come and get it!" then, 
mile-lonr canyon. Jodie Moore remained after eating, worked some more in the 
in the saddle, her eyes downc.aat. darknes.OJ. In the morning, Jodie again 

Jim had dismounted. He leaned against let Luia work on the corral. She did not 
a drum-shaped boulder that atood mid- take the va.quero out to search until the 

way between the cabin and the clearwater pen was built and the roan stallion was 
stream. He had lighted a quirly smoke turned into it. 

aod wM thoughtful. He saw that he That day she found no sign of Bert 
would rebuild the corrals and use this Fowl@r. She had no better luck the next 
C&DJ'Oil for his bue ; be could round up day, nor the next. Jim saw that she was 
th• mll8tanga and bring them here for deapairing. He felt so>:>ry for her. De· 
breaking. He'd make a gather of a dozen spite himself, be liked Jodie Moore. He 
broomtails tor a !'!tarter. found himself looking forward to each 

Luia came 'Jack, again shaking his evening when they would be back &t 
head. camp. He a� found that he had to teU 

Jodie said, "Where waa the loot hid· himself not to grow too fond of her. He 
den, Mingaloe?" knew well enough that a girl like Jodia 

"I don't know," Jim told her. "Big Moore was beyond the reach of a Min· 
Barl: had a secret hiding-place for what galoe. 

money be got hold of. Called it his 81lfe. 
But I don't think even Hank or Luke 
knew ita whereabouts. That's the truth." 

"You think Bert Fowler may han lo· 
cated it?" 

"I'd gamble he didn't. I'm prettr sure 
M didn't ev@n ll.nd this eanyon, .. lim said. 

AT
w!�: �:� �u��:n�:u��h ::-��::� 

They were animals that Jim was sure 
measured up to the British Army speci· 
fications. He and Luis built a second oor· 
ral and, each evening between sundown 
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and dark, they worked at breaking the 
horses. It wa<J tough work. The mustangs 
fought the halter, they fought the saddle, 
they fought the men. It was the evening 
of the sixth day when Jodie said, "It's 
no use. I'm quitting." 

Jim gave her a startled look. He hadn't 
wanted her along in the beginning but he 
had grown accustomed to having her 
about. Now he didn't like the idea of 
having her leave. Jodie must have seen 
some feeling in his eyes for she �rniled 
wryly. 

"Luis can take me out across the Bar· 
rens," she said. "I promise to send him 
back to help you." 

"I'm not worried about losing Luis." 
"No! What, then?" 
"It wasn't so bad, having you here, 

Jodie." 
"Thank<! for those kind words, Jim," 

she replied. "If all the Mingaloes were 
like you, they weren't too bad. But I'm 
only hindering you, so I'll leave in the 
morning. It was foolish of me to come 
here, wasn't it?" 

"I guess it was,  Jodie. You thought a 
lot of Bert Fowler?" 

"Yes. Rut it was mostly one-sided," 
she said a little bitterly. "Bert never took 
me seriously. You see-" She broke off 
abruptly, listening tensely. "Did you hear 
.something?" 

Jim had heard something. So too had 
Luis, who came from the corrals. It had 
been a voice, an angry one, a man ripping 
out an oath. Yet the three people by the 
fire heard nothing more, strain to hear 
though they might. Luis said, "I'll look 
around," and drew his gun before m0\1-
ing off into the darkness. 

Jim scattered the campfire and took up 
his rifle. The others were merely l.!tartled 
but he was caught up by real alarm. He 
knew that if someone had come into the 
hidden canyon, it was certainly the man 
Sheriff McCall had said was just released 
from twelve years in prison - S a m  
Loughran. Jim said, "Keep down, Jodie," 
and went after Luis. 

He saw the vaque1·o moving carefully 
through the brush. He came up behind 
him, saying, "It'., trouble, sure, Luis." 
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Then a burst of shots shattered tfle 
night quiet. . 

Luis gasped and tumbled down, lying 
very still. Jim had seen three gun tlasheg 
from a clump of mesquite, and he swung 
his rifle up and fired. He ".eard a commo
tion, men crashing back through the 
thicket, and then there was a heavy -'!li
lence. No more shots came. 

Jim crouched down, waited through an 
eternity of time, and finally a voice called, 
"Drop that rifle, you--or we'll plug the 
girl ! We've got her covered !" 

Jim didn't move. 
A gunshot crashed behind him, over 

by the camp. 
"You see ?" yelled the hidden speaker. 

"The next shot'll get her ! "  
J i m  threw down his rifle. He took his 

sixgun from his hol.<Jter and shoved it 
into the waistband of his levis, around 
at his back, and pulled hi:o leather brush 
jacket down over it. He unbuckled his 
cartridge belt and shoved it ur.der a bush. 
Then he rose and lifted his hands. 

Two men loomed, came at ilim through 
the darkness. One wM Sam Loughran, 
gaunt now and pale-faced from prison 
and grown into a man of forty. The other 
was a small man ; he had a wizened face 
that made Jim Mingaloe think of a half
spoiled apple. It was he who found and 
picked up Jim's rille. ''No sixgun?" he 
demanded. his voke rusty. 

"Left it back at camp," Jim said, hoP
ing they would not look for it when they 
went there. He kept eyeing Sam Lough· 
ran. "What's the idea, jumping us?" 

'"You three've been in our way ! "  the 
ex-convict growled. He was surly ; bitter
nMs edged his voice. "We watched you 
from the hills all day. I figured it was 
time to get rid of you ! "  

"You d i d  a good j o b  o n  m y  helper, 
Sam." 

"And on you, too, if you don't watch 
your step. Big Bart's not here to side 
you now. He's dead and gone and rotting 
in hell-and that makes me top--dog of 
Rustlers' Roost. But I'm not holing UJ 
here." 

"No?" 
"Not if I get what I'm after !" Lc.ugb-
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ran growled. He atu.red at Jim, hating 
him-hating the whole world. "Or maybe 
you've cleaned out Big Bart's cache!" 
he $aid, making a question of it. 

"How could I, Sam ! Nobody but Big 
Bart knew ita location." 

"I sure knew. And I've been waiting 
twelve year.� to get at it," the outlaw 
said, and now chuckled. ••The law tried 
to make me squeal about it. But I played 
dumb like those two poor fools they 
hanged. They knew, too. Big Bart wasn't 
fooling none of us but you." 

He gestured with hill six-gun. "Walk 
back to your camp ahead of us." 

J'�s :�e::��::'��:h:��.���� h����a:� 
-and wondering if he'd get a chance to 
u&e it. A stocky young hardcase was 
standing over Jodie Moore and he said, 
"Sam, here'.<J something surprising." 

Lougnran eyed the girl and growled, 
.. The hell with her ! She's harmless. Build 
a fire, Jake." The stocky hardcase moved 
away. Loughran shot a look at the wiz
ened little man. "Pete, you bring up the 
horses. I'll need the shovel I brought 
along." 

Pete too went away, and Loughran, 
.crun in hand, atood cloae guard over Jim 
and the girl. Jodie was sitting on her 
bedroll, calm-looking except for the fright 
in her eyes. Jake got the tire going and 
Pete came up with the borees. Loughran 
told them to watch .Jim and the girl, then 
he took the ahovel tied to the aaddle of 
tlte horses. He went to the drum-shaped 
boulder that stood elMe to the abandoned 
eabin and began te dig into the ground 
at its base. 

It took him a long time and he grunted 
with effort. Finally he began a wi.ld cur�
inr. He threw ao'll'l'tt the ahovet and came 
lio the fire, faced Jim and demanded. 
.. Dammit! What'd JOU do with the loot?" 

"Sam, I swear-" 

LoughraTI'II fist tla.mmed into his face. 
The blow wat terri6c and unexpected and 
.Jim went down. He started to pick him· 
aelf up but Loughran's boot 1mashed into 
�is ribs and downed him again. He 1tayed 
flat, full of pain and rage. 
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"I kept poated, even in the pen ! "  
Loughran growled. "Nobody ever found 
Big Bart's cache. Nobody until now-ao 
you got it! Where'd you move it to?" 

"I tell you, :; didn't know where it wa11 
cached !" 

"You want t o  talk the hard way?" 
Jake put in, "His woman'll know, Sam. 

She'll talk easier." 
Loughran swung on Jodie, Helpless, 

Jodie protegted she knew nothing about 
the loot. Jim slipped his right hand bf>· 
neath him, worked it under hk brust1 
jacket and got hold of his sixgun. 

He knew he couldn't face three guns 
and stay alive but it was Jodie he was 
thinking of when he heaved over from 
his back, lurched up to his knees and 
started shooting. 

Quick as he was, Pete was quicker
with a hoarse yell and a shot that went 
wild. Jim'.g shot caught Pete in the chest 
and bowled him over backward ; then, 
coming to his feet, Jim threw down on 
Sam Loughran. 

The ex-convict's gun crashed along 
with .Jim's, and Jim spun half around as 
Loughran's slug tore into him. He didn't 
fall but shock and pain held him par
alyzed. He saw Loughran readying for 
another shot but he could do nothing 
about it. Loughran got his gun levelled, 
then he hadn't strength enough to 
squeeze the trigger. Jim's shot had hit 
him and now the life went out of Sam 
Loughran even while he �ood upright. 
The gun dropped first, then the man. 

Jim looked from the fallen Loughran 
to the other man. The girl was still strug
gling but her efforts on.ly served to keep 
Jake from using his gun. His left hand 
held her in front of him. His right hand 
tried to bring his gun to bear on Jim. 

"You're done for, Mingaloe ! "  Jake 
shouted . .. Drop your gun !" ' 

Jim managed to swinr his gun up. "Get 
in the open, Jake ! "  

It wouldn't work. J ak� h a d  t h e  best of 
it and knew it. He would hold the girl 
as a .<Jhield. In a panic, Jim knew that his 
strength was slipping away. But then lte 
saw something behind Jake, something 
crawling painfully over the ground, It 
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was Luis, whom Jim had thought was 
dead. Luis, unable to stand, was crawl
ing up with gun in hand. Luis had no 
dislike for shooting a man in the back. 
And Jim let him do it. Jim fell in a heap 
just al'l Luis' shot roared. 
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a spare shirt she carried, bandaged Jim's 
wound. It Was in his left side and he had 
smashed ribs. But 

.
the slug hadn't lodged 

in the wound, so it WM not a dangerous 
injury. Lui<� however was worse off, with 
an ugly t'!hest wound. 

Despite his own weakness, Jim helped 
Jodie care for the vaquero. There was 
little they could do beyond stopping the 
bleeding. Luis needed expert medical 
care. And in the morning, help came. 

Hoofs clattered. Riders swept into the 
canyon. 

Jodie cried out joyously, for Shea·iff 
Dan McCall rode at the head of a posse 
of Trinity townsmen. Doc Shannon was 
along, expecting to have work before the 
posse returned to town. This was, how
ever, different from what he had antici
pated. His patients were } waiting him. 

The medico worked on Luis first, and 
the possemell set out to bury the three 
dead outlaws. There were men in that 
crowd who had never had much use for 
.Jim Mingaloe, but now, hearing the story 
from Jodie Moore, they aeemed to forget 
that he had been raised by the wild Min
galoe clan. 

McCall explained to Jim and Jodie that 
he had trailed Sam Loughra� and his 
partners straight across the Barrens to 
the hidden canyon. "Never would have 
found thi� place. otherwise," he Mid. 

SURE ! THAT'S 
WHAT WE SAID : 

MINGALOE HIDE-OUT 

"Loughran was a fool. Big Bart woultt 
never have left a trail like he did. But 
then, Big Bart wouldn't have pulled a 
coldblooded murder. Loughran killed 
Mark Owens, shot him down on the street 
-for revenge. Loughran hadn't forgot
ten that the lawyer sent him to prison 
after promi.sing to let him off. Why'd 
those three jump you folks, Jim ?" 

"They figured J'd taken Big Bart's 
loot." 

"The bank money ?" Sheriff McCall 
said. "Well, he was far wrong. It WSij 
found by that drifter, Bert Fowler. He 
must havo. been lucky enough to stumble 
into this !Jide-Qut for nobody could have 
told him how to get here. I got word yes
terday that Fowler had been wounded 
in a gun-tight in Denver and he told the 
law officers there how he'd come by all 
the money he was carrying. The bank'll 
get a big part of its money back. Fowler 
was living a high life in the big town 
for a month but he died of that wound. 
And I gues� it'� good riddance." 

The sheriff moved away to see how Doc 
Shannon was coming with Luis. Alone 
with Jodie Moore, Jim said, "I'm sorry. 
I guess it's bad news for you." 

"I'd forgotten Bert Fowler in the paet 
few days, Jim." 

"That's best, Jodie." 
She �miled at him, and there was in 

her smile 1< in her eyes Jim Mingaloe·� 
first understanding of why she had for
gotten the man who had been killed in 

Denver. It wouldn't matter to Jodie 
Moore that the name she planned to take 
as her own had an outlaw taint, Jim saw 
his whole future in her smile and there 
was more to it than the hunting of wild 
horses. 

lEADING 

� 



LAST VICTIM 

By ART KERCHEVAL 
There was no way for Chang to melt this madman's rage so the 
llttk man from the Orient waited for the gun-roar to shatter 
the mountain stillness and his very simple helpless existence 

C

HANG WUNG stood uncertainly 
by his noonday fire, there at the 
foot of rugged, ore-rich Scar 

Mountain, letting the bacon burn black. 
At the same time he watched big, dirty, 
gun-hung Durk Frazee ride down the 
rocky trail f1·om th� mine. 

There was no sign of Fitch Starbuck, 
and the spick-and-span Little Chinaman 
felt npprehension crawl along his 
stomach. The two men always came d9wn 
togeth�r and now Frazee wu alone. 
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Frazee rode into the camp and swung 
down. Chang who took an 'almost fanatic 
pride in his own cleanliness by washing 
his clothes and his person every day, 
could scarcely conceal his dislike for 
this m1m, with the sweaty smell of his 
unwashed body and his soiled shirt that 
had never touched water. But today 
Chang was seeing more-an evil shine 
in the man's eyes ; he watched Frazee 
come forward and something in the set 
of that dark-skinned face caused fear 
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to churn deep inside Chang, 

The slant-eyed Oriental took a step 
back and said shakily, "Where Mista 
Fitch ?" 

Frazee grinned coldly and spat. "Fitch 
ain't oomin' back,'' he said darkly. 

Chang swallowed hard and licked his 
d1·y lips. He had a pretty good idea what 
had happened to old Fitch. Chang began 
to edge away, his dread mounting. "Y �u 
--you kill him ?" he quavered. 

Frazee patted the butt of his colt, 
his lips thin and warped. "Don't try 
to sneak off, you slant-eyed heathen, 
or I'U let you have it right now-just 
like 1 did Fitch !" 

Chang stopped, fighting hard to still 
the trembling in his legs. "But why," he 
:l.sked, even though he felt he kne.w, 
"you do this ?" 

The big man reached down, picked up 
a piece of the bacon, without taking 
his e'ye!l off Chang. "You and Fitch were 
a couple of damn fools, thinkin' I'd 
share that gold. We've taken out enough 
to set a man up for life, so a little while 
ago I slammed a pick across the old 
cuss's head. And now soon's I take care 
of you, I'll be on my way to town." 

Chang shifted his sandled feet, feeling 
nwfully small and helpless be.f:ore the 
h11lking Frazee. He regretted the day 
he'd entered into the three·way partner· 
ship. But it had sounded like a good 
Pl'OJ>Osition, two months ago, when he 
h:�.d come drifting into the near-by town 
of Red Sands, seeking peace in this new 
land far from the tong wars of San 
Francisco. 

In a saloon he had met Fitch Star
Luck, an old prospector who had found 
a trace of gold on Scar Mountain and 
hnd acquired a partner, Durk Frazee, 
to help him work the claim. Chang had 
begged the old man to let him come along. 
Dreams of gold had filled his mind-for 
gold meant that the little hand laundry 
he'd always wanted would become a 
reality. 

Chang's heart hammered against his 
ribs. It was hot there at the base of the 
mountain but there was a cold sweat on 

his yellow skin. Then he got a grip on 
himself and a spark of anger glowed in 
his eyes. "Mista Fitch velly good man," 
he said, trying to keep his voice even. 
"You bite hand that feed you.'' 

Frazee's eyes narrowed and he said 
harshly, "Don't give me any of your lip, 
Chink ! Get busy and pack up my things.'' 

Chang's mouth tightened a little. His 
immaculate trimmed fingernails cut into 
the palms of his hands. It was the same 
old story, Frazee shoving and kicking 
him around. He recalled that this slab-
shaped . man with the evil-looking grin 
had always treated him with �ontempt, 
too free with boot and fist. Frazee, with 
the filthy body-with the shirt that 
hadn't touched water! Chang couldn't 
understand how he'd wormed himself 
into Fitch's cOnfidence. 

But to hesitate would bring death 
more quickly, the little Oriental realized, 
so he began to gather Frazee's odds and 
ends. 

F�z
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ing. Chang could feel the gloating mood 
behind t�e grimy face. "Got plenty of 
gold ! "  Chang heard him chuckling thinly 
to himself. "So maybe that Honey hell· 
cat'll see things my way.'' 

That was another thing, Ghang 
thought-Honey Cage, It seemed almost 
funny, the way Frazee talked so much 
about Honey Cage, the star-eyed little 
dancer in Red Sands, and how he'd 
make her sit up and take notice when 
he returned triumphant, laden with gold 
to Red Sands. Chang, who'd seen the 
girl a few times, felt sure she never lost 
any sleep over the unhandsome, dirty
shirted Durk Frazee. 

Death would lance out at any time now. 
Chang slowly rose, realizing his useful
ness to the killer was about at an end. 
Yet the tight lipped litt-le Chinaman 
almost forgot his fear for himself, think· 
ing that Frazee was a sorry sight indeed 
to be seeking the favor of the fair sex. 
Gold, he knew, would never make up for 
the man's Jack of pride in him8eH. H� 
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noeeded a bath and a .have. He needed 
a clean shirt! 

It bothered Chang-that shirt. It 
bothered him a great deal. Chang, who 
placed pride in cleanliness above almost 
aU things. And suddenly Chang knew, 
even if he waa going to die, he had to 
wash that shirt! 

"Shtirt smell like pesteied polecat," 
Chang ventured, dearing his throat and 
marvelling that be could still speak. "Vel
ly bad for conduct love affair!"' 

To Chang'a aurprise, Frazee gravely 
mulled over the matter, scratching his 
hristly chin. Chang aaw .. im nod quickly, 
:t crooked smile bending his lips. "By 
damn, you're right at that !" came his 
thoughtful grunt. "Sure as hell have 
gotta l>f' ... pruced up, don't 1? You've 
won yourself a few more minutes of 
livin', Chink. Get out your laundry tube. 
Gonna have • clean courtin' shirt!'" 

A ��:�t:���:m���i�g �::t��t ::e
r� 

iOt around, would make hilarious history 
ia Red Sands. Frazee was actually taking 
* bath in the near-by spring, using a 
bar of Chang's laundry soap. Hie boots, 
pant�� and gun lay within the ugly man's 
reach. 

Ctoae by, Chang labored over a wash
board, .emoving more than two months' 
accumulation of "weat and grime from 
Fr-uee'• offending shirt. Wherever he 
lNnt ia hia roamings. Chang always car
tied meau t. do lais personal laundry. 
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The equipment rode in his rickety old 
wagon. 

With that deft touch women envied, 
Chang waahed and rinsed the shirt and 
wrung it almoat dry. Covertly, he 
watched the bathing man and wondered 
if he, Chang, could make a .unge for 
the gun. If only Frazee would get somP 
of that strong soap in his eyes ! But, as 
ever, Frazee never relaxed vigilance. 
That Colt would be in Frazee's hand, 
flaming r.nd roaring, before Chang could 
get into action. 

Finished with hifl bath, Frazee put 
on panta and b()(lts and, gun riding in 
holster, waited for his shirt. Chang was 
just through shaking it out. Pride in a 
job well done, even if for the man whco 
would soon send him te his honorable an
cMtorsl Pride. Frazee couldn't take that 
away from him. He held up the shirt for 
Frazee's inspection. 

"Shlirt all clean, Mista Durk,'' Chang 
announcf"d. "Now hun tee flat place in sun 
and splead out shlirt. Dly plenty quick.'' 

Frazee smacked his gun butt. "See 
that it does !" he ground out. "I'm Ieav
in' the mountain in an hour!" 

One hour i Once more fear visited 
him and Chang had the strange feeling 
hia queue was st8.nding upright. He
realized that, sometime during thoae 
faat-tieking sixty miautes, Frazee woula · 
drag his gao fro.., bolster, claiming 
Chang for his last victim. 

Nerve� going t a u t, the Oriental 
(Continued o1t page 89) 
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Last Victim 1 .... 11 .. 11 
(Cmtinued from page 87) aJO 1fW 
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winced and stepped back. 

He started forward again, toward that 
alab of rock, stopped in midstride and 
looked down. Abruptly he stiffened in 
his tTacks, his oblique eyes growing a 
little wide and thoughtfuL 

IS 

If it worked, Chang told himself, he 
would live, to wash shirts again. Maybe 
he'd have that little laundry in Red l!��{j�����������! 
Sands. Durk FraZ(e would pay, the hard 
way, for killing Fitch Starbuck. Even if 
it failed, it was Chang's only chance! 
He would die, anyway 1 

Spurred by these thoughts, steeling 
his jumpy nerves. Chang knelt, spread 
out the shirt, buttonside down. Not on 
the distant rock-but on a hot mound 
of sand. Then he stepPed back, waited. 

"All right, Chink !" Frazee snapped. 
"It'll dry without you watchin' ! Get 
busy and dig your grave !'' He laughed 1 �":>.!:':�.:::-:;�: 
shortly. "A'ready buried Starbuck, where 
the lawdogs'll never get hep. Even if they 
do find your wagon, so what? Takes a 
eorp&e before a lawman can pin a kill· 
ing' !" 

FRAZEE, contempt in the twist of 
his mouth, tossed Chang a shovel. 

But Chang didn't pick it up. All the 
little things that had been boiling in· 
•ide him were now crowding to the 
surface. For the first time, Chang Wung 
etood his ground, eyes kindling. 

"Chang's patience has waned," he said. 1 
"He not wish to dig own humble grave." 1 

Frazee took a step toward him, hand I clapping gun, on the verge of drawing I it. "Oh, you don't like the idea? I'm 
sayin', pick up that shovel ! You savvy, I

I Chink ?" 
"Me savvy," Chang sMd evenly, I 

•tn.ngely unperturbed. "Shlirt maybe 
dl7 now. You Uy it on." 
With as if it were 
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hot to handle, Chang picked up the 
shirt. Mouthing an impatient oath, then, 
Frazee grabbed it out o! hi1 hands. 
The big killer didn't take his eyes otr 
Chang as he slipped into the shirt. 
"And now-" Frazee grinned frigidly. 

"-your hour is up, Chink." 
Chang stood root-ed, there at the foot 
the mountain, unaware that a molten 

sun was beating down. Almost without 
emotion, he watched Frazee's gun leave 
its holster. Frazee's grin, nearly a frozen 
expression, remained on his twisted 
mouth, while his trigger finger tightened. 
Face to face with death, Chang found 
suddenly to his awe that he could meet 
it manfully. Death that would e<1me too 
soon for his wild plan to work ! 

It happened with startling abruptness. 
Chang heard Frazee's frantic howl, saw 
him slap the back of his neck with his 
f� hand. Next moment, the big fellow 
was cursing violently. 

In a frenzy of rage Frazee squeezed 
the trigger and gun.roar shattered the 
mountain stillness. But, thanks to a 

lot of hellish little things that spoiled his 
aim, the bullet went wide of Chang. In 
the same instant Chang ducked low

up with his washboard in his hands. 
all the might of a man twice his 

size, he brought it crashing down on 
Frazee's skull before Frazee could fire 

again. 
"Mista Durk, you fall plenty asleep at 

switch !" Chang murmured, as though 
Frazee could hear. "Not watch when 
you put on shlirt. Inside all fulla velly 
mad little ants !" He sighed sagely. ''Idea 
come quick when one ant bite Chang 0.11 
leg. Insplire Chang to sp\ead shlirt on 
ant·hill. Chang all same velly sati�fied." 
Hour.!' afterward, Chang tooled hi! 

rickety wagon into the gold sunset, hi� 
washboard weapon handy beside him. 

his Jond, he'd found room for a 
trussed and gagged Durk �razee, 

hang, some bright dawn, 
Sands. Before long, now, a proud 
would luwe his little laundry in 
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Survivor from 
the Stone Age 

By WILL NICHOLS 0 NE day i9 1908, a party of sur- ' 
veyors were working along Deer 
Creek:, a alw�t distance east uf 

th.e Sacramento River in southern Te

hema County, California. It was rough 
going through the tangled wilderness, in 
scenes unchanged from centuries past. 

I Suddenly, they stumbled upon a clear
ing-and there before their staTtted eyes 
wu a picture indeed out of the long ago. 
PGi.�ted on a boulder by the bank, a dou

ble--pronged fish-spear raised high, was 
a IJ.ronzed, naked man. Almost the in
stant they caught 111ight of him, he was 
aware of their presence. He lifted his 
black, beady eyes to them for a moment, 
whirled, and di&apPeared like a ghost 
into the forest. 

Back M camp that night, ttie camp 
cook, who knew the region well, laughed 

at their story. There hadn"t been an In
din in the territory for year&-all :had 
either been killed off or sent to distant 
re8ervatioll6 d@Cades ago. 

But the next moming, as the surveyGrs 
forced a WtJIY through the 11nderbrnsb and 

fallen trees, a:n arrow came winging out 
of nowhere to whirr within a foot of the 
heai of the leading surveyor and cr'Mh 
against a rock. 

Nervuualy. tile party examined the ar
row. It had a atone head, and was of the 
type used bJ' Indians a centnq ill the 

pMt. After a bftef pause, the snrve7on ' 
cautiously advateed. 

In· a few minotes, they came upon a 
a mall eamp ill a clearing. An old Indian 
num and a middle-aged Indian woman 
crawled rapidly away through the brush. 
The party made no attempt to stop them. 

Then, under a pile of rabbit skins, they 
found an ancient Indian woman, almost 
paralysed with fright. She made guttural 
soondlr and pointed to her mouth, aad 
ther lifted ber Ito a sitting position and 

••• OR IT. WON'T COST YOU ACINJt" 
Sa)S fliiJ/If4 �·I� . 

GIVE ME 10 MINUTES A DAYI 

g&¥e her some water. They seized a nom- AlK>._ ... . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  -................. ..... _ 
Wltett answering adverfiscment. pleuc -.a. ,... r..- GaOW 



The next day, ha�ing qualms of con
science, the surveyors returned to the 

to offer recompense for what they 
off with. They found the Site 

later, Unh·ersity of California 
l l aoolh>•opo•logJ,,t,, hearing the story, went 

to the scene and made a wide 
of the district for the four In
They could find no trace. 

T���n�n::ea;·� �::�u::.- ;;;�� ��: 
butchers at a slaughterhouse outside of 
Oroville were aroused by the barking of 
their shepherd dogs at the corral. They 
looked out to see a strange sight. Hud-

in the corral, surcounded by snarling 
dogs, was an emaciated Indian man, hie 
only clothing a cape of rabbit furs slung !.;��:,��:���,��:;�;��:�������.:�;J loosely about his bony shoulders. He had 
no weapon and gestured feebly at t� 
dogs, calling out at them shrilly. 

------------ do�:.elnbt����:�8ser:c���irh��es��:n�, �-�: 
free f 0 r A I h man spoke only gibberish. At length, the s m a butchers called the sheriff of Butte County to tell him that they had a wild man 

lf you suffer with attacks of Asthma and to cope with. The sheriff came right over ����:��';!!:: 0�0�!:�:��gt! �e����ih���n�� an� in tu;n could mak� nothing of the Pe-
fail to send at once to the Frontier Astbma cuhar bemg. Concludmg that he was at 
Company for a FREE trial of the FRONTIER least harmless, the sheriff covered him 
ASTHMA MEDICINE, a preparation for tern- with a butcher's apron and took him in 
rr:��ti:iA��:��N;e��f

t;: ::::ex�:��
li�! handcuffs to the jai�. . 

or whether you have bith in any medicine un- There everyone m Orov1lle who had 
der the l!un, send today for this free trial. It knowledge of Indian languages tried 
will cost you nothing. Caution 1 Use only as avail to get sense out of the terri-
directed. Address 

. Though he wae obviously 
way from hunger, he took no 

of the offers of food, merely hud
------------- l dJJna · his cell and darting apprehe;l

about at his captors. 
of "the wild man of Oroville" 

the newspapers. Dr. T. T. 
of the University of Califor

of Anthropology was im
The man, he had a 

a Yahi-a member of a tribe 



T���G�I t���� ��t':::r
ed

t�:d��::: 
world, be knew no more of it than would 
a Stone Age man-which indeed he wu. 
He had seen trains at a distance, but 
they were to him frightening monsters. 
He whimpered and hid behind his new· 
found friend when he first saw a train 
up close at the station. But swiftly he 
toOk to the miracles of this new world 
as things to be wondered at but to be ac· 
cepted as the white man's magic. 

At t·he University, he was given a room 
in the Museum of Anthropology-which 
he always kept in perfect order-and giv. 
en a lifetime appointment aa an assistant 
janitor, with a salary of twenty·five dol
lars a month. He wore t·he clothes of 
civilization without question-although 
he hated the shoes. He aoon learned a 

ROCKY M O U NTA I N  M I N ERAL 

I L L USTRATED BOOKLETS 
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ASTH MA 
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the host of human beings flowed 
him, and he eould hardly be persuaded 
leave the astonishing speetacle. When 
first saw a window shade, he tried to 
it. It fell back. He tried to push ·t 
. No good. Dr. Waterman demon

how, given a slight jerk, it would 
up. 

was still trying an hour later to 
to his satisfaction the puzzle of 

------------- where the shade had disappeared to. 
Ishi was a fine character, kind, eager 

to please, dignified, and observant. When 
shown how to do something, he demon
strated ready aptitude to follow instruc
tions. Using table silver was no problem 
to him : he watched others handling the 
utensils for a few mom"ents, and then used 

L-------------.J them easily. 



For many decades the· 
ais.-gtm was. law in the 

vast open spaces w:est oii 
the Mississippi an!t£110m 
Cana·da. to. Mie x:ieOt. 

Those were the dramat. 

ie great days when men 

conquered nature and 

myriad breeds of human 
renegadeS: with. sh.eer 
raw courage-and their 
guns ! L E A D I N G  
W E'ST E R N  MAGA
ZINE. is a th•ill-paeked 
bargain whose contents 

ao:e written by auth<><S 
who. really: kno.w the 
West, and· the illustra
tions are by artists, who 
pieture �ts scenes as 
they really were ! You 
won't want to miss 

• 
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\�;:.;,. .... t i o n a  for N e • u > u >en, 
Maguinft, Boob, Deolanii!C 

llook Jaoht3. The u • ., of Colon, 
ek. T....,hes you by skdch.,., dia��:...

and inotl'\!ctiona, h o w to draw-handa,f� 
llea.da, bodies, ean, noooet, mouthl, eH•-1• 

dltruent po.ition•, ot ditrerent aexfll and q:.., 
and with different v<troi>Cctive. Showa rou bow t. 

attain and indicate• action, PI'<>I>Ortl<>n, balance, comi)Od
t.lon, ahadlnlr, rhythm, oymmetry ; and how to up..
-laua-hter, an;er, terror, 11rlef, eurpriae and other em� 
tio111. Aloo how to draw oaricaturu, c�rtoona and ..,k 
dra•lng:s, Also how to lctter, with S1 eomplete Alphabdto 
ahown. Ineludfll & ll"lo.sary of Art Termt, Suppll..,, 'I'Jpea 
of Work, Mediums, etc. Completely and prof.,..,ly m,.. 
trated with over ONE THOUSAND lnatn�ctlve .ad 
Eumple, Dra.wlnas, Sketchet and Pietura. 

Ordinarily a eoune of thlll """"* coot.l much more mona" 

�:! ... �ed';;k!n�1 ::��·!��t
to

o:V�7t:"�:"",.
k
�:: .i;��:::; 

cost. and pneedentll, and hue eotabliohN the &)>fl'lal ].,... 
prl« of ON IS 11.00 FOR THE COM. 
PLETE COURSE. NOTHlNG ELSB 
TO PAY -I I It bo undoubtedly, the 
IP'efltcot ban;:ain in theartworldtoda7l 
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