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LAURENCE
DONOVAN

The emigrant wagon train was being ted wttlessfg to destruction ftg
a big-headed greenhorn kom the East. Durango and his renegade
mdskins were on the warpath, and no one could stop thorn

TenBadLittle Indias

ba underrated acme,” mM Long-Bye

thirty-odd covered wagons with
approval. They were drawn op,
tongues to tailgates, in a properly round-
ed protective circle. The fort thus im-
provised topped the one and only hum-
mock of land hereabouts, giving a clean
view of cleared, sloping ground for two
hundred yards in aM directions.
“This 'ere now Captain Echols must

IOffG-SYK OTEIiISfK wrveyed the

Stem®, speaking to the twitching earn
of his long-geared buffalo horse, Stormy.
“Judgin’ by the way the commissioner
put it in his letter, Echols ain't nothin’
but a shavetail who got his ideas of In-
juns off a picture of a buck dancin’
around nearly naked an’ wavin’ a scalpin’
knife.”

Sounds that filled Long-Eye Sterne



r.nc Robb went to one knee

in the mud and fired hie

ri;'le nt a redskin torch bearer

beside the. bound captive
white girl.

with a rare homesickness came from a
short distance away. He had reined up
Stormy in the cottonwoods and willows
fringing the quiet, shallow creek. Laugh-
ing, chattering voices mingled with the
spiash of water.

“Jest like the women folks to be mak-
in" it a Monday washday, Injuns or
no,” Long-Eye grinned, self consciously
straightening his coonskin cap and
brushing at the frayed edges of his
buckskin shirt. “Maybe I'll git to see an’
speak to Enna Caulder again, even if her
old man is dead set against a mountain
man he rates as half savage.”

His own mention of Enna Caulder pro-
voked a speculative glint in his dark,
piercing eyes. It had been two ye, a
gone since he had tarried a week in the
pioneer settlement on the Big Muddy
where the Caulders had tried to take root,
and whence the drought had evidentl$
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sent them on with this wagon train west-
ward.

But Sterne’s half-smile faded' from his
mouth now and the wind-dark skin
seemed to draw tighter over his high
cheekbones. A man’s voice, angry and
commanding, broke into the pleasant
cadence of the women’s tongues:

“Eric Robb is a fool! I'm in com-
mand here! The murderin’ redskins have
been scoutin’ the wagons for two days!
They're waitin’ in the hills all around us,
an’ this crazy Robb camps them wagons
right out on top o’ that rise where they
can be picked out by the Injuns watchin’
us! You've got to pull your duds out of
the ereek so’s we can be on the move!”

Long-Eye Sterne scowled. The speaker
could be none other than Captain Echols,
of the U. S. Army, a West Point shave-
tail only recently commissioned because
of a pressing emergency.

“The captain ain't as smart as | was
opinin’,” mused Sterne. “So it was old
Eric Robb, the wagon boss, who picked
out the hummock where any Injuns would
have to come up to him.”

Long-Eye Sterne scowled. The speaker

lahead, when a challenging voice replied

to the angered Captain Echols on a gay
note:

“Why, captain, you wouldn’'t be want-
in" us to be packin’ our petticoats an’
things without waiting to dry an’ iron
them, would you? Every last thing us
women have got to wear is soakin’ wet,
an’ would be all mildewed. We was count-
in” on doin’ the dryin’ an’ ironin’ to-
night.”

No other living girl had that spine-
tickling voice. At least, not for Long-Eye
Sterne. He guessed, shrewdly, the same
thing applied to nearly all other males
who came within its range.

T SEEMED though that Captain
Echols was not one of these other
males. He appeared to be first, last and
all the time a West Pointer of strictly
shavetail principles.

'T've got only some twenty men to pro-
tect this wagon train!” he told her petu-
lantly. “1I'm giving the order to remove,all
women and clothes from the creek! I'm
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displacing Eric Robb as wagon boss, and
we're moving up to the safety of some
valley!”

Long-Eye Sterne pushed his horse
ahead. Stormy could and did deerfoot
noiselessly. The horse brought its rider
upon the washday scene at the creek just
in time.

“You men will take all of the clothes!”
ordered Captain Echols who was prudent-
ly mounted. “These women are under my
command, the same as the men! Waste no
time!”

Long-Eye Sterne pulled up, remained
motionless. He guessed if he lived to be
a hundred he never again would witness
such a scene. It was no time for laugh-
ter. Not with several hundred blood-mad
Comanches infesting the nearest ridges.

Comanches, off their reservation, afire
with the Kkilling lust for revenge, deter-
mined to have the lives of these men and
women, and the supplies of this wagon
train to replace their own burned wicki-
ups and pillaged crops.

Indeed it was no time for laughter to
ride such a mountain man as had hunt-
ed and trapped with the redskins, and
had the quarter blood of a Comanche
grandmother in his veins.

But Long-Eye Sterne chuckled softly
to himself.

He had always known that Enna
Caulder was as likely a filly as was ever
fashioned among womankind. Fair-
haired and blue-eyed, as pretty as shin-
ing dewdrops on mountain grass, she had
a tongue as nimble as a magpie’s, with
an impish mouth all red and sweet for
gtrek smiling and maybe Kkisses.

But Sterne had never before seen quite
so much of the witching Enna. Not like
now as she stood knee-deep in the clear,
rippling creek, her petticoats almost
shamelessly hitched up to keep them dry.

Sterne wondered that this young Cap-
tain Echols, with the first downy beard
on his chin and his ramrod back, could
sit there so uncompromisingly and so
straight. He sure enough was a shave-
tail with his mind rigidly set upon a sin-
gle, if mistaken, purpose.

Two older soldiers, whose beet-red
faces indicated they had been drinking
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enough white corn whiskey to relish this
chore, slid down the muddy creek bank
toward the defiant girl. Enna Caulder’s
head was tossed back, her bright hair
streaming, her eyes and mouth flashing
a smile of daring derision.

“Take the clothes she's washing and
bring her out!” snapped Captaim Echols,
staying safely in his saddle.

“The first one touches me’ll wish he
hadn’'t!” flared Enna Caulder, brandish-
ing a tightly twisted wet garment which
could be best identified by its whiteness
and the ruffles on its legs.

“You heard what the cap’'n said!”
snarled one soldier, and made a quick
grab.

“Slap-swooee!” That was the sound of
the unnamed garment slapping across the
reckless soldier's face and wrapping
about his big ears, setting him down in
the creek on the seat of his government-
issue pants, which were too tight and
had busted on him.

“You daggoned hellion!” rasped the
other soldier, getting a handful of the
girl’s hair in strategic flank attack.

TERNE was just touching the steel

to his horse, but he held up again.
Eric Robb was nigh onto seventy. He
was a little, age-bent old man with a
completely bald head, but he was about
as soft and easy to handle as a tight-
rolled bundle of barbed wire.

It was Eric Robb who passed Captain
Echols and his horse like some long-
jumping grasshopper, his narrow but
rawhide shoulders encased only in his
red flannel shirt, his other shirt being in
the women’s creek washing.

“Yuli pernickety, pot-gutted, corn-
topin’ son!” shrilled old Erie Robb as he
landed waist-deep in the creek. “I'll
I'arn yuh to be puttin’ yore paws onto
women critters!”

The red-faced soldier, who had just
managed to upset Enna Caulder so that
her curving white legs splashed the wa-
ter helplessly, was suddenly hoisted and
slammed flat in the creek. Eric Robb
yelled again and followed the first crack-
ing blow of his fist under the soldier’s
ear with a wholly unmilitary tattoo of
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both fists upon the soldier’s bulbous nose.

A few yards away down the creek,
Long-Eye Sterne saw Jonathan Caulder
likewise showing disrespect for the army
blue as he choused another of Captain
Echols’ men in the mud.

“You try layin’ a hand on my missus’
washin* an’, by gum, I'll drownd you
deader'n a skinned an’' spitted shoat!”
roared Jonathan Caulder.

Enna Caulder had regained her feet.
Her gaunt and capable ma charged out
of the creek upon two mere soldiers who
wore doing their humble best to obey the
orders of the shavetail captain. Ma
Caulder's mouth was grim and silent.
How she could stop three brawny men
in army blue and set them yelling with
agony and clawing with both hands at
their eyes might have seemed a mistake.

It was no miracle to Long-Eye Sterne.
He had seen the liquid, yellow, home-
made lye soap streaming from Ma Caul-
der’s suds pan as she swung it across the
faces of the three soldiers.

Eric Robb was standing, erect and a
victor, facing Captain Echols.

“It’'s mutiny, and | won't stand for it!”
shouted Captain Echols. “I'm having my
men take the last one of you prisonei-3,
and I'm holding you until we reach Fort
Lodge! I'm ordering you tied up. Eric
Robb! I'm responsible for seeing .hat
you dumb plowhands aren’t killed and
scalped! I'll do the wagon bossing, and
we're moving!”

Long-Eye Sterne had been doubly alert
in all of this tumult. He realized how far
such human sounds could carry over the
upper barren ridges of the San Pablos.
Therefore the mountain man, hunter
from boyhood, and noted for his keened
ears and eyes, had been listening intently.

The long-drawn howl of the coyote
from the hills to the west and the answer-
ing wail from a ridge to the east were
such as to have foeled even the men of
the wagon train. Perhaps they would not
know that coyotes never howl like that
under a noonday sun.

Long-Eye Sterne rode forward with an
uplifted hand, looking at Captain Echols,
but keeping an eye cornered upon Enna
Caulder. He hoped her sudden smile



might be for him, but he had other bust
ness at the moment.

“Hiya, Long-Eye!” hailed Eric Robb,
still standing in the creek from which
two discomfited soldiers had crawled.

“By what happenstance are yuh ridin’
the San Pablos? Didn’t 'low to see yuh
this side o' Fort Lodge!”

Sterne flicked a hand at old Eric Robb,
but he was studying the young, reddened
face of the flustered Captain Echols. The
army captain had given his order that
was preliminary to moving the wagon
train ahead, but he held up, looking cu-
riously at Long-Eye Sterne and his worn,
disreputable mountain-man attire.
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“Hiya, Robb,” said Sterne calmly, haul-
ing up. “Got word the Comanches was off
the strip an’ figured they might pick out
your wagons to git back some of what
was robbed from ’'em.”

Sterne watched Captain Echols’ thin
lips tighten. The officer was long-faced
and carried himself with all the best tra-
dition of the West Point code following
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“You daggoned hellion!” rasped the
soldier, grabbing the girl's hair.

the Civil War. His eyes went from
Sterne’s worn coonskin cap to the frayed
fringes of his buckskin shirt, and they
held the scorn that any impeccably clad
military man would feel for such a fron-
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tier rouster.

“Who are you, and what do you mean
uttering such a lie about the bloodthirsty
redskins that murdered the S”n Pablos
Indian agent!” demanded Captain Echols
with clipped coldness.

“This one time, Captain Echols, I'll
pass up what you've said,” stated Sterne
'‘quietly.'Tm William Sterne, better known
as Long-Eye to my friends. I'll even in-
form you as to what | mean. This wagon
train is now in danger of bein’ wiped out
by several hundred Comanches whose
wickiups were burned and whose crops
were destroyed by orders of Colonel Hau-
ser, your superior.”

OME TWENTY soldiers were gather-
S ing, not yet having carried out Cap-
tain Echols’ order to take prisoners
among the wagoneers. Captain Echols
was bristling, glaring at Long-Eye
Sterne.

"More-so-over, Captain Echols, 1'd sug-
gest that the wagon train remain comped
in its present position,” added Sterne.
“With so many bloodthirsty Injuns scout-
in’ for a chance, I'd forget about this lit-
tle wet-clothes ruckus. If yuh should be
so unwise as to try holdin’ Eric Robb,
you'll not have one man of the train with
you, an’ yuh may be needin’ all the help
you can get before the wagons reach Fort
Lodge.”

Sterne feared. Captain Echols would
bust the bright buttons from his tightly
drawn coat, but an older soldier stepped
close to the officer’'s horse and spoke to
him.

“It’s not on account of your putting in,
Sterne,” said Captain Echols then. “I'm
wanting only that these people should
understand who is in command. It is for
their own good. | won't make an prison-
ers, but I am personally bossing the wag-
ons from here on. We will prepare to
break camp at once and try to reach a
sheltering valley.”

“Why, the wet-eared— !” began Eric
Robb, but Sterne silenced him abruptly.

"Captain Echols has the right as long
as he's in command!” interrupted Sterne.
“1've scouted through the hills. The Co-
manehes are everywhere. They’re poorly
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armed, but they have weight of numbers,
Robb, you'll do well to pass up wagon
bossin’ for the time."

"Leastwise, Sterne, you do show some
glimmer of sense,” admitted Captain
Echols. "I'm not afraid there are too
many Comanches. Colonel Hauser had
most of the company on the trail of the
worst of ftie Indians, and he’ll wipe them
out.”

“I'll maybe talk with yuh about that,
Captain Echols,” said Sterne. “I'd like to
see yuh alone after I've said a good word
to some friends.”

“1 can think of nothing of importance
to talk over with you,” replied Captain
Echols stiffly, but Long-Eye Sterne was
already over and dismounting beside
Jonathan Caulder and Ma Caulder.

They were glad to see him again after
two years, but Jonathan could not keep
his disapproval of the mountain man out
of his grim old face.

CHAPTER 11
Hostage of Hate

fIX T'OTJ TAKE a lot onto yourself,

-1- don’t you, Mr. Long-Eye Sterne?”
quizzed Enna Caulder, trying to get her
rumpled petticoats below her knees as she
came over. "You oughtta know an army
officer isn't taking your high-an’-mighty
manner of speaking. Come to think on it,
you mentioned you was coming back in
a little while when you left us two years
ago!”

Long-Eye Sterne grinned, but he felt
his ears reddening.

“Yuh be traipsin’ along an’ stirrin’ up
some grub, Enna,” growled old Jonathan
Caulder. “The way yuh got o’ hitchin’ up
your duds is a shame to the nation.”

Old Jonathan’s stern gaze was upon
Long-Eye, which made Sterne wonder
what the old man would say if he knew
he really was quarter-blood Comanche.
Then Sterne widened his grin.

“Didn’t trouble ridin’ back, Miss Enna,
‘cause | was sure yuh would be runnin’
after me sooner or later,” he said calmly.

“1 think you’'d best do as your pa says,
Enna,” put in her mother. “An’ Jona-
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than, you collect up them duds from the
crick.”

Sterne could see his words had roiled
Enna until she was almost white with
anger.

“Running after such as you?” The girl
tossed her head back and laughed merrily.
“Why, I'd as soon think of—of—setting
my cap for Captain Echols! That's
what!”

She turned in a swirl of her hiked-up
petticoats. Sterne had always said the
wrong thing when he was near her. The
habit stayed with him.

“From what I've seen of the captain,
he's choosey,” he said.

Sterne was only a half-tamed moun-
tain man. He had yet to learn he could
not have said a worse thing to any
woman.

“So Captain Echols is cheesey, is he?”
Enna’s voice was small and very cold.
“Well, so am I. and | think I'll change
the captain’s mind.”

As Enna flounced away, Ma Caulder
smiled thinly.

“For a s’posed smart hunter, you're
not usin’ your head,” said Ma Caulder.
“1'll bet you put vinegar on the bait when
you set a beaver trap.”

Sterne guessed he did not have much
of a way with women. But he had learned
to understand gaunt and practical Ma
Caulder. While Pa Caulder got the
washed clothes together, Sterne talked
fast in a low tone.

When he had finished, Ma Caulder
said: “I'm talcin’ back what | said about
yuh bein’ smart, Long-Eye.”

Sterne led his horse up to the wag-
ons. Captain Echols was already there
with his men. The wagoneers were acting
hostile, but they were slowly hai-nessing
their teams.

RIC ROBB bustled over to Sterne.
He was so mad that the top of his
bald head had turned fiery red.

“1 can stop 'im, Long-Eye,” threatened
Eric Robb. “What's got into yuh, agree-
in” with the stiff-necked, spavined son?
You tellin’ me to let 'im take over the
bessin’!”

“Some things has to be done one way,
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some another,” said Sterne. “For the
time it'd be best maybe to give Captain
Echols his head.”

“But yuh know danged well that once
them bloody Injuns git us into a valley,
they’ll ambuscade us, an’ scalp the lot o’
us!” howled Eric Robb.

“Maybe so, maybe not,” stated Sterne.
“Leastwise, I'm thinkin’ we ain-t movin’
yet a spell. I'm havin’ a palaver with
Echols.”

Captain Echols had set himself up in
his own covered supply wagon. He had
even posted a sentry in the opening at
the rear.

The soldier on guard stuck out his bay-
oneted rifle.

“Captain Echols ordered you wasn't to
bother him,” stated the sentry.

The soldier could not have seen Sterne’s
hands move. It must have been all blurred
to him for some little time. His rifle flew
out of his hands. Before he could recover
either his poise, or his gun, Sterne was
in the back of the wagon.

“1 gave an order | wasn't seeing you,
Sterne!” rapped out Captain Echols,
clicking his teeth together. “lIsn’'t that
enough?”

“Nope. It ain't. I got business with
you. Where'd Colonel Hauser head for
after burnin’ and spoilin’ the Injun wicki-
ups an’ crops, an’ how many men has he
got?”

“Look here, my man! | don't have to
talk—"

“1f yuh don’t talk, yuh’ve got no more
chance of gittin’ to Fort Lodge with all
yore hair than yuh have of throwin’ me
out of yore wagon,” said Sterne cheer-
fully. “The truth is that one outlaw In-
jun, Durango, an’ nine others murdered
the Indian agent an’ looted two white
cabins. Colonel Hauser took nigh a whole
regiment to go try to git them ten bad
Injuns, an’ you was sent out with twenty
men to guard this wagon train.”

“There’s no difference between In-
dians,” snapped Captain Echols. “1 don't
know why I'm telling you, but most of
the Comanches went away with the one
you say is the outlaw Durango. They left
only a handful of redskins to rob this
train an’ kill these stubborn, foolheaded
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people. So I'm getting them into a pro-
tected valley where they can't find us to-
night.”

From three points came the low, long
howl of coyotes. Sterne smiled grimly.

“Know what them calls are meanin’,
Captain Echols?”

“l haven't time to bother about the
cries o' mild varmints, Sterne. Now if
that's all you have to say, I'll see that the
wagons start.”

“It ain’t quite all, captain. I don’t know
why I'm tellin’ yuh either, but Durango
has only nine Injuns with him, an’ by
this time he’s give Colonel Hauser the
slip an’ doubled back. I wouldn't be su’-
prised if Durango is right handy an’
there are at least one thousan’ Comanches
surroundin’ the wagon trail.”

"l don’'t believe it,” rasped Captain
Echols. “Now if that is all—"

“1t ain't. The Comanches are only
waitin’ for some smart West Pointer to
lead this wagon train into an ambuscade.
'"Most any valley where they can git
above the wagons will do.”

“Pm taking no advice from any boun-
ty-collecting scout that would likely as
not favor the redskins if they paid him!”
exploded Captain Echols. “If you stay
with this train, you'll take my orders.
We're moving out!"

Captain Echols was shaking and white
with rage. Sterne had his own wrath,
but he kept it frozen inside. Anyway, he
figured the insults were about even be-
tween them. And Sterne did not want to
change the present set-up until he had
the chance for a bit of scouting after
night would fall.

Sterne walked away from the wagon
without a glance at the cussing sentry
he had upset. A couple of wagoneers were
already hitched and pulling wagons out
of the circle.

Sterne looked across the space within
the wagons and lifted his hand. He turned
and sauntered away toward his horse.

A CAULDER'’S gaunt, formless fig-
M ure appeared suddenly. She was
hurrying, with a bucket of water in her
hand.

“Eric Robb! Cap's EcholsI’ came Ma
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Caulder’'s high-pitched cry. “Don’t you
dare go for movin’ any wagon! Ennal!
Roust yourself and get some more water
on that fire!”

The wagoneers with the hitched teams
were staring at Ma Caulder. Captain
Echols poked his blond head out of his
wagon and jumped to the ground. He let
out with a shout.

“What is this? Who is countermanding
my orders?”

“Your orders, Mister Shavetail?”
screamed Ma Caulder. "Great goshen!
You're so smart, maybe so you can order
the Lord A'mighty to stop Missus Larkin
from havin’ her baby!”

Sterne withdrew discreetly between
two wagons. The men who were already
hitched started dropping their traces.
Others halted in their harnessing.

“A baby? A baby?” Captain Echols
lost control of his voice the second time
he said it. “By all that's holy, get those
teams hitched. We haven’t time to have a
baby!”

“Reckon you ain’t havin’ this baby,
mister,” drawled one of the wagoneers.
“1f Missus Larkin wants to have her a
baby, there's none o' us budgin’ until
she’s done had it!”

Captain Echols was raving, staring at
forty burly wagoneers who had ceased
hitching. Even Captain Echols and his
soldiers could see that army regulations
had no article to cover the matter of Mrs.
Larkin having a baby.

Eric Robb bobbed up between the wag-
ons near Sterne. He was rubbing his bald
head.

“Suthin’ danged funny about that,
Long-Eye!” grunted the old wagon boss.
"l didn’t know nothin' about Missus Lar-
kin gonna have a baby!”

“Neither did Missus Larkin until Ma
Caulder told her.” Sterne grinned.

Enna Caulder came from a fire with
a steaming bucket of water. When she
saw Sterne she tossed her head back in
the way she had. She deliberately changed
her course to pass near Captain Echols
and her bright petticoats were flipping
something scandalous.

Sterne had no time to take sober
thought on this. He was giving his 8low,
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Sterne’s hands moved swiftly,
disarmed the soldier.
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searching eyes to the smoky ridges that
narrowed and funneied into a pass where
the wagon train soon must go. There had
been no smoke sign, only the coyote howls
and occasionally clear whistling of Bob
White quail, where there might be no
quail.

<<TJ'RAPS a thousand Comanches

A with needle guns an’ bows,” mut-
tered Sterne. “An’ unless somethin’ hap-
pens to take the edge off their anger
there’ll be a massacre to stand as a black
mark for another generation.”

Long-Eye Sterne had scouted nearby,
but not Into the strung-cut files of hid-
den Indians. He was convinced that Du-
rango, blood-hungry outlaw, and his few
white-hating braves would have returned
was perhaps fifty or sixty miles away at
this time.

Simply enough, the wily Durango would
have laid false sign for Colonel Hauser*
and his several hundred soldiers. Hauser
was perhaps fifty or sixty miles away at
this time.

“There's but one way to head off Du-
rango,” mused Sterne. “I'll have to use
my friendship with old Tawawa. If only
I could first see Spotted Elk and have him
smooth the way for a powwow. . . .”

Spotted Elk was the stalwart son of
the old Chief Tawawa. Sterne had shared
blankets with Spotted Elk, hunted bison.
Once their blood had commingled when
Sterne had toted Spotted Elk to the wicki-
up of Tawawa after a cornered wildcat
had torn his arm.

STERNE desired to see Spotted Elk.
But not quite so soon as it happened.
There was a shout, a quick order from
Captain Echols, a wholly useless sound-
ing of the bugle.

Wagoneers crowded to the outside line,
some suddenly gripping their weapons,
everything from one-shot pistols to Civil
War muskets. Only Sterne did not move
quickly, or go to his horse for his Sharps’
buffalo gun. Sterne stayed beside a wag-
on, swearing deep oaths.

Two soldiers who had been on outpost
down by the creek cottonwoods pushed
the tall young Comanche roughly between
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them. The Indian was staggering with
dizziness and blood was upon his face
from a gouged wound over one eye.

The Comanche was none other than
Spotted EIlk. Sterne remained motion-
less, whispering his own seething rage.
For all that he had been hurt, Spotted Elk
was lithe and powerful, and he was main-
taining buch more dignity than the
bearded soldiers who held his arms.

Sterne saw that Spotted Elk wore no
war paint. He was clad in buckskin, much
as Sterne. His long black hair was bound
back by a strip of red flannel. His dark
face with its straight nose showed a no-
bility of breeding far above that of the
ruffians holding him.

“What's this?” demanded Captain
Echols, striding forward.

“Damn spyin’ redskin was sneakin’
through the trees to spy us out under
cover of a white rag to save his skin if
he was nabbed," reported one of the sol-
diers. “But he would-a knifed Marlow
here in the back if | nadn't belted him
one.”

“I've heard of that low Indian trick,
pretending a truce to put white men off
their guard,” said Captain Echols. “Give
me the knife.”

"The red devil throwed it in the creek,”
explained the soldier.

Long-Eye Sterne stepped forward
quickly. His own eyes warmed from the
blood of his heart as he looked at Spotted
Elk and spoke in Comanche:

“l am here, brother."

Spotted Elk’'s features did not change
an iota. But there was a deep light in his
black eyes as he looked down at Sterne.

"Enju—it is good,*” the Indian said
quietly.

“Need | ask about the knife?” said
Sterne.

“1 came with the truce,” spoke Spotted
Elk in his own tongue, as if that simple
explanation covered it all.

“Sterne!” Captain Echols was glaring.
“1 demand to know all that is said!”

“Spotted Elk is the son of Tawawa, the
chief,” stated Sterne. “He had no knife.
He was bringing the truce. Your man has
lied.”

“What in thunderation?” rasped Cap-
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tain Echols. “You're supposed to be a
white man, Sterne! And you choose to
take the word of a sneaking Indian
against one of your own kind?”

“1 choose to take the word of one of
my own kind, which in this case is all
white man inside,” said Sterne with slow
deliberation.

NE SOLDIER bluffed at starting to-
O ward Sterne, but Captain Echols
waved him back.

“Because | hear you've a sort of record
as a scout, I'll overlook what you've im-
plied,” clipped off Echols. “We’ll make an
example of this red Killer. Tie him to a
wagon wheel where others who are spy-
ing may see him. Strip off his shirt. We'll
show these Comanches what the white
man thinks of them.”

Spotted Elk’s face showed no emotion.
Sterne put one hand inside his shirt,
touched a folded, paper, then withdrew it.
He had been greatly tempted to reveal an
authority he might have used from the
first. He resisted it.

This was not the time to precipitate a
fight that might be forced upon him. He
held a power he might wield, but he knew
the temper of the Comanches was such
at this moment tha't he might be bringing
down the vengeance of old Tawawa upon
the hated soldiers of Captain Echols.

Sterne controlled himself to say, “If
yuh have the low mind to lay the whip
onto the son of Chief Tawawa, Echols,
yuh sure are signin’ the death warrant
of every man, woman an’ child in this
wagon train.”

Spotted EIlk stood erect, his dignity
above all of the hate of the white men
holding him.

There was momentary silence. It was
broken by long, drawn-cut howls of coy-
otes, the whistling of quail. The drift-
ing signals formed a complete circle
ahput the wagon train.

Captain Echols at least had the sense
to fear an attack in force he might pro-
voke.

“Bind the Indian and put him in my
wagon!” he commanded. “As for you,
Sterne, I'll brook no further interference!
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As long as you remain with this train,
you will keep a closed mouth!"

Eric Robb almost choked when Long-
Eye Sterne turned away without reply-
ing.

“Ding-dang it all!” sputtered Eric
Robb. “Long-Eye’s actin’ as if he hadn’t
no more spunk than a sick polecat!”

The wagoneers who had long heard
the almost legendary reputation of Long-
Eye Sterne looked down their noses and
avoided his gaze as he walked away.

CHAPTER 111
Night Is for Action

CAPTAIN ECHOLS stalked about the
wagon camp and fumed. In the cov-
ered wagon of the Larkins there was
brooding expectancy. Ma Cauldsr bustled
about. Nate Larkin sat on the wagon
tongue and looked anything but happy.

It was all a surprise to Nate Larkin
that his wife was supposed to be having
a baby. He was sorely puzzled.

Long-Eye Sterne had apparently sur-
rendered abjectly to the rule of Captain
Echols. He took Stormy down into the
cottonwoods, hitched him to graze, and
stretched out. Sterne could pack away a
week’s refreshing of his hard vitality in
two or three hours’ sleep.

Tonight he had to be prepared. Old
Tawawa had sent Spotted Elk with a
truce for a powwow. In that there was
hope. Tawawa must know by now that
Durango and his band of killers were in
the vicinity.

Sterne knew that Tawawa's whole
tribe, including the squaws and the chil-
dren, had been robbed and driven from
their homes and carefully tilled corn,
potatoes and tobacco by the white sol-
diers. Sterne viewed it as the same old
story of a rigidly stupid army code that
laid the sins of a few Indians upon all
the red people.

“A fine mess of fat we'd be in if there
was enough Injuns to retaliate upon the
whites for the crimes committed by a few
outlaw renegades of our race,” reasoned
Sterne.

Only, a short time before the Commis-
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sioner of Indian Affairs in Washington
had gravely considered this same prob-
lem. Keeping an army of nondescripts in
line after some of the excesses following
the Civil War had been beyond the ex-
perience of some of the green shavetails
with West Point prejudices. There were
not enough older, Indian-wise officers to
go around.

After some two hours, Sterne knew
something had awakened him. He lay mo-
tionless, as always when a sense of dan-
ger came to him, His eyes opened and
has head turned slowly.

He saw that a smoke-hazed dusk was
settling about the camped wagon train.
By this time he knew that old Tawawa
would be sure of the white men’s treach-
ery in seizing Spotted EIlk.

Unless Tawawa could be appeased and
the serious mistake of Captain Echols’
men be undone, every white person in
the wagon train was doomed. Once they
had tasted blood, with the memory of
their despoiled crops and their homeless
families goading them, the Comanches
would kill ruthlessly.

At the risk of his attitude being mis-
understood, Sterne had waited for dark-
ness. Night was for action. He must
reach Tawawa while the old chief would
still be letting his wisdom prevail.

The sound of voices had roused Sterne.
He saw the speakers now. Enna Caulder
and Captain Echols were standing very
close together.

Their voices were too low for even
Sterne’s keen ears to distinguish words.
Their conversation appeared to be spirit-
ed, Sterne might have missed the sick-
ness that made a weakness in his stom-
ach if he could have heard what was be-
ing said.

“It's nothing but a trick, I'm sure,
Miss Caulder,” was the angry accusation

of Captain Echols. “1 don’t believe the
Larkin woman is ill. It was all planned
by your mother and this renegade
Sterne.”

“If you're smart, Captain Echols, you
won't spread that belief around,” replied
the spirited girl.

At this juncture, not wishing to eaves-
drop, Sterne moved silently. But he did
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not miss Enna Caulder’s final words, for
which she had suddenly raised her voice:

“We Caulders have no special liking
for Long-Eye Sterne. | hope he leaves
this camp before | lay eyes on him
again.”

The words had been uttered in defense
of her mother, but Sterne had no means
of knowing that.

Perhaps Sterne would not have acted so
hastily, would have waited until later
darkness and sleep was upon the camp,
but he was mad clear through. Moreover,
Captain Echols was here and Spotted Elk
was a prisoner in the officer's wagon.

TERNE made sure there was but
S one soldier on guard at the Echols
wagon. The wagoneers had assembled
about a low, smoky fire in the middle of
the camp.

Sterne’s approach to the single sentry
was noiseless. A mountain cat could not
have stalked its prey more effectively.
When he was but a few feet away, Sterne
launched himself from his toes.

The scout’s long fingers gripped and
closed. He throttled the soldier enough
to prevent a cry. He put him to sleep with
a punch under one ear that dropped the
sentry cold.

Slicing the rawhide thongs off Spotted
Elk, Sterne cautioned quiet, He spoke in
Comanche to the humiliated brave:

"It is not good that my brother’s heart
should beat with hate,” said Sterne. “Our
blood has become as one. By that I'm
askin’ only what will spare the innocent
and give back to your people the homes
and lands they have lost.”

The proud young son of Tawawa
flexed his bronzed arms before uttering
considered speech.

“Even for the brother of my blood |
cannot sway my father. If Long-Eye
heeds wisdom, he will journey from this
place at once. I cannot be sure Tawawa
has not already moved to strike.”

Sterne had been in the wagon but some
three minutes. He knew there was need
for haste. He realized he would be regard-
ed as a renegade white man now. If he
failed, that was the way the record of the
future would always be written.
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The mountain man"$ iron-hard arm
reached out, embraced Spotted Elk—
and they rolled from the saddles.

“1 must have speech with Tawawa, to-
night,” said Sterne. "We wiH go to-
gether.”

“My father sent the truce,” replied
Spotted Elk. "The army men of crooked
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tongues wrapped the white cloth around
a knife that never was. That is beyond
Tawawa to endure—"

Sterne was aware this could go on and
on. His time was running out, and his
hope of appeasing Chief Tawawa was
thin.

Excited voices shouted from the lower
side of the wagon camp. Sterne reached
the opening in the wagon canvas. Sol-
diers and wagoneers were running.

Sterne dropped all the dignity with
which his words had been clothed.

“Somethin’ busted loose, Spotted EIK,
an’ we've gotta make an escape before
Captain Echols gits back here."

They were as silent as shadows leav-
ing the wagon. Sterne made for his horse
and another pony he had saddled. He
heard Eric Robb jabbering and saw a

group of soldiers milling around like
spooked cattle.
“The murderin’, woman-stealin' hel-

lions !” shrilled Eric Robb. “They've took-
en Enna Caulder, the red devils! They
busted Cap'n Echols’ head, an’ took the
scalp of the sentry!”

Here it was in all its gory reality. All
that he had hoped to stave off with words
of wisdom had broken loose. The news
that Enna Caulder had been seized by
the redskin riders fired Sterne’s blood to
madness.

He gripped Spotted Elk by the arm
fiercely. For the moment all his normal-
ly cool judgment was lost in &whirlwind
of emotion.

“We're no longer blood brothers,” he
gritted through set teeth. “Tawawa takes
a hostage for his son. Our trails divide,
Spotted Elk. Go!"

Out of his head for the time, Sterne
was starting toward the group of sol-
diers coming up from the creek. Then
he heard a voice that partly refuted Eric
Robb’s words.

Captain Echols was alive, conscious,
and shouting furiously:

“Sound the assembly! Saddle and look
to your arms! The red devils seized Enna
Caulder! They killed and scalped one of
our men! We'll attack in force! I'll
show them what white men are like!”
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OLDIERS were dashing for their
horses. Old Eric Robb voiced a star-
tling truth:

“That's jest fine, Cap'n Echols! Jest
fine! But what in Sam Hill yuh aimin’ to
attack in force? There ain't so much as
one redskin showed or let out a whoop!
If they was meanin’ to git to the wagons,
ding dang it, they'd have been amongst
us whilst yuh was lallygaggin’ in the cot-
tonwoods with Enna Caulder!”

“He's dangnation kerrect!” spat out
another wagoneer. “Did yuh see how
many of them Injuns busted onto yuh?
Mebbe so if you'd been smart you'd have
hearkened to Long-Eye Sterne an’ not
spilt yore spleen over the son of a Co-
manche chief!”

Sterne held up then, because Spotted
Elk had caught his arm.

“My brother loses the spirit of truth
and wisdom because he thinks only of
the white squaw,” said Spotted Elk.

“He forgets this is not the way of Ta-
wawa. My father has many braves when
the time comes for him to strike. Tawawa
is old and wise, his years are too many
for foolish haste that could bring only
death to his oldest son. Consider it, my
brother.”

Sterne was all at once returned to his
eold judgment. Spotted Elk was as right
as rain. Tawawa could not be the fool to
send out a small scouting band to mur-
der and carry away a single white
woman.

But there was the possibility though
that some of his younger and more reck-
less young men might have conducted
such a raid. . ..

"Find Long-Eye Sterne! Every man
stand by!” Echols was shouting.

Sterne knew then what”“was coming.
Captain Echols had reached his wagon.
He had found the unconscious sentry and
the absence of his prisoner.

“When you find Long-Eye Sterne,
shoot to kill!” Echols was in a fuming
rage, greater because chere was already
muttering among the wagoneers. “He’s
freed the sneakin’ redskin spy!”

Ma Caulder’s angry voice rang out:

“You lily-livered shavetail! If you had
a lick of sense you'd keep your mind off
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women! You brought this onto us, and
my only gal is gonel I'm Bayin’ if you
find Long-Eye Sterne, he’d best be put
in command! There’'s not one corn-swig-
gin’ soldier amongst you could trail a
bull ox through a wheat stand!”

The decision was not now for Sterne
to make. It had been laid out for him.

“We ride, Spotted EIlk,” he cautioned.

“1 have been Tawawa’'s friend. But if
any harm has come onto Enna Caulder,
more than blood of brothers will flow
this night in the council.”

Sterne was trying to still the pounding
pulse that hammered home a possible
dismaying truth. It was that Durango
and his ruthless band had seized Enna
Caulder.

CHAPTER 1 V
The Hardest Choice

ME soldiers were mounting. Under

Captain Echols’ confusing orders
some were fanning out around the wagon
camp. The slow curtain of the San Pab-
los darkness was being drawn.

Long-Eye Sterne and Spotted EIk
guided their mounts to the twisting
channel of the creek where green growth
and bank mud muffled the footfalls of
the horses. They could hear the search-
ing soldiers shouting to each other,
which was contrary to all sense when op-
posed to skulking Comanches who had
undoubtedly drawn a wide ring about the
wagons.

“We’'ll go to the ledge ei Tawawa,"
said Sterne. "Spotted Elk will forgive the
words of a crazy tongue which denied he
was the brother of Long-Eye T"

“When ears are filled with shouting
and alarm they cannot hear other speech,
my brother,” said Spotted Elk gravely,
and Sterne’s angered outburst was as If
it had never been.

Soldiers splashed into the creak hear
them. The shadow of their mounted fig-
ures were seen. Oaths and the cracking
of rifles came together, lead whistling
through the willows along the creek.
Sterne’s horse was gouged and stung by
a bullet, but Sterne pulled the horse
down.
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Spotted Elk was unarmed. Sterne re-
frained from seizing the buffalo gun in
his saddle boot. Nor did he touch his
belted revolver.

“They've spotted us an’ they’ll run us
right into Tawaw*s camp,” stated Sterne.
“We'll hafta lay a false sign an’ double
back.”

Spotted Elk grunted suddenly, reeled
in the saddle but made no greater outcry.
Sterne was over beside him. The Indian’s
shoulder was blood-bathed from a deep
wound.

"My father’s lodge tops the blue clay
bluff north of the creek pass,” said
Spotted Elk. "If | fail, you will go there,
Long-Eye.”

The soldiers were pounding closer.
Others were joining the first to start
shooting. The air became filled with a
vicious buzzing.

"We will go together,” announced
Sterne, “Set yourself, an’ fall off with me.
Our bosses will go on. The soldiers will
pursue our bosses.”

They whipped around a bend in the
ereek. Sterne had his buffalo gun gripped
in one hand. His other iron-hard arm
reached out, embraced Spotted Elk—and
they rolled from the saddles.

Sterne took most of the impact, with
the Indian's weight upon him as they
fell. He pulled the young Comanche into
the deep creek weeds.

Cursing, shooting soldiers rode past,
the flying hoofs of their horses splatter-
ing mud and water into Sterne’s face,
they were so dose. The pursuit swept on.

Spotted Elk had staunched the blood
of his wound.

"There is a gullied thicket of thorns
along the ridge that makes a trail to the
bluff of blue clay,” advised Spotted EIk.
“My brother will take that way. | will
rest here.”

Sterne would have none of that. He
feared that soon the soldiers might over-
take the riderless horses. They would
return to comb the hillside. He compelled
the Indian to make his way with him, al-
though it slowed the progress up the
ridge.

"The fools," said Sterne. “Durango is
mfy bidin’ his time. The seizing of thfe
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girl an’ the quick retreat was aimed at
drawin' Echols’ men out of the wagon
camp. That wily outlaw would reckon
on the wagoneers joinin’ the soldiers.
Durango’s small band then could strike
with hope of there being nobody but
women an’ children to defend the camp.”

POTTED ELK was embittered, but

he was of a breed of Comanche
about whom the younger post officers
knew nothing.

“My brother must leave me. Only his
wisdom could counsel the white men
against such a surprise.”

Sterne realized that was now impos-
sible. His own possibly mistaken action,
his reluctance to take over an authority
he could have had with the public hu-
miliation of another man, had put him in
a position where he could not now take
sudden command.

They had reached the gully of the thorn
thicket. For this moment they were safe
from the soldiers. Reasoning out the pos-
sibility of being able to convince Cap-
tain Echols or the wagoneers of the true
situation, Sterne figured that too much
would be counted against him.

Even to split the camp between army
men and settlers would make them easier
prey for Durango. Another thought in-
fluenced his decision. The life of Enna
Caulder was also in the. balance.

A Kkilling devil like Durango would keep
the girl alive, use her as a visible host-
age to compel a surrender or perhaps a
tricky truce that could put lead to a
massacre.

“We'll go on,” announced Sterne. “Du-
rango’s raid was on account of an oppor-
tunity. He might hold off until he could
talk some of Tawawa’'s hot-headed young
men into helpin’ him.”

Sterne’s reasoning was good. It was
quickly proved out. The gully of the thorn
thicket ascended toward the top of the
long bluff where Tawawa’s lodge had
been placed.

Sterne saw the first flicker of the burn-
ing fire through the dense growth. It
was steady as a cooking fire or as— ?

13m veteran scout tried to drive out
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the thought of that other fire. But it
persisted to direct quicker action.

“Remain here,” he said to Spotted EIk.
“I'll make a foray ahead an’ see what
this may be.”

The Indian appeared weakened and
slumped to the ground.

Sterne wormed his way through the
thorns, keeping well up on a side of the
deep gully. The blaze was steady, grew
brighter. He eased the buffalo gun for-
ward, looked to its priming.

Here was the place to seek for higher
vantage. The builders of the fire might
be some of Tawawa’'s advanced guard. Or
it might be the little band headed by Du-
rango.

Sterne had climbed almost to the rim of
the gully. Guttural murmuring came
from the vicinity of the fire-lit space
still hidden by the interlacing thorn
bushes upon which berries of the season
hung thick and ripe.

In another half minute Sterne would
have emerged to a clear view of the ap-
parent camp. Then he heard the cracking
of bushes below him in the bottom of the
gully, fifty yards or more down.

TERNE started dropping back sound-
lessly, swearing silently over this
unforeseen movement. Perhaps Durango
had camped here and now was descending
for an attack upon the sparsely guarded
wagon train.

There were quick, angry words in Co-
manche. There was an abrupt clash of
weapons, wood and steel striking togeth-
er. One lone cry, never to be mistaken for
other than the Comanche death call,
smote upon Sterne's ears and seemed to
smother his heart.

After that came more crackling of
the dried bushes below. Indians who had
descended the gully were rushing back
toward the fire they had just left.

Sterne reached the place of the encoun-
ter. Alert for any lingering Killer, he
groped about until he came upon that
which he sought but feared to find. His
hand passed over the still features, lin-
gered upon the high, always proud fore-
head of the dead Comanche as if by his
very will he might bring back Me.
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It could not be so! But the beaver knife
slicking into the bared breast of Spotted
Elk proved that it was.

The son of old Tawawt had died with
the blade of a Durango Killer in his heart.
But it was a white man’s weapon.

Long-Eye Sterne’s head was bowed
briefly. The need for swift action was de-
manding, but in that moment there was
greater necessity for straight thinking.

Spotted Elk had been slain by his own

*7 have brought Spotted Elk home to
the lodge of his father,” Sterne said.

21



22

outlaw people, but his long, black hair
was still bound intact. And the body had
been left as it had fallen.

The wily Durango could have but one
purpose. He had wanted a sure argument
to draw old Tawawa and his thousand
warriors into widespread war upon the
whites. Here he had it.

By leaving Spotted Elk thus, with his
whole scalp, Durango could represent to
Tawawa that his son had been brutally
murdered by the white men of the camp
to which he had gone with a truce.

Probably the knife had been taken
from a murdered trapper.

Long-Eye Sterne stood for half a min-
ute with his coonskin cap held in his
hands. He lifted his eyes and his whis-
pered words were a brief prayer to the
Great Spirit of the Comanches.

TERNE realized that already a mes-
S senger might have been dispatched
by Durango. It would convey to the chief
the false tale of how Durango had found
the body of the chief’'s son with a white
man'’s knife In the heart,

Sterne cached his heavy buffalo gun. A
minute later he was climbing out of the
guily. The weight of Spotted Elk upon
his shoulder could not compare with the
heaviness pressing upon hi's heart.

He followed the gully rim, planning
to circle the fire of Durango cautiously.
But the blaze appeared to leap out at
him from a cleared space and Sterne
placed the body upon the ground to make
a brief reconnaissance.

The scene in the bowl of the clearing
below leaped out at Sterne with devastat-
ing detail. The fire was under a cooking
pot. But the blaze reflected upon the fig-
ure bound rigidly to the bole of a small
alder.

“Enna?” grated Sterne, and within
himself he knew then that he ha?l been a
fool for not returning to the Missouri
two years before.

He had believed that his pride had
been great enough to put the girl out of
his heart, knowing that as a rough moun-
tain man he had been despised by old
Jonathan Caulder. her father. That had
made him consider that he was the grand-
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son of a Comanche grandmother, and
caused him to believe Enna Caulder would
afterward hate him if she learned the
truth.

But seeing her there, her head droop-
ing forward with a flowing veil of fair
hair about her bared white shoulders,
Sterne knew a madness such as had
never before come to him. His impulse
was to draw his Colt and rush blindly to
an attack.

He had to put that away. The tall,
hawk-nosed Durango, outlaw killer, was
even then inflicting his presence upon
the bound girl. He was uttering words in
Comanche, which Sterne could be thank-
ful the girl would not understand.

Sterne counted seven Indians around
the fire. In one of their forays they had
chanced upon firewater. The jug was
being passed around. But the Indians
were armed with muskets and lances, and
by the wiliness of their leader they were
kept on the alert.

TERNE realized he stood little chance
S of freeing the girl. He might ac-
count for three or four Indians, but the
odds were too great. Even if he could
succeed in cutting the rawhide strips
that held Enna, it was more than likely
she would be struck down in the fight that
must follow.

Durango was boasting!

“When the braves of Tawawa have
joined Durango in avenging the murder
of his son, all those with the wagons will
die. Then the pretty white one will
hearken to Durango. Only by the white
one’s spoken word may her own people be
spared. Already two of my fleetest mes-
sengers bear the word to Chief Tawawa.
Durango has so spoken.”

Sterne clenched his fists a3 Enna lift-
ed her head, staring at the redskin out-
law. He was sure the tortured girl could
not understand the language, but the
sense of Durango’s speech had been of a
tone and gesture to make her know the
truth.

The girl cried out, her words coming
clearly.

“You're a big fool, a chieked-hearted
polecat! No matter what happens to*me,



TEN BAD LITTLE INDIANS

you'll never escape the one whose eyes
see farther and whose guns shoot
straighter than those of any other liv-
ing man—"

All of Sterne’s will was required to
restrain him then as Durango spat vi-
ciously and slapped his hand across the
girl’'s unprotected mouth. Durango had
never been closer to death as Sterne
aimed his Colt, sure that he could not
miss.

There came between Sterne and the
figure of the bound girl the vision of
other women, of children playing about
the wagons, of more than a hundred
souls whose continued existence depend-
ed upon his choice of this moment.

His heart seemed to stop as Sterne
turned, slipped back to the body of
Spotted Elk, and lifted the corpse to his
shoulder. He must reach Tawawa before
the slow decision of the Comanche coun-
cil would seal the fate of the wagon train
and all the soldiers who were guarding it
under a hotheaded, unwise commander,

CHAPTER V
Long-Eye Speaks

ONG-EYE STERNE might have out-

distanced the Comanche messengers
of Durango, he might have won the race
against the drunken killers, who had been
sent with word of Spotted Elk's murder
—but he chose to carry with him the body
of the chief's son. Sterne was conscious
of the one invincible advantage he held.
He was trusted by the Comanches. He
had bedded with them, shared their mea-
ger meals of buffalo jerkin and wild
maize. He was three-quarters white but
his tongue had never twisted,

Here in the San Pablos, under the
shadow of the towering Grenadier Peaks,
was the ancestral lodge of old Tawawa.
Deer were no longer plentiful in these
bleak and rugged mountains. Guns of the
white man had sent them into the far
fastnesses.

Long-Eye Sterne thought deeply of the
turn of mind that had rejected what the
Comanches had regarded as false prom-
ises of the "Great White Father.-” Chief

Tawawa had turned from the better liv-
ing in the watered reservation of the
valley to go back to the wild ways of his
ancestors.

A sheet of lightning revealed the long
lodge of cured deerskin in which, even
now, the last council of old Tawawa was
being held. With the burden of Spotted
Elk over his shoulder, Sterne caught the
moving shadow of the pantherfike Indian
figure he knew to be one of the Durango
messengers. A slap of rain crossed his
face like the tears of the mountains weep-
ing for the dead Spotted EIk.

Sterne halted. One messenger from
Durango was standing outside the lodge.
Through the slitted opening, Sterne saw
the seated warriors of Tawawa. Before
them stood the figure of the other Du-
rango messenger. Sterne’s keen ears
picked out his lying words:

"Your son, Chief Tawawa, was killed
by the white men in the blue clothes. We
found him with a white man’'s bayonet
thrust through his heart.”

Sterne could see into the smoking light
of the torches, the wrinkled face of the
old chief. Tawawa was seated cross-
legged, in the circle of older men, while
all about the lodge two hundred or more
younger warriors daubed with the clay of
battle, were already writhing in a dance
that meant death.

In response to the word of his son’s
murder, the old chief spoke no word, but
he raised his hand commanding the quiet-
ing of the beginning war dance. Long-
Eye Sterne acted with the swiftness that
had made him famous as a mountain man.
He placed the body of Spotted Elk upon
the ground. With a quick, stalking strike
of a cougar he came upon the other Du-
rango messenger. He had him locked in
his arms, bent the back of his head and
cracked his spine before the Comanche
knew what had struek him.

Three minutes later the messenger
from Durango inside the lodge was still
reciting his crooked words, the younger
warriors were getting the feel of their
weapons, and old Tawawa'’s wrinkled face
had assumed a grim mask of vengeance.

Sterne stepped through the door of the

(Continued on page 70)



HOIHEAD

HE slender stranger, shoulders

I hunched in his ragged jumper,

stood warming himself in the
Jingiebob Saloon when the door opened,
admitting Deputy Sheriff Blackie Mitoga
and a blast of frigid air. Stomping back
to the stove, the hawk-nosed, surly law-
man stared at the smaller man and
scowled. Matching both the scowl and the
stare, the stranger showed neither fear
nor respect, but his greenish eyes flashed
his sudden, instinctive dislike for the big
deputy.

Nettled, Mitoga growled, “Scrub, who-
inell are you?”

“Lon Solo,” the stranger snapped, then
pressed one palm over his chest as a
spasm of coughing shock him.

“An’ what,” Mitoga demanded,
yuh doii.” in Cenlerfire?”

“Tinbadge, I'm mindin’ my own bus’-
ness an’' your town law ag’'in packin’ a
gun,” Solo wearily replied. “Outside of

are

Knocked flat, gasping for breath,
Solo rolled over on one knee, the
six-shooter in his hand hammering.

that, I'm huntin’ a job. So go suck an aig
an’ let me alone, will you?”

“1 oughta slap some of the sass outta
yuh,” Mitoga snarled. “You tail outta
Centerfire pronto, or | will. There ain't

no jobs here’bouts for grubline strays
wearin’ yuhr kinda brand.”

“Blackie’s sort of wrong, Lon Solo."
Grinning, a tall young cowman turned
from the bar and stepped over to the
stove. “Me, I'm Buck Belton, Solo. | own
a spread south of town, and | need a
man."

“Dammit, Belton,” Mitoga squawked,
“ain’'t it bad enough for yuh to rile yuhr
neighbors, messin’ up the range with
prickly wire? Do yuh gotta spur me by
hirin' this stray because | told him to

hit the trail? Lookit him. He never got
that color skin or that cough of his out-
side of a prison cell.”

“1f you'd use your eyes more an’ your
big mouth less,” Solo sniffed, “you’d know
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By JAMES A. LAWSON

This salty stranger named Solo rode right into
a skunky rangeland murder setup, with himself

branded killer—but there

were

mysterious

things in his past and his character siding him

how to read brands right before you
started cullin’ the human herd.”

"l ain’'t spurring you, Blackie,” Belton
drawled. "Unless it rowels you that I'm
offering Solo a job.”

WEARING, Mitoga strode away.
When he was out of earshot, Lon
Solo said, “l wouldn't refuse your offer
in front of him, Belton. But if you're
hirin’ me because you can see I'm busted,
or if it'll cause trouble between you an’
the law, the deal don’t hold*”
“Oh, you'll earn your pay. And don't
let Blackie fret you. He ain't as big
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across the britches yet as he hopes to
someday be.”

Motioning Solo to the bar, Belton
ordered drinks, and when they were
clowned, announced, “You've got to have
some,dads that'll keep out the cold. I'll
buy them and hold it out of your pay.”

Solo eyed Belton narrowly. “What kind
of a job you got?” he suspiciously de-
manded, “That lawman mentioned barb-
wire. You got a fence war on your hands?
If you have, just deal me out right now!”

“The wire mentioned,” Belton ex-
plained, “is a shipment that come for me
today. We'll haul it out with us this
evening. There's no fight, Solo, so you
don’t have any call to get spooked away.”

“l1 may be a trifle shy, but | ain’t
spooky,” Solo said. “You see, I've had
my paws burnt some, an’ when a man
who don’t know anything about me offers
to trust me for chestnuts, | look for the
fire.”

“1 didn't mean | took you to be the
spooky kind.” Belton grinned. “So let's
forget it and go get those henskins.”

Leaving the Jinglebob, Belton led the
way along Centerfire's cold-encased main
street to Luce’s Mercantile. Inside, Solo
was doubled over with a fit of coughing,
then straightened and stood blinking at
the girl who came walking up. Smallish
as Solo was, this brown-haired, hazel-
eyed, trim little person made him feel
large in comparison.’

“Miss Nola Norris,” Belton said,
“this’'s Lon Solo, my new rider. Solo ain’t
used to the way cold weather comes on
so sudden in these parts, and got caught
without proper clothes for it.”

“1 got caught without 'em because I
got caught stone broke,” Solo stated,
grinning mirthlessly.

Laughing as she led the way to tables
piled with clothing, Nola Norris said, “I
admire your frankness, Lon Solo, and I
have an idea we're going to be friends.”

“Yeah, 1 hope so,” Solo warily replied,
and busied himself hunting for his size
in a stack of shirts.

Turning to Buck Belton, Nola told him,
“Dad was in town this morning. When he
saw that /our wire had arrived, he began
ranting, and our deputy sheriff picked
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that time to jingle in and ask me to go
to the dance with him Saturday. Disliking
Blackie as he does, and being mad, any-
how,” Nola chuckled, “Dad really went
to town. He warned Blackie that he'd dew-
lap him if he didn't stay away from me.”

While Nola and Belton talked, Solo
selected clothes and went into the store-
room to put them on. Coming out, wear-
ing new wool pants and shirt and a
blanket-lined coat, he overheard Nola say,
“—1looks so alone and leary of folks. Go
ahead and ask him, Buck.”

“Now that you’'re all dolled up,” Belton
said when Solo came on up, “you’'ve got
some place to go. You see, Alice Carey,
the girl I'm going to marry, works in the
bank. She and Nola've got a little house
together. Saturday, I'm coming in, have
dinner with them and go to the dance.
| thought it'd be nice for you to come
along—and so does Nola.”

Lips twisted wryly, Solo considered a
moment, then said, “1 thank you both, but
I reckon I'd better not. I ain't much
shucks when it comes to dancin’. I'm
sorry, Miss Norris.”

“It's quite all right,” she frostily as-
sured him.

Picking up the remainder of Solo's pur-
chases, he and Belton went down to the
livery barn and wagon yard. While Belton
hooked his team to the wagon already
loaded with the barbed wire, Solo saddled
his pony, led it out of the barn, and tied
it to the endgate, climbed to the seat
beside Belton, and they rolled away.

EY were a mile or so out of town

and darkness had enveloped them
when Belton said, “You ain't lady-shy,
are you, Solo?”

“Nope. Jus': shy of hornin’ in on other
folkses’ bus'ness.”

“1f you thought that accepting Nola’s
invitation was horning in on Blackie, you
were wrong, Solo. Nola just happened to
cotton to you, and she don't give a whoop
in hell about Blackie Mitoga.”

“Mitoga?” Solo blurted. That's Black-
ie’s last name, huh?”

“Yeah.” Solo’s interest made Belton
wonder. “Why?”
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“Oh, just seems like I've heard the
name someplace before.”

"Maybe you did. Blackie had a brother
who, | hear, was killed in a gun-battle in
Arizona not long back. Maybe you heard
of that?”

"No, I never heard of it,” Solo grunted
in a tone of voice that dismissed the
subject.

“Few more miles’'ll see us home,” Bel-
ton then said, apropos of the cold. “I
allow a hot drink and a warm bunk will
go good . .. .”

TEPPING out of his cabin the next
morning, Buck Belton called Solo’'s
attention to the new log house on a tim-
bered knoll near by. "1 built it for Alice,”
he said with justifiable pride. “Couple
weeks more, and we'll be moving into it.”
"I reckon you’'re lucky,” Solo remarked
as they went on to the stable and started
harnessing the team.

"You bet,” Belton agreed. “Three years
ago, | made a little money in a cow deal
in Montana and was hunting myself a
place. | rode by here and stopped over-
night. Man and his wife who owned it
wanted to sell, and | bought it right out
from under Sam Argyle’s nose. Argyle’s
the banker my girl, Alice, works for.
Guess | gave poor Argyle Adouble thump-
ing. He wanted this spread, and he had
his eye on Alice. Then | popped up and
took both away from him.”

When the team was hooked to the
wagon and Belton had saddled his horse,
Solo climbed up and took the reins and
followed Belton across the range toward
a file of fence posts that began at a deep
wash and dwindled toward a line of dis-
tant hills. Now, they came upon hunches
of Belton’s blooded, Circle Arrow white-
faces, and p few head of scrawny mixed
breed cattle wearing the TN brand of
Tom Norris, Nola's dad. These, Belton
drove onto the range beyond his fence-
line, while Solo unloaded fencing tools
and a spool of barbed wire near the an-
chor post at the edge of the wash.

Belton meant to string the first strand
of wire plumb across, so they wouldn't
have to keep driving TN dogies back
while they ran the rest of the wire. As
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they went to work, BeKon griped, "If
Tom Norris had cleaned up and soy his
run-down, mixed stuff and gone into
whitefaces when | did, we wouldn’t be
doing this. Way it is, Tom's gotten in
debt to Argyle, at the bank, but with
Nola working in town and helping him,
he could've swung it. But Tom's a stub-
born old goat, and wouldn’'t hear to it.
So | got to run this damn’ fence, which
same he threatens to cut, because it'll
keep his cattle from drifting to the shel-
ter of the hills when heavy storms set in.”

“So there won’t be no line trouble, eh?”
Solo grunted.

"Not any.” Belton shook his head.
“Tom just talks big. He'll finally see
things my way, Pd bet. But meantime,
I've got to keep his scrub stock from
mixing with my blooded cattle.”

On Saturday then, they finished string-
ing the first strand, and came back in
before noon. When they'd eaten, Belton
got out his town clothes and started get-
ting pretty to go to town. He'd just fin-
ished shaving when a rider hailed the
cabin and then came on in.

"Howdy, sheriff,” Belton greeted him.
“Lon Solo, this’'s the sheriff, Lew Jaeger.

. Kind of cold to be riding for fun,
ain’'t it, sheriff?”

Sheriff Jaeger, a stolid, grizzled man,
shrugged and said, “Ain’t ridin’ for fun.
Going to investigate a cuttin’ scrape in
that sheep settlement over the hills, an'
dropped by to see this Solo gent that
Blackie Mitoga’'s sored up about. Blackie
says he's an ex-convict, an’ that he acted
on the peck. Claims that when he told
Solo to ride on, you hired him just to
be aggrafrettin', Buck.”

"You and me are good friends, Lew,
and | wouldn’t bring you in any trouble,”
Belton grunted, “Blackie’s sore because
Solo stood up to him after Blackie'd
wagged his big jaw too much, as usual.”

“Your word satisfies me, Buck.” Jaeger
moved toward the door.

"An’ I'll add to it that I ain't an ex-
convict,” Solo said. “I never come by my
bleached-out hide an’ cough in a prison
cell.”

Belton nodded. While Solo was taking
a sponge bath, Belton had seen the puck-
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ered scars where a bullet had gone in
near his right breast and out the bade.
A long stay in bed and a slug-nipped lung
would account for Solo's paleness and his
cough.

'TIEN the sheriff had gone on his

way, Solo growled, “Is he scared
3omebody’ll rile his precious deputy, or
run him off?”

“Lew Jaeger’s just cautious,” Belton
said pulling his gloves on. “You see, Sam
Argyle, the banker, is kind of pov/erful,
and he sort of forced Lew to appoint
Blackie Mitoga as deputy. Before that,
Mitoga was running a spread Argyle
owns, north of Norris's TN. Last elec-
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tion, Blackie ran against Lew Jaeger, but
lost out. Lew don’'t want to miss any
bets that'd cost him votes and win same
for Blackie, come election time again.”
“Argyle wants to own the sheriff as

well as the range, eh?”
“Oh, Argyle’s just ambitious,"” Belton
‘Well, take it easy while

I'm gone. I'll be back in the morning.”
That night, a light, dry snow whipped
by a hard north wind, swept the range,
but it had stopped by the time Solo fin-
ished his breakfast the next morning.
Riding out, then, Solo returned later to
find a livery rig in the lee of the stable
and Nola Norris, Buck Belton, and Alice
Carey drinking coffee in the cabin.
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"Alice and Nola drove out to hang
some curtains in the new house,” Belton
explained when he'd introduced Solo to
his fiancee.

"And | wanted to say I'm sorry for
getting mad because you refused to come
to the dance.” Nola smiled. “Buck said
you feared it might cause trouble. Now

that you know better, will you sit here
beside me and have a cup of coffee 7"
“1'd not swear you couldn’'t cause a
man trouble,” Solo said, finding it pleas-
ant to be sitting close to her.
Looking across the table at Belton,
then, he told him, “I rode the fence, A
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few TN dogies had drifted ag’in it, but
the one strand was holdin' in all but
one place, Down where the fence runs
across that coulee, the TN stuff had been
choused away. All but one proddy brindle
steer that was on the Circle Arrow side
just beyond the point where the wire had
been cut.”

“That stubborn old man of yours,
Nola!” Belton laughed, “He got his stuff
back from my fence, cut the wire, and
run one steer onto my side just to show
me he'd keep his word. Now he’'ll tell
it big all around how he defied me, and
be satisfied, I'd bet.”

Nodding, Nola glanced anxiously at
Solo and said, “l hope you didn't ride
over after dad, or make any trouble?”

“Me?” Solo's mouth slanted crookedly.
“Not none. | wouldn't move a hand to
mix in any kind of trouble for somebody
else.”

“You certainly lean over backward to
stay out of even the shadow of trouble,
don’t you?” Nola eyed Solo narrowly.

“Y'darn right.” Nodding, he stared
straight back at her. “An’ since you've
mentioned it, I'll tell you why. | was a
hucrfano, an orphan range stray. | grew
up doin’ my own fightin’ an’ providin’,
an’ was ridin’ for a two-bit spread down
ir, Arizona when a big cow _syndicate de-
cided to crowd in. SAWMIN what was
cornin’, 1 got the li'l ranches to pool up,
an’ | stuck with 'em. The syndicate sent
in paid Killers, an’ | killed 'em. When the
pool saw | stood between 'em an’ the gun-
nies, they bragged me up big, but I no-
ticed they got to ksepin’ their women-
folks away from me.”

Solo paused, his expression wintery.
Then, bitter-voiced, he went on: “The
syndicate finally figgered the range wasn’t
worth the cost, an’ pulled in its horns.
Then along come a gunsnake who craved
to cut a notch for me on account of the
rep I'd got. He 'sprised me an’ got me
through the right lung before | downed
him. | spent weeks in bed, an’ all the
money I'd saved to’ard a place of my
own, an’ not a damn’ one of them whose
homes 1'd saved—men or women—so
much as come to see me. | knew then that
I was fine while | was gettin’ a killer rep
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fightinlfor 'em, but they didn't want no
truck with me when | needed help from
them!”

Getting up from the table, Solo but-
toned his coat and stepped to the door
before he wound up—“So | left there,
drifted, finally landed here, broke, an’ still
not very healthy. That's why | duck other
folkses’' fights, even though | person’ly
wouldn’t take back for the devil hisself.
That's why | swore I'd never mess in any
trouble that wasn't strictly my own, an’
it's a vow I'm keepin’!”

“Oh, Lon Solo,” Nola cried, “I'm sor-
ry | said what | did, and | hope you'll
forgive me.”

“1'd forgive you anything,” Solo said
as he left the cabin.

E days following that were cold but
clear, and early in the day before
Belton’s wedding, he and Solo finished
with the fence. As he drove the last
staple, Belton yelled, “Yiiipppeee! That's
all 'til after the hitching and I move my
bride into the new manse. After that,
Solo, we'll start getting out logs from
the hills to build a new barn and corrals.
That is, if you're up to it yet.”

“Easy work, good grub, an’ a warm
bunk done lots for me,” Soto declared.
“1I'm about rid of my cough an my lung’s
quit hurtin’. I've taken on weight an’ I'm
gettin’ roses in my lily-white cheeks.”

“We’'ll get roses out of bottles, heap
grub, and a big blowout after the wed-
ding tomorrow,” Belton whooped.

Back a the cabin, Belton got out his
town duds. “I'm going in today to help
Alice and Nola with some final wedding
fixings,” he explained. “On the way, I'm
going to ride around by Tom Norris’s and
invite him to oe on hand. Now that he's
cut my fence and showed me he ain't
afraid, maybe he'll be over his mad
enough so he'll join the festivities. And
you be sure you're there on time tomor-
row.”

“I'll be along in time for the execu-
tion,” Solo promised.

It was, however, past time for the wed-
ding to start when Solo reached Center-
fire the next day. Leading his pony, which
had lamed itself stepping into a frozen
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rut several miles from town, he walked
past the church to the livery barn on the
other side of the street.

Stabling his mount, Solo straightened
his clothing, brushed his hat on his sleeve,
and started out of the barn. Opening the
door, he stepped back when he saw
Blackie Mitoga jogging into town from
the direction in which Solo had come.
Dismounting ir front of the church, the
deputy stepped into the vestibule and
pressed one ear against the door. Looking
up and down the empty street, then, he
walked back out and stood waiting beside
his horse.

Frowning, Solo remained where he was,
watching Mitoga. To him, it looked like
the lawman wanted to see somebody who
was in the church, had heard the cere-
mony going on and was waiting until it
was over. But, Solo wondered, in that
ease why all the stealth?

Grasping his saddlehorn, Mitoga acted
like he'd just ridden up and was dis-
mounting when the church door opened
and a group of people started out. Brush-
ing past them, the deputy went inside and

Solo, suddenly apprehensive, hurried
over after him.
Mitoga, Sheriff Jaeger, Belton and

Alice, Nola and a plushy, flat-faced man
were grouped away from other curious
wedding guests when Solo entered the
church. Stopping beside Nola, Solo heard
Mitoga mutter, "I sure hate to do this
now.”

"Do what, Blackie?" the plushy gent,
Sam Argyle, demanded, and Solo won-
dered If he just imagined that the banker
and Mitoga swapped glances at triumph.
"Yon hate to do what? What's wrong?”

"Well, Argyle,” Mitoga answered, "I
rode out to your ranch this mornin’, to
see about them harses yuh said yuh fig-
gered one of yuhr riders had stole an’
hid out. | got no sign of them, so | rode
over to see if Tom Norris maybe'd seen
somethin’. I—1 found Tom layin’ in his
kitchen, a butcher knife stuck in his
heart! An’ outside, like the killer'd lost
ft as he run away, | found this-here
Mowed up against a bush.”

With one hand, Blackie Mitoga pro-
duced a blood-stained handkerchief with
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a Circle Arrow embroidered in one cor-
ner, With the other hand, Mitoga whipped
his six-gun from the holster, and threw
down on Buck Belton, the owner of that
brand!

“Buck,” Belton's bride of a few min-
utes moaned. "Oh, no!”

Swaying against Solo, Nola mumbled,
"Dad—Kkilled,” then put her face against
his shoulder and sobbed convulsively.
Putting his arms around her, Solo looked
up, and his eyes frosted as he met Blackie
Mitoga’'s jealous, murderous glare. . . .

O time was lost in bringing Buck
Belton to trial. Within two weeks,
he was on the stand before a jury and
his own testimony was damning him. Ad-
mitting that he'd ridden to the TN on
his way to Centerfire on the eve of his
wedding, Belton didn't deny that Tom
Norris had still been as mad as a tunrble-
bug robbed of its ball. He admitted that
Norris had enssed him off the place, but
swore that he'd left the old rancher very
much alive. The bloodstained handker-
chief, Belton identified as one that Alice
had made for him. He claimed he'd lost
it, but couldn’t remember when or where.
The State called witnesses who re-
luctantly told how Norris and Belton had
jawed about the whitefaces and the fence,
and who'd heard Norris tell how he'd cut
the wire, Belton had testified that he'd
laughed about it, and Solo took the stand
and substantiated that. Making an ob-
jected-to remark about a saddle tramp’s
testimony, the prosecution rested its case.
In his summary to the jury, then, the
prosecutor claimed that Buck Belton had
gone to TN to jump Tom Norris’s hump
about the fence being cut. There, he'd
been cussed out and, in a fit of rage, had
stabbed Norris with his own butcher
knife. Fleeing the scene of his crime,
Belton had, according to the prosecutor,
dropped the handkerchief.

The jury, composed mostly of sheep-
men and hoeraen from west of Centerfire
—since mos+ other folks around were
good acquaintances or friends of Belton's
—arrived at a verdict on the first bal-
lot. They found Belton guilty of first de-

(Continued on page 80)
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A cow-country newspaperman gets to see and hear a great many
things, including plenty that are distinctly bad for his health
or his chances for reaching a ripe old age. But that ornery high-
wayman and the tough marshal and the Chinese in my town were

certainly mixed up in a
personal fracas of a sort
to top any I'd seen in
years of ink-slingin’. And
what's more, / got tied
into it myself, with skul-
duggery poppin’ around
me like guns!

GOT the paper out at midnight, even
I though that lowdown tramp printer
caught the 10:45 drag through Red
Bank and left me, so to apeak, holding
the sack. Right on the stroke of twelve
| picked up an inky rag and wiped the
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.I:

“The same Brickley,*
she spat at the netv
marshal. “Damn >oil.
Stiff Shirt rjasn’'t car*
ryiag a gun!"

sweat—and the ink—off my forehead and
my hands, and started stacking the
papers. Whatever else they say about
Inky Maddox, I'm a newspaper man, and
every other Friday night, regular as the
drought and high taxes, the Red Bank



By LUKE TERRY

Advertiser is ready, brim jam full of
good breezy news items concerning what
goes on in our parts of this great State,
and usually one or two snappy editorials
that set the local citizens back on their
heels! Yes, sir, regular as drought and
high taxes.

By 12:30 I'd left the three stacks at
the stage office and was headed down
the alley toward the Red Bank Saloon
with my extras under my arm. | mean
my Five-Star Finals, which same | sell
every other Friday night for four bits a
copy. By going through the alley | cut
off maybe a couple hundred yards, and
a couple hundred yards at my age means
a lot.

Greatly—but not too greatly—to my
astonishment | saw the light on in the
Bon Ton Emporium, and being a news-
paperman, | naturally looked through the
back window. And who do | see there,
at 12:30 PX on a Friday night, bn!
Beryl Anderson, wife of Mister Edison
Anderson, our local banker and Shy-
lock.

As everybody knows, the Bon Ton Em-
porium is owned and operated by Max
Morris, one of our foremost citizens, who
has a large, impressive wife and three
hungry children. Mrs. Beryl Anderson,
however, being some thirty years young-
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er than her husband, and being a woman
of great charm and beauty—as well as
spirit and speed—evidently had forgot-
ten not only the wife and children in-
volved, but also her own husband. From
what | could see, a sale of silk stockings
was in question, for Mrs. Anderson, smil-
ing coyly, had a stocking in her hand
and had lifted the skirt she wore above
her knees, and was evidently trying on a
pair.

WILL admit that | was enrapt. Mrs.

Beryl Anderson is quite a woman, and
Max Morris was leaning against a cof-
fee grinder trying to look two ways at
once: toward the street with a prayer
in his heart that no one was looking, and
toward the well-filled silken stocking that
already decorated the leg of the bank-
er's wife! It was easy to see she was
making some portentous comment con-
cerning the silk hose she was about to
purchase.

| never get any breaks. The front door
of the store opened and China Sam
shuffled in. The skirt dropped like a the-
ater curtain in the second act; Mrs.
Anderson smiled at the little Chinese
laundryman; and Max wiped his fore-
head on his black sleeveguard. So | went
on, shaking my head. When Edison An-
derson brought that woman in from
Kansas City, | knew something would
happen sooner or later. By golly she'd
even made eyes at me—old as | am!

Before | opened the backdoor of the
saloon, | heard the hollering and laugh-
ing that meant something was up. | sus-
pected it was Tientsin, and | wasn't sur-
prised. Opening up | heard Sue and Liz
screaming with laughter, and the gurgle
of belly laughs from all the best of the
Friday night drinkers, and sure enough,
the two Forrest boys, Nathan and Bed-
ford, were putting on a show with
Tientsin.

Nathan Forrest had a water glass half
full of whiskey and he was saying, “Sit
up, Fido, sit up and beg! Sit up!”

Tientsin is an Englishman who drift-
ed into Red Bank a couple of years ago.
I reckon he is what they call a remit-
tance man, for once every three months
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he goes into Edison Anderson’s bank and
cashes quite a siaable draft on an English
Bank. Not that he ever said he was an
Englishman. It only due to Anderson that
we ever found it out, and he's got Ander-
son sworn to eternal secrecy concerning
his name and the like. Couple of the
boys asked him where he was from and
when all they could get out of him was
the word Tientsin they didn't know
whether to kiss him or kill him.

Sue, or Suzanne, if you call her what
she likes to be called when she’s got a
couple of drinks in her, having had a bit
more education than most of the ran-
nies in these parts, told somebody that
Tientsin was a town in China, so the
name stuck to the feller.

Tientsin wasn't just a sot and a drunk-
ard. He was the granddaddy of all great
drinkers, he was the essence of all the
sots in the world. Every three months
he got that draft and either Sue or Liz
persuaded him to dress up. He'd appear
in a pair of brand new clean levis and a
pair of cheap boots, a clean white shirt,
and a high crowned straw hat. He'd take
the money that was left—after Liz, or
Sue as the case might be, got theirs—
and give it to Hinky Dink, that owned
the saloon. Then he would start indus-
triously to work to drink his way through
that money. As Tientsin was the best two-
handed drinker | ever saw, he usually
wore his money out in a week or so,
though | remember one chunk lasting
him ten days. Hinky Dink let him sleep
in the saloon in return for cleaning up,
and he managed to cadge a drink here and
a drink there, falling away to a mere
shadow, but somehow managing to live on
until the next draft came through.

He would, | don’t need to tell you, do
anything in the world for a drink when
the drought was on, but he'd been in
Red Bank so long the boys usually left
him alone—just buying him a bottle
every once in a while as a gesture. All
except the Forrest boys. They never got
tired of him, them two.

HE FORREST boys wasn't really
what you'd call bad—they was just
mean. Their old gent, Ha! Forrest, had
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lost the Flying F a few months previ-
ous to this time to Edison Anderson, our
banker, and had promptly gone out into
his tumbledown barn and hanged him-
self with a halter. Nobody cared very
much—not even the boys except from
then on they had to find another place
to bed down. So if Hal Forrest was that
kind of rancher, you can picture the boys,
Nathan and Bedford.

I took in the scene quick, of course.
That Tientsin he could put on a show. He
was down on his hands and knees woof-
ing and barking around, snapping at
Sue and Liz's pretty silk ankles, and pre-
tending every once in a while to catch
somebody’s levi leg and worry it. What
with his face red as a beet and his long
handlebar moustache sticking out five
or six inches on each side of his beak
of a nose, he looked right ridiculous.

Nathan Forrest said, again, “Fido. I'm
a-gonna kick the hell out of you, lessen
you sit up!”

So Tientsin sat up, his paws dangling
loose like, and sort of whined just like
a cur dog. And Nathan gave him the
whiskey. In a way it was sort of a shame
to see the way he trembled and shook as
he drained that glass. Matter of fact,
the laughter sort of died away. | figured
it was time to break it up. so | yelled,
“Wuxtra! Wuxtra! Read all about it!
John Doe, the Masked Bandit, holds up
the Harlandale stage! Wuxtra! Wuxtra!
Local citizens import Bad Bill Brickley
to corral the bad man John Doe! Wux-
tra! Wuxtral”

We just got a little town, and it al-
ways pleases the boys to pretend it's a
big city. Me, too. | sold that armful of
papers in nothing flat at half a buck a
crack. Everybody either bellied the bar
or sat down at a table—except the poker
players, who was already sitting down,
and 1 hoisted a quick one myself, watch-
ing their faces as they read.

Reckon | was the only ranny in the
crowd that saw Tientsin. He was stand-
ing near the front door with his head
hanging and little Wang Toy, China
Sam'’s daughter, was talking to him so
low nobody could hear. Very few people
knew that Tientsin often went to China
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Sam’s to eat, and | reckon I'm not tell-
ing any secrets when | say 1I'd overheard
Sam and Tientsin talking a mile a min-
ute—in Chinese!

Anyway, he went on out with Wang
Toy. | remember looking in the bottom
of my empty glass and thinking | was
getting old, for it seemed only yester-
day that Wang Toy was a little squdgy-
nosed yellow-faced whelp of six or eight
playing in front of her papa’s laundry—
and here she was already a young lady,
nearly growed up. Then Hinky Dink re-
filled my glass and | got absorbed in
my own copy of my own newspaper!

I figured I'd handled the John Doe
story pretty well, even though it had hap-
pened ten days ago, over in Wild Horse
Canyon. This John Doe was our local mys-
tery—a medium-sized gent that rode a
medium-sized horse and never los® a
chance to make a dishonest penny. He'd
robbed everything and everybody in the
county at one time or other, and always
with the same remark: “If anybody asks
what happened to your money, tell 'em
John Doe took it!” And our old fat mar-
shal and the posses he organized never
picked up his track, let alone found the
hairpin himself. Sure, everybody in the
county was a suspect at one time or other,
from Nathan and Bedford Forrest, to
poor Tientsin himself!

Well, sir, what made this issue of the
Advertiser a little better and a little dif-
ferent, was that it had a picture! Right
smack dab in the middle of the page
was a chalk plate engraving of the stage
holdup! And it was good, too, showing
Pop Everts, the driver, sort of choking
on his chew while he tossed down the
strong box, and the masked John Doe
looking mean but negligent but ready on
his dark horse with the three white stock-
ings and white-starred forehead, and that
scared-to-death drummer peeping out the
window!

UE tapped me on the shoulder, near-

ly flooring me with that female per-
fume of hers, and said, “Inky, you never
told me you was an artist! This here is
wonderful stuffl Maybe sometime you'd
draw my picture!”
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Back she stepped, putting a hand on
her hip and sort of rolling her eyes over
her powdered shoulder and—hell, you
know! You know how women like Sue
and Liz are always constructed, and me,
on account of the liquor 1 reckon, | said,
“Sue, some day I'll do you full length in
oil, on a red velvet couch!”

She said, “You old coot! 1 know what
you mean!” And that's what 1 meant,
sure enough!

By that time a crowd had gathered
round congratulating me on that draw-
ing, and 1 just took it all in. Now you
got to know—1 didn't make that draw-
ing! Tientsin, the drunk, the English
blacksheep, had come in a few days pre-
vious and bummed me for a chalk block.
He brought the finished product back in
a couple of days and i paid him two quarts
of Old Granddad, that lasted him until
noon. He said he was willing to make me
a picture every two weeks providing |
didn’'t ever tell who did it—funny guy,
Tientsin—but if anybody had have had
sense enough to look, they’d noticed it
was signed with a couple of little Chi-
nese characters down in the corner!

Suddenly the crowd sort of, gave way
and there was Edison Anderson, our
banker, mad as a wet hen, his Adver-
tiser turned to the editorial page. Inside
me 1 grinned.

He grated, “You old coot,” that being
the second time I'd been called coot in
ten minutes! “Just what do you mean
printing an editorial like this, about me
being under the thumb of my wife?”

Innocent-like, 1 said, “1 don’'t under-
stand you, Mister Anderson. | simply
published the letter you received from
Bad Bill Brickley offering his services
as city marshal and said we all was
against it until your wife said she knew
this here Brickley from Kansas City!”

That's all 1 said, too, but that was
enough! Everybody in town knew how
Beryl Anderson had him wrapped around
her little finger—and everybody in town
also knew how crazy she was about any-
thing that wore levis and forked a
bronc!

Now Sue ana Liz started reading it,
and then, knowing how the old boy
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looked in his red flannels, began laugh-
ing to beat hell, and the Forrest boys,
that hated his guts, took it up, and Edi-
son Anderson, he wadded up his half a
buck copy of the Advertiser and jumped
on it, and turned around and walked
toward the door.

The bat-wings flew open and Max Mor-
ris came busting in, blood pouring from
a cut over his eye. "The marshal, where
is the marshal, the law! I'm ruined,
wiped out, finished! That John Doe, he
busts in and he bats poor China Sam
over the head and he side-swipes pore
Missus Anderson and he makes me open
my box and then he clunks me! The mar-
shal! Where is the law!”

On account of me being a newspaper
man | am the third party to make the
Bon Ton Emporium. 1 grabbed a hand-
ful of copy paper out of my pocket and
a stub of a pencil and began looking wise
like a tree full of owls and writing, “Now
is the time for all good men” and such
like on the paper. A man has to do that
in the newspaper business.

SURE ENOUGH, China Sam was lying
about where'l saw him last, near
the coffee grinder, the blood slowly ooz-
ing from a small cut in the hen-egg-
sized lump just below his cue. The ja-
panned box Max used as a safe was ly-
ing on the counter wide open—and empty,
and Mrs. Beryl Anderson was lying
there on the floor.

That John Doe was a public-spirited
citizen for knocking her out the way he
did! Me and about humpty-nine other
guys gave him a silent vote of thanks. I
haven’'t seen a lace trimming like that
since the year of the big blizzard when
I couldn’'t get out of Omaha for two
weeks.

Edison Anderson, he gave a big
shriek—that being his private property,
and started jerking skirts down in all di-
rections. She blinked her long lashes and
said. “Where am 1? Where—oh, Edison!”
And wrapped her arms around his neck
and began weeping.

That show being over | went across
to where they was pouring liquor down
China Sam’s throat. He sat up, too, and
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Wang Toy took Tientsin's
hand the way she would
have taken a child's, and
led him out of the place.

37

blinked his black eyes and grinned his
blanker grin. He said, “John Dloe, John
Dloe,” over and over and got up and
wobbled out of the store, leaving Max
Morris to tell the story. Wasn't no story,
not from a news angle, in a way. John
Doe walked in with his battered Stetson
pulled down and the black silk handker-
chief up to his eyes as usual, had busted
Sam for being alive and in his immedi-



ate way, brushed off Missus Anderson
when she opened her cupid’s bow mouth
to shatter the ozone with a piercing
scream, made Max open his box, cracked
about John Doe, batted Max for good
measure and took to the darkness and,
no doubt, his trusty steed waiting with-
out.

The same old story. Except for what
Baryl Anderson added. She said he was
a blonde, on account of she could see his
blue eyes, and she put in one of them ex-
temporaneous touches, saying the ranny
stuttered! Not that anybody believed it!

Old Edison Anderson turned and
shook his finger at me like it was all my
fault. He quavered, “Maddox, you old
reprobate, | been trying to hire a real
city marshal like Bad Bill Brickley for
eight months and you been fighting it!
If Brickley was here, his very name
would prevent outrages like this!”

Beryl Anderson chimed in, “I'm so glad
he’'s coming! | just know it'll be the end
of sin and all things bad in our lovely
little village!”

Hell's bells! | said, trying to make it
sound grim, "Quit hollering. He's com-
ing tomorrow as well as 1 can find out!
But I'll stick to my editorial preach-
ments!” That word nearly floored them
all! "I say one bad roan attracts an-
other. Bad men are like gamecocks, they
live for killing. And they can't stand a
worser reputation than their own. A bad-
man hears of a badder man over in the
next state and what happens? He gets
all rotgutted up and pasears over to see
if he's really as bad as folks say, and ten
times out of nine the whole thing ends
up with guns blazing and four or five
innocent bystands wiped out in the brawl.
Innocent bystanders! Look at poor
China Sam!”

I didn’t mention Beryl Anderson on ac-
count of everybody knew she wasn't in-
nocent.

E, |1 got the newshound’s instinct,
M which is the reason 1been success-
fully putting out the Red Bank Adver-
tiser for so many years in spite of them
drunken tramp printers! | drifted back
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to Hinky Dink’s and, as the poker game
had busted up, | bought some lemon soda
for Stiff Shirt Dugan who has dealt
everything from Pitty Pat to Faro from
Nome to Tampico, and | bought a bit of
nourishment for myself and got him into
a lengthy conversation.

| said, “ Stiff Shirt, is it a fact that this
Bad Bill Brickley has Killed twenty-three
men, not counting greasers?”

Stiff Shirt nodded.

“Is he really hell on wheels and can
he shoot from both hips and also from
a spring holster should occasion de-
mand?”

Stiff Shirt nodded.

Liz put in her two cents’ worth. “I
remember in Abilene,” she said thought-
fully, “how he used to come into the Cozy
Corner and not let anybody pay for a
thing, not a thing!”

Sue looked up from adjusting a shiny
garter and added, “And most of the time
he didn't pay for a thing hisseif!”

| nodded, having heard that story be-
fore, and Stiff Shirt Dugan made the
longest speech | have ever heard him
make in twenty-two years. He said,
“Brickley is a louse!”

Up until then his longest and usual
speech was "You lose, pardner.”

OHN DOES are always somebody.
John Does have always got a stomach
to feed and water, and at times they get
a hankering for a roof over their heads
and maybe some food cooked on a stove
instead Of over a smokey mesquite fire.
So, for eight months, I'd sort of been
knocking around over the country look-
ing for a black horse with three white
stockings and a star on his forehead. And
I will admit that most of the time | ended
up in a little cottonwood valley where a
scuatter named Dale once made a mis-
take. They buried him there. | ended up
there because the two Forrest boys, Na-
than and Bedford, tossed their bedrolls
inside that cabin after Edison Anderson
ran them off their daddy’'s Flying F.
What did | see but two horses, each
rein-hitched, cropping away at the lush
grass. | will not lie, I will not say I yelled
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or hollered, and | will not say | did not
recognize one of the horses. It was the
roan gelding that Beryl Anderson always
rode! And strictly from a news angle |
felt 1 owed it to my readers to tiptoe
down close to that shack and listen to
what | could hear and see what | could
see.

Just as | had suspectea, the Forrest
boys were not there. But Beryl was there!
She was wearing a short black riding
skirt, that showed some of them familiar
silk stockings above her short boots and
a silk shirt, all open and hanging in
the front. She was slapping a riding crop
—one of them English bats, they call
them!—against her left leg and she was
saying, “. . . there’s two of them, and so
help me if | ever hear of you as much as
looking at either of them, let alone . . .”

He laughed. This hairpin looked like
a cheap imitation of Wild Bill Hickok
to me! He had long, yellow hair, that fell
clear to his shoulders. His pants fit him
too tight, and they were sort of grey
and black striped, and his coat was long
and black. Lying on the ramshackle,
rickety table was a gunbelt and two pearl-
handled six guns and a white Stetson,
and after laughing he took a long black
stogie out of his mouth in such a way
that the diamond on his little finger
pretty near blinded me.

He said, “Aw, honey, don’'t be ridicu-
lous! Me, messing around with babes like
that when you're in town?” He flipped
the stogie away and held out his arms. |
mean Beryl Anderson got off that table
in a hurry, and next thing you know he
was kissing hell out of her and she was
helping him. H'is hands was white and his
fingers long; reminded me somehow of
worms creeping in and out of that black
material. | didn’'t wait for more. | beat
It back to my pony and took out for
town.

But neither Sue nor Liz was out of
bed as yet.

)
W H_I_SIR, | didn’'t say a word to

nolifE&a -"out o'clock that
night 1“ws? taking on a little liquid
nourishment and speaking of this and
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that to Hinky Dink when Tientsin en-
tered. At first we did not know him on
account of he was wearing a long black
overcoat. Now Tientsin is not a very tall
man, and this coat was made for a fel-
ler at least six foot six without socks,
so you can readily see the coat was drag-
ging the sawdust. And foi the first time
in months he talked with a voice that
didn't run up and down the scale.

He said, “Let me have a whiskey
stengah, if you please!”

And he laid a five-dollar bill up on the
bar. He never asked me to have a drink—
not Tientsin, oh no! He nursed his
money. And before he drank, he tucked
the change away in his overcoat pocket.
Sure, we kidded him about the coat but
he was serious. He said, “Well, old chap-
pie, the air’s a bit wintry lately— I think
the ulster will give me comfort.” That
was all. So we had two mysteries right
off—Tientsin’s overcoat and Tientsin's
five-dollar bill.

A few minutes later Edison Anderson
came in for his evening drink and not
long after Sue and Liz swirled down the
stairs for theirs. The regulars started
drifting in. 1 remember Stiff Shirt was
laying out a Klondike game to occupy
his mind until business began, and | was
idly watching him. For the first time in
years | saw an emotion pass over his
face when the doors swung open. Even
the card he was tossing seemed to stop
in midair.

| turned. The imitation Hickok was
just inside the door, smoke curling up
from his long black stogie, while his
black eyes swept the room. He took the
stogie from his mouth and flipped the
ashes on the floor, the diamond flashing.

He said, “Someone at the hotel told me
I could find Mistei Edison Anderson
here.”

His words sounded like drops of water
falling in a tin bucket.

Anderson said, “That's me, stranger.”

The long-haired hairpin flashed his
white teeth, walked in, and I'll swear it
was like an alley cat slipping and sliding
into the room. He stuck out them long
white fingers, said, “I'm Bill Brickley. |
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got in about twenty minutes ago— just
stopped for a brush off.”

Anderson pumped his hand and start-
ed crowing, leading him right up to the
bar. “Boys,” he crowed, ‘“‘here’'s the end

of John Doe, by God! Now we got Bad
Bill Brickley for city marshal. Step up,
boys, the drinks is on me!”

Everybody bellied the bar. Me, | was
next to Tientsin. He did a funny thing.
He let the glass sit in front of him all
of ten minutes just looking at the liquor,
when Anderson conducted a questioning
lice with the great Bill Brickley. Yeah,
said the great man modestly, | shot it
out with so-and-sc at Tombstone, yes, in-
deed, me and Masterson cleaned out Ne-
vada, yes, yes, it wasn't nothing, Killing
them four Laverty brothers in the Pow-
der River Country and so on and so on.
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We found Wang Toy lying there dead;
China Sam teas on his knees, wailing.

Next thing you know Brickley said the
next one was on him, and egged on by
Liz, Hinkey Dink stood right in front
of him waiting for his money.

A funnier thing happened then. Tient-
sin took his liquor and dumped it in the
gobloon.

HE REST happened so quick | can’t

hardly tell you. Right into the mir-

ror the great gunman said, ‘‘Stiff Shirt

Dugan! You dirty, cheap, thieving card
sharp— !”

And whcom!

use his holstered guns.

He whirled. He didn't
It was a spring
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gun that leapt into his hand and barked,
just once. Before Stiff Shirt was flat on
the floor, while he was still slumping,
Brickley leaped at him like a tiger, and
fired twice more, seemingly in mid air.
1 thought he was stomping a dead body,
but when he straightened up he had
something short and black and deadly in
his left hand. He turned with slitted eyes
to the crowd, and he said, “Has anybody
else got the same idea? Anybody else in
this man’s town think they can get Bad
Bill Brickley in the back, like this skunk!"
It was a little derringer he had in his
hand.

“We been enemies for years, me and
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Dugan, because I'm law and order. How
long has he been skinning you poor
people ?”

Nobody said nothing. To our mind
there wasn’'t a squarer gamboleer than
poor Stiff Shirt. Liz was over with him
now, and he was bleeding all over her
spangled dress.

“The same Brickley,” she spat at him.
“Damn you! Stiff Shirt hasn't carried a
gun in years!”

She should have known.

But Edison Anderson took it up. “Shut
up, you," he screeched, “Stiff Shirt beat
me for twelve hundred dollars only last
night!" Which of course made poor

Dugan deserve death in Anderson’s book.
“Here,” he went on squealing, “1'm mayor
of this town, what | say, goes!” And by
damn he pinned the marshal's star on
Brickley’s coat.

Nothing else happened that night
Brickley stood around soaking up free
drings. The Forrest brothers bought,
little Max Morris bought, everybody
bought—but Tientsin. He kept soaking
it up and staring in his glass. Once or
twice it seemed | saw his shoulders trem-
bling inside his overcoat.

About eleven o’clock Nathan Forres:
sighted Tientsin and | reckon he thought
he'd show off before the great man. He
walked down the bar and snapped hia
fingers close to Tientsin's big ear. Ha
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said, “Fido!” What do you mean, stand-
ing on your hind legs like a man! Get
down there on the floor, Fido, where you
belong!™*

Tientsin looked in his glass, and his
face began to redden. He started shak-
ing, and he said in a low voice, “Please,
old chappie, please, not tonight!”

Nathan was amazed. In fact everybody
was amazed. Bad Bill Brickley was light-
ing another stogie, and |, personal, saw
him hold the match until it burned his
fingers.

Nathan slapped at Tientsin and
knocked his hat off. Tientsin got even
redder. He gulped his liquor down, he
started backing away, he put his hands
out before him, and he said, “No, no, |
say. old boy, don’t beat me, | say, don't
do it.”

Bedford Forrest tripped him and
down he went. He curled up in a knot
and kept his face covered with his hands.
He was a scared, beaten dog, that's all.

Nobody heard her come in on her little
velvet slippers. But all at once there she
was, Wang Toy, China Sam'’s kid, lean-
ing over Tientsin, talking to him in
Chinese. | don’t know what she said, but
his hands came down, and you could see
his face was tear-streaked.

To Forrest and the rest she said, “Do
not harm him. He is very, very ill, please.”

He made it to his knees. He got up.
She took his hand like she’d take a child’s,
and led him out.

Nathan Forrest said he'd be damned
and Bedford said he would, too,

| was watching Bad Bill Brickley. He
threw liquor in his mouth and gulped
like it was water. Then his tongue came
out to dab at his lips.

He said, “Who’s that?”

Anderson said, “The laundryman’s kid,
name of Wang Toy.”

"Kid, hell,” said Brickley, "Chinese
girls mature early. She must be all of
fifteen!”

Guess all of us got to thinking he was
right. Matter of fact, she did look like a
round little doll, and the little silken-
covered leg peeping out of the long, knee
high slit in her tight skirt wasn't the
leg of a kid. But nobody said nothing else.
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T HAVE always figured that a good
~ newshound is more or less of a detec-
tive. He had to be in this business. So |
moved. For years | had lived in the Acme
Hotel, above Palgrave’'s Hardware. | did-
n't move from there—1 just changed
rooms—to the one next to Bad Bill Brick-
ley. After all a man with a newspaper
owes it to his public to sort of keep check
on things. So | sharpened me up a nail
and stuck it through the wall, then pulled
it out, leaving a right nice hole, through
which | could see, provided Brickley or
his company got within range.

He hadn’t been in town two days until
he had a visitor—and that visitor, so
help me was Tientsin. He came up the
back way, and when he tapped at the
door, damn my eyes, Brickley said, sugar-
voiced, "Come in honey.”

I heard the door click open, heard
Tientsin lean against it, close it. Then
Brickley's voice, “Damn you, Masonhall,”
or something like that, “I told you to
stay away from me.” Tientsin didn't say
a word. But | could hear his shaky

breathing.
Brickley said, “Well, long as you're
here, you might as well have a drink.”
Tientsin said, "l just had one, Brick-

ley. | came up to tell you something. You
been asking around about Wang Toy,
haven't you? | just wanted to tell you I
haven't forgotten Tientsin—1 haven't
forgotten your little ways there, with
children.”

“Now wait a minute, friend.” Brick-
ley’'s voice was smooth, placating. “The
past is dead and behind me. | didn't mean
to tread on your toes. If Wang Toy is
your property—maybe we could talk
things over.”

Seemed like Tientsin’s breathing got
noisier.

“You're going to need more drinking
money,” purred Brickley. I'll pay my
way. And besides,” his voice got mean,
“1 can bear down if | have to! This coun-
try would like to find a bandit named
John Doe. What if John Doe turned out
to be a drunken Englishman—after the
Englishman was dead, of course.”

| like to have broke my neck trying
to see. But there wasn't no use. | could
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hear Tientsin gulping. He got the words
out, though. He said, “Damn you, Brick-
ley, I warned you! That's as much as I'll
do for you. Don't forget, | haven't for-
gotten China—and what you did there!”

The door opened, closed, and | could
hear his reeling footsteps running down
the hall. And Brickley’s cursing, and his
pacing of the flooi for the next twenty
minutes. And that night, Tientsin wasn't
at Hinkey Dink’s at all!

Now7 strictly in the interests of jour-
nalism, | was also on hand when Beryl
Anderson visited Brickley's room. This
time they sort of got within my line of
vision. Me, not running one of them Town
Tattler sheets, | won't go into detail. But
I will say this: | Went down to the shop
and: | set me up a front page for the
Advertiser, leaving off the dateline, of
course. Edison Anderson was welcome to
pick up my plant anytime—after my first
extra in thirty-two years was on the
streets. He'd do it, and | wouidn't even
mind. On account of the headline on that
extra was set, BANKER'S WIFE
ELOPES WITH CITY MARSHAL.

Yes, sir, right there in the room next
to mine they planned it. It was just a
question of time.

I think | knew in my heart that I'd
never run that extra, though. | kept wait-
ing for something to happen, setting up
my front page with little local items, do-
ing my own work on account of no tramp
printers dropped off the Ft. Worth and
Rio Grande. And it happened. Reckon we
all heard the roar but never having heard
a safe blowed none of us knew what it
was.

HEARD the hollering after a bit and
I rushed downstairs with my paper and
pencil stub, and by golly, John Doe had
blowed the big round safe in Anderson’s
bank. How'd we know? On account of
we saw the note saying, “Compliments of
John Doe.”

Well, sir, Anderson like to went
crazy. Seems like he'd just got in a ship-
ment of money for one thing or another
and had lost around fifty thousand dol-
lars, which same is not silage. Brickley
organized posses and rode here and there,
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and never turned up a thing, not a thing.
| reset my front page, and Friday after-
noon Tientsin came in with his chalk
block. He had the shakes so bad he could-
n't hardly walk. I gave him a quart of
whiskey and pulled a fast proof on the
engraving.

That there cartoon was timely, all righ£.
It showed a masked man crouching be-
fore Anderson’s safe, sort of turned
toward the artist. Right over his ear—|I
could see this in the first proof—was
sort of a crescent-shaped scar. He was
masked, of course. And he was saying,
in a balloon, “Compliments of John
Doe!”

There was a title, too, in big block let-
ters, “How Long Can This Go On?”
and it had them same Chinese characters
down in the corner like on all of Tientsin’s
chalk blocks. It tickled me. 1 gave him
a ten-dollar bill besides the second quart,
trimmed the block down, and locked it
in the middle of the form on the old flat-
bed press.

Friday night, after midnight, I went
through the alley and into the bar yell-
ing my customary, “Wuxtra, wuxtra!” In
nothing flat | sold out.

About ten minutes later, back in my
room, somebody knocked at the door and
| said, “Who's there?”

“Brickley,” was the answer. “1 want to
see Maddox.”

So 1got up, and dressed and went out
into the hall, mad as a yet hen. Brickley
had the meanest grin | ever saw on any-
thing less than a coyote. He said, “Old
man, your pictures—” he tapped the Ad-
vertiser, “don’t you sometimes think
you're a little too artistic?”

| began to bluster. | said, “That ain't
my picture, Brickley.” And like a scared
old fool—which | was, | added, “1 buy one
every two weeks from Tientsin!”

He dropped me, and held the paper to
the lamp light. “Hanh!” he jerked out.
“Tientsin couldn’t draw flies.” He threw
the paper down and clumped down the
steps. | picked it up and looked closer.

A chalk engraving is a funny thing.
Remember, I'd just julled one proof on
the thing before | locked it in the form?

(Continued on page 89)



TEPEE RING

ILL SMITH heJdd his hat between
B spread knees and stared at the

pine coffin resting on cloth-cov-
ered sawhorses in the big main room of
the Tepee Ring Ranch house. The air
was warm and charged with the odor of
camphor. The soothing voice of the min-
ister seemed more of a chant than a serv-
ice because Bill was thinking about the
dead man’'s past and wondering what
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sixty years of life had got him.

Phil Greenwood, the deceased, had been
one of those rare individuals who, by
working from dark until dark for year
after year, had created a successful cattle
ranch from barren range land, alkali
seeps, and a burning ambition.

Three years ago, shortly after Bill had
started to work for him, Greenwood’s
heart had gone bad. Sudden fear had
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By CHARLES HANDLEY

It seemed to cowpoke Bill Smith that the now-deceased manager

ot the Tepee Ring Ranch had died a little too readily. And Bill's

suspicion increased when it turned out the owners were giving

him a dust-off for the job in replacement. But when trouble—

assorted—and banditry, plain, began to break, then Bill knew
that he was in for hot hell—prontol

caused him to sell the place, lock, stock,
and barrel to the Tri-State Syndicate. He
had gone east for medical aid and had
been told that in spite of his heart condi-
tion he would likely live a long time if
he took things easy.

Unable to relax completely he had re-
turned to operate the Tepee Ring for the
Tri-State. Never a man to tolerate red
tape, he had been at constant adds with
the management over reports and petty
detail. Recently the theft of hundreds of
head of shipping stock had added to his
worries. The doc had kept him going for
a time with digitalis, but even that had
been a poor weapon against a lifetime ac-
cumulation of work habits.

Bill was next in line for the job, and he
wondered why he wanted it. It promised
little but trouble, red tape, and the en-

mity of the independent ranchers who
felt that the syndicate had come to gob-
ble them up.

The sudden realization that he was
thinking about replacing a man who was
not yet buried made him force his mind
back to the preacher’'s benediction. He
turned his head slightly and frowned at
Juan Conchas who was staring at him
with owlish eyes. At times like this Juan
had an uncanny ability to follow hie
thoughts. He didn’t like it. It made him
feel guilty.

At the close of the service Bill helped
carry the coffin to the waiting spring
wagon.

He shook his head imperceptibly, won
dering if Phil Greenwood would have
cared about the other five who had volun-
tarily fallen in as pall bearers.
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CROSS the coffin from him was Jim-
A mie Witherspoon, the round-faced
son of one of the owners of the Tri-State,
who had been working under Green-
wood’s supervision for several months.
Behind young Witherspoon was one of
the Tri-State's top hands, Shorty Long,
who was neither short nor long, but had
been labeled Shorty because his name was
Long. Behind Shorty, his square jaw set
to make a straight line of a Hapsburg
lower lip, walked Benjamin Landell. Lan-
dell's younger brother, Pete, was oppo-
site him, and moon-faced Juan Conchas,
as usual, was directly behind Bill.

“Three friends, two enemies,” Bill
thought. He glanced at Jimmie Wither-
spoon and mentally added, “An’ the boss’
son.”

As they went for their ponies to follow
the improvised hearse, Juan asked, “You
theenk ol'’ man Weetherspoon mak’ Jim-
mie the new boss?”

"That's his business,”
bluntly.

Juan’s owl eyes opened wide. “You don’
want thees job, Beel? Yon don’ theenk
Landell tweest the keed aroun’ hees sleek
finger?”

"I'll leave that kind of thinkin’ to Hen-
ry Witherspoon. The Tri-State has done
pretty well without my say-so an’ |
reckon they’ll continue to get along.”

Juan shrugged. “The ol' man he don’
know about Landell; the keed he don’
know about Landell—"

“We don’'t know about Landell!”
cut in irately. “Lay off that prattle!”

“l bet you seex beets we lose more
dam’ beef eef Jimmie runs the rancho.
Maybe-so we go back to Nogales, yes?”

“Maybe you'll remember why you
sneaked into Montana in the first place,”
Bill reminded. “I'm sick of listenin’ to

Bill replied

Bill

your superstitious drivel. What makes
you so danged suspicious of every-
thing?”

Juan raised his shoulders and spread
his brown hands in front of him. "Quien
sghe? You say Juan has got eyes like the
owl. Maybe-so he see in the dark.”

The two mounted and took their places
in the procession following the spring
wagon to a flat section of range land cov-
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ered with numerous rings of half-buried
rocks. Some time in the past these stones
had been used to weight the edges of In-
dian tepees, and it was here, where the
Tepee Ring got its name, that they buried
Phil Greenwood.

As soon as the grave was covered, some
people started to leave. Others congre-
gated in small groups. Bill, Juan, and
Shorty Long were drawn together by mu-
tual interests. Benjamin Landell cor-
nered the Witherspoons and talked to
them until the old man looked nervously
at his big gold watch and walked over to
where Bill was standing. The Landells
followed.

“It’'s about time for my train,” Henry

Witherspoon told Bill. “Jimmie will ride
down with me. You've been 'running
things for Phil, | understand, so you just

go on as you were until the Board of Di-
rectors’ Form 2362 comes through. It's
just a formality, you know—a company
policy. In the meantime if anything im-
portant happens, give me complete details
by wire or tetter.”

“Maybe-so we go weeth them?” Juan
whispered encouragingly. "Maybe-so you
tell heem something, amigo? Thees Form
2362 she’s no good for catch Landell.”

GNORING the pointed suggestion,

Bill shook hands with the elder With-
erspoon and watched him and his son
ride off. Bill would have welcomed an op-
portunity of discussing some things with
Henry Witherspoon.

He suspected it was Benjamin Landell
who was rustling Tri-State beef, also that
Phil Greenwood's sudden death may not
have been entirely due to natural causes.
He had kept his own counsel because he
had no proof and at times he feared his
suspicions might be due to the whisper-
ings of Juan Conchas.

Benjamin Landell walked up to Bill
and clicked his boot heels together. His
sharp eyes glistened with his own par-
ticular kind of humor and his heavy low-
er lip became further distorted in a mock
smile.

“My boy,” he said, “you have just been
on the receiving end of a typical syndicate
brush-off. Without saying so, Wither-
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spoon led you to believe you are going to
take Greenwood's place. Right now he’s
telling his kid that just as soon as things
settle down there'll be a change. ‘This
is your big chance, Jimmie,’ he's sayin’,
‘but we’ve got to be diplomatic’.”

Bill straightened his six-feet-two and
tightened his belt. ‘‘Maybe, my buttinsky
adviser, I'll have my own way long
enough to settle a certain job that Phil
Greenwood was workin' on before he,
shall we say, died of a heart attack?”

Pete Landell, who had been watching
with a silly grin on his dished face,
sucked in a deep breath, and spread his
feet. His brother, Benjamin, shoved him
off balance and sent him sprawling.

Shorty Long stepped between Benja-
min Landell and Bill. “We'll call it a
draw,” he said. “I'll tell you this much,
Bill. It's as plain as the nose on your face
that you're bein’ played for a sucker.
That's your business, not mine. But I'm
next in line an’ I've made up my mind
I'm through nursin' beef critters for a
danged octopus that's loaded with shirt-
tail relatives. Whether you like him or
not, Ben Landell represents the inde-
pendent owners around here. From now
on I'm ridin’ for him an’ for the inde-
pendents.”

“This is a free country, Shorty,” Bill
said.

“1 intend to help to keep it that way,”
Shorty retorted. “I'm fed up with wait-
in' for orders from the home office to see
if 1 can go out back!” Turning, he mo-
tioned to the Landells and they followed
him toward the horses.

Bill pulled a hand aeross his neck and
wiped the sweat on his shirt. His hands
were unsteady as he tried to fashion a
cigarette. Juan rolled one and handed it
to him.

“How do you feel about it, Juan?” he
finally asked.

“Quien sabe?” Juan replied.

theenk, | get sleepy.”

A SUDDEN shower dancing with
soothing rhythm on the corrugated

iron roof of the bunkhouse had coaxed

Bill into a troubled nap. Jumbled dreams,

“Eef 1
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symbolic of the events of the day, made
him toss and roll.

He was pulling on his levis before he
became conscious that Jimmie Wither-
spoon was talking to him. He ran a hand
through his shock of tousled brown hair
trying to make sense out of Jimmie's low-
voiced words.

“You'll have to come again, Jimmie. |
guess | was poundin’ my ear pretty
hard."

“Let’s talk outside.” Jimmie’s blue eyas
scanned the line of bunks meaningly. He
was fully dressed with bullhide chaps
over his denims and a six-shooter hang-
ing from a filled cartridge belt.

As Bill matched Jimmie's equipment,
he wasn't surprised to see Juan swing
his thick legs over the edge of his bunk
and mechanically start to dress.

Outside, Jimmie said, “They’re not los-
ing any time, but, if we teach them a les-
son right now, they’ll know what to ex-
pect in the future.”

“Who are ‘they,” Jimmie?” Bill asked.

“Come on and I'll show you. You and
Juan saddle up and meet me at the
house.”

On the way to the corral Juan kept
muttering to himself.

“You can go back to the hay if you
want to,” Bill told him.

“Gracias! But Jimmie say | go,” Juan
taunted. “Who ees boss?”

Forcing himself into a dog trot Juan
made for the corral and brought out two
ponies. He waited until Bill was in the
saddle, then mounted and followed close
behind.

Jimmie came out of the house, rammed
a Winchester into his saddle scabbard,
mounted, and led them out across the roll-
ing range land in the direction of the
little cattle town of Sun Coulee.

The rain had done little more than set-
tle the alkali dust. The moon, riding high
behind islands of scudding clouds, spot-
ted the prairie with patches of faint yel-
low light.

When they were not more than a mile
from the ranch house, Jimmie dropped
into a coulee and dismounted, motioning
for the others to follow suit. He high-
heeled to a point where the coulee forked,
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took the left wash, and followed it for
several hundred yards. Crawling to the
bank he led them toward the other fork,

T THE edge of the cut Bill saw a
A skinny form in the coulee bottom
busy quartering a beef carcass. Nearby
was a saddled horse and two pack ani-
mals.

“There's the answer to the mystery of
our short counts!” Jimmie whispered ex-
citedly. “We're feeding the whole damned
Sun Coulee Valley!”

“Maybe-so Jimmie theenk they eat
they own beef,” Juan said sleepily.

Jimmie leaned on one elbow. “What
do you mean by that crack?”

At Bill lif, he fired blindly in the
direction whence the ahot had come.

SPEED WESTERN STORIES

"We know this has been goin 'on,” Bill
whispered patiently. "We decided to ig-
nore it for the time bein’. It don’t count
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for mor'n twelve, fifteen head a month
and we've been losin’ as high as twenty
percent of the gain.”

“1f you know about it, you should have
reported it and asked the home office for
a policy. We don’t decide those things in
the field!”

Raising the rifle Jimmie fired a shot
that ricocheted from a rock in the coulee
bottom with a sound like a howling tom-
cat.

The fellow jumped to his feet and start-
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ed to run. He stopped when a second shot,
misdirected because Bill grabbed Jim-
mie’s Winchester, thudded into the bank.

“Stay where you are,” Blil warned,
“The next one won't miss.”

The fellow’'s teeth were chattering
when the three approached. He snuffed
in a couple of short breaths, whimpered
something unintelligible, then closed his
jaws tight and stared at the ground.

Bill glanced at Jimmie to see how he
would react to the sudden realization
that he had shot at a fifteen-year-old kid.
He was gratified at the look of horror
the moonlight revealed in Jimmie's glis-
tening eyes.

“You was goin’ to take that beef to
your maw’s boardin’ house, wasn’t you,
Luke?” Bill asked the kid.

“1 wasn't s’posed to come here,” the
boy evaded. “Maw don’t know nothin’
about my cornin’ here.”

“She knows you was goin’ to pack rus-
tled beef, though. Only she thought you'd
pick it up from someone else. Is that
right?”

The kid kept his head down and
scratched the ground with one foot. “I've
said all I'm a-goin' to.”

“You tell us who sent you out here and
we'll let you go,” Jimmie Witherspoon
put in.
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“It was the same buzzard that sent
you out here, Jimmie,” Bill said. “You
just missed gettin’ caught in what you
thought was your own trap by a frog
hair ”

“1'll do my own deciding whether | was
tricked or not,” Jimmie retorted. “Right
now we've got to determine what we are
going to do with that kid.”

“Maybe-so you write the home offeece
for the complete detail?” Juan questioned
solemnly.

Bill walked over and stuck his fore-
finger under Luke's chin, forcing him to
look up.

“You load that beef an’ bury the leav-
in's like you're s'posed to. You take it
home an' don’'t you tell your maw you did
anything but what she told you to do. |
know who sent you out here an’ if you
tell him, or anyone else, that you got
caught, I'll know about it an’ I'll turn you
over to the sheriff, savvy?”

“That's like inviting every squatter in
the county to help himself to Tepee Ring
beef!” Jimmie remonstrated.

“Bueno! Maybe-so we fin’ out who ees
boss?” Juan drawled.

“Right now, I'm boss!” Bill said im-
patiently. “And | don’t intend to be told
how to run this ranch by a younker who
can’'t even see through a tinhorn political
trick designed to get all of the small own-
ers in the country up in arms against the
Tepee Ring. An’ | don’t give a damn
whose son he is!”

“l guess | laid myself open to that
one,” Jimmie replied, lowering his voice
to a husky whisper. “Someday | hope to
make you eat that last remark.” He
turned on his heels and climbed out of
the gully.

“Maybe-so you feel better now, yes?”
Juan asked. “Maybe-so you feel like the
boss?”

“l feel like a damned heel!” Bill
snapped. “Let’s get that kid loaded up an’
get out've here!”

ILL hadn’t slept much. When he lost

his temper, as he had last night, it

took several hours of bad dreams to
straighten him out.

It was noon before he cleaned up his
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chores at the ranch and rode up to the
red clapboard station in Sun Coulee. He
tossed his reins to Juan, which was an
unspoken order to stay outside, and went
in to see the telegraph operator.

“You almost run out of beef at your
boardin’ house, John,” Bill told the brass-
pounder.

John Sample took a pipe out of his
mouth and grinned. He was a smallish
man with graying hair and a wide,
friendly face.

“You wouldn’'t be begrudgin’ a widder
woman a little meat, would you, Bill?"
he parried.

Bill told him the whole story about
catching young Luke with Tepee Ring
beef.

“The dirty, low-down, sneakin’ son of a
buzzard!” Sample exclaimed after Bill
had finished.

“Don’t think too hard of Jimmie With-
erspoon,” Bill admonished. “He didn’t
know he was shootin’ at a kid.”

“1t ain’t Witherspoon I'm a-cussin’,”
Sample replied, “it's Ben Landed an’ his
whole danged, sneakin’ tribe. He rigged
up that trick, an’ if Luke had been Killed.
Landed would’'ve been the first one to con-
sole Luke’s maw an’ tell her what crimes
was done under the name of a syndicate.

"By the way, | checkea Landell’s last
shipment like you asked me to. It went
to the packin’ house at Squaw Creek. It
cleared brand inspection on both ends
of the trip, too. Landed has got an in with
the train crews around here, so | made
it my business to check from the other
end.”

Bill shook his head thoughtfully. “I'm
confident Landell is gettin’ away with
plenty of Tepee Ring beef. I've cheeked
both ends from the middle an’ | can't find
out how he’s doin’ it. Like as not there’'s
plenty of folks around here who are in
the know, but he's got ’'em thinkin’
the Tri-State is tryin’ to gobble 'em up.
| can’t even depend on my own men.”

“Maybe you neea a few outsiders.”

“An’ have 'em around shootin neigh-
bor kids? Nope. I've got to work it out in
my own way. Gimme a telegraph blank,
John, I'm goin’ to find out somethin'.”
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Bill wrote:

HENRY WITHERSPOON
TRI-STATE CATTLE COMPANY
DENVER COLORADO
NEED PULL CONTROL TO STOP
LOCAL RUSTLING STOP RE-
CALL JIMMIE WITHERSPOON '
TEMPORARILY

BILL SMITH

John Sample read the telegram and
grinned. "Unless | miss my guess they'll
send you a form to fill out. Phil Green-
wood used to fire 'em a wire once in a
while an’ they'd reply, pronto, but he'd
just read it, cuss a blue-streak an’ tear
R up.”

UTSIDE, Bill told Juan about the

telegram. “You were right, Juan.
Landell will twist Jimmie around his
finger an’ block us in every set-up we
make for him.

"l want you to ride to the east line of
Landell’s place an’ start combing the cou-
lees for Tepee Ring critters. Keep out
of sight if you can, but if they catch you,
just tell 'em you got separated from me
an’ you understand | was headin’ for
Landell's. I'll start at the west line an’
ride east. If the Tepee Ring beef we find
is mostly shippin’ stock, we'll know he’s
ready for another shipment.”

Juan shrugged. “We don’t go veree far.
Pete Landell ees watch. I see heem in
fron’ of the saloon. Now he ees in back.
Pretty soon he ees in fron’ again.”

"All right, you ride toward home an’
out around. I'll take care of Pete.”

Bill waited until Juan was out of sight,
then hit out in the direction of Landell’s
Box L ranch. Beyond the first rise he
stopped and waited until he heard the
clop-clop of the following cayuse.

Near the Box L and Tepee Ring line
he spotted plenty of Tepee Ring beef.
There was nothing unusual about it at
first sight because the herds were bound
to intermingle, but he didn’t find a single
head of Tepee Ring shipping stock in the
lot. He reasoned that Landell had been
hazing Tepee Ring prime stuff toward
the east end of his property and that
Juan might come back with some inter-
esting information.
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Working his way deeper into Landell
territory he saw that the number of
Tepee Ring critters was diminishing,
which was as it should be, but still there
were no Tepee Ring shippers.

He dropped into a wash and was just
topping the opposite side when a bullet
brought a piercing scream from his cow
pony. The animal reared, went over
backward. Bill kicked free from stirrups,
landed on the slope, missed his footing,
and rolled to the rocky bottom. He had a
flash sensation as though he had been hit
in the head with a sledgehammer, then he
passed out.

TT THEN he regained consciousness,

v T he realized vaguely that he was at
the Box L ranch house.'He closed his
eyes quickly against the increased pain
in his head caused by the light. He didn’t
know what had happened or where he
had been. By the time his memory re-
turned he was conscious enough to re-
main quiet and listen.

Shorty Long was speaking. "There
wasn't s’posed to be any of this kind of
stuff, Ben.”

"You know the orders | give the men,”
Benjamin Landell replied easily. "Pete
said he saw Jimmie Witherspoon fire that
shot, an’ | believe he told the truth.
Witherspoon’s old man got where he is
by murderin’ an’ robbin’. Jimmie is a
chip off the old block. He figured that Bill
Smith was competition an’ he decided to
get rid of him in a way that would cause
us trouble, only he didn't shoot straight
enough.”

“Hell, even | wouldn’t fall for that one!
What are we goin’ to tell Bill ?”

“Tell him nothin’. He's goin’ to fig-
ure some one of us did it no matter what
we say. When he comes to, give him a shot
of this whisky. I'll ride over to the Tepee
Ring an’ tell someone to come over for
him. He likely won’'t do any more nosin’
around for a few days.”

Bill waited until he heard the sounds
og Benjamin Landell's pony, then he
opened his eyes and looked at Shorty
Long,

Shorty squirmed under his gaae.
"You got a bad bump on the head, Bin.
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We don’t know exactly what happened.
We found you out cold. Here, take a shot
of this soothin’ syrup.”

The whiskey tasted queer, but the
effect was what Bill needed and he took
a swig. He shoved the glass aside when
he suddenly remembered that Landell had
told Shorty to give it to him. In a few
moments, by the time he was sure he
had been doped, his muscles would not
obey his mind and he lost consciousness
again.

UAN was in and out of the bunk house
\J every few minutes the following
morning. He was more sleepy-eyed than
usual, otherwise there was no outward
indication that he had been away all
night.

In spite of a splitting headache, which
reminded him of yesterday’s trouble, Bill
was amused. He knew that Juan’s big
head was bursting with what he consid-
ered to be vital information and that he
would keep methodically plodding in and
out of the place until he found the op-
portunity for private conversation.

When the opportunity did occur, he
told Bill he had located a couple of hun-
dred head of Tepee Ring shippers near
the Box L east line. Later, he had trailed
a herd of Box L stuff to the shipping pens
at Sun Coulee, but there was no Tepee
Ring stuff with them. He concluded that
Landell had been scared out this time. He
finished his report by handing Bill a wire
he had picked up in town,

“Maybe-so we can see who ees boas?”
Juan asked curiously.

Bill read the telegram to Juan:

BILL SMITH

TEPEE RING RANCH

SUN COULEE MONTANA
WIRE COMPLETE DETAILS

HENRY WITHERSPOON

“Por dios!” Juan puckered his heavy
lips. “Maybe-so Landell geeve you thees
detail; maybe-so you get eet yourself so
Jimmie can take over the rancho; maybe-
so we go back to Nogales?”

Bill swung his long legs over the edge
of the bunk. “Maybe-so you give me an
idea, Juan. Landell would feel more con-
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fident if Jimmie did take over the ranch.
He'd figure he had a bull by the tail on a
down-hill pull. We're goin’ to pack our
warbags, sack our leaks, an’ tonight we’ll
be on the train headin’ for—"

“Plenty trouble,” Juan interrupted sor-
rowfully.

Shortly after dark that night Bill
learned from the station agent that a rep-
resentative from the cattle association
had secretly checked the train and that all
brands were in order. In spite of the in-
formation Bill and Juan swung between
two cars in the middle of the train just
as the wheels started to roll. When the
cattle train was well under way, they
climbed to a car roof and lay flat, their
heads toward the caboose to avoid a
stream of cinders from the engine.

The tracks ran parallel with the north
line of the Box L. and, shortly after they
passed the east boundary of Benjamin
Landell's ranch, the train reduced speed
and came to a grinding stop.

ILL squirmed sidewise and watched
B men pile out of the caboose and head
toward the center of the train. Two men
rode out of the shadows and Bill recog-
nized them as Benjamin and Pete Lan-
dell. Behind them an odd-appearing con-
traption, which turned out to be a porta-
ble loading chute, was pulled into place
alongside one of the cars by a team of
cayuses.

“Maybe-so Landell
beef,” Juan whispered.

Bill grabbed Juan’s arm for silence and
watched while Box L critters were un-
loaded from several cars and hazed off
into the darkness. Before long another
stream of cattle was pushed up to the
train and loaded.

“l bet seex beets eet's Tepee Ring
stuff!” Juan blurted. “How you s’pose
they check out at other en'. Maybe-so
thees Board of Directors from 2362 tell
you about eet?”

“We won't find out anything unless you
keep your mouth shut,” Bill replied.

When the bawling of the cattle had died
down, Bill heard men moving along the
train out of hia line of vision. Doors

steal hees own
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squealed as men slid inside the cars to
jerk the tails of downed critters.

“All right, you! Come down off there!
This is as far as you ride!”

Bill tensed a* the sound of Benjamin
Landell’'s abrupt command. He kicked at
Juan to keep him quiet. They were lying
on the off slope jf the car roof from Lan-
ded, and Bill couldn’t figure how they had
been located unless someone had climbed
to the top of a car and spotted them.

He turned his head and stared up the
line of cars toward the engine. Crouched
on hands and knees three cars up he saw
the dark figure of a man. Lifting his
forty-five to firing position he awaited
the fellow’s next move. It came when a
six-shooter cracked from below. The
crouched form collapsed and rolled off the
car.

“A damned range dick!” Bill heard
Benjamin Landell say. “Good work,
Shorty.”

Shorty Long’s voice was husky. “What
do you mean by that remark? | didn't
kill him!”

"Nobody will say you did unless we get
into trouble about it,” Landell replied
meaningly. “It's just a suggestion for
you'to think over. | always like to have
some little reminder for my men—just in
case. Me an’' Pete are ridin’ as far as
Squaw Creek with you fellows. The other
boys can handle this end.”

There was a promise of dawn on the
murky horizon when the train pulled
alongside the cattle pens outside Squaw
Creek. The shipment was headed further
east and Bill reasoned they didn’t need
to unload for water and feed yet, but it
looked like preparations were being made
for it. The true reason began to dawn on
him when he saw that only the cars con-
taining Tepee Ring beef were being un-
loaded.

“They’ll fill them cars with Box L
critters from the shipment they made to
the packin’ house here last week,” Bill
told Juan, “then this packin’ house will
butcher the Tepee Ring stuff. It's as sim-
ple as a card trick once you know how it's
done.”

“Maybe-so you fin’ out from Henry
Weetherspoon w'at we do now?” Juan
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questioned “She's getting
light.”

“We'll fin’ out from Benjamin Landell
w’at he do now,” Bill mimicked. “Get
your fat belly off this car an’ be careful
about it.”

Juan crawled to one end of the car and
started to get down. His hand hold missed
on the iron ladder rung and he was forced

to jump for it.

solemnly.

URSING his luck, Bill scrambled af-

ter Juan, who was sprawled on the
ground between the train and the loading
pens.

"Hey, youl!”

The startled exclamation was followed
by a slug that whistled past Bill's head
as he lit on the ground. He fired blindly
in the direction from where the shot had
come.

“Crawl beyond that loadin’ chute!” he
warned Juan.

Bullets began to cut a pattern around
them by the time they reached the tem-
porary safety of the loading chute. Bill
stared along the pole fence toward the
rear of the train. Men piled out of the
caboose and started toward them.

Urging Juan to hurry, Bill crawled un-
der acar to the opposite side of the train.
He heard Benjamin Landell yelling or-
ders for the men to cover his move. He
ran several car lengths toward the rear
of the train, grabbed a ladder, and made
the top again, his progress being impeded
by Juan who wasn’t built for speed. At
the last cattle car they swung over Sie
end and landed on the forward platform
of the caboose.

Bill pulled the coupling pin that held
the caboose to the train. The car moved
slowly down the track and they were in
the open, clear of the loading pens, when it
rolled to a stop.

Slugs plopped into the red boards,
broke the windows in the cupola,
whanged off the iron work. Bill kept
shifting position attempting to spot ei-
ther of the Landelis, but the whole outfit
at the train kept under cover.

“Dam’ sleek,” Juan said. "We get
away pretty sleek. For a minute | theenk
we go to Nogales, dam’ queekl”
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“It don't look good to me,” Bill re-
plied. “The train’s backin’ up.”

The firing stopped and Bill kept Juan
toward the rear end of the caboose where
they would rave the best chance to fight it
out in case the men on the train swarmed
off when it reached them.

When the rear car of the train made
contact with the caboose, Bill warned
Juan to watch his side and shoot at any-
thing that moved.

“Listen, Smith!” Benjamin LandeH's
voice sounded from between two cars.
“You got your nose hooked into some-
thin’ that you can’t handle. You can ei-
ther be a dead hero tryin’ to make a soft
bed for Jimmie Witherspoon, or you can
come out of there an’ talk sense. You got
to have a relative to get anywhere with a
syndicate, but brains pay off in my busi-
ness. How about it?”

“Right now I'm workin' up a report,”
Bill fired back. “You hang in the last
paragraph, Landed, an’ ain’t good at mak-
in’ changes.”

Landed laughed. “1 was just sparrin’
for time any way. Take it aw'ay, boys.”

The train jerked to a start and car-
ried the caboose with it. Somebody had
crawled under and replaced the coupling
pin.

“They're goin’ to pull us alongside
the loadin’ pens where they can board
us,” Bid told Juan. “When we get close
enough, I'll jump an' you follow, savvy?"

"Adios, Nogales,” Juan said sorrow-
fuUy. “Eet ees hotter where we go, yes?”

The crooked engineer gave it all he
had, but the distance was too short to get
up speed before the caboose was even
with the loading pens. Bill jumped and
started firing up the line of cars as a
cover for Juan. He ran along the peeled
pole fence, turned a corner, and stopped.
Juan puffed up beside him.

“We'd meet ’'em here,” Bid said.
“They’ll be cornin’ from both directions
an’ maybe from over the fence, too. You
better stay awake this time. There are
some riders from the packin’ house corn-
in’ across there, too.”

“1 theenk 1 sleep, all
moaned prophetically.

right,” Juan
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BILL shot at Pete Landed when he
scurried around the corner. The fel-
low pitched headlong. Rifle bullets pierced
the pine poles as others fired from the
opposite side. Bill jumped and cursed
when a slug splintered a pole and burned
along his side. He peered through an
aperture between two poles and glimpsed
Benjamin Landed, who had dropped into
one of the corrals and was following the
wall.

Throwing caution aside, Bill climbed
the fence, jumped into the same corral,
and crouched within a hundred feet of
Landed.

Landed grinned confidently and shot
before Bill had gained his balance.

The bullet knocked the breath from
Bill, his hip gave way and he went down.
He fired from his knees and saw Landed
spin around.

Both men arose and staggered toward
each other. Landed held out his gunhand
as though to shoot again, but the hand
was empty. Bill grabbed him and pulled
him to the ground.

“1 got enough,” Landed whispered. “I
got enough, | tell you!” As he spoke, he
tried to bring a knee against Bill’s groin,
but there was no force to the blow. Sud-
denly his mouth opened and he was dead.

Bill held the limp form on top of him
until he could get his bearings. He saw
Shorty Long drop into the corral and
winced at the thought of having to fight
it out with the fellow who had been his
friend.

“1 brought the sheriff, Bill!” Shorty
yelled.

Through the cracks between the poles
Bill saw men lined up in front of the
posse he had mistaken for the packing-
house gang. He got to his feet and limped
over to the fence. Shorty Long helped
him over.

The sheriff, a tall Missourian with
black eyes and a sober face, took his
pocket knife and cut a slit in Bill's levis
where the blood showed.

“You could stand a little repairin’,” he
drawled. “1 got orders to hold you, but
we've another chore right now. I'll see
you in town.”
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sure this drink ain't doped?”

JL Bill's features twisted wryly when

Shorty handed him a drink in the sher-
iff's office.

“That doped likker | give you was what
put me wise,” Shorty replied seriously.
“1 got Pete Landell good an’ high that
night an’ he admitted his brother fed
Phil Greenwood an overdose of digitalis
in a drink. Greenwood found out about
the train crew bein’ on Landefl's pay-
roll an’ he had been workin' on the rail-
road company to do somethin’ about it.”

“What was the line the sheriff was
pullin’ this mornin’ about havin’' orders
to hold me?”

“He's been checkin’ on that. He's corn-
in’ down the street now. Jimmie Wither-
spoon wired every sheriff in the state to
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hold you in case you showed up.”
The sheriff came in and tossed Bill
two wires. Bill read them aloud:

= BILL SMITH
SQUAW CREEK MONTANA

FORM 2362 CAME THROUGH
STOP YOU'RE NOW MANAGER
OF THE TEPEE RING STOP
COME BACK YOU LUG.

JIMMIE WITHERSPOON

The second, which was relayed through
Sun Coulee, was shorter:

BILL SMITH
SUN COULEE MONTANA

STILL WAITING REPLY MY
WIRE STOP GIVE COMPLETE
DETAILS

HENRY WITHERSPOON

Whose child
IS next?

JOIN THE MARCH

OF DIMES
JANUARY 14-91



Yes, this gent named Hoppy Mangrum was a plumb peculiar
galoot. And this lady named Doll! There was a woman who
could mow 'em down and leave 'em achin'! Those two made
that rangeland come to life and thunder into clashes of a
kind to make the grizzlies and the gunmen hightail!

OT OFTEN | get this mellow,

but reckon | just feel like doing

a little talking. Yeah, it's sort of
an unusual name for a joint, just plain
Doll's but that's the way she named it
when she hit this town and that's the way
it's always been. Sure, that's her picture
right there over the bar. Heh! She was
right pretty when she posed for that.
That's her,— Doll Doraia, sort of creamy
color all over except for the red slash of
her mouth and the red in her cheeks.
No, sir, she never was nothing but a
woman from the Klondike that didn't
know nothing but joints like this—but all
| can say is she was a better woman than
any man was man that ever walked in
here! And that covers a lot of territory!

Pretty eyes, hasn't she? But | can see
you haven't ever got around to look at
her eyes! Heh!

What's that, bad men? Listen, little
fellow, this joint, Doll's, has seen them
all. Wyatt Earp used to sit in that chair
right over there, and bat Masterson has
hoisted drinks right where you're stand-
ing, and John Ringo, and Hoppy Mang-
rum. Bad men ain’t nothing. Trouble with
a bad man is the really bad ones never
tangle with the advertised bad ones, if
you see what | mean. The really bad ones

are the quiet, happy-go-lucky cowboys

that go along their calm and peaceful
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By WALLACE KAYTON

way until something really hits them and
upsets 'em inside. Then what! Walk wide
and careful of them guys—they’'re dyna-
mite! Take Hoppy Mangrum for example.

There was a cowman, a real cowman.
| ain't saying he never tossed a wide loop
or never made a practice of branding
mavericks. All the old-timers did. But

A look of contempt came over Hoppy's
face as Carp's eyes shifted. Then Hoppy’s
fist crashed against Carp’s chin.



58

Hoppy came in here from nobody knows
where and, starting from scratch, in just
a few years’ time had the next-best spread
in three states. Fact is, he was pushing
the Pikes. You know, the Black Pikes,
Joey and Johnny and Dusty. He used to
come in here on payday nights with his
boys and he’d whoop and holler at the
door, and for the next half hour nobody
could pay for a drink but Hoppy Man-
grum.

A ND HOPPY never had an eye for

anyone else but Doll herself—that
is, among the girls. She’d hear him
whooping and she’'d come out and stand
right there at the head of them steps,
those pretty eyes flashing, and Hoppy
would run to the foot of the steps, and
she'd call, “Romeo, Romeo, wherefor art
thou, Romeo?”

And Hoppy, laughing to beat hell,
would answer, “Never mind Romeo, Doll,
here’s Hoppy!”

She’'d come five or six steps down the
stairs toward his outstretched arms, and
then she’'d shriek, prettylike, and jump.
Every ranny in the room would cheer—
except maybe Carp Earnshaw—while
Hoppy caught her, kissed the heck out of
her, and walked to the bar toting her in
his arms.

Later on Hoppy would be sitting in the
poker game, with Doil right behind him
to bring him luck.

| said everyone enjoyed it but Carp
Earnshaw. Carp came by his name honest
—he looiced like a carp! Carp was a
killer—there was no doubt about that.
He was on the Pikes’ payroll, but nobody
ever heard of him doing any work. He
was a handy man to have around in case
a squatter decided to settle on the Pike
range, or in case one of the Pikes had
an argument with somebody or other.
Nearly all the old-time spreads had a gun-
man on the payroll. But Hoppy Mangrum
didn't. Guess he figured he could take
care of his own trouble.

Now mind you, Doll never gave Carp
no encouragement. It was just that she
was the kind of woman who looks at-
tractive to every man, and Carp, being
the sort of guy he was, hated Hoppy.
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When Hoppy would swirl her up on the
bar, maybe she wasn’t as careful as she
should have been, and me, from this side
of the bar, | could watch Carp’s face.
He'd eye her fine features and his face
would go taut and his tongue flick out
at his lips and he'd throw down whiskey
like water.

Might have been him and Hoppy would
have finally showed down about Doll—
except it came up first about a name Carp
called Hoppy one night when Carp was
drunk, mean drunk.

Hoppy was brown as a saddle from
range riding, but I'll never forget his jaw
muscles—white and as big as walnuts—
and his eyes! Don't listen to the stories
about a killer's eyes being slots! No, sir!
Hoppy Mangrum was a killer right at
the moment, and his eyes was wider than
any human eyes | ever saw, and there
was fire flashing out of them. And his
mouth—well, it was twisted in a grin,
thin and purplish, so help me!

He said, soft and low, “Come closer,
Carp, so you can aim straight. And when
you get ready, reach!”

There was death walking on cat feet,
| tell you, when Carp came forward. One
step, two steps—three— four—five! Not
a sound in the joint—even the Doll had
froze and shut up. There was Hoppy, his
thumbs in his belt and there came Carp
toward him, one hand hovering over the
Colt at his right hip.

Three steps away from Hoppy, -he
stopped. His cold blue eyes stared at
Hoppy like a caught fish. You could have
counted ten wnile he stood there staring
—and then he began to go slack. Yep,
Carp sort of sagged, drooped in the mid-
dle. It was Hoppy that took the two or
three steps. A look of contempt came over
Hoppy'® face as Carp’s eyes shifted. He
drew back his fist and crashed it against
Carp’s chin. He picked him up and hit
him again in the same spot with the same
hand!

EP, that was that. Except a week
later Carp went to Hoppy and told
him thanks: Carp said he really had had
it coming and realized it—which same,-
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you might say, is what you might call an
anticlimax!

1 never mentioned Hoppy's kid, did 1?
I'm sure getting old. Fact is, we all knew
he had a kid about twelve years old going
to one of them there military schools back
East in Nebrasky learning to be a soldier.
| got to tell you about Bubba Mangrum
on account of he is the badman 1 been
holding in mind, the bad man I'm going to
talk to you about a little later on. Reckon
| failed to mention him on account of up
to the time I've got to in my story none
of us had ever seen him.

Then Marie Pike came home from a
year or so she'd spent back East farther
than Nebrasky. The Pike boys was all
dark people, which is how they got their
name, the Black Pikes, and when Marie
went away from here her hair was black
as the underside of a crow’s wing, to sort
of match her eyes. But when the stage
pulled up before Durham'’s store and she
got out, wearing one of them dinky little
hats, | reckon every ranny in seeing dis-
tance gulped and stared and shook his
head in disbelief. She had the first head
of platinum hair ever to hit Cochise
County.

Hoppy Mangrum was there. | mean at
Durham’s store. And he gulped just as
hard and stared just as hard as the rest
of us. That was payday night, too, and
for once he didn’t come into Doll's saloon
ripping and roaring. He just eased in
gentle-like and sat down at a table. After
while Doll came downstairs with a
troubled look on her face and went over to
him. | took them a bottle of Old Overholt
and a pair of drinking glasses, and she
had her arm around his shoulders and
was saying, “You fool! You poor cow-
critter fool! Damn you, haven’t | always
told you you never owed me a dime or a
thought? Hasn't it always been that way,
Hoppy?”

| got away from there, thinking just
one thing—that “always” is a long long
time.

So | guess he figured she was right—
that he didn’t owe her anything. For in
three month’s time he married Marie
Pike.
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N SOME WAYS, Doll Dorais was like
I a man. Don't you get the wrong idea,
mister, just take a look at that there pic-
ture over the bar. Like the drummer said
a few days ago, “Ain’t that the most
luscious bit of femininity a man ever
feasted his eyes on!” What | mean is
she’d knocked around so long in this here
business that she thought and felt and
sometimes acted like an hombre instead
of a mujer. She stayed upstairs exactly
ten days in her room seeing no one but
me, old Lockjaw Simmons, and consuming
more liquor than most men could jump
around in twenty days.

Funny part is, she never cried once.
But the way she used to talk! Me, 1'd been
around her so long | reckon she looked
on me as sort of neuter gender. I'd go in
with a fresh bottle and there she'd be,
walking the floor, with that pretty little
red-silk kimono she always wore hanging
negligent-like around her shoulders. Back
and forth she’'d go, from window to door,
from door to window, cigarette smoke
hanging around her pretty head, talking
a mile a minute.

“I'll live, I'll live,” she'd grate. “Women
like me live forever. She's the girl he
wanted and that's where | sent him. It
won’'t work for them; of course it won't
work—but what could | do, Lockjaw?”

Me, | said nothing. | just went tch-tch
and shut up.

“That witch!” she’d scream, and whang
the table with her fist, her rings spar-
kling. “A Black Pike, and he goes for her!
There's something dirty and worm-eaten
in the whole Pike family, | tell you; but
if I'd have tried to stop him, he'd have
hated me. Lockjaw! For fifteen years I've
known him, do you hear? | could have
married him!” Wham, went the fist. I've
seen him and heard him begging me to
marry him! And | refused, because I
know what I am and what I'll always be—
a lady saloonkeeper. We've been every-
thing and all things to each other, Hoppy
Mangrum and I. And now she’s got him!”

I'd gulp, and I'd say, “Aw, Doll, he'll
still come in on payday, just like always.
You'll hear him yelling whoopee and he'll
wait at the foot of the stairs for you
just like always.”
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And all the time I'd know it was a at a table and Doll would sit down with
damned lie. No Pike ever let loose of him and they'd talk maybe an hour, or
what they once got their hands on, and maybe a litde more or a little less. A
Marie might have platinum hair, brand-
new platinum hair, but she was a Pike.
To be downright truthful, it wasn't
altogether a lie. Hoppy did come in on
payday nights—just like he used to do.
And he'd sit down calm and peaceful-like



62

bunch of wrinkles was coming between
his eyes and his forehead was sort of
corrugated, like, and it seemed he was
grimmer than he used to be. | said they'd
talk, but I take that back; for mostly they
just sat—not even drinking much, just
sort of staring nnseeingly at the dancers
and the gamblers and the drinkers and
the dancehall gals raising payday hell.

REMEMBER the night he brought
I Bubba in. Bubba was fourteen then
and tall for his age, looking swell in his
soldier suit with one of those shiny-
brimmed caps and an over-the-shoulder
belt. He was the spitting image of his
paw, sort of a miniature Hoppy Man-
grum. So the three of them sat there at
that table, the kid drinking Body, and it
was a toss-up whieh one of them looked
the proudest, Doll or Hoppy or the kid!
Proudest and happiest.

The swinging door pushed wide and
little by little the noise died down, tapered
off. Marie Mangrum, formerly Marie
Pike, stood there, arms akimbo, glaring
at the table where the three of them sat.
Her face was dead-white and her mouth
was wide-open—like she was about to
scream.

Somehow or other she got control of
herself, but seeing her all hopped qgp I
couldn’'t help but remember what Doll
had said about there being something
rotten and worm-eaten in all the Pikes.
Her lips clamped shut, she took two or
three deep breaths. Hoppy didn't move,
the kid was open-mouthed, Doll was as
white as Marie.

“Damn you,” said Marie and her voice
was like a file on steel, “I told you about
this! | told you to stay away from this—
Well, let it drop, mister, | quit using bad

language.”

Hoppy said, when he could get in a
word, “Go home, Marie. I'll be home by
midnight.”

Then she screamed. And that noise
ran up and down my spine like the cold
fingers of fate. She rushed at that table,
and | believe she would have clawed
Doll's eyes out of her face, but Hoppy
just stood up and blocked her off. Once,
twice, three times her curved fingers tore
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at his face, and eaeh time they brought
blood. She drew back then and quit
screaming. But it got worse—she. threw
back her head and started laughing. She
snatched the bottle off the table, she
turned and heaved it. Right through the
mirror! She ran for the bar— believe me
they wasn’'t a man in her way by then!
— and she picked up every bottle she could
lay hands on. It took her thirty cents’
worth of time to do five hundred dollars’
worth of damage. Then she ran out the
front door.

“Lockjaw,” said Hoppy, calmly, though
he was bleeding to beat hell, “1 was drink-
ing Old Overholt.” Somehow | found an-
other bottle and started toward the table.
To Doll, Hoppy said, “Figure it up, Doll,
and I'll pay you, cash on the barrelhead.”

Believe it or not, that was that. He
never mentioned it again, and no man in
Cochise County ever had guts enough to
bring it up. There was talk of course,
about the Pike temper—old man Pike and
one of his brothers died in the crazy
house—but that talk was behind Hoppy
Mangrum’s back.

| often wondered if he went home that
night and had it out with Marie. AH he'd
have to do was to tell her Doll was just
a friend, that never since he’'d said “1 do”
to the preacher had he so much as put &
hand on anyone else. | reckon he didn't
tell Marie that. Pikes are funny people;
they’'d always believe the worst anyway.

UT HOPPY didn’t quit coming in on
B payday night. The kid went on back
to school, and Hoppy got more wrinkled
and a little bit gray at the temples as
time rolled by. Doll never changed. She
was one of them ageless women that
would keep her face and her figure until
they put her in her coffin. Hoppy kept
picking up land here and there, smart
deals all of them and none of them
crooked, nd buying cattle and raising
horses until by golly he was as big a man
as there was around these here parts. And
that brought him up against the Pikes.

I guess there'll always be people m
the world like the Black Pikes. All three
of the boys was well over six feet tall and
not a damned one of them weighed more
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than a hundred and fifty pounds. They
were all swarthy, with hooked noses and
shifty eyes and a slot of a mouth. And
they was all the kind of guys that would
lay down their right eyes for twenty acres
of grassland—providing it put them
twenty acres ahead of their nearest com-
petitor. What I'm trying to point out is
that money didn't mean a thing to the
Pikes—but power did, and the feeling
when they walked down the street that
people were pointing them out saying
"There goes one of the Pikes!” They was
in politics of course— people like them
always are. They owned near’'t the whole
political setup in our part of the state.

I haven't mentioned them so far on
account of they hadn't ready played no
part in my story, not to speak of. At one
time or other, Joey, Johnny, and Dusty
had hung around Doll— but not for long.
She didn't fool with their kind. Dusty
was the most interested in her of the
three, | reckon. She told me once she
could have had three thousand acres of
black land and a heavy number of blaze-
faced cows—but she passed it by. | also
heard—a bartender hears a lot—that it
was Dusty tried to make legal trouble
for her. But not even a Pike could close
up a square-shooter like Doll Dorais.

What I'm trying to point out is that
in spite of the fact that Hoppy was their
brother-in-law, when he got big there
just wasn’'t room enough in our part of
the state for both outfits. Why, | could
tell you a dozen dirty little deals the Pikes
put on Hoppy Mangrum’s back—and he
took them all without squawking.

One night Doll told him, right out. She
said, and | heard her say it: "Hoppy,
you're riding for trouble. The Pikes are
going to get you sure as God made little
green apples! You're getting too big and
they can't stand it!”

Know what? He just grinned and pat-
ted her knee sort of absentminded, then
changed the subject.

He said, offhand, “1 hear you been
having a little trouble with Carp Earn-
shaw, Doll.”

She flared. "Trouble? With that tin-
horn gunman? Don't go sticking your
nose in Doll's affairs, Hoppy, | handled
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Carp, and | can keep on handling him!”

Doll had indeed taken care of Carp just
a couple of nights previous. Carp had
got fresh with her and she'd turned on
him, kinda roughlike. Then he'd turned
roughlike himself, being half drunk, and
had threatened to bust up the place. In
addition to which he’'d stated his opinion
that all human female critters was two
degrees lower than hydrophoby skunks.

His sayin’ a thing like that riled Doll
considerable. She grabbed a bottle off the
bar, cracked off the end of the bottle,
jabbed the sharp edges against his kid-
neys to hold him steady while she got
his gun.

Then Doll had yelled: "Send in Little
Fawn, pronto!”

You saw Little Fawn? She was some
younger in them days and maybe three
pounds lighter—weighing around three
hundred. So in came Little Fawn, stone-
faced and greasy as ever, from the
kitchen. And Doll said, “Go on, damn you,
Carp, go on! Get down on your knees and
say it or I'll cut your guts out!”

Down went Carp on his knees, mum-
bling, but getting louder when Doll pat
the busted bottle against his throat. He
said, “1 am a dog, | am a dirty dog. | ain't
fitten to Kkiss a decent woman'’s feet, but
| am sorry, and on account of Little Fawn
wearing moccasins | guess she won't
catch nothing!”

He quit. Grimly Doll pushed on the
bottle, A little red worm of blood went
down his neck. She said, "Go on.”

He did. He kissed the toes of Little
Fawn’s dirty, smelly moccasins—and
Carp Earnshaw wasn't a bad man in our

county any more!

HEN Ferguson got ready to retire
W and go back East— Ferguson of
the Flying F—he sure got Hoppy in
trouble, although he no doubt figured he
was doing him a favor. He sold out to
Hoppy and the deed was recorded before
the Pikes even knew the ranch was on the
market. Now that sounds like a little
thing, but when you figure that even the
Flying F was around 10,000 acres, you
see what | mean. As far as land went, it
put Hoppy Mangrum right up on top,
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and no Black Pike was going to take that
lying down. Black Pikes wasn't built that
way.

Doll warned Hoppy. | warned Hoppy.
Everybody told him to watch his step and
he had one answer. He'd grin, tired-like,
and say, “I'm married into the family.”
Just like that meant something!

Me, Lockjaw Osborne, | am one of the
few people that ever knew exactly what
happened. The story, as it got out, went
like this: Hoppy rode into town about
three months later just as | was locking
up Doll's saloon. He looked like a ghost.
He didn’'t look to right or left, he just
clump-dumped in a staggering run right
through the joint and on up the stairs,
and Doll's door slammed behind him. She
came out in a minute with haughty eyes,
and moved into another room. For the
next ten days he stayed right there in
Doll's room alone, night and day. The
Old Overholt | took up there would have
floated a battleship! First Joey Pike came
looking for him, and had to talk to Hoppy
through the door.

“Okay," said Joey Pike, “she sent me,
and | got to tell her something. What'll
it be?”

Through the door came Hoppy's thick
voice, “Tell Marie | said | was going to
stay here, that I'm never coming home
again.”

Joey Pike said, “What about your
spread, pardner? You can’'t run it from
a saloon like this.”

“To hell with the spread,” was his an-
swer. “If | see her again, I'll choke her.
She can have the spread, damn her.”

And when Joey Pike came down the
stairs he was grinning like a skunk on
a garbage pail!

That's the way the story was told, but
me, | know what made him come a-run-
ning to Doll. Why? | ain’t going to lie—
| listened at the door. Remember, | said
he went staggering up there, just like
he was drunk? Well, sir, by the time I
got my ear laid against the wood all I
could hear was Hoppy Mangrum crying!
There's something about a man crying
that get's you. Naw, | don’t mean a drunk,
I mean a two fisted he-man like Hoppy
Mangrum!
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Pretty soon | heard Doll
“There, there, there," just
soothe a baby!

The sobs sort of quieted, and Hoppy
said, “Damn her—if it had been any-
body else but Carp Earnshaw—and right
in my own house! Look, Doll, her in a
chair and him on his knees beside her,
his arms around her, kissing her! My
wifel!”

Outside the door | had thought, “ Great
Godfrey! He’s killed Carp and his wife,
too!"

“1 started to Kkill him,” went on Hoppy,
“and instead | couldn't force a word out

saying,
like you'd

of my mouth! I ... 1., . well I'd
idolized her, you know that. She was
a . . . gentlewoman . . . and I fig-

gered when Bubba finished up and come
home— Me, | ain't nothing, you know
what I've done—what I've been ... |
thought she could make it up to Bubba—
but Carp Earnshaw— !" Then he started
crying again.

Doll was crying too, and | happened
to notice that tears were sort of trickling
down my face! It even makes me feel
badly now thinking about it, him looking
forward to Bubba’s future, and then find-
ing out Marie had them feet of clay you
hear about.

O CUT it short, when he came down

from the second floor after ten days,
he’'d lost twenty pounds and had the
shakes. I mean he was in bad shape. The
rest of it happened almost too fast to
believe. Nemesis bobbed up in the shape
of Dusty Pike. Dusty was the youngest
of the three Black Pikes—and to my mind
the most dangerous. He wasn't quite as
shifty-eyed as Joey and Johnny, and his
jaw was a little squarer. Not that it
meant a lot.

He came into Doll's saloon and found
Hoppy fitting by himself at the back
table, right over there. Hoppy was drink-
ing, and Hoppy was just a shadow of his
old self. Dusty Pike didn’'t sit down. He
stood there, with his hand on his gunbutt
ready to go into action.

He said, “Mangrum, I've been hearing
things, bad things, wicked things, that
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you've been saying about my sister. | “I'm going to give you a chance to
want them stopped!” stand up,” said Dusty Pike, “and then I'm

floppy’s hands was beneath the table. going to blow your belt buckle through
He didn’t move. your spine.”
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Hoppy had that vacuous, drunk man'’s
grin—but from where | stood | could see
his eyes. Not slitted, not narrowed. But
wide-open and blazing like they was the
night he buffaloed Carp Earnshaw.

He hiccoughed. And | couldn’'t catch
what he said. Nobody ain’t ever going to
know what he said. For Dusty Pike cursed
and drew and Hoppy shot him through the
table top. As simple as that. Then Hoppy
walked out the door and went over to the
jailhouse and found Wheeler, our mar-
shal, and gave himself up.

What followed is not very pretty. In a
little matter of three weeks a Pike-bought
judge gave Hoppy a life sentence at
Huntsville, and | always figured he was
damned lucky not to get the rope! He
wouldn’t say a word at his trial, just sat
there stony-eyed and stony-jawed. Doll
brought in an Eastern lawyer and he was
good—but he had two strikes on him
before he went to bat. Hoppy wouldn't
say a word about Marie, about catching
her kissing Carp Earnshaw, and he
wouldn’t let Doll talk. Marie was never
called.

I'll be truthful: Bubba Mangrum didn’t
enter my head. I'd seen the kid only once,
remember. Afterward, | found out that
one of the Pikes wrote him a letter and
told him his daddy was a killer. And it
wasn't but three days after that that
Doll got the letter from him saying he
was leaving school.

OLL tried to get a pardon for Hoppy.
D No luck. As Hoppy's wife, Marie
now owned the whole Mangrum spread,
because try as Doll might she could not
find Bubba Mangrum. Even them Eastern
detective fellows failed to trace him down,
and nobody knows how much money she
spent trying to locate him.

Hoppy lasted five years at Huntsville
Prison before he died. You can’'t cage an
eagle. And during those five years Marie
Mangrum never once showed up in our
town! The two Pikes, Joey and Johnny,
when asked, simply said she was sick,
and Doc Gallagher let it out that the old
Pike ailment had caught up with her. In
other words, he hinted she was crazy,

Doll Dorais is tough. Don’'t you ever
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forget it. She didn't blow up and go to
hell, not Doll. She got outside more, she
used to take Hoppy’'s black gelding and
ride for hours, and always alone. She went
on with an even temper, operating the
joint as always, and only once in all those
years did she ever get really mad. And
that was at me. She heard me remark
that the button, Bubba, was a hell of a
kid to jump up and disappear just because
his pop killed a man. I went on to say
any kid with spirit would have stuck by
his father.

I won't tell you how mad she got— but
| damned near lost my job! Even when
Johnny Pike showed the note from Hunts-
ville, right after Hoppy died, she didn't
lose her temper that bad.

The note said—and it was addressed
to Marie Mangrum:

Marie, my dear: | am sick and know
I am about to die. Because Bubba hat
deserted me in my hour of need, he it
no son of mine. The spread is ail yours.
Love, Hoppy.

Doll just looked at that note when
Johnny Pike showed it to her, and
shrugged her pretty shoulders. She said,
“It's no skin off my elbow, Johnny Pike,
why show it to me?”

Pike grinned his mean grin and walked
off like a pleased cat.

T WAS payday night when he walked
I in. He shouldered the swing doors
aside and stood there grinning, his
Stetson pushed back, his thumbs in his
belt, sort of teetering on his heels. I
grabbed the bottle and drank right out
of the neck, and | wasn’'t the only ranny
that thought he was seeing things.

It was Hoppy Mangrum—but a Hoppy
Mangrum about twenty-two years old!
He swaggered up to the bar, and he said,
“Old Overholt, Lockjaw.”

| put it out. I said, mildly, “Bubba, you
been gone a long time.” Cause it was
Bubba, it had to be! And just as | was
getting ready to send someone for Doll,
them doors swung again and in walked
Carp Earnshaw. Right up to Bubba he
made his way and slapped him on the
back. Bubba grinned and asked for an-
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other glass for his friend. As the saying
goes, that tore it.

Bubba said, “Yeah, | stayed away a
long time. Carp, here, found me down
Mexico way, and told me the score. Lock-
jaw, 1want to see the woman who ruined
my dad.”

So | stood there turning it over in my
mind, wondering how he expected to find
Marie Mangrum in Doll's saloon.

“Tell her,” went on Bubba, “that she
might as well know I'm going to horse-
whip her through the streets of this town,
that I'm going to burn this joint. And
all the law and order between here and
the Pecos ain't going to stop me.” And
it was then | knew he was talking about
Doll, and not Marie!

His eyes-——---those his eyes! Just like
his dad’s, wide-open, all flashing pupil,
and his mouth twisted in that same
purple slit! That's what I mean when I
talk about really bad men!

Somebody said, “Hello, Bubba.” And
Doll came down the steps. Like yesterday
I remember it. She wasn't wearing her
usual short dress. She was wearing some-
thing black and shimmering and gleam-
ing that looked like it had been painted
on her, from her curved throat clean
down to her slender ankles. She came
down the steps, slow, slow, one hand be-
hind her back, and the boys made a path
for her. Bubba Mangrum stepped away
from the bar and waited. Bubba wasn't a
Mangrum any more. He was Old Man
Death, waiting there to reach out and
tap her on the shoulder with his bony fin-

gers and say, “l want you, Doll Dorais.”
She stopped just at arm’s length. She
smiled, and I'll swear she looked like that

picture the Eyetalian feller painted once.
She said, "I heard you, Bubba. You don't
really mean what you said. Somebody—
probably this Carp Earnshaw thing— has
been filling you full of lies. You don’t
really believe them—you wouldn't be
Hoppy’s son if you did. But if you want
it this way—here!”

ER HAND came from behind her

back. She thrust a heavy quirt at

him. He took it. He took a step backward
and he raised the quirt.
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| pulled the sawed-off shotgun out from
beneath the bar and | said, “No, Bubba.
Just drop it right there on the floor.”

He never even looked my way. He said,
“Shoot and be damned. That's the way I'll
end up anyway.”

| said, “You, Carp, did you tell him
why his daddy left Marie and gave away
the spread?”

"He told me,” grated Bubba. “He told
me plenty— enough to ruin my life. There
I am, peaceful at last, ready to marry
the finest girl in the world and he comes
along! He tells me how Doll connived
with the Pikes, damn her. Oh, she could
wrap dad around her finger—but | know
her for what she is!” What Bubba said
then was enough to burn the place down.

Doll went white. For the only time in
all the years I've known her, she looked
her age. Finally she said, “Go ahead,
Bubba, if that's what you think.”

And | said, “Move, Bubba, just move,
that's all. You'll never touch her. Carp
hates her because he couldn’t marry her!
That's the why of this!”

And he said, “Shoot, damn your dirty
soul, shoot!”

I reckon we'd have been frozen like
that yet if it hadn't been for the Pro-
fessor, the poor drunken bum who banged
the piano. He started playing, There’ll Be
A Hot Time In The Old Town Tonight
and that busted it up.

Earnshaw said, "Let’s let it be for the
present, pal.”

The quirt fell to the floor. Bubba turned
around and went out the door. Doll went
back upstairs. | put the sawed-off shotgun
away and said, "The next round is on
the house.”

So about three | locked up and | went
upstairs and | listened to Doll for about
fifteen minutes. | remember saying, "It
won't work, Doll. He's Hoppy all over
again, Hoppy on the kill, and with Carp
to egg him on all hell can't stop him.”

"We'll try,” was all she'd say. “Most of
it depends on you, Lockjaw. If you ever
loved me, do your best. It's my only
chance.”

I found him at the Lone Star Hotel.
| threw down on him and | tossed old
Hoppy’'s clothes on the bed, and told
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Bubba what we'd do. He knew something
big was planned, otherwise a man in his
mental shape wouldn’'t have been scared
of an old fat guy like me with a gun!
He put on Hoppy's clothes. We went
down the backstairs, and he got on Hop-
py’'s gelding—the black baby with the
white face that Doll had saved all these
years! Not that he said anything. Some-
times | think it was because 1 told him
right out that he'd see Doll, but what-
ever it was, he went peaceful.

We made the Pike ranch about four in
the morning, just at false dawn when the
roosters was blatting their silly brains
out. And just as we rode over the rim of
rock on the north side of the house, the
flames busted out the roof of the barn!
It had been a dry season and that barn
went up like tinder. | herded Bubba to-
ward the front of the house, went right
on up to the front door and walked him in.

Doll was waiting, her face strained and
gray in the dawn. She pointed toward a
door. She said, “Walk in there, Bubba."
He hesitated a minute—and stalked
through the door. He didn’t close it be-
hind him.

N OLD, old voice quavered, “Hoppyl

Hoppy! | knew you'd come! Ah,

Hoppy, they've been so mean to me, so
bad to poor Marie!"

She got up out of the tumbled bed and
literally leaped at Bubba. What's that?
I don’t know if | can describe her. | stood
there remembering how Marie looked
with that head of platinum hair when
she came back from the East, before poor
Hoppy married her. And | saw that in
six or seven years she’d become—well,
just an old crone whose madness gleamed
in her eyes. And yet 1 was sorry for her.

“There's something rotten and worm-
eaten about the Pike's."

Doll said that years ago. She was right.

“Hoppy, lover, you're all | ever loved,”
moaned Marie. “1 was jealous, you know
how | hated her! | hated Bubba, because
he was your son, and her son, | hated you
for telling me the truth. But Hoppy, you
got to believe there was nothing between
me and Carp! | fainted that day and
Carp picked me up off the floor. It was
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my brother. Dusty, that brought you in
to see Carp kiss me, wasn't it? It must
have been, for he bragged about it after-
ward! Hoppy, | never blamed you for
leaving me, but | wanted you to know
the truth about that! | didn't cheat on
you! They've kept me locked up, Hoppy,
locked away from everyone, but | knew
you'd come. Go back to her, Hoppy, to

that woman, Doll, to Bubba's mother!
Now you know . .. and ... I'm hap-
py— "

He put her gently onto the bed, and
she was smiling peaceful-like, her poor
eyes moving gently in the first little gleam
of sunlight. He looked at her a long time,
and he came walking out of the room to
meet Doll.

He said, “l guess | sort of suspected,
in a way, last night. | wanted Lockjaw
to shoot me, for I'd promised Carp I'd
whip her out of town! Now— !"

Yeah, I've been holding out on you to
make the story better. I'd known right
along. At least I'd suspected. Doll knew
she could never change, so she gave Bubba
to Hoppy. There's women like that. She
wanted Bubba to have a chance, and what
chance would a kid have knowing his
mama was—well— a saloonkeeper?

I gulped hard, and | said, “Okay,
Bubba. Kiss your mama."

He gulped harder, and he said, “I got
a little unfinished business, before I'm fit
to do it." He walked past her and right
through the house and out the back door.
| followed. Doll stayed long enough to
close the bedroom door and then came
along.

The barn was a smouldering wreck by
then, and Johnny and Joey Pike was fit
to be tied. Joey took one look at Doll and
started to reach for his gun. That was
before he really saw Bubba. Bubba said,
“Keep reaching, mister. This is a show-
down.” But not Joey Pike! No reaching
for the Black Pikes against sudden death
like Bubba Mangrum!

OLL SAID, “lI burned your barn,
D Pikes. Maybe Bubba will burn your
house!” Damnedest thing | ever heard.
Me, I was shaking in my boots! She went



REALLY BAD!

on, “I think, however, he might listen to
reason, providing we check up sometime
in the near future. He wants Hoppy’'s
spread back—but quick!”

Bubba said, “Will somebody please
make a move? Please!”

Somebody did! A .45 cracked and Bub-
ba spun around and went down. Carp
Earnshaw was sitting his horse not
twenty yards away, him having rode up
unnoticed in the excitement. He blew the
smoke away from his gunbarrel. And that
was the last move Carp Earnshaw ever
made, consciously. For Bubba blew him
right out from under his hat—and that’s
the end of the story!

What's that? Naw, Carp got him
through the left shoulder. That was all.
Bubba carried the arm in a sling for a
while . . ..

The Pikes? Why, that man who just
left here was Joey Pike. Bubba Mangrum
is slowly but surely taking them over—

Of Course,
You Can't Be There—But—

]SJO, you can’'t be there at the

- dressing station to give him
amother’s care. All you cando is
be thankful that the Army and the
Red Cross take such good care of
our boys. But you can help see
to it that such precious supplies
as blood plasma, food and ammu-
nition, reach the front iin prime
condition — ready to do their job.

For every one of the 700,000 items shipped
to our troops is protected against weather
and dirt by paper and paperboard. That's
why your government asks you to use less
paper, and save every scrap you can.
Remember that every time you are tempted
to waste paper or destroy it.
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he's the best cowman in these here parts.
He brought his gal up from Sonora and
married her and they’'re living out on the
place. 1 don't understand you when you
say it don't make sense? Bubba’'s taking
care of Marie, Bubba and his wife! And—
Naw, the Pikes didn’'t make no trouble.
It was cut and dried. Remember the note
they showed around, even to Doll, sup-
posedly from Hoppy in the pen, cutting
Bubba off because he'd run out on him?
Sure, now, Doll and me both was a little
ashamed to say anything at the time.
But poor Hoppy never had much edu-
cation—you see he couldn’t even sign his
own name, let alone write a note like that!
Doll? Now if you'll wait until four
o’'clock you'll see her— by golly, it is four!
Look! There she comes! Right down the
stairs, proud and erect and breath-taking
as the feller said—just like always.
Mister, women like Doll live forever!
Hello, Doll!

Use less Paper— Save All Wastepaper
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Ten Bad Little Indians

(Continued from page 23)

lodge, his black eyes fixed upon the still-
talking messenger.

“The evil one from Durango speaks
with the lying tongue,” Sterne said.

The cold hard voice of Long-Eye Sterne
fell upon the ears of the old man and
turned the sunken eyes of Chief Tawa-
wa toward him.

“1 have brought Spotted Elk home to
the lodge of his father,” Sterne said.

The Durango messenger looked in
amazement at Long-Eye Sterne as he
placed the body of Spotted Elk before old
Chief Tawawa.

“You see,” said Long-Eye Sterne, “that
is not a white man’'s bayonet in his
heart.” And there, incredibly enough,
projected the bone-handled hilt of a long
Comanche skinning knife that had come
only minutes before from the belt of the
other Durango messenger now lying dead
with a broken neck.

7 | "HE drunken emissary from Duran-

-5- go stared at the corpse. There was a
sudden, silent menace in the black eyes
of Tawawa's warriors. The Durango
killer knew this was a trick, but to give
the lie to Long-Eye Sterne was beyond
even his drunken hardihood.

Old Tawawa's features were inscruta-
ble as he gazed upon the body of his dead
son. The Durango killer moved with the
swiftness of a scared deer. Yet he would
not have been quick enough to escape the
younger Comanche warriors if Long-Eye
Sterne had not spoken:

“Let him go. | want him to return to
Durango. We have much to speak between
us.”

Sterne was trying to keep his mind
and heart from fear for Enna Caulder.
Her life was at stake. But there were also
the many other women, children and men
of the wagon train to consider.

He realized that some of Tawawa's
more impetuous redskins had already
joined the outlaw band of Durango.
Sterne was facing old men who had been

given recent reason to hate the pale-
faces. Ahong those who had fled from
the reservation were old ones, women
and children.

By the dictum of the army the lives of
many Comanches would be demanded
as the result of the act of the one Killer,
Durango, and his original small band.
In the end Durango himself would escape.

Many Indians and many palefaces
would die. Sterne’'s heart cried out
against this thing. Just now the massacre
of the wagon train was in the making
with only Captain Echols, the tenderfoot
captain, to employ tactics that would
leave scalped woman and men, burned
wagons, as another massacre to be
charged up to the Comanches. His chore
here would not be easy.

Sterne was trusted only because he was
a blood brother. Upon that he was forced
to rely.

As motionless as if his dead son were
not lying there before him, old Chief
Tawawa waited. He spoke with slow de-
liberation.

“You come for more than to bring back
your blood brother,” he said. “Speak on
at once. We have no time to wait.”

Would the merry, spirited Enna Caul-
der be alive? Could he save her and at
the same time perform his greater task?

Yet Sterne knew all this could not be
hastened. The Comanches admired and
demanded oratory. Already the pipe of
the long stem was being lighted and
passed toward Chief Tawawa.

“All of many years you have known
me,” said Long-Eye Sterne. “Spotted Elk
wrote with his skinning knife on my arm
and our blood was mingled when we saved
each other from the mad charge of a
wild buffalo herd. I am a white man, but
I am also a Comanche.”

“Enju,” grunted the circle of old men
in agreement.

“Years ago when the mad Durango
killed his first white man he should have
died. But he has lived to hunt through
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the lodges of the palefaces. Many soldiers
have been sent by the Great White Fa-
ther, and even now the company of Col-
onel Hauser ha3 been tricked by the wily
Durango. But surely his men will return
to exact vengeance upon all of your tribe.
Why have you not killed Durango your-
selves? Only the Comanche can bring
this mad dog to justice without much
blood being poured upon the trails of the
San Pablos."

Old Tawawa's black eyes were unblink-
ing alongside his craggy beak of a nose.

Long-Eye Sterne went on: ‘“You would
ask me if all white men are not mad men.
I can reply to you only that all this sense-
less slaughter has been because you have
permitted your own mad dog to live.”

Sterne had held back his high card to
the last. He was watching the unblinking
eyes of the older warriors.

“l bring to you also my own solemn
pledge that you will return safely to your
reservation if you will work with me. |
am the new Indian Agent of the San
Pablos."

Long-Eye Sterne sat down. One old
man and another arose and spoke. The
language of the Comanche demanded
these long minutes of oratory. All thie
time a long-stemmed peace pipe had been
held by an old one who sat close to Ta-
wawa. Tawawa said no word, but he
reached out his long brown fingers and
took the pipe. A younger warrior came
over instantly with a live coal from the
'lodge fire. Chief Tawawa took a long
draw on the stem of the pipe, pulling the
smoke through his withered lips. He ex-
haled it slowly through his eaglelike nos-
trils. He turned the pipe and extended it
ito Long-Eye Sterne.

“Long-Eye, blood-brother of my dead
non, when do we ride?”

CHAPTER VI
They Ride Too Late

UNTED on Stormy, with old Chief
I\/lOTawawa on his bareback pony be-
side him, Long-Eye Sterne started down
the valley in the night. Two files of some
Ib»r hundred Comanches deployed be-
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side them. Some were armed with the old
needle guns. Some carried their bows.
Mostly the skinning knife, the short
spear and the tomahawk were their only
weapons. About one mile above the camp
of the mad dog Durango, Long-Eye
Sterne pulled up. Like ghosts moving
in the night, two files of Indians separat-
ed in the mountain mist.

“We go from here on in silence," said
Long-Eye Sterne.

“Enju,” grunted old Tawawa.

Ahead of them glowed the fire where
Durango’s murdering braves had been
holding drunken wassail.

“Wait,” said Long-Eye Sterne. As si-
lently as a mountain cat might have
moved in the night, Sterne rounded the
rocks, his primed pistol held ready. If he
could take Durange alone and free Enna
Caulder from the stake to which she had
been tied, he felt that he still might save
the girl’s life and avert the attack upon
the wagon train. He was now fully aware
that at least half a hundred of the more
hot-blooded Comanches had secretly
joined Durango. Ria only thought and
purpose at the moment was to rescue
Enna CauWer and, if possible, kill Du-
rango with his own hands.

Five ininutes later he stood by the
bole of a great mountain oak and looked
upon the dying embers of the fire. The
Durango maurauders were already on
their way for the attack upon the wagon
train. The stake where Enna Caulder had
been a prisoner was empty.

Sterne's heart and instinct impelled
him to search for the missing girl, al-
though fearful of what he might find.
Every bit of him cried out to know the
truth. But it was too late now. A more
desperate need was at hand. One that he
himself had helped create. Cursing
through clenched teeth, the mountain
man turned back his horse. The mad dog,
Durango, with half a hundred recruited
Comanches, might already be making his
attack upon the wagon train two miles
below.

“Damnation,” gritted Sterne.
didn’'t 1 have more sense?”

He swung up on Stormy, made sure
the Sharp’s buffalo rifle was in place

“Why
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and sent the horse plunging recklessly
back toward old Tawawa and the band
of redskins waiting for him, for Sterne
had figured that to avoid senseless Kill-
ing of Comanches and whites, it would
be best to draw Captain Echols and his
soldiers away from the wagon train. He
knew that already one silent file of In-
dians, Durango’s, was making ready for
the attack upon the wagon train. Sterne
himself had been partially responsible
for a trick that was to remove the sol-
diers, when he had released Spotted Elk.
He had thought only to clear the way for
old Tawawa and his braves to deal with
Durango.

“Durango’s gone! We may be too late!"
he said to Tawawa.

The old chief grunted. “We ride like
hell.”

ing: “Yuh dangnation skutz! Yo're
headin’ right in for a massacree!” The
seventy-year-old wagon boss was being
restrained by two hulking soldiers.

“Come on! Get those wagons moving!
I'm not being taken in again by any
crazy woman.” That was Captain Echols,
furious over the discovery that Mrs. Lar-
kin was not having a baby. Nate Larkin
had at last figured it out, got his mad
up and upset Ma Caulder’s applecart. An-
gered to the point of recklessness by the
trick that had held up the wagon train,
Captain Echols had commanded the move
in the middle of the misty night. The
wagoneers were nearly all hitched. The
first wagon was beginning to creak down
from the hump. John and Ma Caulder
were silent, heavy of heart and stony-
eyed. They had been trying to get the
picture out of their minds of what might
have happened to the fair-haired and
vivacious girl who was still missing. Eric
Robb’s cursing yells did him no good
now.

“If we're caught in an ambush we can
lay it to Long-Eye Sterne!” shouted Cap-
tain Echols.

The second wagon started to move.
They were covered by mis< and rain. The
hooting of night owls and the howling
of coyotes where there were neither night

BALD-HEADED Eric Robb was yell-
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owls nor coyotes should have wanned the
tenderfoot captain. He was too furious
over the tricks that had frustrated his
orders to heed any such intangible warn-
ing.

A few smoky torches flared about the
big Conestoga wagons as they broke up
the circle that had been their chief pro-
tection. Then it happened.

Hooting, screeching shadows came
hurtling from one side. Half a dozen
flaming arrows curved over the wagons.
The Comanches were making their at-
tack. Hastily trying te correct his own
mistake, Captain Echols yelled, “Sound
the charge!”

“Great Jehosophat and little catfish,"
groaned Eric Robb. “There ain’'t nothin’
goin’ to save us from the redskins now!”

Captain Echols was in his first Indian
fight. He saw swirling, yelling ghosts on
ponies riding into a curious circle, not
around the wagons but off to one side.

“Somethin’s fishy,” grunted Eric Robb.
“Them redskins don’t put on any war
dance like that—"

But whether fishy or not, the doughty
Captain Echols had mounted his twenty
men and gone charging pellmell upon
that circling band of redskins. If he had
been a veteran he might have noticed
that while flaming arrows arched over
the wagons, not one struck anywhere
among the clustered wagoneers who were
hurriedly trying to swing their wagons
back into a circle.

“Atta men! Wipe them out!” shouted
Captain Echols.

Some of the older soldiers realized
there was a polecat smell to this, but a
captain is a captain even if he is really
only a shavetail. As if they were only
shadows, the two hundred or more Co-
manches started to dissolve before the
charging soldiers.

“Great Gor Amighty,” groaned Eric
Robb. “They're leadin’ them straight into
an ambuscade.” For the Comanches were
not only in sudden retreat, they were
practically dissolving in all directions.
Captain Echols had no tactics to fit twen-
ty men into running down two hundred
vanishing redskins.

Only a short time later his tight little
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band of blue-clad troops were nearly a
mile from the wagons, and scattered.
They might as well have been trying to
catch badgers by the neck before they
ducked into their holes.

HEN it happened again. This time
T there was a distinctly different note
in the yells of the Indians who smashed
toward the wagons from the opposite side,
but at their head rode two murdering
killers bearing torches that revealed an
appalling sight.

“Enna! Our gal!”
cry of Ma Caulder.

The torches had revealed the white
girl bound across the back of an Indian
pony, riding in such position that any
random shot from the wagons would en-
danger the girl’s life, and behind her was
the mad dog Durango.

Cursing wagoneers lifted their rifles
aid held their fire. From the deep shad-
ows behind the bound and helpless girl
the first fire spears hurtled upon the
wagons. A canvas top flamed. A wagoneer
groaned and fell. A woman screamed.

“Drat their rotten black hearts!"
yelled bald Eric Robb.

Then, with only a one-shot musket,
the oldster slithered out into the dark-
ness.

It was the hoarse

Durango himself was lying low on his
pony’'s neck. He was riding directly be-
hind Enna Caulder, shielded by her body.
Eric Robb went to one knee in the mud
and tried for one of the torch bearers be-
side the bound girl.

The Indian twisted, screamed and
plunged from his pony. But a short spear
slammed into Eric Robb’s shoulder and
he went to his face.

Another wagon was blazing. The smart
Durango had planned his attack well.
Captain Echols had aided the Indians
materially by having the wagons already
swung out of a compact circle. A wagon-
train horse pierced by an arrow went
down and tangled the attempt to rebuild
the defense.

The attacking Comanches were scatter-
ing now. Lusting for the Kkill, they were
coming in with spear and tomahawk and

SPEED WESTERN STORIES

skinning knives. Only a few had needle
guns, wi.ich were ineffective.

Eric Robb lay in the mud cursing any
and all shavetan officers, and especially
one Captain Echols, whose troop was still
pursuing vanishing redskins a mile away.

CHAPTER VII
Tawawa Strikes

ONG-EYE STERNE was riding hard

beside old Tawawa when he saw the
impending fate of Enna Caulder. Tawa-
wa's braves, sweeping down in a half
circle, were flanking Durango’s killers.

Sterne knew then, for all time, why
he had suddenly left the Big Muddy two
years before. His heart was being car-
ried to the depths of hell over there on
that flying pony.

“We strike, Tawawa!"

“It is good!"

“Leave Durango to me—"

“l have said | would take Durango,”
replied the old chief. “It is for the white
girl then, Long-Eye?"

But Sterne could not reply. The great
horse Stormy was already in his long
stride. Durango had not yet discovered
that the good Comanches of Tawawa
were upon him.

Sterne saw one torch bearer beside the
girl shot from his pony. Without holding
up the flying stride of his horse, Sterne
cracked his buffalo rifle once. The second
torch bearer hurtled from his pony.

Sterne knew then he was going to kill
Durango with his bare hands. He
breathed with deep relief when the pony
bearing Enna bolted straight for the
wagons.

Durango’'s bared and greased body
came erect as Sterne dived upon him. The
killer was a pockmarked redskin with
huge shoulders and powerful hands. Even
in the darkness his black eyes glittered
murderously.

"Eeyah!” he yelled, snapping up a
short spear and driving at Sterne’s buck-
skinned body.

Sterne felt the spear strike the thick
muscles of his chest. He was already in
midair and his weight drove Durango
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from his pony. They went to the ground
with the spear still partially impaling
the mountain man.

Nevertheless, Sterne’s gripping hands
clutched at the inad dog Indian’s greasy
throat. His fingers slipped and the pain
of the biting spear became nauseating.
Durango’s black-bound head butted into
his face.

Thereafter it seemed to Sterne he en-
dured an agony for hours, although it
was but a few minutes. Around him and
Durango the battle of the Comanches
raged. Tarawa's braves were upon the
killers of their tribe with spear and knife
and tomahawk.

Almost slipping into blackness, Sterne
found a hold at last. There was a sicken-
ing crack of bone under the strong hands
of the mountain man.

As Sterne staggered to his feet the
short spear still was imbedded in his
chest muscles.

HEN there was old Tawawa sliding

from his pony. The chief reached
forth quick hands. There was a twist that
seemed to tear Sterne’s body apart. But
he still stood swaying.

“1t is finished, blood brother of my
house,” said Chief Tawawa quietly.

When Captain Echols and his misled
troop came charging back into the camp
of the wagon train, a strange spectacle
was presented. The shavetail halted, pis-
tol in hand, plainly in doubt as to what
his duty might now be. Lined up in a sol-
emn procession were some two hundred
Comanches. Perhaps Captain Echols had
never seen calmer or grimmer faces.

"What's this? What's this?” he roared.
“Seize these men!”

But seizing two hundred statuesque
and emotionless Comanches seemed a lit-
tle beyond the comprehension of his
twenty bluecoats and the wagoneers.

Old Chief Tawawa sat upon his pony
uttering no word. Long-Eye Sterne stood
beside him, 'supporting himself with one
hand upon the pony’s hackamore. The
blood from the deep wound had soaked
Sterne’s buckskin shirt. His face was a
battered mass. He spoke quietly:

“Yuh haven’'t got savvy to understand
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perhaps. This is Chief Tawawa of the
San Pablos Comanches. He has just re-
moved the mad dog, Durango, and all his
marauders. He comes in peace but asks
no favor.”

Captain Echols stared a moment, then
he roared: “Take this man Long-Eye
Sterne! Make him a prisoner! He aided
in the escape of a killer Indian! He is re-
sponsible for all this bloodshed! Get
ready to move on to Fort Lodge!”

Among his own men there was no
movement. Among the wagoneers there
was no movement. The voice of old Eric
Robb, who was himself severely wounded,
cracked out:

“Heh, heh! Yuh still would want to
get the devil by the taill!”

What might have happened then would
never be known. There came the roaring
thunder of a full troop of horses. The
rattling of sabers of cavalrymen.

Colonel Hauser was a stern man, most
of whose dignity lay in a gray goatee.
Back from the fruitless chase of Duran-
go, he swept the scene just before him
with keen eyes. Captain Echols saluted.

“1 have just ordered the arrest of this
so-called scout. I am taking him to Fort
Lodge. He has defied the army’s orders.
He has stirred up mutiny among these
Indians!”

“Yo're loco. He jest took Durango, him
and old Chief Tawawa,” cackled Eric
Robb.

“That is good,” stated Colonel Hauser.
“But it doesn't matter about his arrest.
Captain Echols, this is William Long-
Eye Sterne. When he arrived he held a
commission from the Department of In-
dian Affairs in Washington. He has been
and is in complete command of the San
Pablos reservation. We have been re-
lieved of duty here. Sterne has known this
ail the time. . . .”

HILE Enna Caulder was bathing
W the torn wound in his chest, Long-
Eye Sterne spoke contritely:

"You know Enna, | have to confess. |
myself am of the blood of the Coman-
ches.”

The fair-haired girl smiled tightly.

“Be quiet, Long-Eye. Stop boasting.”
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Hot-Lead Leavening

(Continued from page 31)

gree murder, and he was immediately sen-
tenced to be hanged at an early date!

HEN Sheriff Jaeger had taken
W Belton back to his cell, Solo waited
for the courtroom to clear, then walked
over to the jail with Belton’s attorney.
Jaeger was sitting slumped at his desk.
He looked up, his expression baffled and
hopeless.

“It's awful,” Jaeger groaned. “I can't
b'lieve Buck kilt oI’ Tom or, if he did,
that he’d marry Alice right after. Yet it
looks like it had to be him. There wasn't
no evidence to the otherwise.”

“1f 1 ever defended an innocent man,
Belton seemed to be the one. Yet the evi-
dence against him was conclusive,” the
lawyer agreed.

“How about Mitoga’'s actions at the
church?” Solo demanded.

“1 told you, once before,” the lawyer
impatiently snapped, “that that has no
bearing on the case, and there was no
reason to try to bring it into the trial.
Mitoga likely just hesitated to stop the
wedding ceremony to break such news—
though it would have been better for the
girl Belton married if he had."

“Well,” Jaeger croaked, “the law says
the sheriff has to spring the trap under
Belton. But | won't. I'll hand in my
badge.”

“Wait,” the lawyer cautioned. “I'm
going to see if | can't dig up at least one
small thing on which to base an appeal
for a new trial. Although,” he concluded,
“1 doubt that | can.”

Rising, Jaeger let Solo and the lawyer
into the cellblock. Dazed and shaken, Buck
Belton looked through the bars and mum-
bled, “It's a hell of a thing to do to an
innocent man, Solo. A hell of a thing
to do.”

“Aw, somethin’ will turn up an’ you'll
get an appeal.” Solo forced a confident
smile. “1 don’t think you kilt Nola’'s ol’
man, an’ she don’'t, neither. An’ don’t
worry about Circle Arrow. I'll keep on

lookin’ after it an’ the TN, like | been
doin’, an’ Nola will look after your wife.”

URING the days ensuing, Solo rode
D range, chopped waterholes in ice so
the cattle could drink, forked hay to
calves, and rode his seat to the gristle
between Circle Arrow and TN. He also
made trips to Centerfire to see Belton
and let him know that his whiteface herd
was coming along fine, and to let Nola
Norris know how the TN was faring.
Once, when they were talking about the
spread, the girl had blurted, “Oh, Lon, I
don’t think Buck’s guilty any more than
you do, and | wish there was something
you could do, or try to do, to clear him.
With you running TN, cleaning up the
scrub stock and running whitefaces with
Buck, I could hold the ranch and feel
happy and secure.”

It was on the tip of Solo's tongue to
ask her if she meant what he was hoping
she did, but he held the words back. Scowl-
ing, he said, “l can't help Belton, Nola.
Why, when | horned into this mess by
goin’ on the stand for him at the trial,
| got called a double-rigged kak hobo,
didn't 1?7 An’ when | said | figgered that
Mitoga had a reason for not arrestin’
Belton until after the weddin’ was over,
I was told | was prejudiced an' tryin’ to
make somethin’ ag’in him out of nothin’.

“Nope, there's nothin’ I can do,” he
concluded.

“1 understand.” Nola sighed wearily.
“1 guess that all anyone can do is wait.”

At the end of two weeks, then, that
period of waiting came to an end. Solo
was cleaning out the stable at Circle
Arrow when Blackie Mitoga and a cow-
puncher from Sam Argyle’s ranch rode
up. Solo, pitchfork in hand, stood in the
doorway when they dismounted.

“A’right, you damn’ scrub,” Mitoga
snarled, wasting no words on Solo. “ Spool
yuhr doofunnies an’ get to hell off Circle
Arrer.”

“Who says so0?” Solo grunted.
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“1 do, for one,” Mitoga spat. ‘‘For an-
other, Mrs. Belton. So get a-goin’, before
| kick yuh plumb to the county line!”

“Don’'t try ’er.” His eyes glittering,
Solo held the pitchfork like a javelin. “I'll
get off this spread, since it ain’'t none of
my bus’ness no more. But you claw your
iron or lay a paw on me, I'll bodaciously
jab this fork right through your guts.
So get out of my way!”

“You keep goin’, yuh scabby runt.”
Mitoga backed away from the threatening
tines. “Get yuhr walkin’ papers from Mrs.
Belton at the bank, an’ don't let me catch
yuh in Centerfire after today.”

With his meager possibles in a gunny
sack tied to his saddle, Solo rode to town
and went to the bank, where Alice Belton
still worked. Acting and talking in the
manner of a woman plunged into utter
despair and unable to think clearly any
more, Alice said, “I'm sorry, Solo, but
Mr. Argyle advises me | can't afford to
pay your wages any longer. He'll have one
of his own men take charge of Circle
Arrow until after Buck— until things are
suh-settled.”

Sobbing, Alice pressed a handkerchief
to her face.

to Luce's Mercantile, where Nola
greeted him tremulously, then cried, “Oh,
Lon, Buck’s lawyer has given up. He con-
ferred with an ex-judge of the State
Supreme Court in the capital, and was
told that there wasn’'t a single thing on
which an appeal could be based or
granted.”

“Ahhh, hell, what a rotten mess,” Solo
groaned.

“Everything’s a mess," Nola quavered.
“As if that news wasn’'t enough, Sam
Argyle came in here a little while ago.
He informed me that there was a pay-
ment past due on the note dad signed.
Argyle said he couldn’t have an unknown
drifter caring for a spread that's in debt
to the bank, and he’'s sending a man to
take the TN over. Then he had the nerve
to suggest | might save the TN by
being nice to and sensible about Blackie
Mitoga!”

“Soon as it's known Belton’s last chance

LEAVING the bank, Solo went over
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is gone, Argyle gets to work,” Solo spat.
“He grabs your spread an’ gets Alice to
fog me off Circle Arrow.”

“Alice isn't to blame,” Nola declared.
“She has to have someone to turn to and
lean on during these terrible times, and
Argyle’s playing the dear old friend and
advisor for all he's worth. I've no doubt
he'll try to marry Alice, after every-
thing’'s over with.”

“Nola, that's it!” Solo exclaimed.
“Argyle wants Alice, land, an’ control
around here—which means Mitoga in the
sheriff's shoes. Mitoga wants to try for
you, but your dad was in his way. So
three men stood between ’'em an’ their
wants, an’ killin’ your dad got rid of
them all at once. They traded on the
qguarrel between your dad an' Belton.
They find or steal Belton's handkerchief,
an’ Argyle reports hosses stolen to give
Mitoga excuse to ride out. Belton’s goin’
to invite your dad to the weddin’ was
luck they hadn’t counted on an’ didn't
need. So Mitoga stabs your dad, puts
blood on that handkerchief, an’ later rides
in an’ arrests Belton for murder.”

“I'm confused,” Nola muttered. “1 can’t
connect—"

“Look,” Solo interrupted. “Your dad’s
out of the way, Argyle takes over the TN
an’ advises you to treat Mitoga good. The
sheriff will resign before he'll spring the
trap under Belton, an’ Mitoga will step
into his shoes. If Jaeger didn't resign,
his bangin’ a good friend would turn folks
ag’in him next election. There’s two men
out of the way, an’ Belton's the third.
When he’s gone, Argyle will marry Alice
an’ get Circle Arrow. If she won't marry
him, he stands to buy the ranch from her,
because | doubt she'd keep it. Figgerin’
that way, Argyle wanted to be sure Alice
would be Belton’s widow an’ get Circle
Arrow. That's why Mitoga waited outside
the church until the weddin’ was over,
before he arrested Belton!”
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nothin’ but my say-so an’ reckonin’?”

“If 1 were a man, I'd get proof if i had
to beat it out of Argyle .and Mitoga,”
Nola choked. “I'd not sit by and see a
friend, an innocent man, go to the gallows
without trying to save him.”

“ 'Specially if he'd taken you in, clothed
you, an’ stood by you when you needed
help an’ a friend, huh?” Solo meaningly
added.

“1 didn’t mean that,” Nola protested.
"l know how you feel, and I've no right
to blame you. But— Where are you going,
Lon?” Nola broke off and asked as he
headed for the door.

“Be back,” Solo said, and went on out
to his pony, racked in front of Luce’s.
Untying his possible sack, he took out a
gunbelt and single-action Colt. Buckling
the rig around himself, he looked across
the street and saw Mitoga’s horse in front
of the bank. A cynical, cold expression on
his face, Solo went back into the store.

“Nola,” he requested, "give me a box
of .45 ca'tridges. My belt’'s about empty,
an’ | want new shells in this old’ cap-
buster.”

“Lon.” Nola gulped. “Lon, what do you
mean to do?”

“Ride yonderly, soon’s | clean my con-
science an’ try to pay a debt.” Solo
thumbed new shells into his six-shooter.
“1'd hoped you an’ me— But never mind.
One way or another, I'm done here.”

“Killing won't help, and there's your
vow,” Nola reminded him.

"Killin® might help—if it ain't mine.”
Solo chuckled grimly. “An’ | don’t figger
to break m vow. Mebbe my mind runs
slaunchin’, but I've got this deal figgered
out where it's person’l with me.”

“Personal?” Nola echoed. “But, Lon,
outside of the fact that Mitoga dislikes
you and told you to leave, what personal
matter do you have against him and Sam
Argyle?”

“Nothin’ ag’'in Argyle, yet. As for
Blackie Mitoga, | got it ag’in him that the
last gun-skunk | kilt in Arizona, the one
that shot me through the lung, was named
Ike Mitoga,” Solo revealed.

“lke Mitoga was Blackie's brother!”
Nola exclaimed.

“Yeah,” Solo nodded, “Now, if Blackie

SPEED WESTERN STORIES

wants, he can take 'er up. If | down him,
that'll turn into a person’l matter between
me an’ his boss, Argyle, an’ when that
happens, mebbe Argyle’'ll give up head
about this an’ that.”

RINNING wickedly, Solo looked out
G through the front window and saw
Blackie Mitoga leave the bank and head
toward Luce’s. Without further ado, Solo
hurried outside to meet him.

Mitoga was halfway across the street
when Solo stepped off of the plank side-
walk and stopped. Seeing Solo’s six-
shooter, Muoga halted in his tracks and
barked, " Ttold yuh to keep goin’, an’ now
| catch yuh around here packin’ an iron
contrary to the law.”

“Then-why don’tcha take the hardware
off me an’ run me out?” Solo jeered. “I'll
tell you why, you yellow-gutted stump-
sitter. You're good at stabbin’ ol’ men,
but it comes to facin’ a man in a draw-
an’-shoot, you're as coyotin’ as your
brother, lke, was. | ought to know, too,
you black-whiskered buzzard. In Arizona,
| was called the Solitary Kid, because my
name’s Solo an’ | played a lone hand. It
was the Tolitary Kid that shot that sneak-
in’ lke, Blackie. You know it, but | doubt
you got sand enough in your craw to do
anything about it.”

Shaken by the unexpectedness of Solo’s
rawhiding verbal attack, Mitoga, his face
pale, stood with his shoulders hunched
and his feet far apart. Staring at Solo, he
weighed his chances and tried to swallow
the fear that seemed to form a lump in
his throat.

Silent, Solo waited, seeming to find a
grim amusement in the struggle Mitoga
was having with himself. Now, Solo
raised his right hand and blew on it to
warm it. The move was deliberate, aimed
at making Mitoga think he had an edge.
Mitoga did think that, and he went for
his gun. Solo’'s hand lashed downward, he
pulled his Colt and dropped the hammer
just an instant before Mitoga's gun
roared. The ragged jet of fire and the
slug from the deputy’s piece went sky-
ward as he fell with Solo’s bullet centered
in his heart.

Along the street, doors were being
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of low, murderin’ snakes . . . Call me a
killer, an’ to hell with all of you!”

Things were whirling before Solo’s
eyes and inside of his head. He thought
he was walking toward his horse, aiming
to ride away from Centerfire and other
folk’s troubles. Then he heard a man cry,
“He's bad hit. Lookit the blood on him.
He's outta his head.”

“Catch him,” somebody else yelped.
“He’'s a-fallin’

T was evening when Solo awakened
from the sleep the doctor’s drugs had

induced, and found himself in the house
where Nola and Alice lived. The doctor
and Nola were in the room with him.
Solo claimed he felt fine, and when he
learned that Buck Belton had been re-
leased from jail, he insisted on seeing
him. So the doctor gave in and let Buck
and Alice Belton into the room.

Alice kissed Solo and wet his pale face
with her tears. Buck gripped Solo’s hand
and grinned crookedly. Sounding like he
had a frog in his throat, Belton hoorawed
Solo, saying he sure was glad that, since
Solo wouldn’t mix in other people’s
troubles, he'd found some personal things
to raise hell about in Centerfire.

“Nobody here owes me thanks or any-
thing,” Solo muttered. “So forget it, an’
forget me. In a few days, I'll be up an’
on my way.”

“Why, Lon?” Nola sat down on the
edge of the bed and took one of his hands
in hers. “Why go, after you've lightened
our lives?”

“You're the little hunk of yeast that
raised us back, all right,” Belton said.
“Sort of a hot lead leavener, you might
say.”

“So don't leave, Lon. Why not stay?”
Nola begged him.

“An’ have folks eyein’ me, brandin’ me
a killer, an'—"

“Hush, Lon,” Nola scolded. “Alice,
raise the front shade.”

Alice raised the shade over a window
overlooking the front yard. Slipping one
arm under Solo’s head, Nola raised him
so he could see outside, There, hunched
on the edge of the perch, nv .calking stiffly
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around trying to keep warm, Solo saw at
least a dozen male and female citizens of
Centerfire.

“They haven’'t branded you a Killer,
Lon,” Nola said softly. “They're singing
your praises They're my friends, Alice’s,
and Buck’s, and your friends, too. They've
been out there in fhe cold since you were
brought here, waiting to hear you were
past danger.”

“Why. the sonuvaguns,” Solo choked.
“You've got pards here, Lon,” Belton

SPEED WESTERN STORIES

assured him. "And the Circle Arrow's
your home as long as you want it.”

“Nola,” Alice Belton sniffed, “men are
so stupid about some things. My husband,
for instance— offering Solo a home, when
Solo already has a home and a lifetime
job cinched down at the TN!”

“You mean these two— Ouch!” Buck
Belton yelped as his wife took him by the
ear and led him away to tell the folks
outside that, inside, Lon Solo and Nola
Norris were doing very well, indeed!

When the Smoke Dies Away

N the first World War, there was a
550ng that went, “Light your fag with

a Lucifer and Smile, Smile, Smile.”
Somehow or other, the Tommy Atkins
and the doughboy of that war learned
that few puffs on a cigarette made you
forget those hardships of trudging along
all day and those longings to be home
again with the whole family around
Christmas time.

As a matter of fact, it is due to the
frot war that the cigarette finally gained
i s great popularity. Until that time, the
cigarette was very poorly regarded in
America. It was considered ill bred for
young men to smoke it, and for a woman
to indulge and be seen meant that she
could consider herself divorced from
polite society as a result forever after.
But wars, for all their evils, many times
result in great liberalizations, and now it
is a common sight to see girls and women
smoking away in public places.

The cigarette started off peacefully
enough, but grew great on war. It first
appeared in Brazil in the middle of the
1700’s, where it was called the papelito.

From there it passed on through Portugal
and Spain and on into Europe. But it
remained a little known pleasure until the
Crimean War of 1856, when British
soldiers, craving tobacco to ease their
cares, discovered from the cigarette-
smoking Turkish soldiers that it was
cheaper to roll one's own than to buy
ready-made cigars. It was Napoleon 111,
Emperor of the French, however, who, by
his example in smoking the cigarette at
Court, set all of Europe to smoking them.

That the cigarette is considered one
of the best morale boosters in this war
is evidenced by the fact that our High
Command make sure that cigarette ship-
ments get the highest priorities. The
cigarette has even made its way into the
various ration packages that are prepared
for emergency purposes. Along with the
condensed beef stew, vegetable soups,
and coffee are small packages holding five
cigarettes. There is nothing quite so com-
forting to a lonely soldier five thousand
miles from home as to be able to enjoy
the same cigarette that he smoked on
Main Street in the good old days.
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Five-Star Final

(Continued from pope 48)

Well, sir, it seems the artist had done
sort of a suggestive job. By sort of tip-
ping the paper, you not only saw a cres-
cent-shaped scar on John Doe’s temple,
but it was so shaded behind his head that
a quick glimpse made it look like the
robber had long-shouldei'-length-hair!
No wonder Brickley was right provoked,
him being the only hairpin in these parts
with hair like that.

Downstairs | went and took three fast
drinks. Then | went back to the Acme,
locked the door, and put the bureau
against it, and went to sleep cursing
Tientsin for getting me in a jam. It was
easy to see, knowing what | knew, just
how the land lay. Somewhere back in
China Tientsin had known Brickley,
Brickley had been a bad hombre. Now
Brickley had his eye on Wang Toy, who
had been so good to Tientsin. Naturally
Tientsin, the crazy fool, was going to
mwork against him all he could, so he'd
slipped that false shading into his chalk
block cartoon to set the town talking and
hinting.

| got to thinking what a shart move
it would be on Brickley’s part to be John
Doe. What if he’'d been operating in these
parts for eight months or so as a bandit,
what if Beryl Anderson was party to the
whole deal and had planted the big bad
city marshal bug in her aged husband's
brain. He could write Dodge; Brickley
could have a pal answer—you see? And
then, by God, he could be a marshal hunt-
ing himself!

I remember saying to myself, “Inky,
you been reading books. Go to sleep!”
And 1 did.

EXT MORNING | was sweeping
N out my front office when China
Sam came in. He looked at me steadily,
stoically, as they say, and finally said,
“Mister Maddox, have you seen Wang
Toy?”

| said, “Nope, China Sam? What would
| know about your kid?”
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He said, “This morning she took laun-
dry to the Acme. She does not as yet re-
turn.”

So | ran him off and went ahead clean-
ing the joint, wondering where | came
in on the deal. Now cleaning up takes
time. Besides | got sort of interested
il some patent medicine literature | dis-
covered and just drank my dinner, so it
B:!18 around four o’clock when Tientsin
came in. He was wearing his long black
overcoat.

He said, “l say, old Chappie, didn't
you tell me once you had a shotgun?”

| scratched my head. 1 said, “Reckon
you mean that sawed-off museum piece
Doc Holliday used in Tombstone?”

He nodded, and | showed him where it
was at, and went on reading about Uncle
Sam s Indian Remedy which was good
for anything that ailed mankind.

“l hate to bother you,” went on Tient-
sin,” but would you mind taking a little
walk with me? | need you, rather badly,
too, old man.”

| turned impatiently. 1I'd plumb forgot
about the gun. And | guess | would have
told him to beat it, except for the look on
his face. I can't describe it, but | got
right up from there and | got my coat
and | got my hat. And in five minutes we
were turning in at China Sam’s laun-
dry.

We walked right on through, and even
in the front room of the adobe 1 could
hear the wailing and smell the incense.

Wang Toy, dressed in a ceremonial
kimona, las lying on a sort of bier in
the bedroom. Incense filled the dark cor-
ners with deep smell, the light from three
or four tapers flickered over her. Wang
Toy wasn't doll-like any more. She was
very, very dead, and her face was that
of an old, old woman’s. On his knees,
swaying and wailing, was China Sam.

Tientsin said, “l just wanted you to
understand, old chappie.” \%

He moved some sage blossoms, and
pulled the kimona off her shoulders. Me,
I'm an old man, I've seen the elephant
and heard the owl, hut all I could do was
growl, “Cover her up, cover her up!”

SPEED WESTERN STORIES

It looked like a coyote had been working
on her velvety skin.

And her right nand was missing!

HERE are times when | or any other
man has to do what he is told to do.
| gave the note to Bad Bill Brickley in

Hinkey Dink’s bar. He read it, said,
“What is this, a joke?”
Bitterly 1 said, “Oh, no. Just an-

other notch to add to your gun butts,
Bad man. He said to tell you he was
armed and ready, and for you to come
ahead.”

Brickley wadded the note and stuck it
in his pocket. He said—and he was
drinking with Anderson, “l don’'t want
to kill this man. He is a poor harmless
drunk. But he’s threatening me.” His
eyes got sort of shrewd. “It may be,”
he said, sly-like, “there is more to this
than meets the eye. Tientsin himself
might be John Doe.”

Anderson Said, “You mean just pre-
tending to be a drunk?”

He was talking to Brickley’'s back. |
will admit that Brickley was not scared,
but who would be—going to meet a
drunken dog like Tientsin? Brickley
walked out into the middle of the street
and | followed a few seconds behind
him—only | stayed on the sidewalk.
Straight down Main Street he went, look-
ing cautiously to right and left, his arms
folded across his bosom. | thought about
Beryl Anderson. But mostly | thought
about little Wang Toy.

Then, down in the middle of the block,
from the alley between the hardware and
the stage office, slouched Tientsin. His
overcoat dragged the street, his worn-
out boots kicked up funny little spurts
of dust. Right toward Brickley he
walked. Brickley stopped and waited.
When he was maybe fifteen yards away—
so help me no more than that— Tientsin
stopped. | couldn’t hear what Brickley
said.

But Brickley made that lightning
move. Only it was sort of slow lightning
that time. For Tientsin had Doc Holli-
day’s sawed-off shotgun hanging on a
thong beneath his right arm. All he had
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to do was swing up and blast. It looked
like Brickley*® whole head flew off!

Tientsin looked at him curious-like and
walked right past us and into the saloon.
| went out to Brickley.

It wasn't his hat that flew off. It
was his blond wig. And in spite of his
blasted face, you could see a big crescent-
shaped scar sort of half on his temple
and half above his ear—just like in that
cartoon! So all my detecting, all my
imagining was correct! Bad Bill Brick-
ley was John Doe, our local bandit!

| got back to Hinkey Dink’s, meaning
to interview the new town Kkiller. | was
a little late. He'd already jumped around
nearly a quart of rotgut. I managed to
make a little sense out of his statements,
however. Remember, them Chinese char-
acters | told you was in the corner of
each chalk block engraving?

Tientsin said, “Old chappie, | never
made your engravings. It was Wang Toy.
That's her name, those characters, and |
knew Brickley was the only man in Red
Bank besides China Sam and myself that
could read them. He had to get even.
You saw what he did."

| took a drink, but quick, remembering
what he did.

| said, “1 know, Tientsin, the Chinese
have been good to you. But how in God’s
world did you gear yourself up to facing
death like that?”

Well, sir, he said a funny thing. And
he didn’t look like Fido, or even like the
king of drunks, Tientsin. He drew him-
self up, and his eyes flashed, and he
smiled sort of hard and proud-like, and
he said, sternly, “Maddox, haven’'t you
heard of the white man’s burden?”

Then he took another drink, and lay-
ing his head on his arms, began to cry.
| went on back to the plant, newspaper-
man or not, for | couldn’t print that
story. It wasn't just Wang Toy lie was
crying for. It was for all the miserable,
misspent years of his youth, when he'd
clean forgotten that same burden—the
one he finally remembered.
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The Dare-Devil Commandos

HE scene is the muddy part of
I France, and there are ribbons of
vermin-infested trenches criss-
crossing the terrain. The time is March.
1918. At last America is an active partici-
pant in the war against Germany. Half
a million of her men are holding the
positions only recently relinquished by
the battle-weary French and British. A
tired, begrimed U.S. Army captain,
taking a few moments off from the in-
tense strain and vigilance of waiting for
something to happen, is sitting at a crude
table in a dugout. He is writing a letter
home to his wife, and the letter goes
something like this:

“Dear Mary: | can't tell you where we
arc. But we’'ve been here six weeks now,
and there’'s been no action of any kind.
We just wait for a chance to move, but
it never comes. The German positions are
so strong that if we attempted to move,
we would be mowed down by their gun-
fire. It sure is funny how boring war is,
and how little action you get. But the
fellows higher up say this is a slow war,
and that you have to stay in one place
for along time. Well, it won’t be long now.
The major has it on good authority that
we’'re going to have some action soon, and
then maybe I'll bring home a couple of
souvenirs.”

Those were the days of World War |I.
Armies moved very slowly. There was no
other way of advancing than to have long,
thick lines of infantry smash through
enemy fortifications at the snail's pace
of two or three miles a day. For then the
speed of an army was measured in differ-
ent terms. An army advanced as fast as a
man could walk. And the accepted theory
was that no battle could be won without
the use of the infantry as the fighting and
occupying force.

However, today we find ourselves liv-
ing in different times, and, although Ger-
many is again our opponent, that would
seem to be the only point of similarity
between the two wars. It is not enough
to say that this war is a completely mech-

anized one; the important thing is that
today’s war seems to be in the hands of
better planners. No longer is the sheer
weight of manpower the deciding factor.
Clever machines need clever men. The
keynote now is brains.

We have discovered that only the art-
ful combination of all our resources will
make for victory. The civilian front is
part of the total war front just as, we
shall see, the army, the navy, and the air
force are all part of the fighting front.
This new technique, for want of a better
term, is called Combined Operations, and
is employed mostly by the British in
carrying out their Commando raids.

All that Combined Operations means is
that the navy helps the army, and the
air force helps both. It seems strange
that one service should not help the other,
but years ago the jealousies among the
various services were so strong that any
sort of co-operation was virtually impos-
sible. However, the common enemy has
united them all, so that now teamwork is
more important than mere personal glory.

HE most important units of Com-

bined Operations are the Com-
mandos. These are the men who, in the
last analysis, must bear the brunt of
every sortie and upon whom the suc-
cess or failure of any mission will al-
ways depend. We have all read about
their daring exploits in the newspapers,
and we probably think that they are
some mysterious race of supermen. Ac-
tually, nothing could be further from the
truth, for they are just normal, high-
spirited young men, healthy of course,
who by reason of special training are able
to meet the special demands made upon
them.

When, in the early part of 1940, the
British Army first realized its particular
need for a fast striking force to harass
the Nazis on their home ground, they de-
cided to train a group of men for the
specific task of always fighting in the
position of the underdog. For these men
would always meet the enemy on the
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enemy'’s side of the fence, and they would
always be greatly outnumbered.

They decided to call these men Com-
mandos. The name “Commando” is his-
torically famous. For it was guerilla
bands who called themselves Commandos
who made life miserable for the British
during the Boer War by their amazing
exploits and who, though small in num-
ber, succeeded in prolonging that war.

One does not become a Commando
just because he has the brawn and phys-
ical endurance. While strength and agility
are important, something more is needed.
That something is intelligence, the ability
to think one’s way out of the most trying
of circumstances. A Commando must
have personality, and he must, above all,
be an individual. He must be friendly and
make friends easily. For the Commando
slogan is “Me and my pal”. Their success
depends on teamwork, and any man who
cannot work with another in harmony
is out.

Commandos work in teams of twos. If
Joe is a Bren-gunner or an anti-tank
rifleman, then Bob is his number-two
man and handles the magazines. If Joe
is sent out on scouting detail, then Bob
is sure to be sent with him. Or if Bob is
on KP, then Joe will be sure to lend a
hand. For friendship between two men
engaged in the business of war is as old
as human conflict itself. There have been
Achilles and Patroclus, David and Jona-
than, Roland and Oliver; their namesj
may change with the years, but the spirit
of comradeship remains and lives on.
Friendship is recognized in the Com-
mandos. It is fostered and cherished, for
their officers know that men fight not
only with steel, but also with heart.

The training conditions are strenuous,
of course. But they are well within the
endurance of most healthy young men.
The emphasis is on young men, however,
since only young men could hope to
survive. Since a man must be in perfect
condition to endure, the Commando
trainee is marched countless miles over
all kinds of country, the hillier the better.
First there is the ten-mile march; and
then the fifteen; and then twenty-five
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Jt

Popl.

PATENT YOUR IDEAS

WHAT IS TOOK INVENTION t
Bond SMoli or Wirto tor FREE  inventor*
Rnoordlao (look. ConfldeoUaJ Advieo
B CUCIT Roo.  Patent  Attornaj-Enotl
r d\/] L ﬁ \ |?t n 1234 broadway.rr:?:lew y’gEte

BUY WAR BONDS!
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miles. Finally, these men are called upon
to do sixty and seventy miles in one
stretch. And their time to finish is severe-
ly limited! Toward the end of this phase
of training, they may have to march
seventy miles, under forced march con-
ditions with full battle equipment on
their backs, in less than twenty hours.

After various exercises have toughened

these men sufficiently, they are then
taught how to traverse the widest
streams, carrying full fighting equip-

ment. How they are taught to swim in
rivers loaded down with sixty or seventy
pounds will always remain a mystery.
But what is that compared to climbing
steep cliffs when loaded down with vari-
ous weapons by means of what amounts
to the extensions on their fingernails?

HE Commando is given apretty com-
T plete taste of battle conditions while
in training. For weeks, he is called upon
to cross over endless fields amid exploding
booby traps, and live machine-gun and
shell fire. Being now fairly well accus-
tomed to the noise and confusion of a
battlefield, the Commando is then trained
in the niceties of hand-to-hand combat.
What they learn is a combination of
boxing, wrestling, jiu-jitsu, savate, and
plain manslaughter. And it is all dirty.
What part of the back to send the dagger
or knife through in order to kill the
German sentry is very important. Be-
cause, if the knife is used properly, death
is accomplished almost noiselessly. Eye-
gouging, and all its finer points, are ex-
plained to eager audiences. The well-
placed kick in the groin, the effective use
of hobnailed boots, the proper application
of the brass-knuckle, the correct way of
snapping the arm at the elbows—these
and many other methods of mayhem
must be thoroughly learned before a
Commando can hope to get into action.
It may be argued that these tactics are
not exactly in the best sporting tradition,
but this is war, and it is a case simply
ef eliminating the other fellow before he
has a chance to kill you.
Since the Commandos are at sea very
much of the time, since all their objectives
are within the “Hitler Fortress”, they are

SPEED WESTERN STORIES

also given a thorough indoctrination into
seamanship. They learn enough about
boats to feel perfectly at home in them.
They become familiar with the tides and
the currents, with the various methods of
navigation, with the operation and main-
tenance of various marine engines. If, in
the course of their adventures, they
should be fortunate enough to capture an
enemy ship, they will know how to man
her and bring her back to port.

At last the Commando has finished his
training. But only as to land and sea. He
has not reckoned with the R.A.F. He has
yet to learn something about conducting
himself in the air. He is given an in-
doctrination into the mysteries of para-
chute jumping, for the Commando must
also be able to drop from a speeding plane
behind enemy lines. But, after completing
the other parts of his training, he does
not find this too difficult. He rather
relishes it, because he does not have to
do any marching over land or any plough-
ing through seas. All he has to do is
jump, and after all he has been through,
nothing could be easier.

AVING been thoroughly trained in
H land, sea, and air combat, the Com-
mando is now ready to go out on a mis-
sion. What will it be this time, Norway or
France? To him it makes no difference.
And it is the Combined Operations Staff
which makes his plans. Now it is that
the term “Combined Operations” takes
on significance, for this means that the
army, the navy, and the air force, in a
spirit of close co-operation, arrange for
his transport and well-being in enemy-
occupied territory. The navy helps him
get to his objective, the air force watches
over him, and he himself finally carries
the mission to its successful conclusion.

Thus it is that, shortly before midnight
on September 2nd, 1942, Ober Maat
(Chief Mate) Munte, who had once been
a stoker in the German Navy, was seated
in his office in the Casquet Islands, which
had been seized by the Nazis in July,
1940. Mr. Munte was busy filling out
some German naval forms. There was a
slight noise which caused him to turn in
his chair.
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Leaning against the door were two men
with black faces, wearing crumpled khaki
uniforms which were damp about the
ankles. Two Colt automatics, poised
casually, were in their hands. Was the
Chief Mate dreaming? No, those men
were there! But how did they get there?
Herr Munte fainted. A short while later,
he was in a bobbing boat on the way to
England, as a prisoner. By that time, the
six men who formed his command were
also prisoners. It took only two Com-
mandos to make seven Germans captive,
and to destroy an important military
installation.

Who says all that training doesn’t pay
dividends?

Your Government
Asks You
To Save
Waste Paper
To Speed

Victory
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CLASSIFIED SECTION
BUSINESS OPPORTUNITIES
OPPORTUNITY-FINDING, Vocational-Guidance, Crea-

tive-Thinking 26SF Box 5766 Philadelphia.

EDUCATIONAL

CORRESPONDENCE COURSES and self-instruction
books, slightly used. Sold. Rented. Exchanged. All subjects.
Satisfaction guaranteed. Cash paid for used courses. Com-
plete information and 92-page illustrated bargain catalog
Free. Write— NELSON COMPANY, Dept. 2-41, Chicago 4.

MISCELLANEOUS

Receive mails, magazines,
meroua mailing lists. 10c.
York.

samples. Your name in no*
Howard, 396 Broadway, New

NURSES’ TRAINING SCHOOLS

MAKE UP TO $26-$35 WEEK as a trained practical nurse.
Learn quickly at home, .spare time. Easy tuition payments.
Earn while you learn—many earn hundreds of dollars while
studying. Easy to understand lessons, endorsed by physi-
cians. High school not required. Our 45th year. Write for
free booklet and sample lesson pages. Chicago School of
Nursing, Dept. SD-1, Chicago.

OLD COINS WANTED

WILL PAY $10.00 EACH FOR CERTAIN LINCOLN
PENNIES! INDIANHEADS $50.00: Dimes $1,000.00. Cata-
logue 10c. Federal Coin Exchange, 11-CF, Columbus 15,
Ohio.

We purchase all Indianhead pennies. Complete catalogue,
10c. Waltraan, 398 Broadway, New York.

PROFITABLE PROFESSIONS

MEN! WOMEN! Get into Swedish Massage. Make up to
$40-$70 Week! Learn at home. Booklet free. College Of
Swedish Massage, Dept. MC-45, Chicago.

SONG POEMS WANTED

SONGWRITERS: Send poem for immediate examination
and FREE Rhyming Dictionary. RICHARD BROTHERS.
45 Woods Building, Chicago.

SONGWRITERS! Send for NEW SPECIAL OFFERI
CRANE, Box 154, Providence, Rhode Island.
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Give me 10 Minufes o Day
team My Time Tested Secrets of Strength

111 teach you the "Progressive Power Method" through which
9 rebuilt nlg/self from a physical wreck the doctors eondemned

die at 15 to the holder of more etrength records than any
ether llvmg athlete or teacher! “Progressive Power™ has proven
its aliility to bufld the strongest, ‘handsomest men in the world.
And | stand ready to show you on * money back basis—that no
matter how flabby or puny you are 1 can ‘do the same tor you
right in your own home.” Through my proven secrets | bring
so life new power in you Inside ‘and out, until_YOU _are full
satisfied you are the man x(ou want to be. MY TIME TESTE
METHODS RE-BUILD YOU.

PROVE TO YOURSELF IN ONE NICHT

Send only 23c_in full payment for my teat course "Moulding A
Mighty Arm.” TrK it for one night! Experience the thrilling strength
that will surge through your muscles.

StEAD WHAT these famous pupils

SAY ABOUT JOWETT

JOWETT'S PHOTO BOOK
OF FAMOUS STRONG MEN!

This amazing book has guided thousands of
weakling! to muscular power. Packed with
photos of miracle men of might and muscle
who started perhaps weaker than you are.
Read the thrilling adventures of Jowett in
strength that inspired his pupils to follow
him. Tbhey'U show gou the best way to
might and muscle. Send for this FREE
gift book of PHOTOS OF FAMOUS
Strong men.

“The
is the
world
Physi

Joweu System
greotcstylr> ihn
I" says R. f. Kelly,

cal Director of

YMCA Atlantic. City.

BUILD A BODY
YOU'LL BE PROUD OF

Send for These

FIVE Famous Courses
NOW In BOOK FORM

ONLY 25c¢c EACH
or ALL S for $1

At lest, Jewett's world-famous muscle*

building courses, are available in book

form to all readers of this publication

at an extremely low price of 25 cents each! AH 5
for only $1.00. "You owe it to your country, to your
family,” and to yourself, to make yourself physically
fit now! Start at once to Improve your ph¥5|que by
foI_Iovyln9 Jowett's eimple, eaey method of muscle-
building!

10-DAY TRIAL OFFER!

Think of it— all five of these famous course-books
for only ONE DOLLAR—or any one of them for
25c. If you're not delighted with these famous
muscle-building books—lfé/ou don't actually FEEL
results within ONE WEEK, send them back and
your money will be promptly refunded!

Don'’t let this opportunity ‘get away from you!
And don't forget—by sending the EE OIFT
COUP! at once you receive a FREE copy of
ttf]elfamqys Joweu book, "Nerves of Steel, Muscles
cf Iron.

JOWETT INSTITUTE OF PHYSICAL CULTURE
230 PHth Ay*., Dtp*.283. N«w York 1, N. Y.

«°«TO

m m

230 Fifth Avenue, 0*p«

iowH_Institute el MyeJeaL Csiftur*
p«.£83, New Vwfc I, N.V.k

P Gear§ F. Joyeett Your, SMMfitfoft looks cood to ««. Bead j

retum rail id, * bel
B T R e R s L AR R L O
D All 5 course* for ..,.,11 O Molding MIfhty Lose.23# j

Q Moldinge Mighty Arm 230 O Mofding a Mighty Grip 25«
O Moldinga Mighty Baek 25¢ [0 Molding# MigbtyCbeoUSe
m] 'ﬁl g%ﬁcgéjo (3L plus postage.) No order#

Please PMit Plainly

When answering advertisements please mention Speed W estern Stories



OUTGUESS THE WEATHERMAN

Good Luck Leaf

Lives On Air Alone

The greatest novel

lant_ever discovered!
radition is—a person
0

owning one
plants “will
ood luck
hen
grows wo feet tall
looms beautifully.

have mu
and

Here's What Weather House Owners Say:

“My neighbors now phone me to find out what
the weather is going to be. We certainly think
tho Weather House is marvelous." Mis.” I. S.,
Amsterdam, Ohio.

“Please rush 6 more Weather Houses. T want to
ﬁ/live them away as gifts. They are wonderful.”

rs. 1. F., Booth Bay, Maine.

“1 saw your Weather ITouse at a friend's home
and the way they raved about it, 1 decided to
order one for myself." Mrs. L. It.. Chicago. Illi-

,rEvér since | got my Weather ITouse I've been
feble to plan my affairs a day ahead. It's wonder-
jfui” rs. D."L. B., Shenandoah. lowa.

these

ch

success.
lanted in earth, ié get your money back” promptly.
an

NOW YOU CAN

BE YOUR OWN
weather yourself, WEATHENW'
at home, 8 to 24

hours in advance, with this accurate, inexpensive Weath-
er House forecaster? It's made like a little Swiss cot-
tage, with a thatched green roof and small green shut-
ters. Inside the house is an old witch and
a little boy and girl. When the weather's
to be fine, the little boy and girl
come out in front. But when bad weather
is on the way the old witch makes an ap-
pearance. There is an easy-to-read ther-
mometer on_the front of the cottage that
shows_you the exact temperature - . . .
Here is” positively the most amazing intro-
ductory advertising offer ever mmade. But
you must act quickly—prices may rise.

SEND NO MONEY

When your Weather House arrives just deposit thr(\),L\jlgh r)1/our Postman
$L6S /your total c_ost}, plus postage.” Then test the Weather House for
accuracy. Watch it closely, see how perfectly it predicts the weather
in advance, then if ){ou don't agree it's worth many dollars more than
the small cost, simply return your Weather House ‘within 10 days and

Almost every day of your life is affected in some way by the weath-
er, and it's sich a satisfaction to_have a reliable indication of what
the weather will be. With the “Swiss" Weather House made in the

. S. A. and easy-to-read thermometer you have an investment in
comfort and convenience for years to come. The Weather House comes

to, YOU _comRIete and ready to’use. Ideal for gfifts_and pridge prizes. It
wil brm% ew pleasure to everyone in your family. The price is only
$169 C. O. P. You must act now to secure this price.

DOUBLE VALUE COUPON-MAIL TODAY

e e s ek SBF 10 DAY TRIAL OFFER
Chicago, Illinois

Send at once fl) “ Swiss” Weather House. On arrival | will pay
postman $1.69 plus postage with the understanding that the Weath-
er House Is guaranteed to work accurately. Also | can return the
?)Neﬁther House for any reason within 10" days and get my money
ac

O Send C. O. D. 0 | enclose $1.69, You Pay Postage.
Name ..... e s
Address * Ce & *e
C i t y S t a t e @ orecccccen occccee
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MoToR’s New AUTO REPAIR MANUAL
Shows You How to Service and Repair
ANY Part of ANY Car! -

N OW you can "polish off" the
HARDEST jobs the EASI-
EST wam! 0ToR's AUTO
PAIR MANUAL is ready to
show you how to repair any-
thing from carburetor to rear
end= with the least possible
amount of time and effort!

Suppose plain-talking car en-

gineers from ever%/ auto plant
In America got o%et_her and
Bhowed you all the things you

needed to know about repairin
and_servicing the cars they ha
designed and manufactured”®
That's really what_you get Iin
this big_ manual! Right at your *
fingertips, the main "da

:EE7-payOH" 1
ion MoToR *
[PAIR MANUAL J

Governors,
SSSfeiiS:

EfgSB

parts de-
1 scribed |
i

Manual.
C

hogfiRgi

from 150 Official Factory Shop
Manuals, covering every make

REcar built since 1935!

Easy to use, too! Quick-in-
dex leads you to right page in
Jiffyl” Just follow “simplé in-
strictions etep-by-step,

SEE HOW MUCH VOU GET!
764 _pa%es, 8711 inches,
boundinsturdy covers. 200,
service, repair, adjustment, re-
placement, tune-up facts on
all makes and models, 1935 to
942. More than 1000 cut-away

otos, diagrams, drawings
&v(\j/ylt_)'u exgctly WHAT to &

OW to “do it. Used by

U. S. Army, trade and tech-
nical school5 everywhere, thou-
sands of auto servicemen.

Now YQU—without cost
—ean see for yourself what
a wonderbook”MoToR’s
Auto R$pa|r Manual really
is. TRY it-FREE for
days! Learn first-hand how
it ‘can pay for itself the
first few times you use it.

SEND NO MONEY

7-Day Free Examination

mail col t ri

Wi e PAS T e
yostman brings your book,
Flay him nothing. First make
t show you what it's got!
Unless you agree this is the
greatest time-saver and
, work-saver you've ever seen

~return book in 7 days and

lpay nothing. Mail coupon to-

day! Address: MoToR Book
I Dept., Desk 74C. 572 Madison
I Ave., New York 22, N. Y. ,

Published by MoToR, The
m Leading Automo-
tive Business Mag-

InMIflkf azine. MoToR"s
. manuals assure
high standards of repair work.

w

MO\
Al

repaid
Covers
All These
Makes!
American R
Bantam Clear, Pictured Facts on
Auburn
Austin Every lob on Every Car
Buick Built Since 1935!
Cadillac Lincoln .
Chevrolet Zephyr Nearl t200.000 “serillce I(and
repair facts on al makes,
(ihr)(/jsler ’IllAerhcury 76‘31 big pages; including
-Ort as| . pages of carburetor text, charts,
Crosley Oldsmobile illustrations, covering all mod-
De Soto Overland els. Over charts, tabled;
Dodge Packard Tune-up Chart; Valve Measure-
Pierce ments; Compression _ P_ressure;
Ford Torque Wrench Reading; Start-
A S .
Graham rrow ing Motor; Engine Clearances;
Hudson Plymouth Generator; Clutch and Brake
. Pontiac Specifications; Front End Meas-
Hupmobile peo urcments, etc.. Enqlnes;_ Elec-
Lafayette c*,jaucta- trie. Fuel, Cooling. Lubricating
L- Klill .Ptudeb@ker Sg/ste 1S; Tra{\srﬁls long, Uql-_
a sane erraplane versals:’ Fron nds; heels;
Lincoln Willys Hear Ends. etc.

MAIL COUPON NOW FOR 7-DAY FREE TRIAL

MoToR Book Dept., Desk 74C. 572 Madison Ave., New York 22, N.Y.
Rush to me at once: (check box opposite book you want).

f~l MoToR'i AUTORIPAIR MANUCfIL.If OK. 1

will remit $1 in 7 days. $1 monthly for 4 months, plus
35¢c  delivery c_har&g with™ final payment _(s$5.3a in all).
Otherwise I will Return book postpald in 7 days. (ForeiQn
price, remit $7 cash with order.)

MoToR's TRUCK REPAIR MANUAL, (Described .

left.) If O.K.. I will remit $2 in 7 days, and $2 monthl
for 3 _months, plus 35c delivery charges with final Paymen
$8.35 in all). Otherwise | will return book postpaid in 7
lays. (Foreign price, remit $11 cash with order.)

~

Print Name........*

Print Address (prne No)_
City v e e if any)..
ty S v
State ... s pation........oceenn




