


START 
As High As $3,450.00 a Year 

Get Ready NOW for 1951 Examinations 
Veterans Get Special Preference 

City Mail Carriers, City Post Office Clerk 
Clerks and carriers now get $2,870.00 the first 

year regular and automatically incr�ase $100 a year to 
$3,670.00. Open to men -women, 18 to SO. 

Railway Postal Clerks 

Railway Postal Clerks get $3,170.00 the first year 
regular, being paid on the first and fifteenth of each 
month. ($132.08 each pay day.) Their pay is auto
matically increased yearly to $3,670.00. Advance may 
be had to Chief Clerk at $5,970.00 a year. ($248.75 
each pay day.) Open to male veterans only. 

Port Patrol Officer 
Salary $3,125.00 to start. Men 21 to 45. Work 

connected with examining baggage and merchandise 
entering the country from foreign parts. Veterans only. 

OTHER GOVERNMENT JOBS 
Many other dependable government jobs are obtained 
through Civil Service examinations. Positions such as 
Rural Mail Carrier - Sub-Clerical positions - Meat 
Inspector - Jr. Professional Assistant - Patrol In
spector - Storekeeper Gauger _ Stenographer -
Typist, Messenger, etc. 
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�YBE they're right about money grow· 
ing on trees. But here's a success-proved 
fact: a career fi'rmly rooted in good, prac· 
tical training bears rich and wondrous 
fruit. Money, promotions, prestige, se· 
curity-many of the things you really 
want in life. 

Do you want the rewards that come 
from training? I. C. S. can help you
just as it has helped thousands of men 
who today are leaders in business and 
industry. You have over 400 courses to 
choose from. And the coupon brings full 
information. Why not mail it today? 

INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS . 
BOX 3966-U, SCRANTON 9, PENNA, 

Without cost or obllroUon, plo11 und me full partieulm about tho courst BEFORE which 1 have IIIMkod X: 
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Volume 163, Number Z ON SALE EVERY OTHER FRIDAY 

NOVEL LADY IN HIDING 

NOVELETTE MEN ON THE MOUNTAIN 

SHORT STORIES NOT MUCH FOR KISSIN' 

GIRL WITH THE .38 

PIONEER WOMAN 

GRAND PRIZE 

STORM-WISE 

Frank C. Robertson 

Phil Ray 

John Reese 

Clark Gray 

Roe Richmond 

Ray Palmer Tracy 

Francis H. Ames 

94 

40 

55 
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111 

121 

SERIALS COWBOYS CAN'T QUIT, Part 1 Elsa Barker 64 
WIRE IN THE WIND, 

Conclusion 

FEATURES HAPPY D AYS, a True Story 

RUINED ROMANCE, Verse 

WORSHIP IN THE WEST 

L. P .  Holmes 133 

Roberta Childers 52 

Limerick Luke 59 

Freeman H. Hubbard 83 

ARBUCKLE BILL, a True Story Col. Clarence B .  Douglas 107 
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Our Readers 
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9 

RANCH FLICKER TALK 
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Rod Cameron 
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12 
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KNOW YOUR WEST, a Quiz 
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130 
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As part ot my new 
Communic a t ions 
Course 1 send you 
parts- to build your 
own transmi tter. 

-�r�c�:��naJefr�f 
Broadcast Station 
'Operators, make ex· 
perimentl, learn how 
to put a transmitter 

.,n the air. 

MAtt COUPON! FIND OUT ABOUT,THIS 
TE'§:TE))'· WAY TO BETTER. PAY 

learn Servicing or £ammunic:atians. ·�y Practicing in Sparelime 
,with MANY .KITS OF PARTS I Send 



Will Exchange Snaps 

Dear Editor: 
Here's hoping I can hear from some of the 

young people out West. I read RANCH 
ROMANCES regularly, and enjoy the stories. I 
have blond hair, blue eyes, and I am 15 years 
of age. I weigh 110 lbs and am 5'6" tall. I 
would like to exchange snapshots with anyone 
who will write. 

Route 2, Box 112 
Farmville, Va. 

LOUISE CLABOUGH 

Plays The Spanish Guitar 
Dear Editor : 

Guess I'll try and get in OUR AIR MAIL. 
I sure hope I make it. I am a girl of 20 years of 
age, stand 5'5" tall and weigh 133 .lbs. I have 
dark brown hair and blue eyes. I smg and play 
the Spanish guitar and mandolin a little. My 
hobbies are collecting Western and hillbilly music, 
and pictures of my favorite Western stars, Tim 
Holt and Richard Martin, and exchanging snap
shots. So come on, everyone, and write to me. 

KATHLEEN DRAPER 
10009 Taymouth Drive 
Montrose, Mich. 

Farm Girl 
Dear Editor: 

I am a lonely farm girl who would like very 
much to get some pen pals. I am 17 years old, 120 
lbs and am 5'3" tall. I have brown hair and 
bide eyes. I enjoy all sports, especially dancing. 
One of my hobbies is writing letters. So drop 
a few lines my way. I promise to answer all 
letters and will exchange snapshots. 

R. R. #1 
Hillsboro, Ill. 

Dear Editor: 

WILMA CHAPLIN 

Bad Tempered 

I am a lonely country girl, 14 years of age. I 
have light brown hair and blue eyes. I weigh 90 
lbs. I also have a bad temper, but don't let that 
scare you away as I can control it. Please, won't 
you write to me? I promise to answer all letters 
I can. 

Route #4 
Sullivan, Ill. 

Dear Editor: 

SHIRLEY HARLIN 

Convalescent 

This is my second request to be placed on your 
list, and I hope you will publish my letter as I 
6 

EDITOR'S NOTEr For 28 years Our Air Mall hera been 
llnklnq the readers of Ranch Romances, You mcrr write 
directly to anyone whose letter is published, If you up
bold the wholesome spirit of Ranch Romances. 

Our Air Mail Ia Intended for those who really want 
eorrespondents. Be sure to alqn your own name. 
Address letters for publication to Our Air Mail, Ranch 
Romances, 10 East 40th Street, New York 16, N. Y. 

am convalescing from a broken hip. I am 60 
years old, a widower for three years and all alone. 
I am 5'10" tall, weigh 185 lbs., and have a good 
personality. I have traveled !JlUCh and _have a good 
education. Come on, old ma1ds and w1dows, cheer 
me up. I'll answer all letters promptly. 

P. 0. Box 816 
Bartone, Fla. 

D. W. PROCTOR 

Interested In Music 
Dear Editor : 

This is my fourth letter to you, and I am pray
ing that you will print it. Since I am the only 
child in my family I get quite lonesome. I am a 
17-year-old boy and will be a senior in high school 
in the fall. I am 5'11" tall and weigh 140 lbs. I 
have brown hair and brown eyes. I am the drum 
major of the high school band and I play an E flat 
alto horn. I am interested in music, books, danc
ing, dramatics, history and like to have pel?- pals. 
I would like to hear from both boys and g1rls. I 
will answer all letters I receive and I will ex
change snaps with those who want to. 

RICHARD E. WILSON, JR. 
Forest, Ohio 

Cowboy From Brooklyn 
Dear Editor: 

I'm a sort of frustrated cowboy from the wilds 
of Brooklyn. I'm fenced in the city, and don't 
know how to get some of that fresh, clear air ex
cept through correspondence. I'm 22 years old, 
5'8" tall wide shouldered, fair and have brown 
hair and

' 
brown eyes. I happen to like practically 

everything. How's about it, you cowboys and 
cowgirls, let me hear from you. 

c/o Strauss 
1610 43rd St. 
Brooklyn, N. Y. 

HAL BROWNE 



HE RUINED A \WOMAN'S LIFE! 
DID FAME GIVE HIM THE RIGHT .TO DO .THIS? 

THE HERO 
by Millard Lampell 
Steve was a hero 
on t h e  f o o tba l l  
field, but got kicked 
around plenty in 
the game of love! 

We all know characters like Jackie, the 
comedian . • .  ruthless, ambitious, not caring 
whom he steps on - just so he comes out on 
top. Love tQ Jackie was just lust and passion 
• . .  and he never even waited long enough to 
hear the broken hearts crack. No punches are 
pulled in this fast-paced story about Jackie, 
the man who's on-stage all the time- and up
stage at that! Don't miss finding out why, for 
Jackie, the curtain never falls! 

"THE CURTAIN NEVER FALLS" 
WRITTEN BY JOEY ADAMS 

AMERICA'S TOP RADIO AND T.V. COMEDIANI 

ANY BEST-SELLING REPRINT ON THIS PAGE ONLY 25¢ EACH 
ORIGINALLY SOLD FOR AS MUCH AS $3.00 PER lOOK 

THAT'S MY BABY 
pictures by 

Josef A. Schneider 
A Popular Library 
o rlgsna ll Bab y 
photos with•hilari
ous comments and 
l oa d s  o f  b e l ly 
laughs! 

LAURA 
by Vera Caspary 

The same mystery 
t h a t  m a d e  t he 
thrilling movie! 
What drew men to 
Laura? And who 
wanted to kill her? 

THE TWO WORLDS 
OF JOHNNY TRURO 

by Gearve Sklar 
They called her a 
tramp, but Helen 
was life iuelf to 
Johnny. Was she 
worth it? 

�--------- ---------, I Popular Library, Inc., Dept. TF-2 
I 10 East 40th St., New York 16, N.Y. 

I 
I 
I 
I 
I 
I 

Please send me postpaid the Popular Library Books I have checked. I enclose 2k ( m coin or in U. S. stamps of small denominations) 
per copy. (We pay postage for orders of four books or more. If 
ordering less than four books, please enclose x per book exua for 
postage.) 
0 THE CURTAIN NEVER FALU 0 LAURA 

by Joey Adams by Vora Caspary 

0 THAT'S MY BABY 0 THE TWO WORLDS OF JOHNNY TRURO 
Photos by Josof A. Schneider by Gtorgt Sklar 

0 THE HERO by Millard Lamptll 

I NAM.�-----------------------------
1 ADDRESS·---------------
1 CITY & ZONE STATJ:...----

1 ____________________ , ._ CUT OUT COUPON • •  • MAIL TODAY 





TRAIL 
DUST 
THIS DEPAR TMEN T will endeavor to cut 
sign on some of the colorful happenings 
of today's West and haze the stuff along to 
you-twentieth century trail dust, stirred 
up by folks in the cow country. 

OUT IN SANTA PAULA, California, a 
man wearing a red jacket and a straw hat 
and riding a white horse was mistaken for 
a deer by a hunter and shot through the 
ear. There has been no report of deer 
wearing this costume during the hunting 
season. 

IN GLACIER PARK, Montana, signs 
w�x poetical in warning visitors about 
the bears. Such as: 

"Highway bears are often rude: 
They eat fingers as well as food." 

When asked what he thought of the 
signs a bear said, "Beats Keats." 

A LETTER WAS received by a radio 
station in Denver written in childish hand
writing: "Dear Sir: I stoll about eleven 
cents worth of things from your ladie's 
restroom several months ago. It's been 
bothering my mind. Sorry. So I enclose 
the amount I stoll." There was a penny 
and a dime in the letter. The money did 
not sponsor a new program. 

IN MONROVIA, California, the desk 
sergeant on duty picked up the phone. 
"Junior is missing," an excited femi
nine voice said. "We've got to find him 
before somebody kills him." With vi
sions of "Junior" being something su-

per in the way of annoying little boys, 
the sergeant asked a question. "What 
makes you think Junior might be 
killed?" 

"A stranger wouldn't know he's 
odorless and friendly," said the lady 
on the wire. "He's our pet skunk." 

Whether the police were baffled be
cause they couldn't take up the scent 
isn't known. 

STRANGE THING S  ARE sometimes 
written in guest books. In the Carbon 
County museum in Wyoming was found 
written in a girl's handwriting: "Life is  
very uninteresting because I like a boy who 
doesn't like me." Fortunately romance 
isn't always something found in a museum. 

O'QT IN PROVO, UTAH, John Dim
itt proved that he and his car were 
really tough. The car crashed into the 
side of a moving freight train and 
knocked six box cars off the track. 
Dimitt was slightly injured. The rail
road was amazed. 

A FATHER IN BISMARCK, North Da
kota, received a wire from the police in 
Long Beach, California, informing him 
that his son had been picked up as a run
away. The wire asked for the boy's age and 
suggested disposition of the case. The 
boy's father wired back giving the b irth 
date of the son and stating, "Rather calm 
and easy-going disposition." 

9 



I TOOK a very dim view of playing in 
horse operas," said Shelley Winters, 
"and after being in two of them my 

view is not much brighter, You have to 
ride horses, or get spilled out of buck
boards. In Frenchie I had a knock-down, 
drag-out fight with another woman-which 
is much more dangerous than a fight with 
a man. And on top of all that, I never 
got kissed !"  

There was a twinkle in her eye when she 
said all this, though, and when you see 
Frenchie, you'll know Shelley had the 
time of her life playing it-clinch or no. 

She plays a lady gambler out to get three 
nttn-two for revenge and one for love. 
She took lessons in how to handle the 
pasteboards but none in how to hunt down 
the men. Ever since her first smashing 
success as the waitress in A Double Life, 
Shelley has had plenty of movie experi
ence in getting her man. 

As for getting her woman-well, the bat
tle royal between Shelley and Marie Wind
sor in Frenchie ends by the two girls being 
pulled apart forcibly, considerably the 
worse for wear. The scrap takes only a 
minute or two on the screen, but shooting 
it took 67 minutes of clawing, biting and 
scratching and rolling on the floor. The 
studio, Universal�International, claims 
that's a record length for shooting any fight 
scene, male or female. 
10 

FBENt;DIE 
A LIVELY Western that was 

lun to shoot and � lun to see--

with Shelley Winters, Joel McCrea 

The director, Louis King, briefed the 
girls beforehand by telling them that any
thing went, except the common fistic 
punch usually swung by men. 

The two girls hadn't exactly gone into 
training for the fight, but they were both 
well prepared, having spent hours looking 
at famous female battles on film, notably 
the wild fracas between Marlene Dietrich 
and Una Merkel in Destry Rides Again. 

Marie and Shelley picked up plenty of 
pointers and added a few original touches 
of their own. The result is a lulu of a scrim
mage, and when you see how they look 
after the battle, don't give the credit to 
make-up. Just remember that women are 

SheUey and Joel 



The gambling lady (Shelley Winters) in Universal International's newest 

notoriously unable to pull their punches 
and that these gals were at it for over an 
hour. As for how they . felt-well, that 
was all the movie making they did that 
day. 

The lucky man being fought over is Joel 
McCrea, who has no- complaints whatso
ever abOut being in Westerns, even without 
clinches. He's a cattleman at heart, and he 
figures audiences know he's the real thing. 

He always has a fine time on location, 
even though his beautiful wife, Frances 
Dee, never goes along with him. In fact, 
she hasn't visited his set in ten years. Be
ing an actress herself, Frances has strong 
ideas about every detail of movie making. 

"She always wants to know who on 
earth picked out that horrible shirt I 'm 
wearing," Joel said. "Of course, in a West
ern you can't change your shirt in mid
picture, so I worry abOut it all the rest 
of the film." 

Frances made up for her absence by sat
isfying Joel's passion for licorice. A two
pound bbx arrived every Monday morn
ing, and soon the whole cast was looking a 
little blackish around the lips. 

Joel's big project off the set was song
plugging. His cook had written a number 
called I'm Through Sayin' I'm Through, 
and no visiting producer or musician was 
safe from Joel's rendition of same. 

Frenchie was made near Bishop, Calif., 
at the base of the High Sierras. Shelley 
says that she had a much better time on 
location than she expected to. She rode 
her first horse at a dude ranch nearby and 
caught, cooked and ate her first trout. 

When she was relating, breathlessly as 
usual, these experiences to Joel, he said 
with a grin, "Gosh, Shelley, isn't that 
enough_ excitement for a girl ? Do you 
really want to get kissed besides'!" 

BETH BRIGHT 
11 
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Columbia Pictures 
Rod Cameron has found the recipe for getting along in Hollywood 



"!J RQ,flf, .,q� dJ.�UJ.mdl�o.J," 
4atp 

ROD CAMERON 
RUGGED Rod Camer
on, who's six foot four 
w ith muscles to match, 
was once turned down 
by the Canadian Moun
ties because he didn't 
measure up to physical 

requirements. He had some disability so 
minor he's forgotten what it was. Any
way, the Calgary, Alta., young man decid
ed to go East to seek his fortune, and he 
looked around for the toughest job he 
could find to prove he was robust. 

He proved it as a sandhog burrowing a 
tunnel under the Hudson River, and then, 
figuring he was strong enough to cope with 
the West, he headed for California. 

You take a guy that big and that hand
some around Hollywood, and somebody's 
sure to suggest he ought to be in the mov
ies. There was a friend of Rod's who was 
in a position to make that recommenda
tion come true. He got Rod a part in a 
1-�ette Davis movie, The Old Maid, but 
even if you saw it, you didn't see Rod. He 
was just another face on the cutting room 
floor. 

By this time the dogged Cameron got 
j ust as obstinate about proving he could 
be a movie actor as he had been about 
proving he was tough. 

After being Fred MacMurray's stand
in, and then having bigger and better sup
porting roles, Rod became a Western star. 
Big parts came to him so fast he seldom 
had even a couple of days off. 

Right then, believe it or not, was when 
Rod's difficulties began. 

"The more j obs I got, the more I 'd wor
ry about how long good times were gDing 
to last fDr me. No matter how many con
tracts you've signed, you never get to the 
point in Hollywood where you can sit 

back and say, 'This is it. I 've arrived!' '' 
There wasn't a grey hair in his brown 

curly crop and his shoulders were just as 
square as ever, but Rod began to feel like 
an old man. He says he'd get out Df bed 
in the morning and groan, " Oh, gosh, an
other day at the studio ! "  and he'd wish 
he could get away from Hollywood. 

" One morning I said to myself: 'Look 
here, Cameron, what are you aiming to be ? 
The richest man in boothill ? Do you fig
ure you can play all the Western parts in 
Hollywood ?' 

"That's just what it looked like I was 
trying to do," admits Rod with a grin. " So 
I decided it was time to start living. I 
finished the movie I was making then, and 
took off for South America and wandered 
around long enough to get Hollywood out 
-Df my system, and then-wouldn't you 
know-I got itching to go to work again. 
I went back to the studiDs, hat in hand 
meek as any cowpoke after a Saturday 
night blow-out, and I got three fat parts. " 

Then Rod knew he had the recipe for 
a long and happy life in Hollywood. When 
he'd finished those three pictures he turned 
down all other offers and took off in a t·rad
ing schooner for the South Seas. 

\i\Then he came back he made his cur
rent release, Stage to Tucson, for Coltun
bia, and then Short Grass, a Tom W. 
Blackburn story, being issued by Allied 
Artists. 

Last summer he went back to his home 
town for some rodeoing, was presented 
with a scalping bonnet and made an hon
orary chief of the Piegan Indian tribe. 
Next he thinks he'll wander around Europe. 

As for romance-since R<Jd loves mu
sic, dancing and picnics, he makes a won
derful date ; but so far he's steering clear 
of anything more permanent. 

13 





A RANCHER DOESN'T expect to find a pretty girl 

sitting on a rock out on the range, nor to learn 

that she is accused of a cold-blooded murder 

GEORGE KENDRICK wondered 
why he had ever become a sheepman. 
For three hours he and his young 

Mexican herder, Juan Batista, had been 
balked by a mountain stream six inches in 
depth. Not a single cud-chewing ewe 
would wet her dainty tootsies, and if 
dragged forcibly over to the other side they 
were back before the man could say baaa. 

There they were, those in front milling 
to get back while the ones in the rear leap
frogged over the backs of the others to 
escape the nips of Juan's sheep dog. They 
were willing to move every way except 
forward. 

At least fifty times George had dragged 
a reluctant ewe across the creek, and the 
lower half of him was soaked with icy 
creek water, the upper half drenched with 
sweat. 

" Ees no use, I theenk," Juan said. "They 
no cross till they geet hongry. "  

George exploded, "Damn all sheep, and 
damn any man fool enough to monkey with 
them. For two cents I 'd stomp some of 
their foolish brains out." 

Juan said, " I  would not do that. Thees 
girl up on the ridge she might geet shock' ." 

" Girl ? "  George glanced toward the top 
of the ridge indicated by Juan, even as 

1 5  



16 FRANK C. ROB ERTSON 

JUAN 
B ATISTA 

TO N Y  H AR T  

L E E  

B I CKM O R E  

Juan said, " She b e  there about two hours, 
I theenk." 

George had been too busy to inspect the 
scenery, but there, sitting calmly upon a 
rock watching thein was a girl-at least 
thirty miles from any habitation, in the 
center of a mountain range where as yet 
this summer there hadn't been even a sheep
herder. 

Half in anger he yelled, " Hey, you, come 
down here . "  

T o  his surprise the girl rose and strolled 
down the hill. She wore a much washed 
chambray shirt and blue jeans, and a crop 
of dark brown hair splashed over her 
shoulders. She was tall and slender and 
walked with lithe grace. Closer, he saw that 
her eyes were blue and her mouth wide and 
firm. She was tanned from much living in 

the outdoors. He made a guess that she 
was between twenty-one and twenty-five. 

Now that he had called her down h e  
didn't know· what to say. It had been i n  
his mind to give her a bawling out, but she 
had a right to sit on a ridge top if she 
wanted. 

She said coolly, " I  presume you want 
some help to cross those stupid sheep." 

" N ever mind the sheep, they won't 

M O U N TAI N 

JI M 

cross till they get good and ready. " 
" They would if you'd sprinkle some 

salt on the other side. " 
" Likely would, but we haven't got any 

salt . "  
" Where's your camp?" 
" We sent it around over the old Lander 

cut-off, and just brought our bed and some 
lunch. It'll be waiting for us twenty miles 
ahead. "  

"And the way you're going you'll catch 
up with it some time next fall." She 
grinned, and George saw that she had nice 
teeth . 

"What're you doing here ? "  George 
asked. 

" Minding my own business. Excuse me, 
I didn't mean to be rude. I've been here 
ever since the snow went off-prospecting. " 
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"You don't-live alone ? "  
She eyed him sharply and patted the 

sixgun which nestled comfortably in a 
holster at her hip. She said, " I 've got 
good medicine for sheepherders with 
ideas. " 

George blushed and said angrily, "The 
remark was prompted by justifiable curi
osity. You have no right to assume-" 

" All right, I'll withdraw the remark. 
I knew that some sheepherder would be 

GE O R GE 
KE N D R I CK 

along some time, and it does get pretty 
lonesome up here. If you're short on grub 
I'll feed you-and loan you a sack of table 
salt." 

" All right, miss, I ' ll accept. Juan will 
h<tve to watch the sheep, so you can ride 
his horse. Your name-" 

"Just call me Effie . "  She swung onto 
Juan's horse like a person used to riding. 

HER CAB I N  was farther from the 
stock trail than he had anticipated, 
at least two miles back in a remote 

hidden canyon. It was an old prospector's 

cabin that had been reroofed with poles and 
dirt, and the one window had been covered 
with canvas. The floor was hard-packed 
dirt, but it was clean as were all the crude, 
homemade furnishings. On the way up 
George noticed sign of placering that must 
have been done many years before. He 
recalled that there had once been a minor 
gold rush in these mountains. 

" Make yourself at home,"  Effie said. 
" I 've got beans and rice pudding, and it 

E FF I E 

H O D GE 

N E S T A  

C L E GG 

won't take long to make coffee. "  
" Don't you own a horse ? "  
" No, but I've got a couple mules." 
"You know, a girl prospector is some-

thing new to me, " he said, "and I really 
thought this country was worked out or 
proved no good years ago . "  

Effie said, "When I was a mere child 
my father built this cabin. Mother and I 
put in two summers here with him. Both 
of them are dead now, but Father always 
thought there was more gold than had been 
found. So, I 'm spending my vacation 
looking for it." 
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I t  sounded plausible enough, and yet 
George had the feeling she wasn't telling 
all the truth, and she had a manner of 
wanting to forestall further questioning. 

She soon had dinner ready, and it was 
a good meal. She apologized for the lack 
of meat. "I was hoping that when the 
sheep came I could get some camp mover 
to bring supplies out from town for me. 
That's really why I was watching you." 

" I  guess it  could be arranged. You see, 
I own three other herds, and this happens 
to be on my allotment. "  

Effie was embarrassed. " I'm sorry. I
I-thought you were j ust  a sheepherder. 
When will you be going to town ?" 

"In about a week. I'll stop in before 
I go. "  

"Thanks . You don't know how much I 
appreciate it. " 

Looking around the cabin, George caught 
s ight of a black lace evening gown hanging 
on a nail. Nothing could have been more 
incongruous in these mountains than that 
dress. Effie was becoming more of a wom
an of mystery by the minute. 

Effie, carrying an ample lunch for Juan 
Batista, returned to the herd with George, 
who had a small bag of table salt which he 
spread in small piles on the other side of 
the creek where the sheep could see it. 
Presently one salt-hungry old ewe gave a 
bleat and waded across . In a moment the 
entire herd was charging after her. 

" You see, " Effie said, " all that whoop
ing and ranting you did was unnecessary. " 

George said, "Don't remind me of it." 
Effie refused a lift back to her cabin, 

and George and Juan were soon under way. 
If they were lucky, they would meet the 
camp mover the next afternoon. The other 
herds would soon be along. 

THAT night Juan said, "W'en old Tom 
Wingate geet up 'ere I theenk he 
lak Black Mountain better than back 

yonder. Mebbe we change herds, no ?" 
George looked at the handsome young 

Mexican. Unlike most herders, Juan never 
let himself get sloppy. He wore good 
clothes , shaved every day, and played the 
guitar. 

" Go to sleep and forget about that girl," 
George grunted. 

" I  sleep, but forget, no, " Juan said, turn
ing upon his s ide. 

A week later George was back with a 
herd within a mile of Effie's cabin, and 
Juan was the band's new herder. 

Next morning George rode over to Effie's 
cabin. She wasn't there but the stove was 
still warm. Remembering her mention of 
a sluice-box over the next ridge, he rode 
over and found her dolefully examining the 
gravel washed during the night. 

He called, " Hello .  Any luck ?" 
" Not a particle. There's more gold in 

my teeth than there is in these mountains , "  
she answered with a wry grin. 

"The only gold here is green. \Ve call 
it grass . "  

"Have you got your sheep settled ? "  
"Yep, and I'm o n  my way t o  town. Got 

that list ready ?" 
"Here it is . "  
" Sure you don't want to ride in with 

me ? "  
Unless h e  was mistaken a look o f  fear 

came over her face. " No, " she said shortly. 
Her two mules were close by, and she 

decided to ride part way back with him. 
She mounted the larger mule bareback and 
the other followed. 

He said, "Do you know you made a con
quest the other day ? My herder Juan 
asked to be transferred to the herd here. 
You'll see a lot of him." 

" How nice. " 
Why the devil had he said that, he won

dered. He had implied that she hadn't 
impressed him-and it wasn't true. He 
was engaged to be married, but he had 
never met a girl who intrigued him quite 
the way this girl did. 

IT TOOK all day to make the trip to 
Antler. George bought his own sup
plies, then handed Effie's list to the 

clerk, 
" Hey, what's this ?" the man exclaimed. 

"Since when have you sheepherders gone 
in for lip rouge and face powder ?" 

"The back of my hand to you. I'm buy
ing this for a prospector's daughter. " 
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"\Veil,  it should be as good a version 
as the traveling salesman and the farmer's 
daughter," the cler!< laughed. 

" You got any old newspapers?" George 
asked. 

" Sure. \Ve always keep everything we 
get for you sheps. "  The clerk dragged 
out a bundle of newspapers which ran back 
at least two weeks, but to the lonely sheep
herders they would be a godsend. Only, 
George was getting them for Miss Effie. 

He got back to Juan's camp just before 
dark the next day. He had stayed at a hotel 
in Antler the night before because if he had 
gone to his own ranch, ten miles beyond, 
he would have had to stop and visit his 
fiancee, Nesta Clegg, on the way. 

George asked casually, " Seen Effie?" 
Juan grinned. "Today, while the sheepies 

shade up we geet ver' well acquaint'. "  
" You try any funny business( you'll get 

more than that." 
George was at  the girl's cabin before 

sunrise, but like himself she had already 
had breakfast. "Heard you had company 
yesterday, " he remarked as she was putting 
her supplies away. 

She looked puzzled at first. " Oh, Juan. 
He sings and plays the guitar beautifully. " 

" Sounds like a catamount with quinsy to 
me. Watch out or you'll have him screech
ing around your cabiq every night. " 

Wheri she had · finished her chores he 
gave her the newspapers. "Thought you 
might like to catch up on the back news," 
he said. 

In her eagerness she almost forgot to 
thank him. She started hurriedly to look 
them over, then ceased abruptly and said, 
"Almost forgot I'm a prospector. I'll look 
them over later." 

George rode away, but he would have 
bet money she scanned those papers closely 
before she visited her sluice box. 

He had other herds to visit, so it was 
nightfall before he returned to Juan's camp. 
Juan said, " You know, I theenk thees 
mountain geet too populate'." 

" Why ?" 
"Too many people . Today two beeg men 

weeth the new clothes an' the sunburn 
snoop around my camp. I no lak them. " 

" What did they want ?" George asked 
sharply. 

" Firs' they want to know ee£ I know of 
any ol' placer mines aroun' here. Then 
they say, 'You see anytheeng of yong 
lady?' " 

George's lips were suddenly dry. "What 
did you tell 'em ? "  

" Me? " Juan said innocently. " I  n o  spika 
de Engleesh. " 

\Vhoever these men were they were look
ing for Effie, and it was apparent that the 
girl didn't want to be found. It might 
mean nothing-these men might even be 
relatives-but she might be in some sort 
of trouble. 

When he saw Juan tuning up his guitar 
after supper he said, " Put it away, Miss 
Effie won't be needing any music tonight." 

" Ees pity. My guitar she sound ver' 
sweet," Juan said softly. 

M OST people in the mountains went 
to bed when it got dark and it 
was very dark several hours later, 

when George approached the girl's cabin. 
He expected to wake her with a shout but 
before he quite arrived there she challenged 
from the shelter of a clump of trees: 
"What do you want? " 

He was sure the wrong answer would 
get him a bullet. He said, " It's me-George 
Kendrick." 

Her voice was steel hard as she repeated, 
" vVhat do you want?" 

" Well, partly, I came to head off Juan. 
He was planning to serenade you." 

Evidently she didn't see any humor in 
the remark She warned, "After this just 
come around in the daytime. " 

" Well, the other reason I came was 
because Juan saw a couple of strangers 
today who asked him if he had seen a stray 
girl in these mountains. "  

He heard her gasp and hastened to reas
sure her. "Juan doesn't speak English 
when he don't want to. He told them 
nothing. But maybe I can locate their 
camp if you want to see them." 

" Oh, no! I-I don't want to see any
body." 

It was a minute or so before she could 
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collect herself. " They couldn't b e  looking 
for me, " she said. " Nobody knows I'm in 
these mountains except you and Juan . "  

" I  don't like the idea o f  you being up 
here alone and unprotected." 

"That's sweet of you, George, but I'll 
be all right. I have my gun and my father 
taught me years ago how to use it. Good 
night. "  

George rode off down the trail, but he 
didn't propose to leave her unguarded. He 
left his horse well off the trail and walked 
back through the timber until he was within 
a hundred yards of the cabin. Here he 
established himself for the night. 

It was a long, chilly time before dawn. 
Effie would be up soon and it was best to 
get away before she discovered him. He 
rose, flexed his numbed muscles, then sud
denly tensed as he saw movement in the 
trees j ust beyond the cabin. An instant 
later the door opened and Effie stepped 
outside. 

They were the two men Juan had de
scribed, and one of them barked, " Hold it, 
Miss Hodge!" He held an automatic pistol 
in his hand, and his companion a rifle. 
They were obviously city men despite their 
expensive mountain garb, yet they looked 
plenty hard. 

Effie, caught completely off guard, flat
tened herself against the wall. For once 
she wasn't wearing her sixgun. She said, 
"Well, Mr. Bickmore, you came to kill 
me-why don't you shoot ?" 

The man's voice was almost pleasant as 
he answered, " Why should I shoot you, 
Miss Hodge, since the electric chair is 
waiting for you anyway ? But if you're a 
good girl and turn over those records you 
stole you can escape even that . "  

Her voice betrayed fright as she said, 
"I have no records. "  

" Don't give me that," Bickmore said. 
" You've been pretty hard to find, but I 
happened to remember Carpenter mention
ing one time that your father used to pros
pect out here. Of course the police will 
find out about it eventually, too . "  

"Too bad they couldn't have found me 
first ."  

Bickmore said, " Go on in the cabin, 

Mac, and pick up any stray weapons you 
see. Then you follow him, Henrietta. "  

" Why don't you shoot m e  and get i t  over 
with ? "  

" Because s o  far you've kept your mouth 
shut, and that's all to the good. You give 
me the records you stole from Carpenter 
before you killed him and I might be per
suaded to help you get out of the country . "  

" I'll see you in hell first, " she said 
flatly. 

" Look, my girl. Everybody knows you 
killed Carpenter, and we can prove that you 
were his mistress and had been bleeding 
him for money. " 

"That's a lie ! "  
"Of course-but w e  can prove it j ust the 

same. And you can't prove anything with
out moving right onto the hot seat. You 
see, Miss Hodge; I know more about you 
than you think. You're the secretive, self
reliant type. If you hadn't been you 
wouldn't have tried to expose Carpenter 
all by yourself. You're afraid to give your
self up, so you're holding those records 
j ust in case you are arrested, and we're 
going to get them," Bickmore said. 

GEORGE couldn't hear Effie's reply, 
but he knew it was a defiant one. 

Bickmore was unperturbed. There 
was no hint of bluffing in his voice as he 
said, " \Ve'll search the cabin, and then 
we'll search you-right down to the skin. 
After that Mac will try to make you talk, 
and he has very persuasive ways. If that 
fails, we'll j ust see that you never talk to 
anybody else. " 

Mac had disappeared, and now Bick
more followed the girl into the cabin. 
George felt that it was time to move. 

The hard black walnut handle of George's 
sixgun nestled in his hand as he loomed 
suddenly in the cabin doorway. Effie was 
seated at one end of her little homemade 
table while Bickmore was standing at the 
other, his automatic still in hand. The 
burly Mac was searching the girl's bunk. 
Mac was wearing an automatic in a shoul
der holster and had stuck Effie's sixgun 
under his belt, but he had leaned his rifle 
against the wall, just inside the door. 
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George's fear was that Bickmore would 

shoot Effie, but he had the man covered. 
" Drop your gun," he said, his words com
ing out in an involuntary snarl. 

Bickmore's startled glance darted toward 
George, but his gun remained pointed at 
the girl. He was a cool customer. George 
knew that if he fired, Effie would die. The 
scene held for a minute, then, with his 
·free hand, George seized Mac's rifle and 
tossed it to Effie. 

He drew B ickmore's fire to himself as 
he had expected, but Mac, too, had drawn 
his automatic as he whirled, and it was to 
Mac that George shifted his aim at the 
last instant. H is bullet plunked into Mac's 
belly at the same instant he felt the impact 
of a slug in his own body. 

He tried to shift his aim back to Bick
more as he lunged desperately forward, 
but the shot struck a dishpan hanging on 
the wall with a tinny crash. He stumbled, 
and Bickmore's bullet almost parted his 
hair. His arms wound around B ickmore's 
ankles and both men struck the dirt floor. 

George clung to the legs in desperation 
as Effie stepped past him and thrust the 
muzzle of the rifle against B ickmore's 
chest. She had caught George's toss of 
the rifle neatly. Bickmore dropped his gun, 
and the girl cried wildly, " Why don't I 
kill you ?" / 

George dragged himself to his feet. His 
right shoulder felt 

'
heavy and throbbed 

with pain. He looked at Mac. The man 
had dropped back upon the bunk with his 
arms clasped over his stomach. Distress 
and fear showed in his eyes before he 

toppled over sideways. Painfully George 
picked up

· B ickmore's gun and staggered 
over to a bench. 

" George, you're hurt ! "  Effie cried. 
" Problem is, "  he said, " what do we do 

with these coyotes ?" 
B ickmore sat up on the floor. He looked 

ruffled but calm. He said, " You've j ust 
killed a man, sheepherder, and M iss Hodge 
is already wanted for murder. You're both 
in a mess. "  

" Then killing you won't make u s  any 
worse off, " George said grimly. " You can 
easy talk yourself into getting a nice hot 
bullet ." 

Bickmore said, " Suppose we all be rea
sonable for a minute, and no harm will come 
of this. You give me what I want, Miss 
Hodge, we'll quietly bury Mac and every
body keeps their mouths shut, and nothing 
will come of all this." 

Effie said, " You couldn't be trusted. " 
" Why not ? I stand to profit by it. To 

tell the truth, Henrietta, you did me a favor 
when you bumped off Carpenter. Now I've 
got his job. " The man had the nerve to 
sit there and grin. 

George was still in the dark as to what 
it was all about. Effie, or Henrietta Hodge 
as her name seemed to be, had killed a 
man, and she had something this crook 
Bickmore wanted. All he could be sure of 
was that he had j ust killed a man himself. 

Effie said, "All right, Bickmore, we'll 
make a 'deal, but I'm doing it only to save 
George. He didn't know the score ."  

" Hell, no sheepherder ever knew the 
score," Bickmore taunted. [Turn page] 
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�'The first thing i s  t o  look a t  that wound 
of yours, George, "  Effie said hastily as he 
showed signs of wanting to straddle Bick
more. 

SHE CUT his shirt and examined the 
wound. He could still use his arm so 
she diagnosed that no bones were 

broken. It was a flesh wound but a deep 
and painful one. 

Effie had strong, capable hands. " I'll 
disinfect this and bandage you up so you 
can get to a doctor, " she said tenderly. 

"And then you plan to bury this dead 
man out here ? "  

" Yes. Nobody will ever miss him, and 
there is no reason why you should face a 
murder charge. " 

" I  don't like it. " 
Bickmore said, " You can hang yourself, 

of course, but if you do, you'll send Miss 
Hodge to the electric chair. " 

George looked at Miss Hodge, and there 
was pleading in her eyes as she returned 
the look. She said, " I 'll tell you all about 
it, George, after we bury this man. " 

There seemed nothing to do except go 
along. He had killed Mac, so despite the 
pain of his wound he rode with Bickmore 
and Effie to an overhanging cutbank. Bick
more and Effie wrapped Mac's body in a 
blanket and placed it under the cutbank. 
A little undermining brought down several 
tons of dirt over the dead man. 

· All the time George thought it a mis
take. Had he been the only one concerned 
he would have taken the body to town 
himself, or at least have notified the sheriff. 
Once the corpse was buried he felt more 
strongly than ever that it wouldn't stay 
that way, and when it was found it would 
look far worse for him. " Now," Bickmore 
said, " I 'll take those records . "  

All the strength and defiance seemed to 
have gone out of Effie. "All right, " she 
said meekly, "they're hidden in the trees 
clo5e to the cabin. " -

"Look here, " George burst out, "if I'm 
in this I want to know what it's all about. "  

" Nothing dging, " Bickmore said. "Why, 
you're one of the suckers I make my dough 
from. " 

"I loaded it onto Jenny, and I took 
it far back into the mountains" 

" Stay out of it, George, and get that 
wound attended to, " Effie begged. " I 'll  be 
all right now." 

George gave a grumbling assent and 
rode off toward the trail to town. But he 
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didn't go far. He stationed himself in a 
thicket beside the main trail and waited. 
It was almost two hours later when Bick
more came along, whistling happily. 

The whistle died on his lips as George 
rode out, sixgun pointed. George said 
grimly, " I'll take those records now . "  

" Why, you fool, "  Bickmore blustered, 
"those papers are the only thing that stands 
between you and the gallows-and the 
Hodge girl and the hot seat. "  

" I'll take 'em just the same. I 'm tired 
of sitting into a game blindfolded. Keep 
your hands away from that gun. What's 
in that briefcase you're carrying ?" 

The exasperated look on,Bickmore's face 
told him the papers he wanted were in that 
case. Though it hurt like sixty he reached 
out with his sore arm and took the brief
case. 

Bickmore said, " Give it back or so help 
me I'll tell the law where that body is. " 

" I've got a hunch you won't. Now 
trundle your carcass. "  

Swearing mightily, Bickmore set spurs 
to his horse and galloped down the trail. 

George knew of a longer, rougher but 
far safer trail out of the mountains, and he 
took it. After an hour of climbing he got 
off to rest and examine the contents of his 
prize. 

An examination of the papers left him 
stunned and bewildered. Now he under
stood why Bickmore had said that he was 
one of the suckers from whom he got his 
money. 

EVERY time he, George, shipped a 
carload of sheep to a commission 
house in any of the three big Eastern 

stockyards he had been robbed of from one 
to three percent of their weight through 
crooked scale manipulations. His few car
loads, multiplied by the thousands upon 
thousands of sheep and cattle that poured 
in from the Western ranges made the take 
tremendous. 

Rapid calculation showed that he lost 
approximately fifty dollars each on the 
twenty carloads or more of lambs which 
he shipped every fall. It amounted to a 
tidy sum. 

Neither the stockyards nor the com
mission houses were guilty, he learned, nor 
were the scales always rigged. When they 
were, however, this firm of fake buyers or 
speculators, knowing that the animals 
would actually weigh out much heavier 
when sold to the processors, had only to 
step in, bid a little higher than the market 
price and make a neat profit on the resale. 

This firm, the evidence in the briefcase 
showed, had been headed by Boswell P. 
Carpenter, the man Effie was accused of 
killing. Apparently she had been Carpen
ter's private secretary-he had heard Bick
more assert that it could also be falsely 
proved she had been his mistress-and she 
seemed to have been able to collect prac
tically all the records the firm had. 

The key to the whole thing had been 'the 
bribery or compulsion of the scale operators 
and certain inspectors. There were indi
cations that gangster methods had been 
employed by a well trained organization. 

He found no mention of Bickmore's 
name, but there were notations indicating 
that large sums of money had been paid out 
for "maintenance." It wasn't hard to guess 
that this was to a strong-arm gang, of 
which Lee Bickmore was probably the head. 

George had all the facts needed to break 
up the conspiracy, but the catch was that 
if he used it both he and Effie, or Henrietta 
Hodge as her right name appeared to be, 
would be arrested for murder. 

He wanted to go back and talk to the 
girl, but he urgently needed to see a doctor. 
He didn't believe Bickmore would be in a 
hurry to act but would first have another 
try at getting hold of the damning records. 

It was nearly daybreak when George 
arrived at his own ranch, so sick and weak 
he could scarcely sit in the saddle. He 
dismounted and before unsaddling his 
horse stuck the briefcase in a gunny sack 
and covered it deeply with oats in a bin 
in the granary. He staggered to the house, 
roused Jensen, his ranch foreman, and sent 
him to Antler for a doctor without telling 
him he had been shot. 

Dr. Beniger, an old friend, arrived a 
couple hours later. H is eyes popped when 
he saw the gunshot wound. "You've no 
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business riding around with a wound like 
that, "  he exploded. " How did you get it, 
and who bandaged you up ? "  

George replied, " It was a n  accident, 
Doc. One of the boys accidentally let hi� 
gun go off, and it won't do any good to 
have it talked about, so I hope you won't 
say anything about it. I promised him I 
wouldn't tell his name. " 

"Hm-m. What kind of a gun ? "  
"Automatic. It was new and h e  wasn't 

used to it, " George explained. 
"He fix this wound up ? "  
George hesitated a moment. No sheep

herder could do as neat a j ob as Effie had 
done, and the doctor knew it. " No , "  he 
said, "a str�nger happened along after the 
accident." 

" \Veil, it's pretty irregular, but although 
it would be impossible for you to shoot 
yourself the way you were shot, I 'll report 
it that way if you insist. " 

"Thanks, Doc," George said. It would 
be all right unless the body . of the man 
Mac was found, in which event the cooked 

up story would make matters look much 
worse. 

Dr. Beniger said, " You keep yourself in 
bed at least a week. " 

George summoned a ranch boy named 
Harold Ross and sent him out to the sheep 
to tell Charley Bartlett, the man who moved 
camp for Juan Batista and another herder 
called " S teptoe" Wills, that George 
wouldn't be back to the summer range for 
a week " I 'd just as lief stay up there , "  the 
boy said. 

"Behind in your fishing, hunh ? You be 
back here tomorrow night. Just tell Juan 
Batista that he has a free hand."  

J UA N would take i t  that h e  was t o  keep 
an eye out for E,ffie, and it wouldn't 
displease him at all. He would prob

ably see her every noon and serenade her 
every night, but he might give Lee Bick
more a surprise if the fellow tried any 
funny business. 

George stayed in bed a few hours, but 
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since his  arm was in a sling he thought he 
might as  well sit up. He was feverish and 
worried. It was with no degree of pleasure 
that he saw a tall, blonde girl striding man
nishly up the path, though normally he 
would have been pleased to see her, since · 
she was the girl he expected to marry. 

She burst into the house like a cyclone. 
"George, why didn't you tell me you had 
been hurt ?" she demanded. There was 
fond accusation in her big blue eyes, and 
a faint pout on her red lips. 

" Who told you I was ?" he asked. 
"Dr. Beniger. He said you had been in 

some kind of an accident. "  
" The double-crossing old coot ! He 

promised not to talk . "  
" But what happened ?" 
"I shot myself-notliing serious. "  
" But you might have been killed," Nesta 

Clegg said. " I 'm going to appoint myself 
your nurse . "  

· 

There was nothing he could do about 
it, because Nesta was a self-assertive girl 
who was always sure that she knew best. 
He hated himself for comparing her un
favorably with Effie Hodge. Effie was a 
murderess, a girl with a mystery in her 
past, and an uncertain future. He had· 

known her little more than a week, and 
already she had gotten him into the worst 
crisis of his life. Yet there was something 
free and unaffected about her which some
how made Nesta seem artificial. 

He was nervous and edgy until Harold 
Ross returned late the next day. 

"Juan said everything was okay up there, 
and for you to tak� lots of time coming 
back," the . boy reported. 

"He did, hunh ?" He should have been 
pleased by the report but he wasn't. He 
wondered suddenly if he was j ealous of 
Juan. The gay young Mexican with his 
guitar could be stiff competition, provided 
George was personally interested in Effie
which he told himself he wasn't. 

He had more cause to worry about Lee 
Bickmore. He knew the fellow was not 
going to surrender without a fight. George 
had seen enough in those records to know 
that B ickmore and his associates had been 
plundering the stockyards to the tune of 

several hundred thousand dollars every 
year. The contents of that briefcase, if 
m(lde known, would end it all. He wasn't 
going to give up trying to get those damn
ing records. 

He had persuaded Nesta to go home that 
night, but she had promised to be back 
the next morning. He decided suddenly 
that he would not be there when she re
turned, so in spite of the doctor's orders 
he was in the saddle at daybreak, headed 
back for the summer range. He had to 
ride slowly, and it was an hour past dark 
before he reached Juan's camp. ' He could 
locate it by the smell of the sheep, but 
there was no sign of Juan, his dog, or his 
guitar. 

About midnight he heard the herder 
coming down the canyon, strumming his 
guitar and singing La Paloma. Juan was 
taken aback at finding his bed occupied. 

" Boss, I no look for you back !" he ex-
claimed. 

" Evidently not. Seen the sheep lately ?" 
" See the sheeps ? What you mean ? "  
" Thought maybe you'd been too busy 

serenading Miss Hodge to bother about 
the herd, " George said crossly. 

" Ho ! I theenk you j oke. The senorita 
ees ver' lonesome. W'en the sheeps shade 
up or bed down_ I go keep the company. "  

" Sure, sure, " George grunted. " Come 
to bed and shut up. "  

H e  had n o  right t o  be angry with Juan. 
The sheep hadn't been neglected, and Juan 
was only being gallant and neighborly. 
George was honest enough to admit to him
self that Spanish charm offered j ust a little 
too much competition to a blunt American. 

GEORGE didn't get around to calling 
on Effie until nearly noon, and not 
finding her home he rode over to 

her sluice box. She was so intent upon 
sloshing a gold pan around that she didn't 
hear him until he was almost upon her. 
She nearly dropped the pan. 

" Eureka !" she yelled. " I 've struck it. 
Bet I've w:ashed half an ounce. " Suddenly 
she put down the pan and looked at him 
with hanas on hips. " Say, what're you 
doing here ?" she demanded. 
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" Don't you remember ? I run sheep. 
And when I have nothing else to do I run 
around killing and burying people." 

She said sharply, " Don't talk like that. 
You're hurt, and you sent back word you 
wouldn't come for a week." 

"That's too bad, isn't it ? Now Juan 
will have to herd sheep instead of playing 
the guitar. " 

" I  like to hear Juan play and sing. 
Couldn't you herd the sheep so he can 
entertain me all the time ?" 

"No, I couldn't. I pay the cuss wages 
and once in a while he's got to earn 'em." 

She said seriously, "You haven't heard 
any more from-from Lee B ickmore ?" 

" No, and it worries me. " 

you're in a fair way to get both of us ar
rested for murder. I didn't think you were 
such a fool. " 

George flushed a little. "If I'd given 
them back I'd be robbed every time I 
shipped my lambs, and so would every 
other stockman. I j ust can't swallow it. " 

" Keeping the records won't stop it be
cause B ickmore knows you won't dare use 
them for fear of being arrested for murder. 
But if you knew Bickmore you'd know 
that he wouldn't stop at anything to get 
them back. " 

" That's what I'm hoping." 
" You're crazy. B ickmore will be back, 

and he'll have a gang of gunmen from 
the city with him. You and your sheep-

A. light flashed on. in. the granary. He heard Bickmore say, "What's up?" 

She said somewhat bitterly, " He's got 
those records, he won't bother us any 
more. " 

"That's just the point. He hasn't got 
'em. " 

" What ?" 
"Your briefcase and its contents are 

hidden at my ranch. "  
She looked stunned. "You-you mean 

you got them away from him ?" 
" I  held him up. Imagine he was taking 

them back to town to find out just how 
much you knew about that crooked scale 
deal." 

"Then you studied them. And now 

herders won't stand a chance." 
George was thoroughly angry. It was 

true that he wasn't a gunman, nor were 
his men, but it didn't sit well for this 
girl, whose life he had surely saved, to 
taunt . him with it, For that matter he 
wasn't afraid of Bickmore and his thugs 
either. 

He said coldly, " No doubt you know 
all about Bickmore's methods." 

" Meaning you think I wasn't trying to 
stop that crooked deal but killed Carpenter 
because I was trying to muscle in on it. " 

" I  don't know what happened, nor what 
your motives were."  
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"And I can see that i t  would d o  no 
good to tell you. But I want you to un
derstand one thing. I was never Boswell 
P. Carpenter's mistress. He was a fat, 
odious, disgusting beast. "  

" I  understood that. "  

- SHE SAID abruptly, " Let's not quarrel 
-we're both in too tough a spot. But 
I would like to tell you what hap

pened. " 
" I'm listening." 

· " Carpenter was a pretty big figure in 
the stockyards. He said he gave me a job 
on account of my father, whom he used 
to know, but it wasn't long before I realized 
that something crooked was going on. 
Then a man named Harry Weiser, whom 
I had often seen around the office with 
Lee Bickmore, was arrested for operating 
a crooked set of scales, and was let go on 
bail. He was found shot to death. I asked 
Carpenter some questions, and he said that 
if I got nosy he could blacken my father's 
memory."  

"Where did this Bickmore fit  i n ? "  
" He ran the outside work, second in 

command to Carpenter, but he was seldom 
around the office, and when I got to going 
through the records I found that he was 
smart enough not to have his name 
appear. " 

" Did you kill Carpenter ?" 
" I  don't think so. I had been quietly 

assembling the evidence I wanted and one 
night I went to the office to get it, and 
Carpenter surprised me. I guess he had 
gotten suspicious. I had bought a gun, 
but I didn't mean to kill anybody. Car
penter got me pinned in a corner and 
threatened to kill me. He rushed, I drew 
the gun, and in the scuffle the gun went 
off, but I'm sure he pulled the trigger. 
Anyway, the gun fell and I grabbed the 
briefcase I had put the records into and 
ran." 

" How did they know it was you ? "  
"They identified the gun a s  mine, and 

my fingerprints were on it. Bickmore and 
others swore that I had been blackmailing 
Carpenter. I knew that I didn't have a 
chance unless I got out of Chicago. I was 

able to make it out here where I had lived 
as a child, and I thought I would be safe. 
You know the rest, George . "  

She looked utterly pathetic a s  she fin
ished, and George believed that he was 
hearing the truth. She had certainly gotten 
mixed up with an unscrupulous gang. And 
he was sure now that Bickmore hadn't 
given up. 

His first thought was to get her to an
other hiding place, but she flatly refused 
to leave. She said, " I'm tired of running 
and hiding. If it wasn't for your trouble 
I'd give myself up and get it over with. 
It's what I should have done in the first 
place, but I got panicky. " 

" I  still think it's what we should do, "  
George said, but not very convincingly. 
They had blundered badly when they 
allowed Bickmore to bury his man Mac. 
His own chances would be better than 
Effie's, for at best her good name would 
be destroyed. At worst she could be 
sentenced to death. 

" Either that or give Bickmore back the 
records, "  she said. " It's up to you."  

She had, in effect, placed her life in  
his hands. Nothing could be done until 
Bickmore made some move, and there was 
no evidence that he was still in the country. 

George had scarcely reached his own 
camp before he had a visitor. His heart 
skipped a beat when he saw the silver 
star on the vest of Tony Hart, a deputy 
sheriff with whom he had been on casually 
friendly terms. 

They exchanged greetings and George, 
according to range custom, asked if Hart 
had eaten. Hart signified that he had. but 
he dismounted. 

" Heard you had an accident the other 
day," he said. 

" Kind of trivial," George replied, al
though his arm was in a sling. " Teach 
me not to monkey with guns I don't un
derstand. " 

" What kind of gun ?" 
"Automatic. " 
"Got it around ? "  
" No. One o f  m y  herders was going 

to buy it from another fellow, but after 
I shot myself he didn't want it. " 
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Hart said, " Haven't seen anything of 
a lost city dude up here, have you ? "  

" No. Why ? " 
" Well, a fellow named B ickmore said 

a friend of his had come up in these 
mountains several days ago, and hadn't got 
back. Said he was several days over
due . "  Hart, a shrewd officer with Indian 
blood in his veins, bent a glance · upon 
George that made him shiver inwardly. 

George said, "I believe one of the herders 
did mention seeing a couple fellows, but 
that was quite some time ago. " 

They talked about sheep until Hart 
left. 

Sending the deputy sheriff out to look for 
a man who might later be found murdered 
was a tip-off that Bickmore was still very 
much in the game. But still there was noth
ing George could do but wait. 

FOR A couple days nothing happened. 
Effie seemed to have given up on the 
prospecting and spent much of the time 

at Juan's camp, keeping George company, 
and keeping him quiet. Between times Juan 
entertained with his guitar. 

Then they had more company, about the 
last company George wanted to see. They 
were just sitting down to dinner when 
Nesta Clegg rode up with George's pet 
aversion, her Uncle Bill. 

The smile on Nest a's face faded the mo
ment she saw the tall girl sitting cross
legged on the ground a few feet from 
George. 

She said, " I  rode all the way up here, 
George, to see how you were getting along. 
Am I intruding ? "  Her voice was as thick 

Here's Why . . .  

with suspicion as the Missouri is ·of mud. 
George managed a hollow laugh. " In

truding ? Of course not. Miss Clegg, let 
me present Miss-Miss-" He was 
stricken dumb with horror. He couldn't 
give Effie's real name, and he knew that 
his hesitation was damning in Nesta's eyes. 

Effie said calmly, " Miss Hodge. How 
do you do. "  
· George contributed, " She i s  a lady 

prospector. " 
Nesta's enormous blue eyes reflected her 

skepticism. " I ndeed ! And how much gold 
have you found, Miss Hodge-and where 
did you find it ? "  

" Not i n  George's pocket, Miss Clegg, if 
that's what you're thinking. " 

" Of course not. There are too many 
holes in George's pocket. You live here 
with these men ?" There was just the prop
er lift to Nesta's eyebrows. 

"I have a cabin of my own. Juan keeps 
me supplied with music. " 

"And George with mutton, no doubt. "  
George blushed a little. He had given 

Effie a hindquq.rter of mutton only yester
day. He said curtly, " Don't be nasty, 
Nesta. Get off, and Juan will get ypu 
some dinner. I'm still wondering why 
you came. " 

Bill Clegg, a bachelor of forty, and a 
born trouble-maker said, " We're j ust be
ginning to wonder. " 

Nesta descended from her horse with 
the manner of an outraged queen. She 
said, " You sneaked away without telling 
me you were going. I was worried. I was 
afraid you had come up there and got 
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sick. B u t  I see that I shouldn't have 
worried . "  

B ill Clegg said, " Go ahead and fight ; I'm 
going to eat. " 

Nesta said, " I  brought your mail. " She 
handed over a small packet of letters 
and advertisements. 

George sifted them half furtively through 
his hands. Nothing of any importance, ex
cept one slim envelope with no return 
address, postmarked Antler. He shifted 
it hurriedly into the center of the packet. 

Effie finished eating, walked over and 
washed her tin dishes leisurely, then said, 
" Well, I must be going. Jack and Jenny 
will be getting lonesome. "  

"Take my horse," George offered. 
" No, thanks, I'll j ust cut across. Thanks 

for the dinner. Nice meeting you, Miss 
Clegg. Odd, George has never spoken of 
you . "  

Nesta was looking daggers a s  she 
watched the tall, lithe girl walk away with 
long easy strides. 

Bill said, " Wonder why Georgie boy 
has such a short memory." 

" I  can understand why he was in such 
a hurry to get back here when the doctor 
told him to stay in bed a week. Who is 
this girl ? What's she really doing here ?" 

Geo.rge shrugged. " Your guess is  as 
good as mine. " 

" I  can certainly guess," Nesta needled. 
" Lay off, will you ?" George said angrily. 
Although in a pet, Nesta stowed away 

a full share of the mulligan and dried 
apricots. Then she announced that she 
and her uncle had brought along blankets 
and intended to stay all night. George had 
to pretend to be pleased. 

N EITHER Nesta nor Bill offered to 
help do the dishes, a breach of camp 
etiquette. Juan hurried away to his 

sheep, and George was left to entertain 
the company. It was a long time before 
Nesta and Bi11 decided to take a walk 
and he got a chance to open the slender 
envelope. 

He read, " Leave my property under the 
west end of the river bridge just outside 
Antler. If it is not there inside of three 

days I · shall take proper action. "  It was 
unsigned, and the postmark was two days 
old. 

He had to see Effie that night, but Nesta, 
her good humor seemingly restored, insisted 
upon talking until midnight. He waited 
a couple hours after that then stole away 
from camp, and made the trip to Effie's 
cabin on foot. 

When he had convinced her who he 
was she let him come inside the cabin. She 
said, " You'll be in a fix if your sweet
heart ever finds out about you calling on 
me this hour of the night. " 

" Never mind Nesta. She brought me a 
note from Bickmore. "  He handed her the 
unsigned note and she read it without sur
prise. 

" \Vhat are you going to do ? "  
He looked a t  her miserably. " It's some

thing we can't run from. If we turn that 
stuff over to Bickmore it won't stop him 
from trying to keep your mouth shut 
permanently, and if you are arrested the 
only defense you have will be gone. He's 
already got the law looking for Mac so I 'm 
in for it too. Bickmore will find nothing 
under the bridge ."  

Effie gave a sigh that was almost like 
relief. She said, "I think that's better. 
I'll give myself up. "  

" Not right away," he said quickly. " I  
want t o  see what Bickmore will do. As i t  
stands h e  holds all the cards. There's still 
a chance he may take a wrong step."  

" I  can tell you what he'll do. He'll send 
for a bunch of gorillas and try to knock 
us both off. The· chances are they are 
already here . "  

"Then that gives u s  the only chance we'll 
ever have. We've got to tell somebody 
where those records are hidden in case 
something happens to us. I'm going back 
to Antler with Nesta and I'll tell Dr. 
Beniger. I'll tell you where they are 
hidden, and you can tell Juan. We can 
trust him . "  

She said, " I'm sorry I dragged you into 
this, George. Seems like I 've done nothing 
but make mistakes. I shouldn't have run 
in the first place, and I shouldn't have 
made that deal with Bickmore. I promise 
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you I won't get scared any more ."  
The real reason he had hung back, he  

knew, was because !te wanted to  spare her 
the ignominy of facing the lies that Bick
more and his associates would pour upon 
her if she ever had to stand trial. Now 
it seemed that it couldn't be averted. 

He looked at her, and suddenly he had 
taken her in his arms. She didn't resist, 
and he kissed her upon the lips. They 
were cold at first, then for a brief moment 
she responded with fervid intensity. 

She pushed him away, and said, " I'm 
sorry, I shouldn't have let you do that. 
You'd better be getting back to camp be
fore Miss Clegg misses you. She wouldn't 
have liked that at all. " 

" Maybe you didn't." 
"I won't say that I didn't. Good night." 
He got back to camp as quietly as he 

could, but in the morning Nesta said, 
"Where were you last night, George ? I 
was frightened by a wolf or something 
and I called and called, but you didn't 
answer. " Although her voice was smooth 
her sulky eyes and mouth were alive with 
suspicion. 

"Guess I heard the wolf before you did, 
so I went up on the ridge to watch the 
sheep." 

She said, "Oh," and he wondered if she 
knew there were no wolves in the moun
tains. 

Before leaving, he warned Juan to keep 
watch over Effie, but realized that he 
should have warned him to watch the 
sheep. 0 N THE way to Antler, Nesta said, 

"I don't believe that girl is up to 
any good. I 'm going to find out 

where she came from. "  
He answered crossly, "Best thing you 

can do is keep your nose clean."  
The nose went into the air. " I'm not 

used to being talked to like that. My 
nose is all right. "  

" Then you'd better keep i t  out of other 
folks' business. "  

Nesta insisted upon stopping i n  Antler 
to do some shopping, and while she waa 
at it George saw Bickmore and two other 

men, who were obviously big city muggs, 
come out of a saloon. \Vith them was an 
old native reprobate and ex-outlaw known 
as Mountain Jim. Bickmore recognized 
him, but passed by without speaking. 

The presence of Mountain Jim indicated 
that Bickmore intended going back to the 
mountains. The bewhiskered old villain 
had no peer as a guide and mountain man. 
And he was utterly without scruple. 

George knew he had to get back to the 
mountains. He left Nesta at her home and 
rode on to his own ranch, stopping only 
long enough to eat, and catch a fresh horse. 
At Antler he stopped to see Dr. Beniger, 
and got a round calling down for abusing 
his wound. 

" At that, " the doctor said, "you're 
strong as a horse, and I guess it'll take 
more than a bullet to kill you. " 

"This bullet won't do it, but I 'm not 
so sure of the next, " George said. " If I 
do run against another one, Doc, there's 
something I want you to do for me. "  He 
told the doctor where the briefcase was 
hidden and asked him to see that it went 
to the district attorney in Chicago. 

" I  never did believe the yarn you told 
me about that bullet, " the doctor said. " I  
hope you've not been getting into trouble. "  

George was tempted to tell him about 
the dead man buried on Elk Mountain, 
but decided to keep quiet about that for 
the present. 

Although he hurried the sun was a couple 
of hours high when he heard the sheep 
bells. He rode around the herd looking 
for Juan, but he wasn't there, and the 
sheep were not yet . shaded for the day. 
Then he heard a whistle and looking 
around, saw Effie smiling at him from on 
top of a log. His sigh of relief w:ts 
audible. 

She called, " \Vhile you were away I 
thought I 'd learn to herd sheep. But 
I didn't look for you back so soon. " 

" When did you get here ?" he asked. 
" I  left the cabin before daylight." 
He had now reached the log. " Lucky 

you did, I think. If Bickmore isn't up 
here he soon will be." 

"You saw him ?" 
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" With two city thugs, and a n  old human 
coyote who knows these mountains like 
the back of his hand." 

" You're really worried, aren't you ? "  
"I'm not singing hallelujahs. And you'd 

better get off that log. Y ott loom up like 
a cock pheasant. "  

She j umped down. " I've been awful 
for you, George," she said. 

I F BICKMORE got his hands on this 
girl George knew that he would have 
to give up the records to save her life. 

Her safety now was all that counted. 
He said, " I  dodged that bridge, but they 

probably waited till dawn to see if I 
didn't come across. By this time they'll 
be well on their way. You can't go back 
to your cabin." 

" What then ? "  
" Stick close t o  our camp, but not i n  it. 

I'll bring you what things you need." 
She said, " George, I won't worry too 

much now if-if something does happen 
to me, because I don't think I 'll be drawing 
you into it. " 

"I'm into it j ust as deep as you are ."  
" Not now. You see, they can't convict 

you of murder unless they have a corpus 
delicti. " 

" What do you mean ? "  
" I  moved Mac's body, George," she 

said, and gave an involuntary shudder of 
disgust. " I  loaded it onto Jenny and I 
took it far back in the mountains where 
I 'm pretty sure it'll never be found. " 

" Alone ?" he asked incredulously. "You 
could at least have asked Juan-" 

" I've got enough people into trouble. 
I had to do it alone. The prospecting has 
made me strong and I know how to use 
a pick and shovel. It was the nastiest 
job I ever had to do, but in a way I was 
glad to do it. It seemed the only thing I 
could ever do for you, George. " 

George was powerfully moved as he 
pictured the ghoulish work which this girl 
had forced herself to do for him. He 
didn't have too much faith that the body 
couldn't be found, but he wouldn't tell 
her that. He could only take her calloused 
hands and squeeze them tightly. 

As soon as the sheep began shading up 
so that they could be left, George took 
Effie up behind him on his horse, and they 
rode to camp. Juan had breakfast ready, 
and Charley Bartlett, the camp mover, 
was also present. George told Charley 
to stay. Juan and Charley were probably 
no match for Mountain Jim and the gang
sters, but they would both fight for Effie. 

Breakfast over, George rode alone to 
Effie's cabin, despite her protests, and made 
a bundle of her necessities. These he car
ried some distance from the cabin, then 
returned to it to wait. 

About noon his expected callers arrived, 
all four of them. Bickmore's two city men 
were complaining bitterly about soreness 
from the ride, and cursing the mountains. 
Mountain Jim listened with visible con
tempt. 

They were obviously not planning on a 
surprise this time, but they were surprised 
themselves when George stepped around 
the corner of the cabin. 

GEORGE said, "Looking for some
body, gentlemen ? "  

" Yeah, you," Bickmore replied. 
" vVhere's your lady friend ? "  
" So she got away without you seeing 

her ? Good. By now she's on a train on 
her way to Chicago. "  George was sur
prised how natural it was to lie lately. 

Bickmore growled, " Don't give me that. 
If I could see her I'll bet I could hit 
her with a rock. Didn't you get my 
note ?" 

" I  got it. " 
" You know what'll happen if I don't 

get those papers, don't you ? "  
" I'm not sure I do. If you planned 

to tell anybody about Mac you wouldn't 
have sent Hart up here the other day on 
a wild goose chase, hoping to scare me, 
and you wouldn't have brought these 
gorillas, and that old badger, Mountain 
Jim, along with you. Jim and I are old 
friends. "  

Bickmore darted a quick, suspicious 
glance at Mountain Jim. The mountaineer 
growled, " He's a liar. I hate his guts. 
Hate all lousy sheepherders. "  
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" Why, Jim, . have you forgot all the 
big times we've had together ? " George 
queried. 

Mountain Jim was ready to explode with 
wrath. Every time he and George had 
met they had had trouble, and he knew 
that George was trying to discredit him 
with his new employer. 

" Never mind, " B ickmore barked. " I  
want those papers o r  else. And I want to 
see that girl . "  

"I 've told you where t o  find 'em," 
George said. 

" You're a fool. If Hodge ain't here 
we'll j ust use her cabin. And if she don't 
show up with the records she stole we'll 
dip up Mac's body, and wire to Chicago 
that we've found the girl who murdered 
Boswell P. Carpenter. " 

" I  doubt if you could ' find your friend 
Mac, " George said. It had been a grue
some task, but now he could be glad that 
Effie had moved the body of the dead 
Mac to another place. She had refused 
to tell him where it was. And it was the 
first thing George had said which seemed 
to cause Bickmore any alarm. Apparently 
the possibility that the body would be 
moved hadn't occurred to him. 

B ICKMORE said, " I 'm tired of fool
ing around with you, shep. You stuck 
your neck into business that was no 

concern of yours, and you can't seem to 
understand that we're not schoolboys. We 
could cut you down right now and get a 
medal for it. Play ball vvith us and I'll 
notify your sheriff that I 've heard from 
Mac in Chicago. .Which'll it be ?" 

"The cutting down wouldn't be easy in 
view of the fact that I think I 'm good 
enough to get you, and that there are 
enough of my boys in the brush to get 
the rest of you," George bluffed. 

Mountain Jim blurted, "Don't believe 
it. " 

George said softly, " I  told 'em not to 
hurt you, Jim." 

" Damn your '->·es, quter tryin' to  make 
m� out a friend o' your'n , "  Mountain Jim 
yelled. 

The two gorilias were 111 a bad mood, 

and obviously certain that they could deal 
with this hick. Mountain Jim was roaring 
mad. Only Bickmore was uncertain, for 
he had seen George Kendrick in action. 

B ickmore said, "I 'll give you j ust twen
ty-fonr hours." 

" Fine. Miss Hodge should be in Chi
cago by that time. .Another thing before 
I leave. This is Miss Hodge's cabin, and 
she doesn't want any trespassers. Keep 
out of it ." 

Deliberately George turned his back on 
them and walked away. The hair on the 
back of his neck felt like bristles for he 
more than half expected to get a bullet 
in the back, but apparently Bickmore made 
some sign for no shot was fired. 

He didn't breathe easy until he was 
on his horse. He picked up Effie's bundle 
and hurried on to camp. He knew it 
wouldn't take Mountain Jim long to as
certain that there had been no one else in 
the brush. And it would be impossible 
to hide Effie for long without the moun
taineer finding it out. 

He believed that -the safest place for 
her was at his ranch, but this she definitely 
vetoed. 

"vVhy don't we j ust go in and give 
ourselves up ?" she asked reasonably. 

" I 've been telling whoppers all over the 
place because I had to, but if we give 
up we've got to tell the whole truth. 
They'll crucify you, Effie, even though we 
can stop that swindle. " 

" \Ve can't avoid it anyway."  
"If  we do it'll look like those gangsters 

scared us out. If we had anything on 
Bickmore I wouldn't hesitate a minute. 
I keep thinking he'll make a mistake. I 
told him you had gone to Chicago. If 
we could make him think you weren't 
here-" 

" But I am here." 
George didn't speak for a few minutes. 

Finally he said, " I 've thought of some
thing. It seems like our only hope, but 
it's a long chance for you to take . "  

She said, " I 'll take any chance you say." 
" It's the most dangerous gamble you can 

take, for what you'll have to do is let 
Bickmore find you. " 
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She turned a little pale, but she didn't 
falter. " If it'll do any good, ail right. "  

" I'm not sure that i t  will, and i f  i t  fails 
it'll cost you your life. " 

" I'd rather be killed here than face a cer
tain conviction in Chicago. But what about 
you ? Where will you be ?" 

" In jail probably. I 'm going to Antler 
and tell Tony Hart the whole story. To 
save your life you tell Bickmore where the 
records are. I'll have TDny Hart waiting 
at my place for him to come at;d get 'em. 
If Tony can be talked into holding Bick
more and coming back here for the Dthers 
yDu'll be all right. "  

They both recognized the long Ddds they 
would be taking. It was Effie's life George 
was gambling with, and the wmst P?-rt Df 
it was he would probably be lying in jail, 
depending upon anDther ·man who might 
Dr might nDt believe she was in danger. 
But the alternative was worse. Merely 
killing Lee Bickmore wouldn't help either 
Df them in the lDng run. 

Effie smiled. " Of course I'll be all right. 
I feel better now than any time since I 
left Chicago. At least things will be mDv
ing somewhere. " 

IM MEDIATELY after dark George was 
on his way back to Antler. He had 
time to rest up a little in the livery 

stable loft before sunrise, but he was so 
stiff and sore he could scarcely rise. With
out waiting for breakfast he hunted up Tony 
Hart and found the deputy all saddled and 
ready to ride. With him was Bill Clegg. 

Clegg said, " Well, look who's here. 
Bring your lady friend in with you and 
save us a ride ?' '  

'�What's back of that crack ?" George 
demanded. 

" Well, whether you know it or not your 
little lady prospector out there is an es
caped murderess," Clegg said gloatingly. 

George saw all his plans going up in 
smoke. He wished he felt strong enough 
to poke Bill Clegg in the nose. 

Clegg continued, " You can't put any
thing over on Nesta. Smart gal, my niece. 
Knew there was something fishy the minute 
she saw that gal, so she hunted up Tony 

here and described your friend, Effie. Tony 
had her look over some wanted notices and 
there was her picture big as life. Name's 
Henrietta Hodge, and she murdered her 
boss back in Chicago. " 

Hart said, " You know anything about 
this, George ?" 

"A damned sight more than Nesta or 
Bill knows," George said bitterly. "I rode 
all night j ust to see you. I 'd like to talk 
to you-alone. " 

Clegg blustered, " If this concerns Nesta 
in any way I want-" 

" It don't ."  

George leveled his gun 

" Come on in, George, I'll talk to you," 
Hart said. 

Half the force of George's appeal was 
lost because Hart already knew about Effie, 
but George stated his case as strongly and 
sincerely as he could. 

When he had finished, Hart said, "If 
you killed a man and covered it up it'll 
be damned bad for you." 

" I  don't care about that. All  I want 
is a square deal for M iss Hodge, and a 
chance to put those crooks behind bars. 
What have you got to lose by waiting until 
tonight to see if Bickmore don't cDme ?" 

" By tpat time the Hodge girl will prob
ably be out of the state, or at least my 
county."  

" I 'll give you my word she won't leave. "  
Hart said, " My duty i s  plain. Lock you 

up and go get that girl ."  · 

"And let a gang of real crooks get away. 
W auld I have come and told yDu what I 
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did if it wasn't on the level ?" 
"You're outside the law now. "  
"Am I ?  What evidence have you got 

that I killed a man except my word ? Be
fore you could properly arrest me you'd 
have to find the body. " 

" I  might take a chance if Bill Clegg 
didn't know about the girl. Now it'll be 
all over town and people will ask why I 
ain't after her. " 

"They'll forget that if you break up 
a gang that has been stealing thousands of 
dollars every year from the big city stock
yards, " George argued. " Look, is B1ll 
Clegg a deputy ?" 

" Well, sometimes he acts as a special 
deputy."  

"Why not tell him you've j ust heard 
Miss Hodge i's trying to make a railroad 
station down the line and send him down 
there ? You can leave town today and get 
back to my ranch by dark. "  

Hart considered the matter, then said, 
" If this is a stall and that girl gets away 
it'll cost me my job, but if it does I 'll 
sure as hell see that you swing. I'll 
play along with you till midnight. If noth
ing happens by then I'll be heading for 
Elk Mountain. "  

"You're drawing the time a little fine, 
but I appreciate it. I'll see you at the 
ranch tonight. Just remember that Miss 
Hodge's life is at stake, "  George said. 

He hadn't expected Hart to allow him 
to remain at liberty. It was the biggest 
break he could have hoped for. In the 
meantime all he could do was sweat it 
3Ut. 

T HE ROAD to his ranch ran past the 
Clegg place, but Nesta was the last 
person he wanted to see. Her curiosity 

had almost led to the complete disruption 
of his plans, and while she couldn't be 
blamed perhaps for a certain .amount of 
j ealousy he knew it would be hard to talk 
to her without telling her what he thought. 
And she was still capable of causing trou
ble. Weary as he was he took a round
about way to avoid seeing her. 

They were still engaged, and the idea of 
breaking the engagement had scarcely oc-

curred to him. He was aware, however, 
that when he almost unconsciously com
pared her with Effie, Nesta appeared dull 
as mud. He realized too that Nesta would 
always try to run his life, and that, he 
knew, was something Effie would never 
try to do. Nesta's stock was low. 

He was glad for a chance to rest when 
he got home, and he gave orders that if 
anyone asked for him they were to be 
told that he was with the sheep. 

He fell asleep and didn't waken until 
his housekeeper called him to supper. He 
asked if there had been any visitors and 
Mrs. Jensen informed him that Nesta had 
called. 

" She didn't seem to believe me, but I 
wouldn't let her in, " the woman said. 

George gave her a pat on the shoulder. 
Tony Hart arrived an hour after dark. 

George got the briefcase out of the granary 
and Hart took an hour looking it over. 

He sai9, " Seems to me this proves that 
' there was a big scale swindle going on 
in the stockyards with fixed scales, but 
I don't see how they could have done it. " 

" By bribing the scale operators and a 
few inspectors. Those they couldn't buy 
they got fired or killed. It was, and still 
is, big business. "  

Hart grunted, and they replaced the 
briefcase in the oat bin. George climbed 
up on some boards above the joists in the 
granary where a considerable number of 
sacks had been piled and stretched out. 
It wasn't so uncomfortable, except that the 
dust made him sneeze every time he moved. 
Hart retired to a haystack, promising faith
fully not to fall asleep. 

There was no sleep for George from 
then on. By this time Effie should be a 
prisoner of Bickmore's and the fellow well 
on his way to reclaim the records. There 
was no telling where the girl might be or 
who was with her. And there was no way 
of knowing whether B ickmore would come 
alone or not. 

It was too dark to look at his watch 
and he dared not strike a match for fear 
Bickmore might arrive and see it. He 
was sure that it was ·past midnight, the 
time Hart had threatened to leave. He 
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might already have gone, but George didn't 
dare climb down to find out. 

More time went by and he became cer
tain that Hart had left, although it seemed 
that he should have at least let George 
know. A worse fear was that B ickmore 
wouldn't come at all. If he didn't, the big 
gamble was lost. 

He could hear mice running around on 
the oats beneath, and it was the sudden 
cessation of their noise which warned him 
that intruders were at hand. He turned 
on his face and felt for his gun as the 
door opened slowly and soundlessly. 

A light was flashed into the granary, 
beaming here and there, and suddenly 
shooting up toward the roof. 

He heard Bickmore say, " What's up 
there ? "  

THE VOICE that answered was Moun
tain Jim's, " Just a lot of plunder. 
Every rancher's granary is cluttered 

up with j unk. "  
George was grateful for being classified 

as j unk. 
Bickmore said, " It should be in this bin 

right here if the girl wasn't lying. See if 
you can find it. " 

Mountain Jim climbed into the bin while 
B ickmore held the light. 

Where was Tony Hart? 
If the deputy hadn't gone he should have 

been j ust outside the door at that minute. 
Presently Mountain Jim gave a grunt. 

" Here's something. Looks like a leather 
bag. " 

" Let me have it, " Bickmore said per
emptorily. 

Mountain J im must have passed the brief
case over for George heard Bickmore 
grunted with satisfaction. 

" Find what you want ?" the mountaineer 
asked. 

" I  surely did. Now you high-tail back 
there and tell my boys to carry out orders. 
After it's done you take 'em through the 
mountains to that railroad station we spoke 
about. You'll get the rest of your money 
there. " 

" I'd better, or you'll be short a couple 
boys," Mountain Jim threatened. 

There was no doubt in George's mind 
what those orders were. It was to murder 
Henrietta Hodge and make sure that she 
never got a chance to tell what she knew. 
B ickmore would figure that George would 
keep quiet because talking . would mean 
his arrest for murder. 

B ickmore said, " Come on, let's get out 
of here. " 

He opened the door, and still there was 
no sign of Tony Hart ! 

George, who was struggling silently to 
suppress a sneeze, dropped silently into the 
oats, and straddled over the edge j ust as the 
sneeze could no longer be suppressed. 

The men were twenty feet from the 
granary by then, and they had time to turn 
around before he reached the door. He 
heard Bickmore rip out an oath as he went 
for the gun in the shoulder holster. George 
had meant to order them to halt, but there 
was now no time to palaver. 

Mountain Jim, although he carried a six
gun, was never without his more trusty 
rifle, and that, too, was coming up as he 
whirled. 

Believing Mountain Jim to be the more 
dangerous man, George snapped a bullet 
low at him and leaped back and to the left. 
He had had no time to draw a bead, but 
his bullet broke the old man's bony leg 
j ust above the knee. Mountain Jjm's rifle 
roared an instant after he was hit and his 
shot went wild. Bickmore's shot, a little 
more delayed, slammed into the granary 
door. 

George swung back as the slugs from 
Bickmore's gun came in a steady stream. 
This time his aim was deliberate. One 
bullet missed him, another drew blood 
from his hand, and a third struck him 
heavily in the side as he pressed the trig
ger, but it didn't spoil his aim. The bullet 
struck Lee ·Bickmore squarely in the heart. 

Mountain Jim, groaning in agony, was 
dragging at his sixgun. George aimed at 
the old man's hand and fired j ust as the gun 
cleared leather. The weapon fell from 
Mountain Jim's shattered hand. 

Just then another man appeared running 
from the direction of the barnyard. George 
teaned weakly �gainst the wall and leveled 
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his gun, but a moment before he fired the 
man yelled, " I'm the law ! "  It was Tony 
Hart. 

George said angrily, " Where in hell 
have you been ? I thought you were going 
to be j ust outside when they came out." 

Hart said apologetically, " I  tell asleep. 
It was the shots woke me up. "  

" A  hell o f  a deputy sheriff you are, " 
George said, and suddenly keeled over m 
the doorway. 

FORTUNATELY, George didn't faint. 
He said, when Hart propped him up 
against the wall, " I  heard them talk. 

Mountain Jim was to go back and tell those 
two gorillas to murder Miss Hodge and 
hide her body, then he was to guide them 
to safety across the mountains. If we don't 
get out there right away she'll be killed. " 

Hart answered, " You ain't going any
where. You look shot full of holes to me. " 

The shooting had brought Pete Jensen 
and his wife running from the house. Hart 
ordered J en�en to get on a horse and ride 
for the doctor. 

" Never mind me, " George said, "but 
make Mountain Jim tell where Effie is and 
get out there with a posse. " 

" Mountain Jim ain't going nowhere, "  
Hart said as h e  took all weapons from the 
old man's reach. "I 've been waiting for 
years to put a rope around his damned 
skinny old neck, and now I 've got him." 

The deputy and Mrs. Jensen got George 
into the house, then went back for Moun
tain Jim. It wasn't the wounds that were 
giving George pain, but the thought that 
Effie might be murdered if Mountain Jim 
didn't get back within a specified time. He 
would have shot Tony Hart if he had had 
any idea it might make the man hurry. But 
Hart was a man who believed in taking 
his time. 

Hart briefly examined the briefcase 
which was still clutched in Bickmore's 
dead hand. He said, " This is proof enough 
that he was out to destroy the evidence 
of a criminal conspiracy. And it's clear he 
had old Jim here hired to help commit a 
murder. " 

Mountain Jim ground out, "That's a 

lie. I wasn 't to do the killin'. I told that 
cuss murderin' wimmin wasn't in my line. " 

" Well, if you want to escape the rope, 
you'll tell where that girl is, and every
thing else you know about Bickmore and 
his gang," Hart said grimly. 

Although fuming with impatience over 
the lost time, and the knowledge that it 
would be physically impossible for him to 
take part in the rescue, George appreciated 
the fact that Mountain Jim's story would 
go a long way toward clearing both him
self and Effie of murder charges-if the 
girl was still alive. 

B ickmore and his boys had talked rather 
freely of how the crooked scale game was 
worked, and of how they had planned to 
destroy both George and Effie. Mountain 
Jim admitted that Bickmore had told him 
how Mac had been killed and buried. Final
ly he told where Effie was being held. 

According to Mountain Jim he had easily 
located the girl's camp and watched one 
of the herders bring food to her. He had 
gone back after the others and surprising 
her had been simple indeed. He was full 
of contempt for the way in which she had 
tried to hide. 

Covering their trail carefully, they had 
removed her to a brushy canyon some three 
miles from the camp. He admitted that he 
was supposed to be back at that camp by 
noon the next day with orders, but if he 
did not arrive before sundown the two 
gorillas were to dispose of the girl and then 
make their way to a railroad. 

It was now dangerously near daybreak, 
and it would be long after noon before Hart 
could hope to reach the camp. If he had 
any trouble finding it, it might be after 
sundown. And there was always the dan
ger that the two gangsters might get im
patient and want to finish their job be
fore then. The failure of Mountain Jim to 
return might make them panicky and has
ten their departure. 

SOMEHOW George's old wound had 
broken open and he was too weak 
from loss of blood to ride, even if 

the others had been willing to let him make 
the attempt. 
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It seemed t o  him that Tony Hart was 
needlessly slow getting started, yet the 
deputy was after the pertinent facts. 
Worse, he would have to stop in Antler 
to report to the sheriff and coroner and 
raise a posse, when every passing minute 
further endangered Effie's life. 

It was almost worse after Hart had 
finally left. Dr. Beniger arrived presently 
and assured George that he was a lucky 
man. A little more to one side and he 
would have been a dead man. 

"This time I want you to stay in bed 
if they have to tie you down," the doctor 
said firmly. He left eventually with stern 
orders for the others to keep an eye upon 
the patient at all times. 

Little more than an hour after the doc
tor arrived Nesta rushed into the room 
flushed and breathless. "Oh, darling, I 
just heard from the doctor how you had 
been hurt. Why didn't you send for me 
right away ?" 

"I 'm doing all right," George returned 
morosely. 

"You will from now on, because I 'm 
going to stay right here and take care of 
you," Nesta promised. "I  know that awful 
girl out there is responsible for all this 
trouble. " 

George was too weak to argue or ex- 
plain. "Just leave her out of it," he said 
angrily and tried to turn upon his side. He 
couldn't, and he let out a howl that was 
more from anger than from pain. 

He would have felt much better had not 
Nesta kept fluttering and fussing over him, 
but at least it kept his mind partially off 
Effie's plight. 

About the middle of the afternoon 
George became aware of some excitement 
outside. A moment later Nesta went · out
side to investigate, and when she returned 
her face was flushed. 

"It's that terrible girl of yours, " she said 
grimly. "She's actually coming here. Tony 
Hart is with her, so she must be under 
arrest for murder. " 

George almost bounded out of bed be
fore she could stop him. "Glory hallelu
jah ! " he exclaimed. He didn't know how 
Hart could have found her and returned 

so soon, but it was enough to know that 
she was safe. 

Nesta said, "Well, I never !"  
George had himself a little under control 

when Effie entered the room with Hart 
behind her. Over Hart's shoulder ap
peared the grinning face of Juan Batista. 

Nesta said, "Tony Hart, what does this 
mean ? Why isn't that girl in jail ?" 

"Don't worry," Hart assured her. "She 
is under arrest. " 

Disregarding Nesta, Effie walked over 
to the bed. "I thought you'd like to know 
that I'm all right, George,"  she said. "Mr. 
Hart was kind enough to let me come." 

George reached for her hand, but she 
eluded him. "But those gangsters," he 
said. "How did you get away from them ?" 

"I  owe that to Juan. You see, he was 
watching my camp when they came, and 
followed us. He went back and got Charley 
Bartlett and liberated me." She stepped 
back suddenly and kissed Juan on the 
inouth. 

J VAN grinned. "Ees notheeng. We 
wait tee! we catch thees hombres off 
guard. We say, 'Raise the han's an' 

don' turn around,' an' they comply nize." 
"And right now they're roosting in t_he 

Antler jail, ready to sing their heads off," 
Tony Hart said. "I  met Juan and Miss 
Hodge here bringing them in. "  His tone 
when he spoke of Miss Hodge was definite
ly respectful. 

Nesta burst out. "I  don't get this. You 
speak as if this murderess was a heroine, 
or something. " 

Tony Hart said, "In my book, she is." 
"But she killed a man. " 
"Maybe she did, and maybe she didn't. 

But I've got plenty of evidence to prove 
that she was being attacked, and if she did 
fire the shot that killed Carpenter it was 
in self-defense. George killed a man, too, 
but I doubt if he'll even have to stand 
trial. If he does it'll be merely a preliminary 
and he'll be turned loose. " 

Effie said rather coldly, "And now that 
the explanations are over hadn't we better 
be getting started to that jail, Mr. Hart ?" 

" Not the jail," Hart said gallantly. 
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"Until they come for you you'll be lodging 
in my mother's house." 

George was desperate. He cried o�t, 
"Effie, wait. There's something we've got 
to get settled. " 

She said, "I thought everything was 
taken care of. " 

"--
. 

"Except for one thing. Nesta, this'll be 
a shock to you, but I want out of our en
gagement. I'm in love with Effie. Whether 
she takes me or not I can't marry you after 
this. " 

Nesta had turned very pale. She said, 
"I don't think I've ever been so insulted 
in my life. Of course, George Kendrick, 
I wouldn't marry you now on a bet. But-" 
and her voice changed to a softer key
"we'll still be neighbors .and, I hope, 
friends. All of us. " 

She bowed graciously toward Effie, who 
said. "You're a good sport, Miss Clegg, but 
I don't want your man. We both know 
George is sick and a little out of his head." 

"In or out of it ,  I won't have him," 
Nesta declared. "And if I were you, Miss 
Hodge, I wouldn't either. Do you know 

what .you'll be getting into ? You'll be a 
sheep widow. Half the time or more he'll 
be out somewhere with a herd of sheep 
while you sit home and twiddle your 
thumbs. " 

Almost like a vision George saw the kind 
of life he had escaped with Nesta. She 
would have hounded him - about staying 
home with her until he came to hate the 
place and she would have been a sheep 
widow indeed. At least he had that to be 
thankful for. 

He looked up miserably into Effie's face, 
and she was laughing at him exactly as 
she had laughed when he was trying to get 
the herd across a creek. He knew suddenly 
that everything was going to be all right. 

She bent over and �hispered in his ear. 
"I can't take two proposals in one day. 
Wait till we both get out of jail and try 
again. "  

George couldn't help looking up quickly 
at Juan, who caught his glance and 
shrugged. 

"Manana, there will be other girls," 
Juan said . 
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J AKE SEGREVE crested the last of the 
great central mountain passes and 
gazed without rancor upon California, 

which had remained traitorously Yankee 
and thereby had probably lost them the 
war. 

It had been a good war, but it was over. 
There was no misery in Jake, nothing but 

• a yeasty unrest that kept him eternally on 
the move without ever costing him a 
night's sleep. He gazed in awe at the tower
ing pines, the snowy crags, the wheeling 
eagles, all of which seemed to answer some-
40 

He knew exactly what 
he was doing, this time 

thing wildly yearning in him. He did not 
even notice the icy wind that tugged at 
his worn garments. 

" It's a purty country," he observed re
verently to the sore-backed horse he led, 
"but it's a fur piece from anywhere. " 

The horse stood spraddle-legged, its 
head down, showing by its exhaustion what 
an ordeal it had been through. It had al
most played out, coming up the rugged 
eastern slope. So had the lean man's cloth
ing. All that remained whole of Jake's 
Confederate uniform w<�;s a faded campaign 



By John  R e e s e  

ONE KIND OF WAR was over lor Jake Segreve, and he 

didn't know but what the new war was much worse 

hat. The rest of h� was covered with 
rags. 

A long rifle hung in a boot on his saddle. 
Around his waist, two gun-belts were 
crossed. Jake had tried peace a few months 
and he loved it, but he would have felt 
naked without these guns. 

Jake had been nineteen when the war 
started, in April, 1861 . It was now June, 
1866. He was no longer an uncouth hill 
boy. In the army he had learned to read 
and write and cipher. He had been made 
captain, the only hill man to be com
missioned in the history of his famous 
regiment. He had led men, and fed them, 
and bled them. 

He favored his mother's people, and 
they were giants, but his six foot four 
frame had the lankness of his father's 
people thinned down to mere gristle by 
the eastern slope and the desert beyond. 
He kept his black hair cut short because of 
its tendency to a girlish wave. His black 
eyebrows met over steady black eyes. He 
wore a month's growth of curly brown 
beard. His hands were unusually large, but 
unlike the rest of his body they were rest
less, quick moving. 

War had made him a hard, handy man 
and one who could cook, sew or tend the 
sick. It had made him lonely and restless, 
too. 

This was what showed in his restless 
hands. 

"Come on," he said gently, to the weary 
horse. 

He began plodding down the mountain 
on foot, sparing the animaL Deer skipped 
boldly through the brush ahead of him. A 
huge bear, half ·as tall as Jake, lumbered 
insolently down the trail in plain sight for 
a while. Its fur had a yellowish, frosty cast. 
By the time Jake got his rifle out the bear 
had made a leisurely, contemptuous de
tour into the brush, but Jake )mew he had 
seen a . dreaded killer grizzly in- its new 
spring coat. 

"Man !" he whispered. 
Noble game, but he . was glad the bear 

had escaped. Somehow he knew how the , 
bear felt-to be left alone, until it figured 
out what it wanted out of this rapidly 
civilizing world. Its wells of strength were 
no longer useful and its warrior ferocity 
was obsolete. Jake felt the same way. He 
understood its savage, questing loneliness. 

He plodded on, leading his sore-backed 
horse. By the middle of the afternoon he 
was down where there were slopes instead 
of crags, twisted live oaks instead of high 
pines. He began to see cattle in the grassy 
parks between groves. Several times he 
had to mount his horse to save his life, 
when little long-horned bulls charged him. 

The bulls were marked with a brand that 
ran the length of the whole left side, a long 
scar that sickened him with its cruelty. 
They were hardly little bulls, fleet and 
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strong and fierce, bred for these mountain 
meadows. It was a shame to torture them 
with that brand. 

H E STRUCK a well-marked trail 
that soon became a pair of wheel 
ruts. Rounding a tall rock monu

ment, he saw a big man spur his horse out 
of the timber and hold up his hand in the 
peace sign. Jake took his hands away from 
his pistols. 

"That's more neighborly," the stranger 
said. " Soldier, ain't you ? Looking for a 
job ?" 

His voice had a Southern softness but his 
dress was foreign. He had on black pants, 
fawnskin vest, red scarf, and a peaked 
black hat. Even his honest grey beard had 
an alien-looking trim. Jake shook his head. 

"No. I aim to see the ocean. After that, 
I ain't figgered. " 

"Alabama boy, ain't ye ?" 
"Was." 
"Thought so. I'm Louisiana myself. My 

name's Ned Strong. I been here since 
Fifty-two and it seems like a hundred 
years, every time I hear a voice from home. 
Row air you called ?" 

"Jake Segreve. "  In afterthought, he 
added, "Captain Segreve."  

"Captain, eh ? It's a good job. Twelve 
dollars a month, American. Good grub, 
good beds, good horses to ride." 

"For folks that mark their stock that
away ?" Jake asked scornfully, pointing to 
a fleet little heifer that dashed out of the 
timber and down the trail at a dead run. 

Ned Strong grinned. "Looks cruel to 
you, does it ? It's the Spanish way and it's 
all the brand you'll see in three days' ride. 
That's the mark of Rancho Dos Tambors. 
Two Drum Ranch. You been on Drum 
range since the Divide. Seventy-four thou
sand acres that-" 

"I wouldn't work for folks that burn an 
animal thataway." 

More longhorns streamed out of the 
timber, heading down the slope. Behind 
them a dozen Mexicans came into view. 
Jake had to admire their horsemanship, 
but not the way they ran cattle. 

" I  don't want no job," he said, with 
finality. 

Ned Strong's arm moved, and a little, 
double-barreled pistol appeared in his 
hand, centered unwaveringly on Jake's 
chest. 

"Up with your hands, then, and don't 
try nothing with them guns. I don't never 
miss with this, ever." 

Jake studied Ned's steady grey eye and 
changed his mind about chancing a fight. 
He was inwardly raging, but war had 
taught him self-control. Up went his hands. 

"You'll rue this day," he said calmly. 
Ned yelled something in Spanish. Two 

of the youngest Mexican riders wheeled 
and came galloping back. The rest fol
lowed the cattle. At a gesture from Ned, 
one of the Mexicans took Jake's guns. 

"Now get on your horse, boy," Ned said. 
" I  kep' these two because they don't 
talk American. It gets lonesome with no
body to talk to but Miz Butterworth. 
You're home folks." 

"Fine way to treat home folks !"  Jake 
said, mounting. 

"I  know. But Miz Butterworth is purely 
hard up for help." 

"You won't get no work out'n me," Jake 
promised. 

" I  reckon we will. Git." 
They started down the slope, Ned and 

Jake riding together, the two Mexican 
riders following. 

"When you work for a woman," Ned 
said, "you do just about anything she 
needs done, boy. Miz Butterworth's a 
fine lady. She needs more American help. 
She wants to make the place pay, and it 
ain't paid in years. 

"We'll meet her directly. You'll like 
her, and I don't want a boy from home 
to work like a common hand. You show 
her you ain't common. I'll introduce you 
as Captain Segreve. Titles mean a lot out 
here. She'll give you her hand to kiss, and 
then-" 

"Kiss her hand ? " Jake cried. 
"Yes. Show her you got a gentleman's 

manners. You're a captain, ain't you ?" 
"Yes, but-" Jake gave up. This old 
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fool hadn't heard how wars went if they 
lasted long enough. The day of hand
kissing courtiers with military titles was 
long gone. "I reckon not," he snorted. 
"I was a fightin' captain. I'm not much 
for kissin' ." 

"All you do is kiss her hand, boy, " Ned 
pleaded. "Manners is everything here. If 
you act like a common, ordinary farm boy, 
you'll git that kind of a job. If-" 

"No," Jake said. 
"Listen, boy. Here she comes now. You 

do as I tell you and everything will be all 
right, " Ned said rapidly. 

A BUGGY, pulled by a fast team, was 
galloping up the slope toward them 
with a reckless disregard of horse

flesh. A woman was driving it, a youngish 
woman with blue eyes and light hair and a 
face that might have been pretty, except 
for a certain haughty look that Jake rec
ognized instantly. He remembered too well 
certain high-riding, high-headed Southern 
girls, planters' daughters, who had mocked 
his uncouth accent and crude manners. This 
look, and the woman's scandalous split 
skirt, put him on his guard. 

She might have been twenty. Again, 
thirty might be closer, Jake had no way 
of knowing. Hard work had never marked 
her because she had never done any. Her 
small hands were white and soft, orna
mented not only by a thick gold wedding 
ring but by a huge emerald. At her throat 
she wore a heavy diamond clasp. But more 
emblematic than jewels was that look, 
that high-headed aristocratic air. 

"What's this, Ned ?" she said, reining in. 
She looked at Jake as though at a cap

tive animal. Jake knew instantly that here 
was no Southern girl. He had fought too 
many New Englanders not to know their 
speech, and this was the last straw. 

Off came Ned's peaked hat, with a flour
ish. 

"A gentleman that might jine our crew, 
ma'am, " he said. "I beg to present Cap
tain Jake Segreve, of Alabama. Captain 
Segreve, Miz Butterworth, by her leave." 

The woman's
. 

face changed instantly. 

"Captain Segreve ? How charming ! " 
She put out her hand-but not to be 

shaken. Jake, his face flaming with deep, 
scalding indignation, looked over her head 
and sucked an eye-tooth, ignoring her 
hand. 

In a moment she understood. Her eyes 
lost their cordial glow. They blazed. · She 
let the hand fall. Her face became white 
and grim. 

"Captain, is it ?" she said harshly. 
"Another worthless, renegade rebel you 
mean, Ned. What do you mean, trying to 
palm off a hillbilly like this as an officer 
and a gentleman ? Look at the poor horse 
he's riding ! No gentleman would-" 

"I was walkin' and leadin' when I met 
old whiskers, here,"  Jake cut in, "and it 
ain't half as mean as the way you brand 
cows, and no woman that wears pants can 
learn me anything about manners. " 

" Sir ! "  White-faced and furious, she 
turned to Ned, brandishing her buggy 
whip. " Shame, shame ! Take this oaf in 
the buggy and give me your horse. Turn 
that poor animal loose." 

"Yes, ma'am !"  Ned said, dismounting 
hastily. 

"You aim to lose my horse ?" Jake 
squalled. 

He launched himself at Ned Strong from 
the saddle. He hit the old man with his 
shoulder and they went down together. The 
buggy team danced. Out of the corner of 
his eye, Jake saw the woman raise her 
whip. 

He still did not believe it when the lash 
curled across his shoulders, splitting his 
sun-rotted shirt. The cut burned deep. He 
slammed Ned against the ground, choking 
with killing rage, and the whip curled 
around his back again. 

He had his hand inside Ned's shirt, al
most on the little double-barreled pistol, 
when the two Mexicans jumped him from 
behind. One of his own guns came down 
on the top of his head. His old campaign 
hat saved him, and he never did lose con
sciousness, but he could not resist as they 
lifted him into the buggy and tied his hands 
behind him. 
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N OTHING that had happened i n  the 
war-neither the loss of battles nor 
of friends nor surrender itself-had 

shamed him like this. He felt like an ani
mal, or a runaway slave taken by profes
sional slave-catchers. 

Ned unsaddled Jake's horse, threw the 
saddle and bridle in the buggy. Jake's horse 
shambled away-free, but prey to the first 
grizzly it met. Ned adjusted his own stir
rups to the woman and gave her his hand 
into the saddle. 

From this height, she studied Jake con
temptuously, eyes still blazing. Jake's shirt 
had been l'ipped half off. Without shame 
she surveyed his broad, hairy chest and ex
posed musculature. 

"He's strong enough, no doubt," she 
said trembling. "Find some good, hard 
work for him and lock him up until he's 
ready to make a hand. Captain Segreve, in

·deed ! "  
"Yes, ma'am. I'm plumb sorry, ma'am," 

Ned said. 
"You'll rue the day," Jake promised her. 

"I'll cut somebody's heart out for this." 
She tossed her head, touched spur to the 

horse, and went galloping down the slope. 
She could ride, but so could the planters' 
daughters. And not even a bold hussy, 
such as many of the planters' girls had be
come, would wear a skirt that was practi
cally breeches. 

"Now you done it ! " Ned said. "I 'll 
turn your hands loose if you'll give me 
your parole. "  

"No." 
"All right. "  Ned turned to the Mexicans 

and spoke in Spanish, and they galloped 
away. Ned turned the team down the slope. 
"You shore fixed things ! "  he sighed. 
"You should have listened. It don't do no 
good to fight. Miz Butterworth's husband's 
grand-daddy's daddy was a king's grantee. " 

"My great-granddaddy helped whup one 
king. " 

"Not the same one. You don't know 
what it means here. " 

Jake snarled, " She wears pants ! "  

"This i s  California, hoy. An  ol' Alabama 
boy like you ought to keep his trap shut 

and his ears open until he learns. The 
Spaniards knowed how to live ! The trash 
sifted .to the bottom, them with nerve and 
brains and strength-and manners-rose 
to the top. Me, I 'm halfway between. I 
worked for Miz Butterworth's daddy, old 
Jabez Butterworth, when she was a baby." 

Jake sat there shaking his head as Ned 
told him the fantastic tale of how they 
did things here. One thing puzzled him
her name was Mrs. Butterworth. Yet her 
father had been a Butterworth, too. How 
did a married woman keep her father's 
name ? 

RANCHO Dos Tambors, Ned said, had 
been granted to Don Luis Acevideo 
by the King of Spain in 1 778. Over 

it and its inhabitants Don Luis had the 
power of life and death. He spoke with the 
voice of the king himself, and beside this 
king, George III of England was an easy
going joker. 

"Take a long time to get over habits 
like that, " Ned said. "We're a state now, 
but mostly the American authorities let us 
alone, let Miz Butterworth run things her 
way. There ain't no sheriff going to care 
how long she keeps you locked up. " 

"No ! "  
"Yes. Her pa kep' a man locked up a 

year and a half once." 
J abez Butterworth, Ned said, had come 

'round the Horn in a hide ship, sending 
back to Boston for his bride after buying 
part of Dos Tambors from an impecunious 
Acevideo. Little by little he bought more 
land, until at his death ten years ago he 
had left fully half of the original king's 
grant to his only child, Ellen. 

Then Ellen married Bautista Acevideo, 
last of the line, reuniting the two proper
ties. She became their sole owner when 
her husband died less than a year later. 

"You mean he changed his name, instead 
of her, when they got married ?" Jake 
cried as the incredible light dawned. 

"The Spanish way is to use both the 
husband,and the wife's names. Usually the 
husband's comes first, but Ellen wouldn't 
stand for that ." 
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" I  declare ! What she needs is a strong 
hand . "  

Ned chuckled. "That'd tickle her-if 
she didn't have you whupped with a rope 
for impudence. Here's the place. It was 
Acevideo for a hundred years, but it's 
all Butterworth now." 

It was a town, rather than a ranch. There 
was a street down the middle, with a huge, 
rambling adobe house set in an oak grove 
on the left. On the right side were sheds, 
shops, granaries and corrals, and dozens 
of little thatched houses for the Mexican 
hands. 

The buggy stopped before a long, low, 

thick-walled adobe building with a roof of 
heavy redwood shakes. 

"Juan ! "  Ned bawled. "Come out here ! "  
A fat Mexican wearing an apron wad

dled out. The Mexicans Jake had seen be
fore were pleasant-looking, handsome fel
lows. 

This one had small, cold eyes set in 
a flat, pockmarked face. 

" Lock him up, untie him and feed him, 
Juan, " Ned said. "The Senora will want 
to talk to him later. "  

"Si, Senor Ned. This way, you." 
Jake jumped out of the buggy-no mean 

feat, with his hands still tied behind him. 
Juan lifted his apron to let Jake see the haft 
of the big butcher-knife in his belt. 

"Go ahead. I will use thees," Juan said 
softly. 

" Shore. "  Jake shivered. How he hated 
cold steel ! 

He went into the cool, da:rk building. 
The first room was a huge storeroom. Bags 
of flour, beans and rice were stacked high, 
and from the ceiling beams hung rows of 
dried red-peppers. There were buckets of 
lard and sorghum, kegs of rum and wine, 
chests and cases of all kinds, huge bales of 
clothing. 

Juan pointed to another door, smiling, 
and Jake went ahead of him into a small, 
dark room. He felt Juan's knife snick 
through the thong that bound his wrists, 
and his hands tingled as the circula:tion 
came back into them. The door closed, 
and he heard its heavy oaken bars drop . 

. When his eyes got used to the darkness 
he saw he was in a windowless cell not 
more than ten feet square, The walls and 
floor were of hard-packed, impenetrable 
adobe. There was a straw mattress in the 
corner, no other furniture. 

The only light came from the gap be
tween the roof beams, which were long 
poles set close together and anchored in the 
adobe, with the thick redwood shakes 
pegged on top of them. It was almost 
evening, and the musty cell was dark and 
lonely. Through the thick door came the 
sound of Juan shuffling back and forth 
among his bags and bales and buckets. 
Evidently he was a favored retainer, store
keeper as well as j ailer. Jake hated him 
instinctively. Now that he understood 
Juan's status, he hated him still more. 

He shook out the mattress, lay down on 
it, and slept like a baby for an hour. War 
had taught him to bide his time and take 
care of his body. 

The grating of the door awakened him 
and he sat up. Juan came in first, a steam
ing stewpot in one hand, a candle and a 
heavy iron spoon in the other. Behind him 
came Ned Strong and Miz Butterworth. 

JUAN set the pot down and tossed the 
spoon to Jake. Jake moved aside and 
let it clang on the hard floor. He was 

not too proud to eat, ju�t too proud to be 
eager. 
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"You don't have to eat," the woman 

said sharply. "You'd better be sensible, 
Segreve. No one cares if you starve." 

"Captain Segreve," he corrected her. 
" There'll be none of your airs around 

here ! "  
"Let me talk to him, ma'am," Ned 

said. "The sooner he comes to his senses 
the sooner we get some use out of him." 

"I  don't care," she said wearily, shrug
ging her shoulders. 

She went out. Juan handed Ned the 
candle and followed her. Jake fumbled on 
the floor for the heavy iron spoon. 

"Don't try it," Ned warned. "I sleep 
with this gun." He patted his chest. 

"I was just going to eat ." 
"That's sensible ! I wish you'd show 

more sense, though. You had your spite 
out. Miz Butterworth's hot-headed, but she 
don't hold grudges. She likes a man with 
spunk. If you'd just beg her pardon-" 

A roar of anguish interrupted him. Jake 
had spooned out a big bite of the stew, and 
had swallowed some before he managed to 
spit the rest out. He clawed at his burning 
mouth. 

"Water ! " he choked. 
"You'll get used to it," Ned said un

sympathetically. "It's the chili. All right, 
I 'll bring you a drink. 

He went out and came back with a quart 
measure of water. Jake gulped part of it, 
saving the rest to wash down the chili. He 
had to eat, red-pepper or not. He was too 
seasoned a forager to deny his body food. 
It didn't taste bad, once the heat numbed 
his mouth, but it was the final indignity. 
Not even savages treated prisoners this 
:way ! 

He refused to argue with Ned, and Ned 
gave up and went out. Jake finished the 
stew. He sat down on his straw mattress 
and waited an hour. 

By then, all was quiet outside. There 
would be a quarter moon tonight. He was 
rested and fed. There was no use putting 
up with this foolishness any longer. 

He squatted, gathering his long, power
ful legs under him. He jumped, and on the 
third try got a hand-hold on one of the 

roof poles. He swung there on one hand 
until his other hand found its grip. 

He lifted his feet against another pole, 
arched his back downward, and straight
ened his legs. The two poles bowed, with 
little cracking reports like small pistol shots. 
The whip-marks burned tormentingly as 
his muscles tightened under them. 

SUDDENLY one pole broke free of its 
adobe anchor. A few shakes fell in
ward, and Jake dropped to the floor to 

rest. When he was rested he jumped, 
found his old handhold and foothold, and 
pushed again. 

The gap in the roof widened. More 
shakes fell. He kicked others free, until 
there was a hole big enough to swing his 

. body through. He hooked his legs over 
the top of the wall and lifted himself to a 
sitting position. He sat there smiling, pant
ing slightly, pleased with the way things 
were going. The cell had been designed for 
shorter men with half his strength. They 
had never met a man like Captain Jake 
Segreve. 

A dog began barking and Jake was con
tent to wait and rest knowing to a split
second how long it took for an alarm to 
travel through sleepy men. At the right 
moment he dropped to the ground, brand
ishing one of the heavy poles. "Begone ! "  

The dog went yelping away. Silence 
closed down again. Jake was free, except 
that he was still in the middle of Rancho 
Dos Tambor's seventy-four thousand acres. 
The first thing was to make sure of his 
getaway. He smiled again, thinking of 
the sore-backed horse he had forfeited. 

He had marked in his mind where the 
horse corrals were. Keeping to the shadows, 
he went to them and picked out a likely
looking horse, from a dozen fine ones. He 
saddled and bridled it and tied it in the 
deep shadows of the storehouse, near the 
road. The rest of the horses he sent gal
loping out of the back gate toward the hills. 

Still there was no alarm. A century of 
autocratic security had made Dos Tambors 
vulnerable to a hard-bitten veteran like 
Jake. 
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There were bars on the storehouse win
dows, but these, too, had been designed 
against shorter, weaker marauders. H e  
wrenched them easily from their sockets 
and wriggled through the small windows. 

The first thing he did was to dress him
self. The blue silk shirts were made for 
smaller men, but he found one that fit him 
like a glove. The black wool pants were all 
too short and too tigh�, but they were 
warm. He found a fine pair of boots and a 
tall-crowned black hat: 

Now, except for his towering size, no 
one could tell him in the dark from these 
Mexicans. He chuckled at the outlandish 
picture he would present to anyone who 
knew him, as, with a sharp knife, he slashed 
and ruined every other piece of clothing 
stored here. 

A dozen new axes, wired together in a 
bale, leaned in one corner. He wrenched 
one free and tested its blade. It wouldn't · 

pass for sharp back home, but it would do. 
He started with the stacked bags, chop

ping from the roof down, letting beans, 
flour and rice mount in an indiscriminate 
heap on the floor The buckets of lard and 
sorghum, the kegs of rum and wine, made a 
little mere noise, but Jake was an artist 
with an ax. He tramped the liquids well 
into the pile, making sure they blended 
into a useless mess. 

He took special pleasure in pulling down 
the strings of chili peppers and grinding 
them underfoot. It took him less than forty 
minutes to wreck the stores, because he 
was a well-trained, methodical wrecker. 

He let himself out the front door and 
fo.. the next hour cut a zig-zag path of 
havoc across sleeping Rancho Dos Tam
bors. Not a soul stirred. Even the -:logs 
had lost their guardsman's instinct in the 
years of Acevideo rule. 

In the big carriage shed were several 
buggies and wagons and one huge, old
fashioned coach. He chopped out the 
wheels, knowing them to be irreplaceable. 
On the coach door was a gilded emblem 
which he took to be the Acevideo arms. An 
ax stroke erased them forever. 

In the smithy, he overturned the forge, 

emptied bags of charcoal, and chopped 
holes in the leather bellows. In the granary 
he had luck. The big redwood water tank 
that supplied the whole establishment stood 
on pillars over the grain bins, and one 
stroke of the ax sent the water supply cas
cading through the grain. 

In the harness shed, he chopped har
nesses into three-inch scraps of leather. 
He found the chicken house by scent, and 
with the larcenous skill of an old Con
federate lifted the chickens off the roost 
without raising a squawk. He chopped 
their heads off and piled the carcasses 
neatly outside. 

Lastly, he set fire to the big barn. Jake 
had burned many a barn, and he knew how 
to set a fire that would smolder a long 
time, thus escaping detection, and then 
blaze up furiously in a dozen places. While 
they fought that fire they would be too busy 
to pursue him. 

I T WOULD be a long, long time before 
Rancho Dos Tambors and its arrogant 
New England owner forgot Jake Se

greve ! They would think twice before 
jailing another man like Jake. The whip
marks no longer smarted. The silk shirt 
had a wonderful soothing effect. 

He untied the horse and led it cautiously 
out into the street. A yellow light twinkled 
suddenly in the big adobe house. A shapely 
figure crossed the small square •window. 

- Jake, his heart pounding strangely, led 
his horse across the street and tied it in 
the bushes under the oaks. He groped his 
way through shadows toward the house, to 
where he could look in the window. 

It opened on Ellen Butterworth's bed
room. She was in a long nightgown, noth
ing else. It was cut exceedingly low at 
the top, and under it her bare feet looked 
oddly like white pigeons. 

Jake stared, the yeasty ferment in him 
suddenly surging to the boiling point. Be
side her bed was a small table, covered with 
books and papers. Apparently the queen 
of Dos Tambors had to work far, far into 
the night, long after her people were asleep. 
Jake, who had comtnanded men, under-
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stood how this could be. It gave him an 
entirely new· point of view. He remem
bered keenly the loneliness of command, 
the awful responsibility of leading men, 
feeding them, bleeding them. Many a good 
officer became haughty and bad-tempered, 
like Ellen Butterworth, under the weight 
of command. 

"The pore little thing ! "  he murmured, 
in sudden pity, scratching his itching whip
marks as though they were no more than 
insect bites. 

She took a flowered gown from a nail 
and put it across her shoulders. It was a 
filmy thing of embroidered silk, as flimsy 
as the nightgown, but its cost would have 
fed Jake's whole company for the last six 
months of the war. 

She vanished from his view, and Jake 
stepped back into the bushes, suddenly con
fused and lonely, his cool calm shattered 
forever. Somehow the grizzly bear he had 
seen that morning came to mind, and he 
pitied it, too. Its savage, lonely quest would 
never end. Its war went on forever. For 
himself, Jake realized, war was over, and 
he knew now what he wanted. 

A door opened. She came across the 
dark galleria like a ghost, her bare feet 
making no sound on the tiles. She clutched 
the filmy robe together at the waist, and 
when she emerged from the shadows of the 
galleria's roo£, the moonlight glinted on the 
dull gold of her wedding band, all that 
remained of the evanescent line of the 
Acevideos. 

SHE CAME through the bushes and 
walked straight into his arms. It was 
not vengeance, but j ust something 

five years of war had failed to teach him, 
that made him do what he did. It was as 
instinctive as the action of a grizzly bear. 

His long arms · closed powerfully about 
her slender waist. He picked her up, so that 
the moon caught both their faces in one 
patch of light. He smelled the fragrance of 
her hair and saw the primitive fright in her 
eyes. She recognized him. 

" Segreve ! Help, help, help ! "  she 
screamed. 

He knew he ought to run. Instead, he 
kissed her. It was the first time he had 
ever kissed a woman, but he silenced her 
with his lips like an old campaigner at this 
kissing business. He kissed her as her 
dead husband never had, because he was 
born to command and could never be the 
man to change his name to his wife's at 
marriage. 

After that first startled scream , she was 
too proud to show fright. She fought, but 
Jake was used to taking what he wanted. 
War had its gallantries, but deeper than 
gallantry went the forager's instinct, the 
grizzly's demanding savagery. If he died 
tomorrow or If he lived to be a hundred, 
there would never be another time like this. 

He kissed her again and again, mutter
ing, "Lord, you're sweet, Lord, how sweet 
you are, Lord, what a sweet woman ! "  Her 
lips were cool and moist but her breath was 
warm. For a moment, it seemed to him that 
she responded, not weakly, but as one 
strong nature to another. He felt her hands 
close firmly on his arms, and when next he 
kissed her there was firmness and heat in 
her lips. 

Then someone shrieked across the street 
-Juan, aroused by the fire. Apparently in 
the next breath he discovered the horrible 
wreckage of his stores. Again and again his 
shrieks rang out. Sleepy voices yelled in 
the little thatched houses. Dogs began 
barking belatedly. Men ran out. Women 
screamed as the big barn bloomed in an 
instantaneous rosy glow that filled the sky. 

Jake remembered his saddled horse, and 
the urgent need to be on his way. In 
seconds they would be closing in on him. 
The woman lay limp in his anns, her hands 
resting lightly against his chest, her lips 
parted, her eyes closed. He set her down 
on her bare feet and stepped back. 

Her eyes opened. She swayed, shivered, 
closed the silk robe about her softness. Her 
eyes searched his in the moonlight. 

"I'm sorry, ma'am," he whispered, tak
ing off his ta�-crowned, stolen hat. " I  
reckon you'll think I'm purty low-down." 

It was the wrong thing to say. He real
ized instantly that the grizzly bear should 
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never apologize to a Butterworth. The old, 
haughty lqok came into her face, making 
it older, colder. 
"You insolent hillbilly," she hissed be

tween her teeth. "I'll have you flogged 
within an inch of your life for this ! " 
They were running across the street now, 

but he still had a chance. His hand was 
already groping with the knotted reins. But 
he let go of them as the old, smoking re
sentment blazed in him again. The horse 
ran, taking with it his chance of freedom. 
But a grizzly bear fought back when it 
could have escaped, sometimes. 
His big hand closed around her wrist, and 

the woman who had survived the whole 
blue-blooded Acevideo line was too proud 
to resist. 
"Come here, you," he said. "You want 

your hand kissed. I'll kiss you, all right. 
This one's fur whuppin' me. This one's 
fur lockin' me up. This one's fur the name 
you called me. This one-" 
He knew exactly what he was doing, this 

time. It pleased him when sheer, feminine 
panic came into her eyes. She kicked and 
screamed and scratched, and then she 
begged and pleaded and coaxed. There 
was nothing holy in these kisses. He made 
them burn and cut like a buggy whip. 
"I'll show you how a captain kisses ! 

\Vhy you ain't . never met a man like me. 
You ain't wearin' pants now, woman. "  
They hit him from behind, a dozen 

strong. Jake fought with the silent ferocity 
of a cornered grizzly. He pushed Ellen 
Butterworth aside and let them come at 
him. It was a pleasure to fight, to give 
hurt and take hurt. He dragged them out 
into the middle of the street, where the 
light from the burning barn just suited 
his style of fighting. 
He fought for the sheer joy of it, and it 

was all the more joyful because it followed 
kissing. 
The woman screamed. He whirled in 

time to see Juan shuffling toward him, the 
knife twinkling in his hand. Jake had one 
man by the hair, another by the neck. He 
slammed the two heads together and let 
them fall . 

He reached for Juan's arm, taking the 
point of the knife and feeling it grate along 
the bone of his forearm. There was no 
pain-yet. He got his grip and twisted. 
The bone in Juan's wrist snapped. Juan 
screamed. The knife clattered to the 
ground. Jake kicked it, and the bright 
blade spun in shining circles down the 
road. 
Jake's hand was slippery with his own 

blood, but he fought on, getting light
headed as his blood ran out. The last thing 
he remembered was standing thefe in the 
middle of the road with his legs wide apart 
to hold his balance. The woman was walk
ing toward him. She said something in 
Spanish, a harsh, strident voice. The man 
who was coming at Jake dropped his club. 
She was still moving toward him, clutch

ing the robe together at her waist, when 
he toppled forward into a black void of 
darkness. 

H

E AWAKENED with a throbbing 
head, but Jake had been wounded 
before, and he knew this came only 

from loss of blood. He lay there with his 
eyes closed for a moment. When he tried 
to move the fingers of his right hand, he 
felt the pull of stitches in his arm. A voice 
chided him in rapid Spanish. 
"He says don't move your fingers, or 

you'll open the wound again. Let it heal ," 
came Ned Strong's voice. 
Jake turned his head. Ned was leaning 

against the far wall, chewing on a twig. A 
Mexican doctor was bathing his hands in a 
basin at the foot of the bed. It was a soft 
bed, in a big, pleasant room. The nails 
along the walls were filled with filmy 
feminine garments. 
"Git me out of here ! " he said thickly, 

realizing it was her bed, her room. 
The doctor spoke again in Spanish. 
"He says lay still ," Ned Strong said. 

"You'll be all right in a few days. Miz 
Butterworth said to call her as soon as you 
was awake, Colonel. " 
"Captain," Jake said. "Not Colonel

Captain." 
Ned studied him gravely. 
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" I  see you still don't know the measure 
of the Butterworths. D'you think a triflin' 
captain is good enough for Miz Ellen ? The 
Butterworths take what they want, boy. 
She said to call her when you woke up. "  

" Don't let her i n  here ! "  
" She said t o  call her when you woke up, 

Colonel, " Ned said stubbornly. 
He went out. Jake lay back and closed 

his eyes, remembering that Ned had called 
her Miz Ellen, not Miz Butterworth. Ned 
was a wise old man, past amazement at 
anything' a Butterworth ordered. Jake had 
a feeling the end of his quest was at hand. 

" Now will you kiss my hand ? "  came a 
soft but imperious voice. 

He looked up at her. She was standing 
at his bedside, still dressed in the embroi
dered silk robe. He had already seen two 
Ellen Butterworths-one young and soft 

I. In proportion to the animal's size, which 
has a larger hoof, horse or mule? 

2. Old trees along the 
Texas Gulf Coast lean .a 
little to the north. Why ? 

3, What are the three 
most essential items of 
riding equipment-be
sides the horse? 

4. With nothing but 
ponderosa pine and white 
fir (sometimes called bal
sam) trees handy to his 
diggings, which would the 

prospector choose as more durable for cabin 
logs ? 

5. Capitan Peak, 9,500 feet In altitude, 
located in Culberson County, is the highest 
point in what state? 

6. Themoun
t a ins  around 
my home are 
p o c k e d  with 
t h e  h o l e s 
blasted out by -edlll..,..!1Jl;;;J.;tJliid•t��F.-. old prospectors 
l o o k i n g  for 

and warm and lonely, one old and hard and 
proud and cold. 

This was a combination of the two. The 
pride was still there, but it was not the kimd 
that looked down on him, but rather a 
strength to match his strength, a will to 
match the one that had enabled an uncouth 
hill boy to rise to a commission in a hard 
pressed, hard fighting army. He took 
what he wanted. So did she. She had met 
her match, but so had Jake Segreve. 

" Miz Ellen, I present Colonel Segreve," 
Ned Strong said. "Jake, by her leave, Miz 
Ellen Butterworth. " 

She put her hand down to his lips. It 
was her left one, and Jake saw she had re
moved from it the gold band of the extinct 
Acevideos. 

He raised his lips to it proudly. 
" Pleased to meet you, ma'am," he said. 

gold, which they dldn 't find. They were look
ing in the right kind of rock, however-a 
hard, white stone showing crystalline struc
ture when broken. Name this stone. 

7. What is the most noticeable difference 
between a cow's tail and a horse's tail? 

8. Relics of two famous writers, Bret 
Harte's old stone store and Mark Twain's 
cabin on Jackass Hill, are located at Tuttle
town, in what state ? 

9. What does a cowboy mean when he says 
a horse is grassy? 

10. Old-time cowboys «ave picturesque 
names to these brands. Can you figger out 
what they might be? ( 1 )  

(2) (3) 

--Rattlesnake Robert 

You will find the answers to these questions on page 1 19. Score younelf 2 points for each 
question you answer correctly. 20 is a perfect score. If your total is anywhere from 16 
to 20, you're well acquainted with. the customs and history of the cow country. If your 
total score is anywhere from 8 to 14, you will have things to learn. If you're below 8, 
better get busy polishing up your knowled.:e of the West. 
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found they failed! � � � 1 1  Double Your Money Back Unless it Gives You 
Read what they say 
about this new way: 

' � I MORE COMFORT, MORE SECURITY 
"For ten years my teeth wouldn't stay 
tight for more than two hours a day. I 
tried powders, but nothing worked till 
your new cream, Poti-Grip, came along." 

Mrs. T. W., Medfield, Mass. 

••Your new cream, Poli-Grip, is grand. 
My husband and I lind it holds tighter 
than anything we've ever tried." 

M. E. K., Somerville, Masa. 
••rve been using powders, but still my teeth rocked and slipped. Then I tried 
your cream, Poli-Grip. It's better than 
anything I've ever used." 

Mrs. 0. H. B., Rockvllle, Conn. 

"I like the wonderful holding strength of your new cream better than anything 
l'vo ever used. I like Poli·Grip's refresh
ing taste, too." 

H. B. V., East Canaan, Conn. 

••I never cared for the powders, but I do 
like your new cream, Poli-Grip. I find 
Poli-Grip so pleasant to use and it holds 
so long." 

Mrs. W. J. A., Waltham, Mass. 

I THAN YOU EVER HAD BEFORE 
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I 
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Yes, the people who make Polident, the world's largest 
selling denture cleanser, are standing right behind their 
new adhesive cream, Poli-Grip, with an ironclad guaran
tee. You get double your money back, if Poli-Grip doesn't 
hold your plates tighter, longer than anything you've ever 
tried. 

And 'that's not all See if you don't find that Poll-Grip 
does all these wonderful things for you, too: 
1. • • •  form a cushion between your plate and gums to 

eliminate the friction that makes gums sore and raw. 
2. • • •  hold shallow lowers, despite lack of suction. 
3. • • •  seal the edges of plates so food particles can't get 

underneath to cause irritation • 

4. • • •  enable you to eat hard-to-chew foods in comfort, 
like steak, apples, celery, even com-on-the-cob. 

S. • . •  give you full confidence to laugh, talk, sing without 
fear of embarrassment due to slipping plates. 

6. hold plates tight even during strenuous 
sessions of coughing or sneezing. 

Won't life be wonderful with all these tor• 
ments behind you? Be sure to be among the 
first to learn the glorious comfort of holding 
loose false teeth tight and snug with Poli
Gripl Buy a tube at your drugstore as soon 
as possible. 
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H APPY DAYS was a miner, a pros
pector, a builder. Yes, Alice Diminy 
Jester was a career woman. Her life 

was spent trying to achieve that happy 
state to which she had been elected by nick
name, and I would say she succeeded. 

Happy Days was born in Bavaria ninety
eight years ago. It was her father who 
moulded the pattern of her life. 
52 

lj/IH . 

"Alice, " he said, "never work for any
one. That is slavery. Work always for 
yourself, no matter how hard you find it." 

And Happy Days did, though the going 
often got a little rough. Happy Days 
sought her work in Poland, France, Egypt, 
New York, Louisiana. In Louisiana she 
opened a restaurant and was doing well 
when she contracted malaria. It took her 
last dime. 

When she was at last released from the 
hospital she spent her time convalescing 
near the banks of the Mississippi. She 
stood there one day, and she talked to a 

' ; 
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man with a pack on his back. He was going 
out West. She decided then and there he 
had the life she wanted. 
She went home, and when she was well 

enough she packed her own little bundle 
and probably was the first woman hitch
hiker to hoof it West. She settled in San 
Francisco, and the day she had earned 
enough to furnish and move into a little 
- apartment came the earthquake. She lost 
everything in the great fire. 
Nothing daunted, she hooked a ride by 

freight team into Tonopah, Nevada, then 
in the throes of a great silver boom. Not 
liking Tonopah, she tried Goldfield, and 
finally ended up in Rhyolite across from the 
now famous bottle-house. Then its mud 
and bottle construction was considered a 
poor man's makeshift. 
Here Alice again started a restaurant 

with a canny eye to business. She cut 
prices (which were outlandish) and served 
better meals, even including butter. On the 
very first day she gave a bum a meal. He 
extolled the restaurant's virtues up and 
down the street, rolling his eyes, rubbing 
his stomach and murmuring, "Happy 
Days. " And so it became "Happy Days' 
Place" and Alice "Happy Days. " She liked 
the name because it reflected the feeling she 
had for life. 
She made good money, and one day the 

boom was over. She moved into the old 
town of Lida and grubstaked a man who 
found the claims that later comprised her 
Isle of Peace. "Isle of Peace" she named 
it, wrested as it was from the bitter desert 
by brute force, for here she at last gained 
freedom. 
She moved out to her claim, sleeping on 

the ground and fighting rattlers and cook
ing on a shovel. And the dirt they panned 
was gold. 
But panning gold is slow, and she and 

her partner built a crude little rocker into 
one end of which they shoveled the muck. 
The water washed slowly over it, and as 
the gold sifted loose, it was caught in the 
riffles of the rocker. They brought the wa
ter laboriously down from the spring 
through wooden troughs. Using a windlass 
and l}ucket, they dug the sand to bed rock. 

Later he,r partner dropped out, but she 
stayed on. She built a house, packing in 
the boards herself. Claimjumpers, eager 
to run her off, burned it down. She strapped 
a gun on her waist, and she slept in the 
cellar, and she built it again. 
Claimjumpers forever plagued her. They 

·knew there was a rich ledge somewhere 
from which the panning ore had washed. 
But Happy Days never found it. Year in 
and year out she panned _her living. 

SHE WALKED to Goldfield sixty-five 
miles away, leading two I:iurros for 
supplies. She tied a pillow on her head 

to avoid sunstroke and slept out one night 
of each journey at Jackson Mountain, her 
halfway mark. The kids in town followed 
her up and down the streets as they might 
have followed Santa Claus. 

· In later years she had an old jaloppy as 
elastically built as she was, to drive down 
the rough old road through the winding 
canyons and across the alkali fiats and up 
the summits into Goldfield. 
She acquired a nanny goat which she 

milked. She had to keep the goat tied in 
the yard because of the coyotes. Winters 
always found her snowed in, but never un
prepared. She kept well-stocked with pro
visions, for winter in the hills comes sud
denly and the deep canyons will hold im
passable drifts of snow. 
She also acquired a radio and kept up 

with the world. She read a great deal and 
was well posted on current affairs. 
But through all the years her medium of 

exchange never altered. It was little bags 
of placer gold. The assay office to which 
she always took the gold for sale classed it 
as "Tule Canyon Gold," which signified 
it was worth only $14 an ounce, instead of 
the then current price of $20. This was due 
to the fact that the Tule Canyon Region 
placer gold was heavy with silver, which 
carried the weight but not the value. 
At seventy or thereabouts she got mar

ried to Herbert Jester, and twenty years 
later she got divorced. She didn't see any 
sense in living the rest of her life with 
a man she no longer cherished. 
At . eight-£ve she hitch hiked to New 
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York on business, and appeared on the 
radio. 
About this time she got fouled up on a 

law expressly designed to protect people 
like her. Mining laws provide for two class
es of claims. One is the U.S. Patented 
Claim. It costs several hundred dollars to 
get a claim patented, but the owner can 
hold it to the end of time if he pays his 
county taxes on it. Happy never got rich 
enough to patent her claim. 
The other claims, unpatented, are not 

taxed. Each year $100 of assessment (de
velopment) work must be done on each 
claim and notice that it has been so done 
filed at the county seat. Unless this is 
taken care of, the claim r_everts to "open 

/ ground" and may be staked by anyone. 
During the depression years, however, the 
required assessment work was suspended, 
providing that the claim owner filed with 
the county recorder notice that he was tak
ing advantage of the law. 
Happy Days didn't get this done, and 

ever-watchful men jumped her claims. 

When she discovered them and their stake 
marks, she broke all the windows in their 
car in a fit of fury. They came in to town 
and swore out an insanity charge. 
The whole town turned out the day of 

the hearing. Happy Days was sharp and 
acid and sane, the doctors said, at which 
everybody cheered. Then they cheered 
again when the judge said she would be 
given a chance to reclaim her property. 
At last, old age sort of caught �p with 

her, and she had to sell the claims. After 
a short stay in the hospital, she went to 
San Francisco, where she told fortunes in 
a cheap hotel to make her living. 
I don't know what became of Happy 

Days after that. Perhaps she is living. Per
haps somewher.e her vibrant voice is sing
ing the Bavarian songs she loved so well. 
But if she is dead, then I can only hope 

that somehow, sometime her body will 
come home to rest under the low cliff 
where she wanted to be, above the little 
cleared patch in the billowing hills of sage 
-her beloved Isle of Peace. 
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Girl With the . 3 8  
By C l a r k  

G ray 

BOB MANSFIELD knew how to use women in business as  well as in love 

I N SPITE of his twenty-nine years Bob 
Mansfield was an experienced oil well 
driller. So he had known he was taking 

a certain risk when he failed to case the 
water sand in the wildcat well he was 
drilling with Mark Bedford. 

Normally Mansfield wouldn't have done 
it, for he was reasonably honest. But this 
time he had no choice because Bedford was 
putting up the money, and Bedford was the 
boss. Besides that, a man will take a lot 
of chances for a million dollars. 

So Mansfield had run the risk, and two 

weeks later he knew that he had lost when 
he saw the horseman appear over the lip of 
the horizon, where Texas sagebrush waved 
greenish-purple against the sky. In the sun
light, the horseman was a black, slight fig
ure astride a roan horse. 

Mansfi.eld had been standing by the drill
ing line. He remained there, with his hand 
on the thick cable, his elbow working up 
and down to the sweep of the walking 
beam. Above and around him the rig was 
sighing and squealing and swaying in all 
the cacophony of the machinery that was 
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so  familiar he  was scarcely aware of  it. 
Mansfield was a big enough man, but 
standing there on the derrick floor he 
looked like a fly trapped in the midst of 
a shining network of steel and glistening 
cable. Presently he determined that the 
horseman was a woman. 

The woman reined in her roan horse 
some ten feet from the derrick and exam
ined Mansfield curiously. Even from this 
distance he caught the acrid sweat smell 
of the horse. It was a smell Mansfield hat
ed. Frowning, he lifted his hand and let 
out the temper screw a turn or so, then 
stepped down the three steps of the derrick 
floor to the ground. He did not like this 
kind of trouble and he did not like to 
mix women with business. 

"Ma'am ?" 
She was a blonde in a Stetson hat, faded 

blue pants tucked into scarred high-heeled 
boots, and a gray shirt, open at the neck. 
She was young and a little scared, a girl, 
really, instead of a woman. She was trying 
hard to look businesslike. 

"Can I have a word with you ?" The 
girl pitched her voice to carry over the 
clatter of the drilling rig. "Away from 

'
this 

racket, if you please." 
Mansfield wiped grease off his face with 

the sleeve of his overalls. Even aside from 
the trouble her coming suggested he re
garded her with disfavor because her pres
ence here violated his sense of the propri
eties. He liked his life kept in tidy com
partments. In one compartment was the oil 
business, a tough dirty exciting game where 
a man could make a million dollars or lose 
his life at the snap of a broken cable. The 
oil business held no place for women of 
any kind. 

Women belonged in the other compart
ment,

· 
along with barrooms and Saturday 

nights and a clean shirt and a bankroll in 
his pocket. Especially Texas women. Mans
field hadn't been in Texas long, but long 
enough to have learned that many of the 
girls had lonesome, eager ways. Maybe it 
was the God-awful emptiness of the coun
try, he didn't know. But he did know that 
the lonesomeness of the women was the 
one thing he liked about Texas, and this 

girl seemed a good example of it. Mansfield 
grinned. 

"You the surface owner ?" 
She flushed under his steady gaze. "Yes. 

This is my ranch." She lifted a slender 
hand to her throat, buttoning her shirt a 
notch higher. 

The flush had no particular significance 
to Mansfield. But the buttoning of her shirt 
told him all about her. So she was one of 
the nice girls, he thought, one of those 
who had stars in her eyes and an ivy-cov
ered cottage in her head. Therefore she 
was not the kind of girl for Bob Mansfield. 
He nodded curtly. 

"Be with you in a second." 

TURNING, he remounted the derrick 
· floor, ducked under the walking beam, 
passed the band wheel and crossed the 

narrow catwalk to the engine house. He en
tered the engine house and shut the door 
carefully behind him, a tall man in his 
greasy overalls and tin hat and driller's 
boots. 

Mark Bedford was playing a game of 
solitaire on a table set beside the big steam 
engine. Mark looked up with a sigh. 

"It's happened," Mansfield told Mark 
mildly. "I warned you we ought to case 
off that water sand. Now we got the sur
face owner out there, and a woman at that \ 
Damn it, Mark, you know women make 
trouble around an oil rig !" 

Mark Bedford laid down his cards in a 
gesture of annoyance. Bedford, too, wore 
overalls, but he also had on a necktie. His 
thinning thatch of white hair was carefully 
brushed. He was a heavy man of about 
fifty with a wide, ugly face. 

"You mean Edwina. vVhite ?" 
Mansfield shrugged. "She said she owned 

this ranch." 
"That's Edwina." Mark Bedford pushed 

to his feet and went to peer nervously out 
the window. Mansfield watched the man 
curiously, wondering what he would do 
now. Mansfield did not like Mark Bed
ford, had never liked him. He watched 
Bedford's fists clench at his sides as the 
man stared out the window. 

Bedford had a pair of white ,cotton gloves 
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in his hip pockets ; he used the gloves to 
protect his hands when he worked around 
the rig, which wasn't often. Bedford was 
an oil promoter by profession. He did only 
enough work to relieve Mansfield of the 
necessity of hiring a tool dresser. 
Mansfield spoke wryly to Bedford's back. 

"You've kept too big a chunk of this one, 
Mark. If you'd sold a little more stock
enough so I could have hired a tool dresser 
and cased the well right-this wouldn't 
have happened. You've pinched the pennies 
too tight." 
Mark Bedford whirled irritably. "Did 

I ask your advice ? I 'll do the promoting, 
Mansfield. You stick to drilling." 
Mansfield put his boot on the bench 

where Bedford had been sitting. His eyes 
were a little hard. "Mark, I sure played 
hell when I let you talk me into coming 
to Texas." 
"Oh, you did ?" Mark Bedford snapped. 

"Listen, Mansfield, most drillers would 
have jumped at the chance to sink this 
well for an eighth interest. Damn it, man, 
don't be a fool ! You like money. You 
can recognize an anticline as well as any
body." 
Mansfield nodded. "I can recognize 

trouble, too. That's what we've got now." 
"Take your boot off my bench," Mark 

Bedford said. "You're getting grease on it." 
Mansfield shrugged and put his foot back 

on the floor. He had drilled a number of 
wells for Bedford over the last years ; he 
was all too aware of the man's weaknesses 
�the love of a dollar, the temptation to 
gamble, the vanity about his personal ap
pearance. But the fact that Mansfield dis
liked Bedford had never kept them from 
doing business. And he, Mansfield, had 
been eager enough when Bedford had 
shown him the geological tests of this area. 
He had left the established fields of Penn
sylvania and brought his rig out to this 
God-forsaken corner of Texas without a 
word of complaint, hoping to make his mil
lion along with Bedford. Which, he thought 
with dry distaste, proved how good a pro
moter Bedford really was. 
He said now, "All right, Mark. What 

you want to do ?" 

M ARK BEDFORD had a harried 
look on his ugly face. He was still 
clenching and unclenching his fists. 

AbruptlY' his manner softened. 
"Bob, I can't go out there. She's apt 

to sling a lawyer at me. You go see just 
what she wants." 
Mansfield grinned sourly. "That's kind 

of a dirty job, Mark. If you hadn't got me 
tied into this deal, I'd be damned before 
I'd do it for you." 
Nevertheless he got .a bucket of water 

and washed the worst of the grease off 
his face in the basin on the lazy bench. 
For he knew that the partnership agree
ment he had signed with Bedford obligated 
him legally, along with the promoter. 
When he went reluctantly out to the girl · 

again, he saw that she had gotten a gun 
from some place, evidently out of one of 
her saddlebags. It was a .38. and she had 
stuck it in her waistband. 
She had dismounted and led her horse 

to the oak tree that cast a sparse shadow 
some fifty feet from the drilling rig. Mans
field noted with distaste that a cluster of 
big flies the size of honeybees buzzed 
around the horse. She had turned the horse 
loose and dropped to a seat in the shade. 
"All right, ma'am. Speak your piece." 
"I've come about salt water," she said. 

Her young face was very serious, and also 
beautiful. "I 've got a water well and wind
mill over the draw there, about half a mile. 
The water's getting salty, all of a sudden. 
I thought you might be' causing it with this 
oil well you're drilling." 
Mansfield took out a tailor-made ciga

rette, tapped it on his thumb and lit it. 
This was what he had known would hap
pen. He thought now that it was a pity Ed
wina White was a nice girl. It would have 
been fun to spend a Saturday night with 
her, and besides, Mansfield had a way with 
women, and he might have been able to 
settle this trouble amicably enough. But 
he did not fool himself. Edwina White was 
not his kind. Mansfield had never yet 
played with a girl who didn't want to be 
played with. It wasn't part of his code to 
take the stars out of the eyes of one of 
the nice girls. So he said easily, 
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"Ma'am, it's the -eustom in the oil coun
try for landowners to make truoble. Is 
that what you're doing ?" 

A flush swept up her cheeks. "ft is not. 
But I can't have my stock drinking salt 
water. Salt water kills cattle, you know." 
"I know. Why don't you water them 

from a creek ?" 
She smiled wryly and gestured toward 

the dried grass at her feet. The grass was 
brown and parched in the hot, hard earth. 
"We haven't had a drouth like this in ten 
years. There simply aren't any creeks left. 
I have no water except from my windmill." 
Mansfield regarded her curiously 

through the smoke from his cigarette. Even 
in this strange, hot country of Texas, 
where men tended animals for a living 
and where such odd articles of clothing 
as guns and high-heeled boots were com
mon articles of apparel, it was unusual to 
find a woman in sole charge of a business. 
He said, "You own the whole ranch ?" 
"Since my father died. I have a younger 

brother, but he's still in high school." Her 
eyes looked haggard for an instant, and 
Mansfield thought that she must be under 
a strain. He snubbed out his cigarette on 
his grease-covered boot. 
"I doubt if I 'm letting salt into your 

water sand. Maybe you imagined it, 
ma'am." 
"No," she said quietly, "I am not imagin

ing it. Who did you speak to ·in that little 
shack over there ?" She gestured toward 
the engine house. "Is Mark Bedford in 
there ?" 
Mansfield smiled drily. She wasn't going 

to be put off. She had signed her lease 
contract with. Bedford, and she would not 
be satisfied with anybody who might be 
an underling. He shrugged. 
"Bedford can't tell you any more than 

I have." 

SHE WAS on her feet instantly at 
this partial admission, striding to
ward the engine house. Mansfield 

got up and followed her, thinking that he 
" had done all he could. It gave him a sense 
of grim pleasure to know that Mark Bed
. ford would have to handle her now .. He 

was a half dozen steps behind her when she 
entered the engine house. 
He found Mark Bedford on his feet, fac

ing the girl. Bedford had actually paled 
a little ; Mansfield guessed this was because 
of the gun in the girl's belt. 
"Our contract," Edwina White was say

ing, "calls for you to pay all damages 
which result from your drilling operations. 
Mr. Bedford, I run close to a thousand 
cows on this land, and I water them all 
from my windmill. Those c-ows are worth 
twenty dollars each. If those cows die from 
drinking salt water, that'll make twenty 
thousand dollars you'll owe me, not count
ing the cost of a new well." 
Mark Bedford blinked, and his wide, 

ugly face sagged a little. But he pulled 
himself together rapidly. He was after all 
a promoter, Mansfield thought. He would 
know the advantages of smooth language. 
Bedford touched his necktie and became 
fatherly. 
"My girl," he said gently. "I think you're 

mistaken about salt water in your well. We 
have taken every precaution to avoid such 
an occurrence." 
In spite of himself, Mansfield sucked in 

his breath. He had not expected a deliber
ate lie. He took out another cigarette to 
cover his confusion, sensing that the girl 
had turned and was staring at him. 
"You," she said, pointing at him. 

"What's the matter ? Do you differ with 
Mark ?" 
Mansfield tapped his cigarette against 

his thumbnail and nodded. He had no par
ticular desire to help the girl, but he did 
not like to see anybody lied to. "We should 
have cased off the fresh water sand. We 
didn't, though, and you could be getting 
seepage from below." 
He sensed, rather than saw, Mark Bed

ford's ugly face grow black with anger. 
The girl was frowning. 
"Put that in plain English, please. " 
And Mark Bedford said, "Shut up, 

Bob." Mark Bedford's eyes looked like 
ebony beads. 
Mansfield grinned at Mark. Then he 

turned deliberately to Edwina White. 
"Ma'am, there are layers underground . 
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Different kinds of layers. Some of rock, 
some of fresh water, oil, gas, or salt water. 
Most of the layers are under pressure. 
When I drilled through the fresh water 
sand-the same layer you get your stock 
water from-! should have sealed it off by 
cementing in a string of pipe-that's cas
ing-then reducing the size of my hole and 
drilling on past. I didn't because Mark, 
here, objected to the expense. I didn't case 
till I hit a salt water sand. So now, that 
salt water could be working up between the 
casing and the sides of the hole, getting in
to your windmill water. Not saying it is. 
It could be." 

RuineJ Romance 
By LIMERICK LUKE 

..4. cowpoke 'way out in Nevada 
Spied a cutie and wuhed that he hada, 

But the way ahe apent money 
Soon aoured hia honey, 

And left him both wisa and sada! 

"I see." The girl digested this, her blue 
eyes bright. Her head swung from Mans
field to Mark Bedford and back again. She 
was evaluating the two of them, Mansfield 
thought, deciding whom she could trust. 
She frowned slightly then and said, 

"Mr. Bedford, I don't wish to be un-

reasonable. If you will remedy this condi
tion within a few days, I won't press for 
damages. But it must be fixed, or I shall 
have to see my lawyer." 

She nodded to both men, turned and 
left the engine house. 

Mansfield heard Mark Bedford let out a 
long low whistle. He heard Mark mutter
ing to himself, and it occurred to him that 
Mark Bedford did not understand direct
ness. Bedford dealt with rich smooth men ; 
that was his business. Bedford could not 
be expected to understand a girl who owned 
a thousand head of cattle and managed 
them, apparently, by herself. 

Grinning, Mansfield left the engine 
house and walked back to the clatter of the 
derrick. He twisted the telegraph wheel 
and released the clutch. Instantly the walk
ing beam ceased its seesaw motion ; the 
racket of the rig faded into dead quiet. In 
the distance he heard the fading hoofbeats 
of Edwina White's horse. 

Mark Bedford came stamping toward 
him angrily. "What you shutting down 
for ?" His ugly face was a mottled red. 

"Vv e'll have to pull everything and start 
over." Mansfield reached toward the band 
wheel clutch. "I can't case out the water 
sand now without a larger hole. This is 
going to cost us like sin, Mark." 

Mark Bedford snapped, "It's costing 
nothing. Don't be a fool. You know we 
can't afford an extra casing string." 

"We can't afford a herd of cows, either," 
Mansfield said mildly. "Mark, we've let 
salt water into the girl's well. It's only 
fair to fix it for her." 

"Fair !" Mark shouted. "Fair, hell I We 
haven't got the money. If we case out that 
water sand now, it'll mean we can't finish 
the well. This is the best chance you've 
ever had to strike it rich, Mansfield. Don't 
toss it overboard like an idiot." 

BOB MANSFIELD had been a driller 
for eight of his twenty-nine years. 
He knew about the oil business. He 

knew that a man had to make his luck, that 
there was no such thing as a million dol
lars falling into anybody's lap. A man had 
to earn it, one way or another. And some-
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times the ways of earning a million dol
lars were not especially pleasant. Mans
field knew these things, and so he listened 
once again to Bedford. 
"Twenty thousand dollars," Bedford 

argued rapidly, "is chicken feed, Bob. You 
know that. If this well comes in as good 
as it looks, we can buy the whole ranch 
and the girl, too, out of a few days' produc
tion." 
Bedford was leaning forward confiden

tially over the table in the engine house. His 
black eyes shone with the excitement 
aroused by his own words. He was at his 
best now-promoting. He pounded a care
fully manicured hand on the table top. 
"Why do you think I wanted to drill 

this well on a shoestring ? Look at facts, 
boy. The less stock we have to sell to get 
the well drilled, the more for us ! Now, 
maybe I made a mistake-I'm not denying 
that. Maybe we should have cased off that 
sand. But we can handle that girl. We've 
got to handle her." 
Bob Mansfield smoked a cigarette and 

· scrubbed absently at the ground-in grease 
on his rough knuckles. He had a bitter 
taste in his mouth that the cigarette would 
not hide. 
He said, "How, Mark ?" 
"Bob," Bedford said, "I've watched you 

for years, and I know you. Maybe better 
than you know yourself. You know what 
you are, Bob ?" 
Mansfield shook his head, slightly 

amused, despite himself, at Bedford's in
tensity. "What am I, Mark ?" 
"You're a promoter, just like me. Only 

we promote different things. I promote oil 
wells. But you promote women, Bob. Don't 
deny it. I've seen you." 
Mansfield went to the door of the en

gine house and ground out his cigarette 
on the jamb and tossed it into the dried 
grass. When he swung back around his 
face was savage. 
"Damn you, Mark ! I ought to beat your 

teeth in for that !" 
"But you won't," Bedford said, smiling. 

''Because you know it's the truth. I'm not 
asking you to do anything dishonorable, 
Bob. Just make friends with the girl. Find 

out what she plans to do. Stall her if you 
can. Try to keep her from seeing a lawyer. 
It's a thing you can do. " 
Mansfield sat down at the table. He put 

his chin in his hands and stared through 
the window at the rig, standing idle out
side. The drilling cable hung taut in the 
center of the mass of steel and wood artd 
machinery that made up the derrick. In his 
mind, Mansfield traced that cable. It en
tered the hole in the derrick floor and 
plunged downward some thousand feet into 
the bowels of the earth where hung the 
bit, a two-ton sledge that was constructed 
to eat through rock and shale and sand 
down to where fabulous wealth lay wait
ing to be tapped. Mansfield thought of the 
oil down there, and he thought of the thing 
he would have to do to get that oil. He 
felt a sickness in his stomach. 
"Why don't you sell some more stock ?" 

he asked Bedford. "It isn't too late for 
that." 
"But it is," Mark Bedford said wearily. 

"Bob you can't promote a well that's got 
a lawsuit hanging over it. Besides, this 
is easier, and it'll make us more money." 
Mansfield rose to his feet, then. He took 

another cigarette out of the pack, looked 
at it and put it back, because he did not 
want the taste of it. He spoke grimly. 
"Mark, if you had a nickel for every 

slimy scheme you've concocted, you 
wouldn't need to promote wells for a liv
ing." 
Mark Bedford only grinned and touched 

his necktie with white slender fingers. 
"You'll see the girl ?" 
"I 'll see her. That's as much as 1 can 

promise, Mark." 

W HEN he left the rig that night he went afoot. He had bathed and 
shaved and scrubbed for a long 

time at the grease on his knuckles. He wore 
a white starched shirt open at the collar 
and gray trousers and a pair of the Texas 
high-heeled boots that he had bought last 
week just for the hell of it. 
As he strode through the moonlight he 

found that the boots made walking un
comfortable, and he cursed them, as he had 
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cursed most things in Texas. He was an 
Easterner, and a city boy at that. Yet now, 
as he walked, he became slowly aware of 
a quality of beauty in the night, and a feel
ing of strange contentment stole over him. 

Moonlight laved the prairie with glow
ing silver, touching the drab sage-covered 
earth with a hint of magic. Cattle loomed 
black around him. Edwina White's wind
mill stood like an ebony skele-ton against 
the stars. its wheel clanking busily. 

Mansfield passed the windmill and con
tinued toward the house, where a lanter'l 
showed at the big red barn. The lantern 
illumined a set of board corrals where, in
side, he saw the shadowy figures of more 
cattle, and Edwina White. 

She had two cows in the corral, and two 
baby calves. Approaching soundless!�·, 
Mansfield noted that the cows were stand
ing dejectedly, with heads down. They 
were shockingly thin, with sharp hip bones 
and rough hair. They made scarcely any 
protest when Edwina \Vhite roped them 
with a skillful flip of her lasso, snubbed 
them to a post, and injected something with 
a sharp jab of a hypodermic syringe. 
\Vatching unobserved beside the corrals, 
Mansfield felt his heart begin to pound 
in his throat. 

He caught a brief glimpse of Edwina 
\Vhite's face as she bent over one of the 
calves, and he was surprised to see a look 
of pity. The girl was very near to tears as 
she produced a bucket and patiently taught 
the baby calf to drink. It was not an easy 
task, but the girl was good at it. She kept 
crooning gently to the calf, persistently 
guiding its head downward into the bucket 
with her fingers in its mouth. Ten minutes 
later the calf was drinking eagerly. 

Mansfield stood with his back against the 
corral when Edwina \Vhite came out, car
rying her lantern. Edwina turned quickly 
when she saw him. "You !" Her face went 
white. 
"It's me, Edwina," he said gently. 

"Don't be frightened. What's the matter 
with the cows ?" 
"Salt water." She set down the lantern. 

Mansfield could see now that she still wore 
the .38 in her waistband. " I've given them 

glucose. Maybe they'll live." Her voice sad
dened. "But they'll never have another 
calf." 

Mansfield said, "Oh," and there didn't 
seem to be much he could add to that. 

The lantern at Edwina's feet cast a yel
low glow into her face, shadowing her 
eyes but tinting her blonde hair with radi
ance. Her face in that strange light looked 
inexpressibly sweet to Mansfield, inex
pressibly young and childish. 

He felt a hard lump in his throat, and 
without thinking he went to her and took 
her by the shoulders and kissed her. 

He was conscious of surprise that she 
did not pull away. Instead she touched him 
momentarily on the cheek before stooping 
to retrieve the lantern. Then she stood 
watching him gravely. This afternoon she 
had flushed, but now there was no hint of 
embarrassment about her. 

Mansfield said, " I 'm sorry, Edwina. I 
had no right to do that." 

"Then why did you do it, Bob Mans
field ?" Her eyes shone now as she.Iifted 
the lantern slightly. 

He shrugged, not knowing how to an
swer. He asked , "Why did you let me ?" 

She smiled. "I t's never been done be
fore, I can tell you. Nineteen years old, 
Bob Mansfield, and I 've never been kissed. 
I was waiting for the right man." 

The hard lump in his throat was more 
painful now. He shook his head. " You're 
mistaken. I shouldn't have come here." 

He turned and stalked into the darkness. 
Behind him he heard her cry. "No, wait, 
Bob." But he only quickened his pace, feel
ing sweat break out on his forehead as he 
trotted into the sagebrush. 

BACK at the rig, Mark Bedford had 
built a small fire and sat before it, 

. a heavy white-haired figure, smok
ing a cigar. He betrayed extreme nervous
ness in the way he cocked his head at the 
sound of Mansfield's approach, and he rose 
quickly when Mansfield came into the 
light. 

"Well ? What'd you find out ?" he de
manded. 

Mansfield halted and stood there a mo-
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ment, looking at Mark Bedford. He was 
thinking that a man had to draw the line 
somewhere. It had been a mistake on his 
part not to have drawn it years ago. 
"She's got some mighty sick cows," he 

said at last. "And she's a fine girl, Mark." 
Mark Bedford spat out an evil oath. "To 

hell with the girl ! What's the matter, Bob ? 
She turn you down ? Wouldn't she let 
you-" 
Mansfield strode forward and hit Bed

ford with the back of his hand. The blow 
swung the man's head around, and he 
would have fallen if Mansfield hadn't 
grasped his shirt front. Mansfield yanked 
Bedford close to him. 
"Drop it, Mark. " His voice shook. "That 

girl's too clean for either of us even to 
speak her name. Drop it right now, or I'll 
-I'll-" He broke off, the- intensity of his 
emotion leaving him weak and trembling. 
Mark Bedford pushed Mansfield's hand 

from his shirt and stepped backward. Con
tempt grooved his ugly face. Bedford 
touch�d the reddened place on his cheek 
where Mansfield had struck him, and his 
lips moved silently. 
"So you've gone soft on me ?" he said. 

"Bob, I never expected that of you." 
Mansfield shrugged. He had no interest 

in what Bedford thought. He sat down on 
a rock before the fire and stared bitterly 
into the flames. At length he said wearily, 
"I'm done, Mark. I'm leaving you, bust

ing the partnership. I'll be no party to 
killing that girl's cattle." 
"No," Mark Bedford said. "You aren't 

leaving, Bob." 
Something in Bedford's tone brought 

Mansfield's head up with a jerk. He saw 
the glistening thing clenched in Bedford's 
fist, and a wave of shock rolled through 
him. 
"Put down that gun, Mark ! Don't be a 

fool !" 
Bedford shook his head. His black eyes 

glittered as he faced Mansfield across the 
fire. The greed that had always been· 
clearly evident in Bedford stuck out all 
over the man now, as he clenched the tiny 
derringer in a white fist. 
"A man only gets a chance at a million 

once, Bob. This Is mine. You're not going 
to spoil it for me." 
Mansfield had faced death more than 

once in the many accidents that happen 
around oil rigs, but he had never faced 
this kind before. And he sensed that there 
was not much difference. The important 
thing was to keep cool. To try to avoid 
death, and if you could not avoid it, to 
meet it with decency and courage. So he 
spoke mildly, "You can't operate the rig 
alone, Mark." 
"I can hire a roustabout." Mark Bed

ford grinned and shifted the derringer a 
little in his hand. It was evident to Mans
field that Bedford was enjoying this. 
"Remember our contract, Bob ? In the 

event of the death of one partner, the sur
vivor inherits all oil properties." 
Mansfield shrugged. "Did you ever hear 

of men getting hung for murder, Mark ?" 
"Sure. " Bedford nodded. "But did you 

ever hear of smart lawyers ? And did you 
ever hear of a millionaire getting hung? 
Don't be childish, Bob." 
Mansfield said, "Mark, there's someone 

behind you." 
Mark Bedford smiled. "Bob, that's the 

oldest-" 

T

HE GUNSHOT didn't come from be
hind Mark Bedford, for there actually 
had been no one there. The shot came 

from one side, surprising both· men. Mans
field plunged wildly to his feet, seeing the 
derringer spin out of Bedford's hand. 
As he leaped across the fire, he was 

aware that Bedford had dropped to his 
knees and was scrabbling frantically for 
the derringer with his left hand. Mansfield 
dropped down atop him at the same mo
ment that Bedford's hand closed on the lit
tle gun. Desperately Mansfield grappled 
for Bedford's left wrist and got it. 
Bedford was on his back on the ground, 

the!l, with his feet almost in the fire and 
the derringer in his left hand. Bob Mans
field lay crosswise of Bedford and on top 
of him, his right hand gripping Bedford's 
left wrist. The big promoter writhed and 
struggled to twist the derringer toward his 
partner. 
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Mansfield gave a heave of his lithe body 

and managed to bend Bedford's left arm 
downward. He heard a bone snap in Bed
ford's arm, and at almost the same instant 
the little gun exploded. 
Mark Bedford convulsed, then lay still. 

Bob Mansfield rose with a kind of horror, 
knowing, even before he saw the wound in 
Bedford's chest, that Bedford was dead. 
Mansfield turned and saw Edwina White 
walking into the circle of firelight with her 
.38 in her hand. 
"Edwina," he said and went toward her 

quickly. He took her by the shoulders and 
turned her around so that she would not 
see Bedford's body. Blood was still pound
ing madly in his temples, and his lungs 
felt on fire from his strenuous exertions. 
But somehow it seemed important to him 
to appear calm at the moment. 
He said, "Thank you for coming, Ed

wina." 
The girl looked at him with grave eyes. 

"He would have killed you, wouldn't he ?" 
Mansfield nodded soberly. "I was about 

to quit him. We wouldn't have had the 

money to finish the well, after we'd cased 
out your fresh water sand." 
"That's why I came here," she said. " I  

wanted to offer you a loan, if you needed 
it. The cattle business has been good these 
last twenty years. The ranch has been do
ing well enough, so that I can borrow on 
it. I would invest in your oil well, Bob 
Mansfield." 
He stared at her in wonderment. He 

had tabbed her as one of the nice girls, one 
of the shy lonely ones who dreamed of 
an ivy cottage and a cradle. And that was 
true. But Mansfield was utterly confound
ed at the knowledge that this girl was 
clever enough to recognize exactly what 
she wanted when she saw it. And bold 
enough to find a way to get it. And the 
thing she wanted was Bob Mansfield. 
He said, "Edwina, you are a very curi

ous girl." 
"Am I, Bob Mansfield ?" 
"Put away your six-gun," he said. "I 

am going to take you to town tonight and 
marry you. And we wouldn't want the 
preacher to get the wrong idea." 
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COWBOYS 
CJIN'7' QUIT 

PART I 

I T WAS the voice that first attracted 
Lucy Merritt and her father. It came 
to them around behind the big store 

where their freight 'vvagons were being 
loaded. The voice was deep and resonant, 
strangely musical in its sing-song chant. 
The Merritts walked out to the street 

and saw a crowd gathered around an old 
medicine wagon. Across the canvas sides 
in big, bright red letters were painted the 
words : "Dr. Merlin's '.Vizard's Brew & 
Elixir of Youth." 
On a small platform beside the wagon 

stood a round, roly-poly little man in a 
black business suit and round stew-pot 

black hat. Curly, luxuriant red hair fell 
almost to his shoulders. An equally curly 
and luxuriant red beard covered the lower 
part of his face. The voice could have 
come from a barrel-chested opera singer : 
" . . . .  it's the secret that Ponce de Leon 

died looking for, ladies and getlemen ! The 
secret of eternal youth � It's my own special 
mixture of rare old herbs. You can't buy 
it anywhere else on earth. I learned it from 
a Tonkaway Indian medicine man. Think 
of what poor old Ponce de Leon would 
have done if he'd been offered the Elixir 
of Eternal Youth for only one dollar!" He 
swept off the black hat with a wide gesture. 

AN ELDERLY LADY who doesn't approve of guns and a pretty 

girl who acts Uke she hates you can make life tough 

64 
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"Look at me ! I was bald as an onion
didn't even have a beard-before I learned 
the secret of this wonderful Wizard's 
Brew and Elixir of Youth ! I 'm seventy
five years old-but look at me ! I feel like 
a man of thirty ! Step right up, folks-only 
one dollar ! Cures everything ! Apply it 
externally on a cut finger ! Drink it as a 
sure cure for cancer !" 
A murmur of laughter went through the 

crowd, but there was interest too, a half 
ashamed interest, as though they knew it 
was a sucker game ; but that voice could 
pretty nearly have sold anybody anything. 
A gaunt man in farmer's bib overalls 

pushed his way to the front holding a silver 
dollar high over his head. 
"Here !" he said, laughing. " I'll take a 

bottle. I reckon it's worth it-just to hear 
you talk !" 
"Thank you, sir !" the little man beamed. 

"Here you are-God bless you !" 
He handed the farmer a small bottle filled 

with brownish looking liquid. 
That one sale broke the ice. Others 

pushed forward. Soon the little man was 
doing business as fast as he could rake in 
money and hand out bottles. 
Lucy Merritt slanted a smile up at her 

father. "Want some ?" she asked. "It 
doesn't seem exactly fair to come in free. " 
Todd Merritt grinned ba�k at her. "The 

show's about over," he said. He jerked 
his head sideways. "Look comin'. " 
Tom Smith, the marshal of Abilene, was 

a tall, grim looking man and there was 
something purposeful in the hard way his 
boot heels clicked along the board walk. 
The little man saw him out of the corner 

of a crafty eye. He closed the .box con
taining the medicine bottles quickly. 
"That's all, folks. I'm sure sorry-but 

that's all I've got today." 
He reached for the wagon step, but the 

marshal was already at his side. 
"Merlin-you damned old faker !" he 

said sharply. " I told you once before to 
keep that wagon off the streets of Abilene. 
Turn out your pockets an' give that money 
all back-or I'll run you in. " 
"Let him keep it !" a voice from the 

crowd laughed. "Maybe it's a fake-but 

I want to try it !" 
The marshal ran a hard eye over the 

crowd. One hand reached the black hat 
off the little man. The other liftea the 
luxuriant red hair just as easily. He raked 
the heavy red beard off. 
The little man stood exposed, a round, 

bald, shiny head-a round, rosy face
somehow almost as naked as H he had been 
publicly undressed. 
"You still want him to keep the money ?" 

the marshal asked. 
For a moment the crowd was silent. The 

little man didn't look ashamed-his blue 
eyes looked angry. They darted over the 
crowd, rested a moment on Lucy Merritt 
standing back a little, tall and straight, 
laughter on her face. 
A man in front held up a bottle. "Give 

me my money ! " 
Lucy touched her father's arm. "Let's 

go," she said. 

D IKE Evans stared gloomily at the 
dusty, paper strewn desk in front of 
him. More papers bulged haphaz

ardly from the half open drawers. Old 
Ben Gilstrap had not been a neat office 
man. 
Dike wadded up the five pages of closely 

written script he had just finished and 
threw them in the wasebasket. He took 
out a fresh sheet of paper, looked up the 
address of the chairman of the board of 
directors of the eastern syndicate that 
owned the C Bar S, a Miss Eliza Lovelady, 
Chicago. 

Dear Miss Lovelady : 
I am sorry to report the death of Ben 

Gilstrap, manager of the C Bar S. Prob
ably he was murdered. Because he was 
an honest man and tried to do his duty, 
although why he felt he owed any loyalty 
to an outfit that had treated him as you 
folks have, is beyond me. 

I know and Ben knew, that you have 
kept spies in this country, who have con
tinually reported that the reason for the 
heavy losses on the C Bar S was because 
Ben and other hands on the ranch were 
stealing you blind. 

I want to say that they are damn liars
and that in my opinion the reason this 
ranch is losing money, and always will, is 
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because of a policy of damn stinginess, the 
like of which the west has never known 
before. We've got half enough hands to 
handle a ranch this size, half enough 
horses, not one tenth enough water, half 
enough equipment, and twice as many cat
tle as the range will support. 

Dike Evans 

When he had finished, he felt better. He 
had no idea the stir his terse, angry letter 
would arouse in the staid circle of the rich 
owners of the C Bar S-{)r the changes it 
would make in the history of the ranch. 
Old Ben Gilstrap had raved privately 

about the way he was treated, and the way 
the ranch was managed from the east, but 
always his letters had been reserved and 
diplomatic. 
Dike had not said half what was on his 

mind, but the letter would do. He stuck 
it in an envelope before he changed his 
mind again, and went to stand at the long 
side window. 
Outside, to the unknowing eye, the pic

ture looked good. As untidy as he had 
been about his paper work, Ben Gilstrap 
had been hell for spit and polish outside. 
The corrals and barns were in good shape, 
freshly painted white. Beyond them 
stretched thousands of acres of rolling, 
green grass land-the best cow country in 
the world. 
But Dike was seeing again that the grass 

was clipped too short. Rains had been fair 
this summer, and the cattle should have 
been fatter, only there were too many of 
them. They had to be concentrated too 
heavily on the few sections of the range 
where there was natural water. 
The cowboy's thick dark hair was rum

. pled where he had run harassed fingers 
through it as he struggled to make some 
sort of a sensible report from Ben Gil
strap's haphazard bookkeeping. His dark 
browed brown eyes were well set apart by 
a nose as straightly clean cut as a capital 
A, yet with a slight up-curve to Its nostrils 
that gave shapeliness and a look of high 
spirit to his entire face. It wasn't the hand
somest man-face in the world. On a shorter 
man it might have looked too long and 
thin-but topping Dike Evans' sinewy 

slimness it looked a little better _than all 
right. Visible in its wrinkle-cornered eyes 
and wide mouth were humor-and the look 
of a man who knows what he knows too 
well to feel any need to brag about it. 
Now the wide mouth was drawn thin, the 

dark eyes were smoldering with anger. 
Old Ben Gilstrap was dead-and Ben had 
been his friend. 
It is as natural for a good cowboy to 

feel loyalty to the brand he rides for as it 
is for him to breathe, to eat, or to like the 
feel of sunshine on his body. Dike Evans 
felt little loyalty to the C Bar S-and he 
doubted if any of the other cowboys did. 
Ben Gilstrap had somehow stayed loyal 
through five carping, quarrelsome years
and because of it he was dead. 

THE COWBOY'S smoldering dark 
eyes caught movement in the dis
tance-two slow moving freight wag

ons rolling toward the house through the 
cottonwood flanked lane. Dike watched for 
a moment, then turned back to the clutter 
of papers on Ben Gilstrap's desk. He rum
maged through them, found the last list of 
supplies ordered from the big Turner Gen
eral Mercantile Co. in Pefialosa. He tucked 
it in his pocket and went outside. 
. The big freight wagons pulled by the 
stone store house in the rear of the yard 
had already started to unload. 
The lead wagon's driver was tall and 

thin, slightly stoop shouldered. His face 
was sharp featured, his gray eyes bright, 
his sandy hair and mustache sprinkled with 
gray. He turned a good humored glance 
on Dike. 
"Howdy, cowboy ! " Then his smile 

quickly sobered. "I was mighty sorry to 
hear about Ben Gilstrap ! " 
Dike nodded, not wanting to talk about it. 
The driver of the second wagon had 

climbed up onto the first one and loosened 
the ropes, getting ready to ease some sacks 
of corn to the man on the ground. Dike 
realized with surprise that it was a girl. 
Even clad in old bib overalls and a faded 
blue shirt, her figure showed a shapely, 
rounded slenderneses that was definitely 
not masculine. 



�:&8 E L S A  BARKER 

"Wait a minute, miss," Dike said quick
ly. " I'll get someone else to help. Those 
sacks are too heavy for you." 

The girl turned. She shoved her old 
Stetson to the back of her head, showing a 
fringe of curly, dark red hair, dampened 
with perspiration. Under its tan her face 
looked drawn, her big gray eyes circled 
with fatigue. . 

She smiled at Dike. 
"Thanks. I'd appreciate it . .  They are 

heavy." 
She was an amazingly pretty girl, and 

that smile did something to Dike Evans' 
hitherto fairly well rock-ribbed heart. He 
called to a cowboy shoeing a bronc in a 
nearby corral. 

"Hey, Tonk...:....Come give us a hand, 
will you ?" 

· The cowboy loosed the bronc and swung 
short legs over the corral. His pace quick- · 

ened a little when he took in the fact that 
it was a girl on the wagon. His small black 
eyes brightened. 

· 

Tonk Wallenberg was pock-marked, 
broken nosed, and part Tonkaway Indian. 
He was built small, bowlegged and skinny. 
He was tough as hell, a top notch bronc 
rider, a little hard on horses, moody, pro
fane, a hard drinker, without many dis
cernible morals-except loyalty to his 
friends, of which he had few. Dike Evans 
was one. Ben Gilstrap had been another. 

Dike had the supply list in one hand, 
the keys to the storehouse in the other. He 
chin-pointed to the wagon. 

"You hand the stuff down to Merritt, 
Tonk. I'll check it, and stack it inside. " 

Tonk nodded, his eyes still on the girl. 
Knowing how Tonk appraised all women 
as possible honkytonk material, Dike 
Evans should have noticed. But he didn't. 

Tonk stepped forward as if to help the 
girl as she started to climb down out of the 
wagon. He reached one hand up and 
steadied her elbow. He grinned. As if 
pulled by an irresistible magnet the other 
hand reached out and pinched one shapely 
hip. 

The girl flinched but came on down. As 
if on a well oiled swivel, she swung her 
right arm. The open palm smacked sharp-

ly against a pock marked cheek. Tonk 
stepped back, still grinning. 

Dike caught his arm. "Cut out the rough 
stuff, Tonk !" he said sharply. He looked 
at the girl. "I'm sorry, miss . '! 

The old freighter had come around the 
end of the wagon just in time to see the 
slap. Now he took a quick step forward. 

"By godfrey, what's goin' on here ? 
I'll-" 

· "It's nothing, Dad, " the girl said quietly. 
"Just a little clean, cowboy fun !" 

SHE GLANCED at Dike, all the friend
ly warmth of a few minutes ago gone 
now from her face. Her gray eyes 

were frosty and a little contemptuous. She 
turned and walked to her own wagon, got 
up on the seat and stayed there. 

Dike turned back to the tall freighter. 
"I'm sorry, Mr. Merritt," he said. "Tonk 
didn't mean any harm." 

Tonk grinned slyly and said nothing. 
The freighter looked from one cowboy 

to the other. "He better hadn't," he said 
grimly. "I'll kill any man that bothers 
Lucy." 

Tonk shrugged, not looking much wor
ried. He winked at Dike, then swung 
agilely up into the wagon and began lifting 
sacks down to the man on the ground. 

In half an hour they had the two wagons 
unloaded-and were short four hundred
pound sacks of grain, one sack of flour, 
twenty-five pounds of sugar, and ten pounds 
of coffee. Dike checked over the list again, 
frowning. 

It wasn't the first time the wagons had 
been short. Twice before Ben Gilstrap had 
complained, and both times Sam Turner 
had sworn that the wagons had left his 
store with the list completely filled-and 
the C Bar S had paid the full bill. 

It wasn't a large item for an outfit as big 
as the C Bar S-but it was one of a hun
dred items that were causing the ranch to 
lose money steadily, one of a hundred little 
leaks that Ben Gilstrap had tried in vain 
to plug. 

Dike Evans didn't know just how much 
authority he had now. As segundo under 
Gilstrap, he supposed he was technically in 
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Dick heard her suck in her breath with a shocked sob 
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charge until a new manager was appointed. 
His loyalty to the brand he worked for was 
reluctant, but some of it was still there. 

He showed the old freighter the list. 
"What happened to your load after you 

left town ?" he asked. "You're short !" 
The old freighter's ruddy cheeks turned 

darker. "By godfrey !" he swore .. " It's 
all there ! Just exactly the way Sam Tur
ner's men loaded it !" 

Lucy Merritt hadn't spoken since she'd 
climbed up on the wagon seat. Now she 
turned her head to listen. 

With an effort Dike Evans kept from 
looking at her. 

" It's short," he said curtly. "And it 
ain't the first time ! " 

" Well-by godfrey ! Are you accusin' 
me ?" 

" I'm sure as hell accusin' somebody !" 
" Well-by godfrey-that's the first time 

in fifty-seven years that any man ever 
called me a thief ! You think you're man 
enough to back it up ? "  

Dike thought h e  was, but he sure didn't 
want to. Todd Merritt took a step toward 
him, his fists clenched. Dike didn't want 
to back up-but he didn't want to fight an 
older man-especially the father of a girl 
as pretty as Lucy Merritt. He was glad 
when the girl swung down from the wagon, 
as agile as a monkey, and caught her fa
ther's arm. 

" Wait !" she said quietly. ((If there's a 
loss-we'll make it good ! But we won't 
haul any more freight for the C Bar S.  
This is our fault-! guess-because we 
j ust naturally thought everyone was as 
honest as we are. Hereafter we'll check 
every item that goes in our wagons. Does 
that satisfy you ?"  

"Yes, ma'am, "  said Dike. He thought 
that while a man couldn't tell for sure what 
was going on behind Todd Merritt's blus
tering protestations of honesty, anybody 
would sure know this girl was all right just 
by looking at her. 

· 

He turned to Merritt. "I'll take care of 
this loss myself. But I aim to get to the 
bottom of this sneak thievin'. If any apol
ogy is due you-you'll get it." 

Tony Wallenberg had drifted around the 

end of the wagon, casually rolling a smoke. 
At a warning glance from Dike Evans he 
stopped out of reach of the girl. 

Lucy Merritt gave them both a furious 
look, then swung up to her seat on the 
wagon-fast. 

After they had driven out of the yard, 
Dike turned to the shorter cowboy. 

"Tonk-I wish you'd leave that girl 
alone. And if it ain't askin' too much-! 
wish you wouldn't pinch any woman
when I'm around. " 

Tonk grinned and shrugged. 
"You ask a hell of a lot in the name of 

friendship," he complained. "Ain't you 
ever learned it's one sure way to shut a 
woman up ? It's a compliment-sort of !" 

" Some of them don't think so," said 
Dike. 

D IKE EVANS leaned against the 
wall and tried to pretend he wasn't 
watching a tall, red-haired girl in a 

green dress. The dress was probably a 
cheap cotton one, but it swirled gaily 
around her slim ankles as she danced, and 
it couldn't have looked prettier if it had 
been the finest silk or satin. Lucy Merritt's 
head was tilted back a little as she smiled 
up into the face of Tom Gilroy, the owner 
of Los Vernales-the big ranch adjoining 
the C Bar S on the west. 

It had been a month since Dike had seen 
her, and during that month the thought of 
her had had an unwelcome habit of popping 
unexpectedly and frequently into his mind. 
Tonight, in Pefialosa, with still an hour to 
kill until train time, the sound of music had 
drawn him, with the unacknowledged hope 
of seeing her again. 

The music stopped and Dike made his 
way through the crowd to her side. He 
touched her shoulder. She turned and the 
smile on her lips faded. 

" Could I have the next dance, Miss 
Merritt ?" 

"No !" 
" Would it do any good if I told you I 

was sorry for what I said to your pa the 
other day ? "  

" No !" 
Dike didn't give up easily. Girls usually 
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liked him. He gave this hard boiled red
head the smile that usually worked. 

"The new lady boss of the C Bar S is 
coming in on the train tonight. She's likely 
goin' to give some of us cowboys the sack. 
Your pa couldn't use a tall, handsome, 
cowboy driver on one of this wagons, could 
he ? "  

· 

Lucy Merritt gave him a blank look. 
Dike felt himself flushing with the em
barrassment that comes from trying to be 
funny and failing. 

"Have your friend speak to Dad about 
it," she said coolly. "I don't have anything 
to do with the hiring of drivers. " 

Tom Gilroy laid a friendly hand on his 
shoulder. "You can have a job with me any 
time you want it, Dike," he said heartily. 

"Thanks," said Dike dryly. 
Over Lucy's shoulder, he caught Tonk 

Wallenberg's eye. The Indian cowboy 
grinned, held up thumb and forefinger in 
a pinching gesture. Dike frowned. 

The music started, and Lucy danced 
away again with Tom Gilroy. 

Dike swore under his breath. What the 
hell ? There were lots of pretty girls in the 
world-and this one had made it plain that 
his lightning hadn't struck her. He had 
even mentioned another woman, and she 
had shown that she couldn't have cared 
less. Lucy Merritt certainly didn't have 
any way of knowing that Miss Eliza Love
lady, who had bought out the other eastern 
stockholders in the C Bar S, was a rich, 
crusty-tempered, disagreeable old maid. 

Dike went down to the depot to wait for 
the train-away from the sound of music, 
where the thought of a red-haired girl danc
ing gaily with other men couldn't plague 
him quite so much. 

THE THREE cowboys did not lool_{ at 
all happy. Dike Evans, Tonk Wallen
berg, and "Wagon-Bed" Bill McCan

nigan shifted uneasily on three straight 
chairs, waiting for the axe to fall. 

\ 

Dike felt a reluctant stir of admira
tion for the new owner of the C Bar S, 
even if he did have a suspicion that he and 
Tonk and Wagon-Bed were going to be 
accused of all kinds of skulduggery before 

they were fired. In spite of her fragile 
looks and sixty-odd years Miss Eliza Love
lady was tough. All week she had ridden 
from daylight to dark on the seat of a buck
board beside Wagon-Bed from one far 
corner of the C Bar S' vast acres to the 
other. She had taken some notes, she had 
asked a lot of questions, and she had held 
her own counsel. At night she had pored 
over the haphazard account books Ben Gil
strap had left, and now she was ready with 
the verdict, and a new set of powders. 

She was a small woman, delicate fea
tured, and still pretty. She wore black silk 
dresses, tight fitting around her slender 
waist, long and full skirted. There were 
always high button black §hoes on her small 
feet, and high, white lace collars at her 
throat. She never wore a hat on her curly 
white hair, but always carried a small 
black parasol whenever she stepped

. 
outside 

in the sun for even five minutes. 
She had brought her nephew, Vencil 

Briscoe, west with her. He was a pleasant 
young man, good looking in a well washed, 
palehaired, droop-eyed sort of way. Dike 
had an idea that the first words he had 
ever said when he was a baby were : "Yes, 
Auntie. " 

But the cowboys rather liked him. He 
hadn't tried to high-hat them. He'd dimbed 
on the horse Wagon-Bed had saddled for 
him the first morning, and when he got 
promptly thrown, he'd laughed with the 
rest. 

But he hadn't climbed back on. He'd 
asked for a gentler horse. 

Now Miss Lovelady shoved her glasses 
an inch down on her nose and frowned over 
the top of them at Wagon-Bed Bill. 

"Mr. McCannigan," she said sharply, 
"before I begin-will you please take your 
chewing tobacco outside-and leave it ?" 

In his surprise, Wagon-Bed shifted the 
cud from right cheek to left. He gulped, 
nearly swallowing it. 

"Huh ?" he said. 
"You heard me ! "  
Wagon-Bed gulped again. "I 'm-" 
Dike had an idea he was ready to say. 

"I'm quittin' ! "  
Dike nudged him sharply with his elbow. 
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"Yes, ma'am, " said Wagon-Bed finally, 
and went outside. 

"Wagon-Bed" B ill had gotten his nick
name because of a youthful preference for 
sleeping in a wagon bed-especially in 
snake country. Now he shared a room in 
the bunkhouse with Tonk Wallenberg, but 
the nickname stuck. 

He was a small man, sixty-odd years old, 
slightly cross-eyed so one never knew ex
actly where he was looking. His long gray 
beard and yellow gray mustache were 
topped by a round little berry nose and 
school-girl pink cheeks. In spite of his 
constant chewing of plug tobacco, he was 
"hell for clean. "  He was the only one of 
the C Bar _ S  cowboys who took a daily 
dunking in the clear cold water of Alumbre 
Creek, winter and summer. 

When he came back in the room, Miss 
Lo�elady cleared her throat and picked up 
some sheets of paper covered with small 
black script. 

" I  have here a set of new rules that will 
henceforth be observed by everyone on the 
C Bar S," she said. She paused. 

Dike Evans squirmed on his chair. Dur
ing the past week he had come to know the 
old lady well enough to have a hunch what 
was coming. 

"First-there will be no working on 
Sunday." 

Dike froaned. "Gawdamighty ! "  he 
groaned under his breath. 

Miss Lovelady looked over her glasses. 
"I beg your pardon ? "  

" Nothin' !"  said Dike. 
" Second-there will be no profanity. 

Third-no carrying of firearms-of any 
sort ! Fourth-no more card playing
whiskey drinking-or using of tobacco
either in my presence or out of it ! For 
every infraction of these rules the offend
ing cowboy will be docked one dollar from 
his next pay !" 

''By the holy damnits ! " breathed Wagon
Bed Bill. " I'm quittin' ! "  

M ISS LOVELADY frowned at him. 
"�hat," she said sweetly, " I  should 
thmk · would count as two swear 

words." She made a careful mark in a 

little black book. 
Wagon-Bed gulped again. Dike saw a 

suspicious looking bulge move in his right 
cheek. 

· 

Miss Lovelady went on : " I  am aware 
that in the past the policy of the owners 
of the C Bar S has been a niggardly one. 
That is going to be changed. Ranch ac
counts, Mr. Evans, show that you have 
been receiving forty-five dollars a month. 
From now on your pay will be ninety. 
Mr. McCannigan and Mr. Wallenberg will 
be raised from thirty-five to seventy. Or
dinary cow herders receiving thirty, will be 
doubled to sixty. " 

" By the holy dammits !" breathed Wag
on-Bed. 

Miss Lovelady frowned and made an
other mark in her little black book. 

Dike grinned at the older cowboy. "A 
fool and his money . . . .  " 

"The ranch needs more men, more horses 
and more equipment. I have ordered ma
terial for ten windmills to be set up at 
points Mr. Evans considers advantageous. 
I have ordered wire and posts for a hun
dred miles of fence. I have ordered plows 
and fruit trees, material for cow sheds 
and some chicken houses. I will purchase 
ten good milk cows and five hundred 
chickens. In the spring we will plant a 
hundred acres of corn-the same of oats 
and alfalfa. The ground must be plowed 
this fall. "  

"Gawdamighty ! "  said Dike, and saw 
Miss Lovelady make a mark in her little 
black book. 

Out of the corner of his eye he saw Tonk 
Wallenberg make a little gesture with 
thumb and forefinger. Dike restrained a 
grin, thinking that if Miss Lovelady knew 
what that meant it would rate- at least five 
demerits in her school teacher book. 

"My nephew will, of course, be general 
manager-second in command to me. He 
will also be in charge of hiring all new 
personnel. Mr. Evans will be in charge 
of new building operations-fencing, setting 
up windmills, etc. Mr. McCannigan's 
duties will be close to the house. I will 
need some competent, trustworthy man to 
drive me about the ranch. He will also take 
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care o f  the chickens, oversee the fall plow
ing, and setting out the fruit trees. "  

" By the-" began Wagon-Bed, gulped 
and stopped. 

Tonk Wallenberg's face broke into a 
happy, malicious grin. 

"Mr. Wallenberg will purchase the 
needed new horses-and properly gentle 
them."  Tonk's grin widened even more. 
" He will also attend to the milk cows. " 

That flattened Tonk down to size. Dike 
didn't dare look at either of the other two 
cowboys. 

" I  overlooked rule Number Five. Cow
boys on the C Bar S will shave every clay." 
She paused, looking thoughtfully at Wagon
Bed. "Except that in respect to his age, 
Mr. McCannigan will be permitted to 
keep his whiskers." 

WAGON-BED drew a long breath. 
Then before he had a chance to 
get docked another two dollars, 

someone knocked on the front door. Ven
cil Briscoe answered it. 

The new arrivals were Tom Gilroy and 
his sister Mary, from the neighboring Los 
Vernales ranch. Dike Evans made the in
troductions. 

Tom Gilroy wasn't much past thirty, but 
already he was widening into a comfortable 
middle-aged spread. His eyes were big and 
brown, his smile wide, and his voice soft. 
He didn't actually click his heels and kiss 
the old lady's hand, but he somehow man
aged to give the same impression. 

Miss Lovelady's black eyes brightened. 
and Dike knew that she was thinking that 
at last she had met a "perfect western 
gentleman. "  

The Gilroys' mother had been a Spanish
American girl from one of the foothill 
placitas. From her both Tom and Mary 
had their large dark eyes, soft voices, and 
gentle manners, but his Spanish ancestry 
was a thing Tom Gilroy chose to forget 
when he could. Mary, on the other hand, 
was proud of it, and was said to visit freely 
with her humbler hill-country cousins. 

l\liss Lovelady looked at the three C-Bar 
S cowboys and said curtly : "That will be 
all tonight. " 

"Yes, ma'am," said Dike politely. 
Over her brother's shoulder Mary Gil

roy winked at him. She was a slim, high
strung girl with more vim and vigor than . 
she knew what to do with. She could mind 
her proper manners as well as her brother, 
but she broke a rule or two when she chose. 

Now she followed the three cowboys 
out onto the porch. 

Wagon-Bed exploded as soon as the 
door was safely shut. 

"By the holy dammits-I'm a notion to 
quit ! What are we supposed to be cloin' ? 
Runnin' a-dammit-farm ?" 

Mary Gilroy suddenly giggled and gave 
Tonk Wallenberg a little shove. 

" Cut it out, Tonk," she said good na
turedly. "That's no treat to me." 

"Gawdamighty ! "  said Dike. "And not 
one single, damn word about who is goin' 
to take care of three thousand head of 
cattle-nor when-nor how ! "  

"Mr. Evans-supervisor o f  post hole 
diggin' ! "  Tonk mocked him. 

"We got two dogs, "  growled Wagon
Bed, patting one of them. " I  reckon I 'm 
supposed to curry them, too ! "  

"Maybe the ol' lady ain't blind though, 
Tonk," said Dike. "Milkin' ten cows 
night and mornin' will give your fingers 
lots of practice ! " 

Mary Gilroy giggled again. "You boys 
are vulgar," she said. "I'm going back in 
the house where the talk is more genteel. "  
She turned t o  go, then stopped beside Dike 
Evans. " Dike-you said you'd come over 
to see me sometime." 

"I 've been busy," said Dike. He looked 
down at her. Lamplight streaming out of 
the window was kind to her thin, dark face, 
and big eyes. It made her almost as pretty 
as a certain red-head. " I'll be over Sun
day," he said. 

" If I can get away from Sunday school 
in time, I'll come along, " Tonk offered. 

"You aren't invited, " Mary said bland
ly. "You'll have to stay home and pinch 
cows. " 

She went back inside. The three cow
boys started for the bunkhouse. Wagon
Bed· shook his head. 

"I think I'll quit, " he said gloomily. " I  
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cain't stand it ! No woman can tell me 
whether I can keep my whiskers or not." 

Dike Evans didn't speak for a minute. 
The air was cool and mellow against his 
face. The night was dark and the stars 
seemed almost close enough for him to 
reach up and pick off a handful. He had 
thought he had no feeling of loyalty to the 
C Bar S, but he was conscious of a deep 
reluctance to leave now-a feeling that it 
somehow wouldn't be right. 

"She thinks she knows it all," he said 
slowly. "And she's goin' to have to make 
every mistake in the book to find out dif
ferent. But she's got sense in that hard 
little head of hers. She could learn if we 
was here to help her. Besides-I'd kinda 
like to find out why Ben Gilstrap was 
killed." 

"So would I," said Tonk soberly. "Only 
how we goin' to do anything without 
guns ?" 

"A smart man," said Wagon-Bed pious
ly, "can always figger out some way to 
out-think a woman." 

Tonk gave a derisive hoot of laughter. 

LIKE AN old rusty bucket used too 
long and given too big a load, the 
bottom suddenly dropped out. Hell 

started popping all over the range. The 
dozens of little leaks that had harried Ben 
Gilstrap turned into a deluge. 

A number of things had kept the C Bar 
S from branding the calf crop early this 
year. First late spring blizzards had kept 
the short-handed crew working frantically 
to save as many new born calves as they 
could. As a result of the unseasonable 
weather the grass had been late, and cows 
and calves were both too weak to stand 
the added strain of a roundup. Many of the 
crew had quit in disgust. Ben Gilstrap, 
the manager, had been killed. Dike Evans, 
short-handed, had pitched in and done 
the best he could, but by late summer half 
of the calves were still unBranded. 

Vencil Briscoe, on the advice of Tom 
Gilroy, had hired four more cowboys. Two 
of them seemed quiet, capable cowhands. 
The other two, Cuff Stimson and Abe 
Carnico, were big, rough and tough, the 

kind that seemed more accustomed to 
handling guns than ropes. Briscoe was rid
ing daily either to town or to Los Vernales 
"to interview applicants for employment," 
as he put it, but after the first four no more 
riders showed up. 

With Tonk Wallenberg and Wagon-Bed 
Bill tied down close to the house with small-

She was stili pretty 

time chores, and only three other old time 
C Bar S regular cowhands, Dike was still 
short handed for the job he had to do. 

Miss Lovelady was tender-hearted and 
hated the idea of the hot iron, so she had 
ordered a barrel of some new fangled brand
ing fluid, to be painted on with a brush. 
Until it arrived the rest of the branding 
would have to wait. 

Freight wagons began rolling in almost � hourly, with lumber, paint, nails, wire, � 
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grain-everything in God's world except 
more men to work-and branding fluid. 
The ranch took on an air of bustling activ
ity that almost disguised the fact that there 
wasn't anything of any real value being 
done. 

With the helpless feeling that he needed 
to be fifty different places at once, Dike 
was in the saddle from dawn to long past 
dark. On Vendi Briscoe's orders, material 
for the new

· 
windmills and lumber for 

new line camps were hauled in to the spots 
where they were to be used, covered with 
tarps, and left. The same was done with 
wire and posts for new fences. 

Trouble started when Slim Parker rode 
a lathered horse into the ranch• one night 
with news that twenty unbranded calves 
had disappeared from the Ojo Feliz. Ap
parently they had been hauled off in wag
ons, but with freight wagon tracks all over 
the range it had been impossible to track 
them more than a couple miles. 

Slim Parker was an old C Bar S hand 
with plenty of cow savvy. Dike knew he 
could depend on him. He called him aside, 
out of hearing of the new men V encil 
Briscoe had hired, and told him to get the 
roundup wagon ready. They would leave 
before dawn-without orders from the 
boss-and maybe by the time the calves 
were caught, the new branding fluid would 
have arrived. 

Tonk and Wagon-Bed helped get ready. 
By moonlight they hazed horses into one 
of the big corrals-loaded bed-rolls, brand
ing irons a�d grub into the big old chuck
wagon. 

At four o'clock Dike roused the four 
new men. They, with himself, and Slim 
Parker made up the crew. The wagon 
rolled out of the yard before dawn. 

I T WAS nearly noon when they reached 
Los Charcos canyon, stopped the wagon 
and made camp. In the spring this 

canyon had a fair head of water, but in 
midsummer it dwindled to a series of small 
pools, fed by usually permanent small 
springs. 

Just east of the Ojo Feliz, was the 
farthest usable range from the home ranch, 

where calf thieves could be most expected 
to strike. As he had expected, some of the 
calf crop was missing, the mothers wander
ing about bawling and fretful, their udders 
swollen and painful. 

Here where water was scarce, gathering 
the herd was not much of a chore. As the 
old cows trailed in to noon-day water, Dike 
ran an experienced eye over them and 
decided some of the older stuff was miss
ing too. That also was as he had expected. 

The C Bar S was one of the easiest of 
brands to change, but Ben Gilstrap had 
never been able to persuade the owners to 
adopt another. In the past five years half 
a dozen small nester-ranchers had settled 
below the breaks and registered brands 
strikingly similar to the C Bar S. Brands 
like G8-0H5-0B8, and the Lazy Ant. 

Ben Gilstrap had been particularly sus
picious of the. extra curlicues on that Lazy 
Ant brand. Dike Evans was too. Bill 
Campbell, its owner, was a former foreman 
of the Los V ernales ranch. He was a burly, 
tough-talking, gun-toting cowboy, more 
often seen playing poker in the back of 
the Red Mule saloon in Pefialosa than pay
ing attention to his small but increasingly 
prosperous ranch. 

After an early and quick dinner, the 
cowboys started throwing cattle into the 
corrals near the water holes, where most 
of them were already gathered in the shade 
of big old cottonwoods. Slim Parker 
started the branding fires. 

Dike Evans, riding a wide circle to bring 
in a few stragglers, spied a fast moving 
cloud of dust sailing toward the camp from 
the west. H e  brought his gather in at a 
run and pulled up beside Slim Parker and 
the branding fire. 

"Trouble comin'," he said, chin-pointing 
toward the swirl of dust. 

Slim turned to look. Now they could 
see that it was a buckboard, drawn by a 
fast trotting team of bays. They could also 
see the top of a jauntily held little black 
parasol skimming toward them. 

"Oh, Gawd !" groaned Slim. " How long 
you reckon it would take to dig a hole big 
enough to hide a chuckwagon and six 
cowboys ?" 
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"Too long," said Dike. "01' Wagon
Bed's hittin' a right smart clip ."  

SLIM SHRUGGED. He carefully 
selected a couple more hunks of mes
quite root, shoved the branding irons 

in where the .coals were hottest. 
Dike hesitated, then decided to wait. 

After all, he had acted in the old lady's 
best interests. But it was her cows and 
her ranch. Now that he had been caught, 
it was up to her to call the tune. 

"I don't reckon this ought to get us any 
more than five de-merits apiece in her 
cranky-book, "  he grinned. 

Wagon-Bed brought the team of bays to 
a flourishing stoP"near the fire. He looked 
at Dike and shrugged, a suspicious bulge 
moving fast in his right jaw. 

Miss Lovelady didn't get out. She looked 
at the fire, at the cattle in the corral, then 
at Dike Evans. Her slim shoulders got a 
little straighter. 

"What does this mean, Dike ? "  
The cowboy noted that "Dike" instead 

of the customary Mr. Evans, with a little 
surprise. -

He eased himself sideways in the saddle. 
" It's time your calves was gettin' branded, 
ma'atn. " 

" I  told you I didn't approve of using a 
hot iron on those helpless little creatures. 
I told you we would wait until the brand
ing fluid arrives. " 

Dike decided it was time to stop being , 
so damned polite. 

"There've been twenty unbranded C 
Bar S calves taken from the Ojo Feliz 
range, Miss Lovelady. Twelve from here. " 
He nodded toward the bawling, calfless 
cows that had been turned back on the 
range. " Those cows had fine fat calves a 
week ago. " .  

The old lady turned to look. Even to 
an inexperienced eye it was plain that the 
cows had recently had calves, and now 
didn't. ' 

When she turned back to Dike a little 
of the fire had gone out of her snapping 
black eyes. 

"Do you mean, to .tell me ,that someone 
has been steaJing my 'calves ?" 

"Yes, ma'am," said Dike. "That's ex
actly what I meant." 

"Why didn't you tell me about this
instead of doing something you know I 
distinctly disapprove of ?" 

Dike shoved his hat to the back of his 
head . and batted his eyes at her. 

"What could you do about it ?"  
She straightened her shoulders still more. 

"Don't be impertinent, Dike ! This is a 
matter for the attention of the law ! You 
will ride immediately and inform the sheriff 
of my loss ! " 

Dike shook his head. "It won't do any 
good. " 

" VI/hy not ?" 
"Because, "  said Dike levelly, " Rusty 

Walton used to. work for the C Bar S. A 
couple of years ago the Syndicate sent out 
an eastern bookkeeper to spy on us for 
awhile. He reported that he'd seen Rusty 
Walton drunk in town one day-'consort
ing with evil companions. Rusty got fired. 
I think you swung that axe yourself, Miss 
Lovelady. And I don't think Rusty Wal
ton likes you much any more."  

The old lady took a long breath. She was 
silent a moment, then she said : "Was he 
guilty-in your opinion, Dike ?"  . 

Dike looked surprised. He shrugged. 
" I  reckon he was drunk all right. But he 

was a good cowman-and honest. Most 
folks in Pefialosa County seemed to think 
so. They elected him sheriff." 

" If he is honest-as you say-then sure
ly he won't let some small personal grudge 
keep him from doing his duty as an of
ficer. " 

D IKE SHOOK his head again. "You 
just don't savvy, ma'am," he said 
patiently. "Rusty's got hundreds of 

square miles to sheriff over. And only 
one regular deputy. Outfits like the C Bar 
S are in the habit of tendin' to their own 
small troubles. " 

" How ? "  
" By hirin' plenty of good cowboys to 

look after things. By brandin' the calf 
crop early. And .by wearing guns. "  

Miss Lovelady didn't speak for a mo
ment, then she said slowly : "V ericil' s been 
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trying to get you more men, Dike. Give 
him time and you'll have all you need." 

"Maybe I could help him, " Dike sug
gested. 

She hesitated, then shook her head posi
tively. 

"I gave him that responsibility. I \vant 
him to handle it alone. This ranch may 
be his some day. I want him to learn how 
to run it. " 

Dike nodded, feeling a half reluctant 
stir of admiration for this iron-jawed little 
old lady. 

"I see what you mean. " 
"You may proceed with the branding

of course," she went on. "But five men 
should be able to handle it. You will go to 
the sheriff, Dike. We will try the law
first I "  

"Yes, ma'am. "  said Dike. 
He thought then that he saw a hint of 

a smile flicker over her grim face. 
"You've gained a little weight since I 

la!lt saw you-haven't you, Dike ?" 
The cowboy felt himself flushing. He 

hesitated, but her eyes were compelling. 
She held out her hand. Feeling something 
like a little boy caught throwing spit balls 
by the teacher, he reached inside his shirt 
to the .45 strapped under his arm, slipped 
it out of the holster and handed it over. 
She dropped it gingerly on the floor of 
the buckboard between her feet. Then she 
said without turning her head : 

"And you, Mr. McCannigan, will please 
get rid of that disgusting cud of tobacco
immediately !" 

Wagon-Bed gulped, started to swear, 
checked himself, then spat over the wheel. 

" Giddap I "  he said meekly to the horses, 
and slapped the reins over their backs. 

BACK AT the ranch Dike changed 
his saddle to a fresh horse and started 
for town-not too hopefully. Rusty 

Walton would come out and look things 
over, but there wasn't much chance that he 
could discover am· better where C Bar S 
cows and calves 

. 
were going than Dike 

Evans and Slim Parker could. 
And as Dike had told the old lady. Wal

ton wasn't going to be concerned with 

saving the C Bar S a little money. He had 
given the Syndicate five years of good, 
honest work, then for one mild spree in 
town, had been kicked off the ranch. He 
was a good sheriff-but he was human, too. 

Five miles from the branding camp, Dike 
dipped down into Alumbre Canyon and 
cut into the ranch road to town. Here for 
about two miles the road wandered along 
beside the creek, steep canyon walls of soft 
red sandstone rising abruptly on either side. 

At a little bend in the road, where the 
cliff brushed the road so close that a man 
in a buckboard or wagon could have 
reached out and touched it, Dike pulled 
his horse up sharply. 

Scratched with something sharp in the 
sandstone were the words "OHO SACO . "  
Dike studied it for a moment, thinking 
that the scratching looked very fresh, and 
wondering if it had just been some casual 
marking on a canyon wall, or if it had been 
put there for a purpose, maybe a message 
for someone. 

Dike rode on again, still wondering. 
Around another bend in the road he 

came upon two empty freight wagons 
stopped in the road. The way his heart 
jumped up in his throat told him who it 
was, even before he spied the dark red hair. 

Today she had on a dress again, instead 
of the old overalls. Not the green one, but 
this time a blue cotton, long and full 
skirted, with bands of red and yellow and 
black rick-rack giving it a gay, almost 
partyish look. 

Todd Merritt had apparently just fin
ished patching a busted tug. He looked up 
and gave Dike a friendly smile as if they 
l1adn't nearly come to blows the last time 
they talked. 

Dke reined up beside him. " Need any 
help, Mr. Merritt ? "  

The older man hopped u p  opto the 
wagon seat. "Thanks, no. Got 'er fixed, I 
think. "  

His team moved on. Dike dropped back 
to ride alongside the girl's wagon. 

"Looks like you're haulin' again for the 
C Bar S ?" 

She gave him a half angry glance, 
sparked with malice. 
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" I  went to see Mr. Briscoe about it," 
she said. "He was glad to give us the 
work. " 

Something about the complacent way 
she said it gave Dike Evans a sharp stab 
that might have been jealousy. He didn't 
let it show in his face. 

"Where did you take these loads ? I 
didn't see any fresh tracks goin' up to the 
ranch this mornin'." 

"We took them to the Ojo Seco. Wind
mill parts and lumber." 

Dike blinked. Ojo Seco-pronounced 
OHO SACO-might be spelled that way 
by someone who didn't know Spanish. 

The Ojo Seco was about the choicest 
grass land on the C Bar S, but the spring 
always went dry by mid-summer so that 
they were never able to use it to the best 
advantage. They planned to dig a well at 

. the old spring, put up a windmill and a new 
line camp. Dike had been trying to keep an 
eye on things, sometimes to camp a man 
at spots where major freight loads were 
dumped. But he hadn't known they were 
starting on the Ojo Seco. 

Dike suddenly reined his horse over 
closer to the wagon. He swung a leg over 
the saddle, gave a little jump and landed 
on the wagon seat beside her. 

" Mind if I ride with you a ways ?" 
Lucy Merritt had given a startled little 

jump, pulled on the reins as if to stop the 
team, then let them go on again. 

"You might have waited until you were 
invited !"  

Dike grinned. "That might have been 
quite a while." 

"You're too big for me to try to throw 
off the wagon." 

Dike sobered. " I'll get off if you say 
the word." 

She threw him a half puzzled, half angry 
look. 

"You bother me," she said. "If -you're 
trying out your charm on me because you 
think my father-" 

" My intentions are strictly honorable, "  
Dike interrupted her. 

She flushed a little. "Then-you better 
get back on your horse. You're wasting 
your time." 

"Why ? I've already apologized for the 
way I talked to your pop the other day. 
You might even like me-if you'd give me 
a chance." 

She shrugged. " I  might," she agreed. 
" But I don't intend to." 

"vVhy not ?" 

THIS TIME she did pull up the team. 
She turned to face him, her eyes an
gry. 

"All right-if you want it in plain 
English. I'm poor. We've always been 
poor-although it isn't Dad's fault. He's 
worked hard. But I want something better. 
I've always figured that a girl ought to be 
able to fall in love with a man with prop
erty-just as easy as one without." 

"Someone like Vendi Briscoe--or Tom 
Gilroy ?" 

She shrugged. "Why not ? They're both 
good looking, nice mannered, kind . • . •  " 

"And rich." 
"And rich ! " 
" I  see what you mean," Dike said quiet

ly. 
He didn't look at her again. He didn't 

want her to see hov<· deeply she had finally 
succeeded in hurting him. He hadn't 
blamed her for being mad when he'd 
quarrelled with her father. He had even 
liked her all the better for refusing to dance 
with him-but this was different. This was 
shaking him all over with a fury that was 
part anger, part wounded pride-and whol
ly jealousy. He had never laid rough hands 
on a woman in his life, but now he wanted 
to do it now. He wanted to take her across 
his knee and spank her until she cried. He 
wanted to put his arms around her and 
hold her tight-to kiss her until he aroused 
some response in her cold and calculating 
little heart. 

He swung down over the wagon wheel. 
If he had looked at her then he would 

have seen the torment of indecision in her 
eyes-something like sharp regret-and it 
might have brought him back But he didn't 
turn. He checked his horse, stepped into 
the saddle. He kept the pony at an even 
lope the remaining few miles to town. 

The sheriff's office was locked. Folks in 
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the street told him that Sheriff Walton had 
gone to Kansas City for an operation, and 
his deputy was in a far corner of the 
county investigating a knifing at a M eji
cano Saturday night dance. 

I \I SAM Turner's General Merchandise 
Store Dike bought a box of crackers 
and a tin of sardines, then asked the 

clerk if they had any small sixshooters. 
"Lemme ask Sam," said the clerk and 

went back to the office. 
Turner himself came out. "I heard you 

wasn't carryin' go-bangs any more on the 
C Bar S," he said, shifting his cigar. 
Dike grinned. "A little one might be 

handy to shoot rabbits with !" 
"And to keep out of the boss's sight ?" 

Turner chuckled. "I don't stock anything 
but forty-fours and forty-fives. " He 
paused, frowning th<;mghtfully. "You in 
an awful big hurry, Dike ?" 
"Not special," the cowboy shrugged. 

"Just hate to keep a bartender waitin'. 
Why ?" 
"I believe I know where I can get you 

a thirty-two-used but in good shape. Go 
ahead and wet your whistle-and come 
back." 
"Thanks," said Dike._ "I will. " 
Up the street he paused in front of the 

Red ·Mule Saloon. He had been of half a 
mind to get rousing drunk. But now the 
idea sort of soured on him. Deadening his 
hurt a little while with liquor wouldn't help 
much. He wanted to cut the ache for Lucy 
Merritt out of his heart-quick and for 
good. 
He thought of Mary Gilroy, and knew 

suddenly that he was going to keep that 
date he had made with her, half in fun, 
for Sunday. He was also going to do his 
damnedest to fall in love with Mary. That 
ought to be a quick and .pleasant way to 
get over his woman trouble. 
As he stood there, the saloon door opened 

and Tom Gilroy and Vencil Briscoe came 
out. Gilroy spoke casually : 
"Hello, Dike." And to Briscoe : "See 

you tomorrow, Vence." 
Dike looked at the slender, fair haired 

man beside him. Briscoe's eyes were bright, 

his cheeks flushed, and his step unsteady. 
"You'd better soak your head in a tub 

of cold water before Auntie sees you," he 
said dryly. 
Briscoe grinned. "Tha(s the truth ! " 

He put a hand familiarly on Dike's shoul
der, and the cowboy found himself resent
ing it enough to move away. "I hope you 
keep this under yotir hat, Dike." 
Dike shrugged. "Sure." 
"As a matter of fact, I don't approve of 

drinking myself-but you know how it is 
-sometimes you've got to take one with 
the fellows-or they'll think you're a sissy." · 
"Yeah," said Dike. "How 'bout them 

new hands you were goin' to hire for the 
C Bar S ?" 
Briscoe clapped him on the shoulder 

again. "It's all taken care of, " he assured 
the cowboy. "Gilroy has a bunch of good 
men lined up for us. They'll come next 
week-or the next." 
"I see, " said Dike and went on into the 

saloon, but all he had to drink was one 
beer. 
Leaving town half an hour later, the 

secondhand .32 Sam. Turner had got for 
him was in the armpit holster under his 
shirt. He had a shamed feeling about 
carrying a hidden gun, but he knew that 
when word got around that C Bar S cow
boys rode unarmed, the scavengers would 
really begin to move in. 
Dike had had half a mind to jump Sam 

Turner out again about freight shortages, 
but he haG{ decided that was up to Briscoe 
now. 
On his ·way out he passed a small frame 

house where two freight wagon teams were 
being unhitched. He didn't turn his head. 

' 

L

UCY Merritt was putting supper on 
the table when her father came in. He 
had been down town all afternoon. 

Probably playing poker again, Lucy 
thought. She didn't particularly object. 
Even a poor man had to have some amuse
ment, and Todd Merritt usually did a little 
better than break even. 
But tonight she saw .that he was wor

ried. He ate hurriedly, almost without 
speaking, then got up, went to the cup-
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board where h e  kept his sixshooter and 
strapped it around his hips. 

The girl's eyes widened. 
"Dad-what's the matter ?"  
He hesitated, then came around the 

table and put a hand on her shoulder. 
"I've got to go out again tonight, honey. 

Don't worry. I 'll be as careful as I can ."  
Lucy came -up out of  her chair in  a 

hurry. "But-but, Dad ! What's the mat
ter ? You don't usually carry a gun ! "  

" Look, Lucy-I hear a lot o f  gossip 
around town. Usually I keep it under my 
hat if it ain't any of my business. But to
night I was propositioned-and I don't like 
it. Not a damn bit. So now I 'm goin' out 
to Ojo Seco to see if I can sorta clean up 
my reputation with a man named Dike 
Evans. And after this we don't haul no 
more freight for the C Bar S ! " 

Lucy gasped. She put a hand on her 
father's arm and shook him. 

"You're talking riddles ! Tell me what 
you mean ! "  

"No. If I don't come back-I don't want 
you to know nothin'. " 

"Then I 'm going with you."  
He sat her firmly back down in her chair. 

He bent and kissed her cheek. 
"You're goin' to stay right here," he 

ordered. "And if you love your ol' daddy 
-you'll start packin' up our things. After 
tonight we're goin' to move on to new 
stompin' grounds." 

· Lucy knew when it was time to stoo , 
arguing. She stayed where she was until 
she heard him ride away, then got up and 
hurriedly changed from the blue calico 
dress to the old overalls. 

They only had one saddle and one saddle 
horse, so she climbed aboard one of the 
fat backed work mares, dug a hand tight 
in the mane, and started for the Ojo Seco 
at a lumbering gait, maddening for its 
slowness . . . .  

Dike Evans reached the Ojo Seco just at 
dusk. He unsaddled, led his horse a 
quarter of a mile away and hobbled him. 
Then he came back, ate a supper of crackers 
and sardines, without any water to wash 
them down. With the pile of lumber as a 
back rest of sorts, his saddle-blanket 

wadded for a pillow he sat down to wait 
the night out. 

Maybe he was taking needless precau
tions. He knew that his nerves were jumpy 
these days, knowing how vulnerable C Bar 
S property was in a dozen different spots. 
He hadn't been able to get it out of his 
mind that those scratched words ORO 
SACO meant something more than casual 
scrawling on a canyon wall. It was some
thing that he could have ridden by fifty 
times and never even noticed-something 
that only once in a hundred times would 
have held any meaning for him. Yet it 
could be a message-a message to some
body that a load of freight had gone up to 
Ojo Seco-and was to be unguarded to
night. 

The minutes of his first hour of wait
ing ticked by endlessly. He wished he 
could smoke. Contrary to Miss Lovelady's 
orders, he carried the makin's with him, 
but he didn't know how far the glow of a 
burning cigarette could be seen on a black 
night. 

He shifted a little on the hard board 
seat, cradled his head sideways against the 
saddle-blanket and dozed for awhile. 

A sound . that was somehow different 
from the usual night noises jerked him 
awake. He lay without moving, straining 
his ears to identify it. 

Then he got it : the low rhythmic thump
ing of a galloping horse-gradually com
ing closer. He identified the direction and 
shifted his own position to lie stretched 
out behind a bank of new lumber. 

The horse came on. . . . then suddenly 
stopped. Dike lav motionless, trying to 
figure out what it meant. A man on a 
horse couldn't carry away enough stuff to 
amount to anything-and there were no 
cattle on this part of the C Bar S range 
now. 

HE LOOKED at the stars and counted 
time again . . . long minutes that 
seemed to stretch out endlessly. 

Then just when he was about to decide 
that it could only be some innocent passing 
rider, he heard another noise-much clos
er : the unmistakable scuff of a man's boot 
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The noue of the 
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on a rock-then the soft thud of boots in 
the grassy turf, walking fast, almost run
ning. 

Dike flattened still more. There was no 
moon, but there was starlight, and a cow
boy's eyes are used to darkness. 

The shape moving toward him looked 
tall and thin, a little stoop shouldered. Dike 
suddenly understood that this man was ex
pecting someone else, and that he, like 
Dike had left his horse some distance away. 

The figure moved around behind the 
pile of lumber, squatted in its shadow, so 
close that Dike was afraid the other man 

could hear him breathe. The cowboy lay 
still. 

The silence didn't last long. The new 
sound was the rumbling of freight wagons, 
and Dike could tell that their drivers were 
urging their teams along at a fast trot. 

The gun under his arm was a comfort
ing thing now. Cautiously he shifted so 
that his fingers were on the butt, the noise 
of the wagons close enough now to cover 
any slight noise he made. 

The lead wagon pulled up not far from 
the lumber pile, and the next instant a dry 
twangy voice spoke quietly : 

"All right, you boys ! Turn around and 
git back right where you come from. I 
got you covered-and I won't mind 
shoo tin' ."  

The second wagon had pulled up close 
to the first. Both men on the drivers' 
seats sat still for a moment, then one of 
them asked : "Is that you, Todd ?"  

"Yes," said Todd Merritt. " I  ain't in  
the habit of  nosin' into somethin' that 
ain't my business-but this time you boys 
got to leave this load alone. Now git ! " 

"All right," the man on the first wagon 
!aid, sounding reluctant. "If that's the way 
you feel about it. But didn't the boss talk to 
you ? He'll make it worth your while. " 

Later Dike Evans knew he should have 
yelled a warning, but until after it was too 
late he didn't think of it. He didn't think 
Todd Merritt would be fooled enough by 
the other's mild tone to stand up, his tall, 
lank figure sharply silhouetted against the 
starlit sky. 

The next instant there was a shot. Todd 
Merritt gave a sharp, startled cry that 
broke off into a gurgle as he pitched {or
ward on his face. 

Dike's armpit gun came out like a 
flash. If Merritt had been· outlined like a 
sitting duck, so were the two drivers of 
the wagons. 

He pulled the trigger. The hammer 
made a metallic click, and that was all. 
He triggered again-and the same thing 
happened. 

One of the drivers said urgently : "What 
was that noise, Bill ?" That was a different 
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voice speaking-a deeply resonant, musi
cal, unforgettable voice. 

"Don't know. Maybe Merritt ain't 
dead." There was another shot into the 
body of the man on the ground. 

Dike had realized suddenly what was 
the matter-that Sam Turner, purposely or 
otherwise, had sold him a gun that wouldn't 
shoot. 

D IKE eased off the pile of lumber 
close to Todd Merritt's body. He 
j udged from the way their heads 

were bobbing back and forth, their shoul
ders moving, as if straining to see through 
the darkness, that the two men had guessed 
his presence now, but still hadn't been able 
to spot him among the dark shapes of the 
lumber pile and windmill parts. 

He reached for the body of Todd Merritt, 
fumbling around in the dark, until his 
fingers closed on the freighter's big .45 .  

A shot so  close that i t  cut the shirt off 
his shoulder and scorched the skin under
neath, winged past him. Another sputted 
into the ground under his nose. He jumped 
back behind the pile of lumber and opened 
a rapid fire. 

" My God, Bill I We better get out of 
here ! "  The man with the deep voice 
called urgently, "There's somebody else 
coming." 

Dike shot again. He heard a yelp of pain 
that told him he had scored, but when he 
pulled the trigger again, it clicked on an 
empty chamber. 

"Throw your guns down-an' get down 
out of them wagons ! "  he called sharply. 
" I've got you covered I "  

They didn't throw down their guns-and 
they didn't get out of the wagons. Instead 
they put the whips to their teams. The 
horses, already excited and frightened by 
the shooting, jumped into a run. 

Swearing to himself, and at himself, for 
not having tried out the .32 Turner had 
sold him, Dike Evans had to stand and 
watch them go. 

The next instant there was a cry be
hind him that turned his knees to jelly. 
It was .a girl's voice, high and frightened, 

and she was comiPg toward him at a lum
bering gallop. 

"Dad ! Where are you ? "  
She yanked her horse to a stop close to 

the lumber, and looked wildly around, then 
after the two freight wagons cutting a wide 
circle back toward the road toward town. 

Dike stepped out of the shadows to meet 
her. She gave a sharp little cry of relief. 

"Oh, Dad I I heard shooting. Are 
you . . .  " 

As he came closer she suddenly rec
ognized the cowboy. 

"Dike Evans ! What-what are you do
ing here ? "  

Under different circumstances Dike 
might have reminded her curtly that he had 
a perfect right to be here-which she didn't. 

She had calmed herself down some, and 
when she spoke Dike could sense that she 
was trying to puzzle this out, in the mean
time trying not to say the wrong thing. 

" I-I was looking for my father. He
he said he might come out here ."  

" He did," said Dike. "Lucy--can I 
borrow your horse ?"  

I T WAS in his  mind that he  could take 
her horse and perhaps catch 11P with 
the freight wagons, but as soon as he 

said it, he knew that wouldn't do. He had 
two guns, but one was empty, one no good. 
It was also doubtful whether the panting, 
fat mare Lucy was on could catch them. 
And he couldn't leave a frightened girl 
alone here with her dead father. Until day
light she would not be able to find the 
horses he and Todd Merritt had hobbled 
and turned loose some distance from the 
dry spring. 

"Dad isn't in one of those wagons ?''  
" No." 
" He-he's all right ? There was shoot

ing-and I was scared for a minute I "  
Dike swallowed. "I'm afraid he's not 

all right. "  
"You mean he's hurt ? Where i s  he ?" 

With a lithe movement she slipped off the 
old mare, and took a step toward the cow
boy. 

Dike wanted to put his arms around her 
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-to make easy something that could never 
be easy. 

"Lucy-I'm sorry," Dike said, finding 
it hard to put into words. " Your dad is 
gone-he's dead." 

She stood still for a moment. Dike 
heard her suck in her breath with a 
shocked sob. Then she backed away. 

"You killed him ! You arrogant C Bar 
S cmvboys think you can do anything and 
get away with it ! You think there's no 
law to protect folks like us ! "  

"No ! "  
"Yes, you did ! Dad said h e  was going 

to meet you here ! He warned me that 
there was something ugly going on. lie 
said we wouldn't haul for the C Bar S 
any more. We were going away-after to
night. But tonight he came out here to 

protect C Bar S property-and because he 
was honest-you killed him I "  

Dike heard the note of rising hysteria i n  
her voice. 

" Shut up !"  he said curtly. "You're a 
little fool ! You know damn well you don't 
think that--or you wouldn't be accusin' me 
of it so brash-way out here--without no 
protection ! " 

His very harshness seemed to calm her 
down a little. 

"I'm no fool !"  she said sharply. "And 
I'm not without protection."  

Even in  the dark, Dike could see the 
swift movement of her hand to her waist, 
the outline of the sixshooter she swung 
up. She held it out at arm's length, gin
gerly, as if half afraid of it-but pointing at 
him. 

(To be continued In the next i111ue) 

W O R S H I P  i n  i h e  W E S T  0 LD-TIMERS tell an interesting story 
about the little, old, frame edifice, now 
deserted, that stands today on a emall 

hill overlooking what used to be the hell-roar
ing town of Chinese Camp, Calif. In the early 
1870s that church stood next door to a saloon 
and gambling den. Its pastor complained the 
noise made by revelers disturbed his Sunday 

services. "Okay," said the saloon-keeper, "if 
you want to be nearer Heaven, we'll put you 
there." 

One Saturday night a large group of 
miners, fortified by red-eye, lifted up that 
church bodily, carried it out of town, and 
set it down on the hilltop ! 

In Santa Rosa, Calif., stands the First 
Baptist Church, which was built in 1872 en
tirely of lumber milled from one giant red
wood tree, whose stump may he seen today 
about 25 miles away. 

Also in California is the Church of Our 
Lady of Mount Carmel at Asti, shaped like a 
huge wine barrel, located in a pioneer wine• 
«rowing district. A Baptist church that u��.-l to 
be a railroad chapel car is now perma:t�ntly 

placed at Green Lake, Wis. An old frame 
church in Slater, Mo., bas never had music in 
its services, the doors and windows having 
been purposely built so narrow that no organ 
or piano could be brought inside. 

Gospel Tabernacle, 40 by 70 feet, at West 
Yellowstone, Mont., was built by Pastor A. B. 
Stubbs, a backwoodsman from Wisconsin, 
with his own hands, felling the timber him
self, sawing it into lumber, and nailing it into 
position. The job took him 8 � years. 

At Central City, S. D., the Chicago & North 
Western Railway leased its passenger-freight 
depot a few yean ago to the local Methodist 
Church for religious services for 99 years at 
one dollar a year. 

St. Anthony's Chapel, standing in a grove 
at Festina, Iowa, near the ruins of an old 
Army post, Fort Atkinson, is one of the 
world's smallest churches. Measuring 12 by 
20 feet, it contains only four pews, seating 
eight persons. An even tinier Iowa edifice is 
the Little Church of Grundy Center, 4 by 6 
feet, built by L. D. Coffin, in which services 
are held every Sunday. 

Churches for children only include the 
Little Church of Dinuba, Calif., a frame edi· 
fice ·which stands on a plot 34 by 23 feet 
beside the parent First Methodist Church ; the 
undenominational Village Children's Church 
at Whittier, Calif., also frame, 30 by 15 feet ; 
and the undenominational House of God, a 
handgome stone edifice at Mooseheart near 
Aurora, Ill. Mooseheart is a complete town in 
itself, maintained for orphaned children of 
deeeased members of the Moose Lodge. --Freeman H. Hubbard 
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what se/1/essness and courage meant 

"It's just that I'm no 
good for you, Jill" 
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DUSK in the valley of the Platte Riv
er deepened from lavender to pur
ple. The long wagon train, shrouded 

in billowing dust, creaked and rumbled to a 
halt in the gathering darkness. Up ahead 
big Amos Stroud, the trail boss, had picked 
out his campsite on the flats beside the 
stream. The forming of a ring began, 
teamsters shouting and cracking whips, 
horses snorting and bucking into the traces, 
axles groaning and equipment jangling, as 
the heavy wagons wheeled into position 
for the night. 

Jill Marden j umped down to help her 
father unharness, once their Conestoga had· 
settled into its place in the ragged circle. 
It was an old story now, everybody knew 
his job and did it. They had come a long 
way from St. Louis-beyond that, for the 
Mardens, whose home had been in Con
necticut. Now they were between Fort 
Kearney and Laramie on the Gteat Salt 
Lake Trail. So far there had been no In
dians, no devastating storms or serious 
trouble, but today there were rumors of 
sickness in the tra'in. The Klenk family 
was stricken, people said, and nobody could 
diagnose the illness. 

Leading their horses to water, Jill Mar
den saw that painted woman from St. 
Louis, Nora Bell, leaning idly against a 
tall wheel, smoking a cigarette and watch
ing the dust-hazed industry with a serene 
smile. Even after a long hard day on the 
trail, Nora Bell somehow looked glowing
fresh, cool and immaculate. Jill Marden's 
brown eyes flashed between narrowed lids, 
and her dry, chapped lips tightened over 
white teeth. 

What's that wonian doing with a wagon 
train! Jill thought again, bitter and resent
ful. She doesn't belong out here, the dance
hall hussy ! She's no pioneer. She should 

WOMAN 

have stayed in her sinkhole of sin, back 
there on the Mississippi. 

Nora Bell raised an indolent hand to the 
girl. " Can I help you with the horses, 
dearie ? You look awful tired." 

"No, thanks, I 'm all right," Jill Marden 
said ungraciously. " You might get hurt
or dirty." 

Nora Bell laughed, a clear rippling sound 
in the shadowy din and confusion. "Heav
ens, I couldn't be any dirtier than I am 
now. And I don't hurt very easy, Jill." 

"Smoke your cigarette," Jill said with 
attempted hauteur, tugging on the reins, 
tripping over a rock as she plunged on to
ward the river, and barely saving herself 
from falling. 

· 

Nora Bell laughed softly. "Don't you 
get hurt, honey." 

Jill Marden strode on, blind and hot with 
fury, hauling angrily at the reins. Why was 
it that J ezebel could make her feel so 
young and silly, awkward and stupid ? 

I hate her ! Jill thought fiercely. I hate 
her worse than anything else in the world. 

The Platte, flowing calmly between low 
willow-screened banks, was lined with 
drinking horses and cattle, watched over by 
bearded, trail-gaunt men in buckskin o r  
homespun, with here and there a blue Un
ion tunic in evidence. The sun was gone 
behind the Roc�ies in the west, the last 
faint streaks of sunset fire fading on the 
skyline, and the river was a dull flat silver 
sheen in the twilight. In the distance 
wolves howled mournfully, and coyotes lift
ed their lonely weird cry. 

Tom Carberry, a blond young Massa
chusetts man, had just finished watering 
his team when Jill Marden reached the 
shore. "I'd like to dive in there myself," 
he said in his quiet way. "How are you 
standing it, Jill ?" 

By Roe Richmond 
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"Fine, Tom, "  she replied. " Is i t  true 
about the Klenks ?" 

"Afraid so, Jill. They're pretty sick. 
Nobody knows what it is. Or if they do, 
they aren't telling." 

"You think it might be-contagious ?" 
Tom Carberry shrugged his strong shoul

ders. "I don't know. And there's no sense 
in worrying about it. Too bad for the 
Klenks, that's all." 

''Can't Doc Hulman help them at all ?" 
" I  guess not, " Tom Carberry said. 

"Well, Jill, I 'll see you this evening-! 
hope." 

"If you aren't in the male audience 
around Nora Bell," she said, laughing 
shortly. 

"I won't be. Rodrill's taking over there, 
it looks like." 

Tom Carberry saluted and headed back 
into the oval, where camp-fires were al
ready blurring the gloom with orange 
light. Letting her horses muzzle into the 
stream, Jill Marden looked after him 
thoughtfully. A nice boy, Tom Carberry, 
courteous and considerate, mild and pleas
ant, yet strong and self-reliant, a tall trim 
figure with a fine blond head, clean cut 
features, and steady grey eyes. A sober 
decent young gentleman. But Rodrill, she 
thought. Rodrill was a man to make all 
others seem slight, pallid, lifeless and in
significant. 

Except for Rodrill, who had been a 
Confederate cavalryman, all the people in 
the wagon train were Union, from the 
North and East. Some said he had been 
with John Mosby's guerrillas. The war 
was over, of course, but feeling still ran 
high. Rodrill himself never showed any, 
and not even the toughest Northerners 
cared to call Rod. He was a special guard, 
a kind of assistant to the Indian scout, 
Baldock , · hired for his skill with guns in 
all types of warfare. Just thinking of 
Rodrill sent strange shivers along Jill 
Marden's spine. And now that cheap saloon 
singer, Nora Bell, had Rod under her 
bewitching spell. 

Suddenly Rodrill was there beside her, 
his soft drawling voice in her ear : "Hullo 
there, little girl." 

Jill Marden turned, her breath catching 
in her throat, the blood leaping in her veins, 
thankful that darkness hid the telltale 
flush of her cheeks. "Hullo there, big 
man,"  she answered impudently. 

Rodrill was a big man, tall and rangy 
with wide shoulders and long arms and 
legs, who moved with effortless ease and 
grace. His hair waved darkly under his 
pushed-back hat, his eyes were black, 
piercing and intense. A smiling man with 
sadness in his eyes, gay and bitter at once, 
slightly scornful yet strangely gentle. A 
fighting man, his gun belt low on his lean 
thighs, heavy revolving pistols holstered 
on either leg. A gallant and daring man, 
Rodrill, graceful in the saddle or afoot, 
speed and power blended beautifully in his 
long lithe frame. 

"Another day, Jill," he said. "They're 
running mostly the same. " 

" You're disappointed ?" she j ibed. " No" 
Indians to kill ."  

Rodrill smiled gravely, turning his  dark 
head from side to side. "I don't mind hav
ing it peaceful, little girl, None whatever. 
I can stand a lot of peace and quiet ."  

" You're changing. They say love does 
that to a man."  

" Love ?" Rodrill laughed quietly. " Has 
that come my way at last ? Tell me about 
it, Jill ."  

"There's someone far more experienced 
to tell you, Rod," the girl said. "A woman 
wise with the wisdom of the ages ! "  

Rodrill frowned reproachfullly. " Even 
the cutest little kittens have long sharp 
claws, don't they, Jill ?" 

They were close together in the dimness, 
and Jill Marden felt herself drawn irresist
ibly to this man, her ·slender body fairly 
aching to be held in those great long arms, 
crushed to the sinewy male strength of 
him. 

" I-I'll be getting back to supper, " she 
murmured. 

"Just a minute, Jill ."  
Rodrill must have sensed the hunger in 

her, for his arms closed gently around her. 
The girl's free arm encircled him, her head 
tipping back, her lips, full and quivering, 
lifted to his. He bent and kissed her, quick 
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and clean and hard, then let her go i n  spite 
of the insistence of her ripe mouth. 

" No, little girl," Rodrill said, so low it 
was scarcely audible. " No, Jill, no. " 

" But why, Rod ? Is it that Nora Bell ?" 
He smiled with a somber shake of his 

head. " Not her, not anybody. It's j ust 
that I'm no good for you, J ill. "  

"Is that for you to say-alone ?" 
"Yes, I reckon so. I know myself pretty 

well, Jill." 
"I'm not a child I "  she cried scornfully. 
"I know you're not. At first, I thought 

you were. But this would only hurt you." 
The dark eyes and weathered face were 
brooding, almost morbid. 

"Perhaps I want to be hurt, Rod." 
"But I don't want you to be. I won't 

let you be, Jill." He turned abruptly to the 
river. "Don't let them drink too much." 

HURT and angered, Jill Marden pulled 
her team away from the water, and 
was ready to start for camp without 

a word, when the huge broad bulk of big 
Amos Stroud, the �agon boss, loomed 
beside them. Always afraid of Stroud, she 
shrank away a little, but lingered as he 
ignored her presence and spoke directly to 
Rodrill. 

"The Klenks'll never travel tomorrow, 
Roddy." 

"We can carry them along some way, 
Amos," said Rodrill. 

" No, they're too sick," Amos Stroud 
insisted gruffly. In the vague light, his 
face looked scared and evil, his iron j aws 
set- and bulging. A burly giant of a man, 
Stroud towered even above Rodrill's rangy 
height with a ruthless domineering air of 
masterful might and power. "They're dyin', 
Roddy," he went on. "Have to leave 'em. 
Don't want no epidemic out here." 

"An epidemic would have broken out 
by now. " 

"Can't take no chance of it," Stroud in
sisted. " Can't risk all them lives for one 
family. The Klenks are done for, just a 
matter of time. N othin' to do but leave 
'em."  

" We can't do  that, Amos," said Rodrill 
with calm emphasis. 

"We're doin' it," growled Amos Stroud. 
" I'm bossin' this outfit, boy ! "  

"All right, Amos," drawled Rodrill. 
" You'll be losing Baldock and me-and a 
lot of others." 

The giant glared at him. "Mutiny, huh ?" 
"Humanity, I 'd  call it, " Rod rill said 

mildly. 
" We'll see, mister. We'll see about 

this." Stroud spat contemptuously toward 
Rodrill's boots, and wheeled away into the 
darkness. 

"There's going to be trouble, Rod," 

warned Jill Marden. 
"Don't you worry, little girl. Baldy and 

I can take care of it." 
"What's the matter with Doc Hulman ? "  
"Afraid, for one thing. Stupid, for an

other. He won't try to help the Klenks. 
And nobody else-womenfolks, I mean
will go near that wagon."  

" Mother and I will," Jill declared. 
" Mom's a good nurse. " 

"You haven't seen them," Rodrill re
minded gently. 

"Is it that bad ?" she asked in horror 
and despair. 

'' It's pretty bad, Jill," he admitted. "But 
we aren't leaving them to die alone here ."  

"Somebody'll have to care for them, 
Rod. " 

"Yes, we'll find somebody. But not you 
or your mother. " 

"Watch out for Amos Stroud," she 
warned. 

"He doesn't worry me," Rodrill said. 
"But the rest of it does-some." 

When Jill's mother heard about the 
Klenks, she had to be forcibly restrained 
from rushing to the stricken wagon. Fat 
Mrs. Pollen returned from a brief visit 
to the sick family in time to help dissuade 
Mrs. Marden. 

"Oo-ooh, but it's horrible I" moaned the 
large woman. "They're all bloated and 
broken out, burnin' and crazy with fever, 
smellin' somethin' terrible. You can't help 
'em, Mrs. Marden. Nobody can help them 
poor souls. Only God in His mercy can 
keep it from spreadin' and killin' us all ! " 

"Somebody could bathe and clean them, 
feed them broth and comfort them a little," 
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Mrs. Marden persisted, still anxious t o  go. 
" Not you, Alice, " said her husband. 

"There are younger and stronger women, 
women without families." 

"vVhy don't they get busy then ? It's not 
like pioneer people to let their neighbors 
suffer and die untended. " 

" Someone will step in, Alice, " said Mr. 
Marden soothingly, but he was beginning 
to doubt it himself. 

These emip,-rants would face Indians, 
outlaws, wild animals, and the fury of the 
elements, but this mysterious malady made 
them cower back, fearful and helpless. 
Marden was a brave man, but no good in 
a sick room, and there were many like him. 
The women, whose natural job it was, were 
afraid of bringing back disease and death 
to their own families. 

THAT evening, as usual, most of the 
unattached young males of the caravan 
were clustered about Nora Bell. In 

the flickering firelight, the St. Louis wom
an was undeniably beautiful and alluring, 
her red hair gleaming, her green eyes flash
ing, her voluptuous figure exciting and ex
otic. Poised and polished, sleek and sophis
ticated, she reigned like a queen over 
humble and devoted subjects, the rough, in
articulate men vying with one another for 
a smiling glance; a casual word from Nora 
Bell. 

It was disgusting, Jill Marden thought, 
to see frontiersmen brought to heel by a 
perfumed creature from the fleshpots of 
St. Louis and the Mississippi River. A 
trollop who had no use for any of them, 
outside of Rodrill, Tom Carberry perhaps, 
and big Amos Stroud because of his lead
ership. Jill was relieved to see that Rod 
was not in attendance, not yet anyway, and 
Carberry was staying away from Nora as 
he had promised. Stroud was probably in 
conference somewhere with the gun-hands 
and strong-arm men, who assisted him in 
running the train. 

Nora Bell was singing to a rapt audience, 
when Tom Carberry came to the Marden 
wagon, conversed pleasantly with Jill's 
parents, and took the girl finally for a 
stroll around the smoky firelit enclosure. 

Tom was not exc1tmg like Rodrill, Jill 
reflected, but there was something solid 
and reliable about him, a quiet pleasure in 
being with him. He was better looking 
and nicer than Rod, but her affection for 
Tom was a kind of sisterly one, while for 
Rodrill it was a singing flame, a rapturous 
floodtide of feeling. 

She could marry Tom Carberry, she 
knew, but not Rodrill. No room in his life 
for women, Rod said. Maybe it was the 
unattainable that intrigued her so, she de
cided ruefully. 

"There's something brewing, " Carberry 
remarked, after a time. " It'll break in the 
morning sure." 

" I  know, Tom," said Jill Marden. 
" Stroud wants to leave the Klenks, and 
Rodrill won't agree to it." 

"Amos Stroud's got enough backing to 
control this train, Jill ." 

" They'll think twice before jumping 
Rod rill  and Baldock though. "  

"He's tryin' to figw·e out the 
horsepower" 

"Two good men, " Carberry said. " But 
what can two men do against a whole 
crew ? Even two like Rod and Baldy ?" 

They wandered into a deserted bend of 
the great circle and paused in the shadow 
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of a big Murphy wagon, well away from 
the nearest fire. Stars sparkled overhead 
in the thinly clouded sky, and a mellow ris
ing moon rimmed the near cloud streamers 
with golden fire. They stood shoulder to 
shoulder, warm and friendly, awed by the 
vast sweeping beauty of the wilderness 
night. 

" Why don't we get married, Jill ?" asked 
Tom Carberry. " It's what I want more 
than anything. Our folks approve of it 
on both sides. What are we waiting for ? "  

"Time, Tom, I need a little more time. " 
" It's Rodrill," he said. "And a waste 

of time-for you. No woman will ever 
hold Roddy. " 

" I  just want to be sure, Tom, " mur
mured the girl. 

"All right, Jill ." 
Carberry pulled her close in a loose easy 

embrace. Her mouth invited him, and Car
berry pressed his own down with steady 
force. 

Pleasant, Jill thought. But not like Rod's 
kisses. It doesn't carry me away like 
Rod rill does. Still, it's sweet and nice, like 
Tom himself. 

SHE DREW away, and Carberry made 
no effort to hold her. "Let's walk 
along, Tom." Carberry nodded, his 

fair head silvered by moonlight. "That 
poor Klenk family," Jill said. "I keep 
thinking about them." 

Near the Klenk wagon the air was 
tainted with the evil odor of illness ve-rg
ing on death, and Jill shuddered uncon
trollably against Carberry. The mother 
and two younger children were in the 
wagon, the father and older boy bedded 
down beneath it. The sound of their 
breathing was a tortured moaning rasp, 
broken by hideous outcries of unbearable 
torment. 

Jill Marden fled suddenly, dragging 
Carberry after her, chilled and nauseated, 
her skin crawling and her scalp prickling 
with horror. 

" I  understand now why people keep 
away," Jill said. 

" It's worse when you see them, " Car
berry told her. 

The girl shivered violently. " I  couldn't 
stand it, Tom. " 

" Nobody can, I guess. Not even Doc 
Hulman. It's rough on the Klenks though. "  

They made a complete circuit, return
ing to the Marden Conestoga. The young 
men were still crowded around Nora Bell's 
stand, but she was no longer singing. Jill 
saw with dismay that Rodrill had taken 
her aside and was talking earnestly to her. 
Nora's bright copper head nodded as she 
listened. They were a striking couple in 
the crimson campfire glare. They made Jill 
feel small, shabby and insignificant, dis
satisfied with herself and Tom Carberry. 

The male audience did not like Rodrill's 
intrusion and monopoly of Nora Bell, but 
none of them wanted to stand up and face 
the big Southerner. Some had seen him 
use those guns, and all had heard about 
his prowess as a gun-fighter. 

Rodrill went on talking gravely to the 
red-haired woman. Listening carefully, no 
longer smiling, Nora Bell's sober face took 
on a strength and character that Jill had 
never noticed before. At last they walked 
off together, Nora swaying with a dancer's 
grace beside Rodrill. 

F IRED with unreasonable rage, hatred 
for Nora Bell and a hopeless passion 
for Rodrill, Jill Marden guided Tom 

Carberry between two wagons and out
side of the ring. "' The moon, turning silver 
as it climbed, whitened the plain and laid 
a glittering path across the Platte River. 
The spicy smell of sage was on the air. 

" What's the matter, Jill ?" asked Tom 
Carberry, puzzled by her suddenly dis
traught state. 

In reply the girl flung herself at him, 
locking her arms about him with surpris
ing strength. She pressed her di-n pliant 
body against him with desperate urgc:J.LJ 
and compelled him with her eyes. JiiJ 
Marden was lovely in the moonlight, het 
brown hair curling softly back from the: 
wide brow, her eyes shining, lips partly 
open. 

"Kiss me, Tom," she commanded. 
Carberry obeyed eagerly. This time it  

was better, this time it set her blood to 
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coursing like liquid-fire, her heart t o  trip
ping like a hammer, her brain to reeling. 
Even so, Rod rill was with her, his vision 
burning in her mind, and it was like a 
knife in her breast to think of .Rod in the 
expert embrace of that red-headed woman 
from St. Louis. · 

Tom Carberry lifted his blond head. 
" You're thinking of him, Jill ," he accused 
mildly. 

" No, no !" she cried. " I'm not, Tom. 
How could I be thinking of anybody but 
you. Kiss me again, Tom." 

" Not this way, Jill. Not thinking of 
Rodrill. I don't want you that way, Jill. 
It's got to be all for me-or nothing." 

" Don't you want to marry me, Tom ?" 
" Not just because you can't have Rod. " 
" Don't be foolish, Tom." 
" I 'm not, Jill. I 'm being sensible. I 

won't serve as a substitute for Roddy or 
any other man. I want you, but not that 
bad."  

Jill Marden turned away and stared at 
the Platte, rippling smoothly between its 
willows and cottonwoods. 

They would be alone together now, 
mouths and arms interlocked, Rodrill and 
that worthless dancehall creature, that 
green-eyed vulture of a woman. 

It was poison in Jill's throat, acid in her 
veins, a steel blade in her bosom. 

"Let's go back inside, Tom, " she said, 
at length. 

Tom Carberry nodded politely, his fine 
face set and sorrowful. They moved in 
silence between the wagons, back into the 
huge enclosure. The fires were burning low, 
and many of the weary emigrants had 
rolled into their blankets. Across the way 
the groaning and screaming of the Klenk 
family made the night hideous. 

I N THE morning the camp was up early, 
after a troubled restless sleep, with 
people and animals moving wraithlike 

through the cold grey mists from the river. 
Campfires cut red holes in the fog, the odor 
of coffee and bacon filled the greyness, and 
the travelers hastened through breakfast 
before sun up. 

The Klenks were still alive, it  was re-

ported, and quieter this morning. Neither 
Rodrill nor the red-haired woman were 
anywhere in sight, and Jill Marden won
dered if they had fled together in the night. 
It wasn't like Rod to run away from any
thing, but men did unpredictable things 
for a siren like Nora Bell. 

Tension was heavy in the oval, appre
hension rife, and pioneer faces were grim 
and bleak as the men buckled on their guns 
and ch�cked their rifles, before packing up 
and harnessing the horses. Big Amos 
Stroud had said the Klenks were to be 
left behind, while Rodrill declared that they 
were to be taken along with the column. 
Both men had a large following among the 
rank and tile, but Stroud with his gang 
of gun-sharps, was in a better position t() 
dictate. The majority of the men were 
farmers, not gun-fighters. In a final show
down it was likely that Rodrill and Baldock 
alone would stand up against Amos 
Stroud's forces. Rod and Baldy were 
good, but hardly good enough to survive 
such a one-sided battle. The odds would 
be too long against them, overwhelming 
for any two meri to face. 

Jill Marden was relieved when Rodrill 
finally appeared with Baldock, the short 
squat ugly-faced Indian stout, and then 
terrified as the two men set about harness
ing the Klenk horses. There was a general 
movement in that direction, the men drift
ing forward with carbines in hand or 
thumbs hooked into gun belts, the women 
trailing fearfully after them. Heads of  
families vainly entreated their females to 
stay back, but the entire camp was slowly 
converging on the Klenk wagon, a huge 
old Pittsburgh, the sick family all inside it 
now. 

Jill and her mother fell into the proces
sion, stocky Mr. Marden walking ahead of 
them with a rifle in the crook of his arm. 
Not far distant, Tom Carberry and his 
father were pacing side by side, followed 
by his mother, sister, and younger brother. 
Milling about the enclosure, men watched 
one another warily, each wondJring which 
side to take, which side his neighbors would 
stand on. 

A murmur went through the crowd as 
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big Amos Stroud came from his lead wagon 
with six swaggering hard-faced men at 
his heels, a murderous looking crew all 
wearing two six-guns and carrying army 
carbines. A lane opened for them to march 
toward the Klenk wagon. 

Rodrill and Baldock had the team har
nessed now, and were quietly watching the 
approach of Stroud's heavily-armed party 
from the lead wagon. Baldock, broad and 
stolid in his greasy buckskins, casually 
picked up a sawed-off shotgun and held 
it under his right arm, his eyes squinted 
to slits, his jaws moving slowly as he 
munched a chew of tobacco. Rodrill stood 
slouched in easy grace, fully relaxed, his 
strong hawk-face expressionless, his big 
hands hanging near the Colts on his thighs. 

Big Amos Stroud halted about thirty 
feet away, his men fanning out on either 
side of him, a row of seven facing the two 
at the side of the Pittsburgh. Stroud's 
scarred face was all evil now, the eyes as 
baleful as those of some monstrous beast, 
the lips snarled back on his teeth. 

"What you harnessin' that rig for, 
Roddy ?" he demanded. 

"The family's better, " Rodrill drawled. 
"Well enough to travel, Amos. "  

"They ain't travelin'," Amos Stroud said 
flatly. "They're stayin' right here, Roddy. " 

RODRILL moved his head slowly. 
"Baldy and I figure different. Others 
do too. You'd better put it to a vote, 

Amos. "  
" Vote, hell ! I'm givin' the orders here. 

I know what's best for this train. You 
want the whole outfit to get sick and die ?" 

"The Klenks aren't going to die. Unless 
we leave them here alone. "  

"They're a s  good a s  dead now. And s o  
are you, i f  you don't stand aside ! '' 

Rodrill smiled. "Quite a few'll die with 
us. Including you, Amos. " 

" We're seven to your two," Stroud said. 
" Don't be a damn fool." 

Baldock chuckled, elevating the scat
tergun a trifle. "Them odds ain't bad, long 
as I got this little old baby here." 

" You want the Indians comin' down 
on us ?" asked Amos Stroud. 

"The Cheyennes ain't out, Amos, " said 
the scout. 

"It don't take 'em long to start, B aldy. 
Once they spot sickness in the line. Once 
they catch us slowed down by the Klenks. "  

Rodrill said : " You've got n o  case, Amos. 
You j ust don't want to change your mind. 
It'd be murder to leave these people." 

"All right, you and Baldy stay with 
'em. We can get along without you two 
j aspers. " 

" I  don't think so, Amos. This train 
paid for our help and protection. They're 
entitled to get it all the way. " 

" You ain't protectin' 'em ! " sneered 
Stroud. " You're exposin' 'em to death by 
whatever black plague hit the Klenks ."  

" You're stubborn, Amos," said Rod rill. 
"It isn't always a sign of weakness to 
change your mind. It can be a sign of 
smartness, too. " 

Amos Stroud looked over the sea of 
frontier faces, but he could read nothing 
in them. He glanced at the gunmen who 
flanked him on either side. Some of the 
bold bravado and swagger had gone from 
them. They weren't too an.'{ious to face 
Rodrill's six-shooters and Baldock's shot
gun. They might kill those two, but they 
were most likely to die themselves in doing 
so. A setup like this wail suicidal to both 
factions. Rodrill and Baldock would never 
back down. 

Jill Marden was watching tensely, death
ly afraid but filled to bursting with pride 
and admiration for Rodrill. 

How could you help loving a man like 
that? But, she remembered, he belonged 
to that painted strumpet from St. Louis. 
Nora Bell, who was probably still sleeping 
blissfully after a night of rapture. 

" Enough of this damn arguin' ! "  Amos 
Stroud roared. "Take 'em, boys ! "  

Rodrill's elbows went out, his hands 
spread into claws. Baldock's shotgun came 
instantly level and cocked, with an omin
ous click in the abrupt hush. Big Amos 
Stroud's enormous hands hooked the air 
close to his gun butts, and carbines were 
cocked along the row of seven. The tableau 
froze motionless, stark and deadly, trem
bling on the extreme edge of a terrible blast-
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ing explosion. The sun came up red as 
blood in the East, its long level rays dis
persing the last wisps of mist, lighting the 
massed tension within the circle of wagons. 

The sun was straight in the eyes of 
Stroud and his crew, as Rodrill had plan
ned, plotting and waiting for this moment 
of full sunrise. The lead-wagon men 
blinked and winced, wavered uncertain!)' 
in the direct red blaze, and even Big Amos 
Stroud, blinded by the glare, quailed brief
ly. 

Precisely at that moment, Nora Bell ap
peared in the rear of the Pittsburgh, a 
small pistol in her hand pointing squarely 
at Stroud's massive chest, her green eyes 
flaring, her clear ringing voice lashing out 
through the breathless silence. 

" Call off your dogs, Amos ! Or you die 
in your tracks regardless of what hap
pens to the rest of us. I shoot very 
straight ! "  

HUNDREDS of pairs o f  eyes gazed at 
her in . astonishment, hundreds of 
mouths gaped in utter disbelief. 

Nora Bell obviously had spent the night 
in the Klenk wagon . Her face was drawn, 
haggard and stained, her red hair in dis
array, her finery rumpled. The green eyes 
were sunken and infinitely tired. 

Standing there at the tailgate, she swayed 
with weariness, but the gun in her hand 
was steady. The vile smell of the sickness 
exuded from her, polluting the morning 
freshness. All night she had endured that 
stench. The folks of the wagon train 
stared aLher with a we and wonder. 

"vVhat you doin' in that pesthole, 
Nora ? "  shouted Amos Stroud. 

"The crisis has passed, " Nora Bell an
nounced calmly. " The Klenks will live, 
every one of them. They'll need care and 
attention, of course. I'll see that they get 
it. There's nothing for the rest of you to 
be afraid of. Get the wagons rolling, 
Am<;>s. " 

Rodrill smiled fondly at her. " Good girl, 
Nora. I knew you'd do it for us. "  He 
turned to the stunned wagon boss. "All 
right, Amos. Let's get them on the road. " 

B ig Amos Stroud nodded dumbly, dis-

persed his gunhands with an impatient 
gesture, and stalked ponderously back to-
ward the lead wagon. ' 

Slowly, still awed and incredulous, the 
emigrants drifted back to their own wagons, 
but Jill Marden remained rooted there, 
her wide brown eyes fastened on the wom
an from St. Louis. The woman whom she 
thought didn't belong on a wagon train. 
The woman she had scorned as a useless 
wanton creature of il!-fame-N ora Bell, 
who had gone into the odorous hell of 
misery and disease, pulled those peopie 
safely past the climax, and no doubt saved 
the entire cavalcade. A woman in a mil
lion, whatever her gaudy past and dubiom 
antecedents. 

Nora Bell sank weakly back on the tail
board, and Rodrill stepped quickly to her 
side, anxious and solicitous, taking her 
gently in his arms, smoothing her tousled 
red hair, that was aflame with the early 
sunlight. Sudden realization and under
standing came to Jill Marden. 

Those two belonged together. They 
were the same kind of p eople, fearless, 
reckless, strong and wilful, wounded by 
life but unbowed, unbeaten, indomitable. 
They were grown up and matured far be
yond herself and Tom Carbeny. 

Jill Marden wanted to tell them that she 
knew now, that it was right and j ust and 
fitting for them to be together, that she was 
glad and happy for them, wished them 
well all the years of their lives. But she 
didn't know how to do it, she was too shy 
and tongue-tied, and all at once she wanted 
to be with Tom Carberry. 

She turned away to find him, and her 
mouth opened as if for a wild frantic 
scream. 

But no sound came from it. 
Big Amos Stroud had returned o n  the 

far side of the Klenk Pittsburgh, bent on 
wiping out the humiliation that had been 
forced on him in front of the whole train. 
Rounding the back corner of the wagon, 
Stroud set himself on wide-spread boots, 
his six-gun cocked and aimed at Rodrill's 
back. 

Stroud spoke sharply and brought Rod
rill spinning about to look death in the 
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eye. Stroud's mocking laugh boomed out, 
:md his finger tightened on the trigger. 

A TALL slim figure leaped out be
hind the giant trail boss. It was 
Tom Carberry, a long-barreled Colt 

raised like a hatchet. There was a sharp 
flashing arc as the steel whipped wickedly 
downward and beat the big man to his 
knees. 

The gun exploded into the earth. 
Amos Stroud fell slackly forward, brutal 
face buried in the dirt; his great bulk 
sprawling loose and unconscious. 

Rodrill grinned at Carberry. "Thank 
you, Tom. I 'm getting kind of careless, it 
looks like. I'm sure obliged. " 

" It's you and Nora Bell we've all got 
to thank," Tom Carberry said with simple 
dignity. Then Jill Marden was in his arms, 
clinging to him as if her life depended on 
it, sobbing as if her heart was broken. 
Clumsily Tom tried to soothe and comfort 
her, while Rodrill and Nora Bell smiled 
kindly at them, and a new crowd gathered. 

Tom Carberry was one of the heroes 
now, along with Nora Bell, Rodrill and 
Baldock. Walking away on his arm, Jill 
glowed with pride and happiness. She 
wanted to kiss him, but she couldn't in front 
of all those people. But tonight was com
ing, night with its friendly darkness se� 
eluding them, and tonight she would kiss 
him as never before. And this time there 

would be nothing between them, no other 
man in her mind, just Jill Marden and Tom 
Carberry. Together at last, as they should 
be, forever and ever. 

As the wagons swung into line for the 
northwest trek toward Laramie, Rodrill 
rode up beside the Marden wagon, a splen
did figure on his magnificent gray stallion, 
lifting his hat and smiling at Jill , who was 
alone on the driver's seat for the moment. 

"We've got Stroud trussed up for a 
while, " he said. "There won't be any more 
trouble of that kind. " 

"Rod, I 'm sorry and ashamed, " the girl 
murmured. "The things I said and thought 
about Nora Bell. " 

"That's all right, little girl. Nora doesn't 
mind those things." 

" You two belong together, Rod. The 
finest man and woman in the lot." 

Rodrill grinned. " I  wouldn't go that far, 
Jill. But she is my kind of woman, and 
I'm her kind of man, I reckon. You and 
Tom fit pretty well, too, it seems to me. 
A mighty handsome young pair ."  

· 

"Yes, I know now. Tom's the one for 
me. I'd like to help Nora with her nursing 
sometime. If she'll have me, Rod. " 

" Why sure, little girl. Nora'd be happy 
to have you help. She's quite a woman, 
that redhead. A lot' of woman, Jill ."  Rod
rill nodded gravely. 

" She�s the best pioneer woman of them 
all," said Jill Marden. 
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o n  t h e M O UNTAI N 
by PH IL  RAY 

HE RODE swiftly through the rolling 
country, carefully avoiding the thin
ly scattered ranch houses and any 

other signs of human habitation that he 
came across. It was the high country he 
headed toward now ; the land of lava rocks 
and hidden caves, ragged buttes and dead
falls, the kind of country that was a natural 
refuge for the lawless. 

Not until he had cautiously skirted the 
last lonely cabin in the wilderness did he 
slow his pace. Not until he had at last 
found the half-hidden, boulder-strewn trail 
that led tortuously upward did he take 
time to reflect upon his folly. 

Because he was young and therefore 
foolish, because he was in love with a girl, 
he had tried to become rich the quick, easy 
way. 

An unforeseen discovery had caused 
failure even in this. And now, back in 
Alturas, a tired old watchman lay near 
death with a bullet wound in his side. An 
old-time sheriff felt the pain and bitterness 
of loss, the loss of a young deputy who had 
betrayed a trust. And a young girl cried, 

feeling in her heart the greatest pain of all. 
These things because Wade Masters had 
been impatient and could not wait. Be
cause a deputy's pay had been too small 
and did not permit a man to control his 
own destiny. 

Though barely past voting age, physi
cally Wade was a seasoned man, the prod
uct of a raw and vigorous country. He 
rode the center-fire rig with a straight back 
and feet slightly forward inside the five
inch stirrups, his full weight in the saddle, 
the way a California man should ride. 

The last two days had been a hardship 
on him. The dust of a hard ride had settled 
over him and clung to sweat-soaked cloth
ing. His eyes, deep-set to begin with, were 
sunken now and had lost some of their 
clearness. The slanted sun threw harsh 
shadows across his face. A growth of 
beard the color of river-bottom sand com
pleted the gaunt look he had taken on. 

The shadow of a hawk passed before 
him. Instinctively he tensed, drawing up 
on the reins. But the horse, weary from 
the hard ride, did not shy, in fact barely 
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noticed the fleet spectre. Masten looked 
upward at the floating bird. There was 
grace and freedom in its soaring flight. A 
freedom, he thought, which he could now 
never know. 

Now the freedom of Wade Masters was 
in the high trails, in the brakes and the 
deep, hidden canyons ; in the far away 
towns and in cheap, dingy hotels where 
no questions were asked. He saw his future 
thus-hiding and running away. For he 
knew he could not go back and face them. 

There was not even possession of the 
money to ease his feelings in this. He 
pushed on, contemplating these things, un
aware of the fact that he was watched, 
until the sharp explosion shattered the 
mountain stillness. 

Dust spouted in front of him. The horse 
reared back, trembling. 

Wade's right hand fell automatically to 
the walnut stock of the Smith. But he 
did not draw. There was no one in sight, 
nothing to shot at. He glanced furtively 
around him. Another shot could easily 
reach him before he could take to cover. 
He knew the shot had been a warning. The 
next one would be more than that. 

Slowly he lifted his arms. 
"That's right," a voice said. "Now come 

forward and keep your hands right where 
they are ."  

He pushed spurs gently to  his mount 
and the animal moved slowly up the trail. 
They passed under a large, overhanging 
boulder, and the voice was behind them, 
uttering another soft warning. They went 
on fifty paces more. Suddenly the trail 
leveled off. Wade found himself on the 
edge of a flat meadow. A half-dozen hob
bled horses grazed near by. In the dis
tance he heard the soft, bubbling music 
of a mountain spring and became aware 
of the thirst that was in him. 

Two men stepped out into the clearing. 
The younger, a heavy-set man with huge 
shoulders and arms that hung loosely from 
them like a pair of gnarled .oak limbs, 
swaggered with the aggressive air of a 
man who feels deeply his own authority and 
his right to exercise it. Wade felt a sud
den and violent dislike for the man when 

he took hold of the reins at the bit, jolted 
his horse to a stop, and ordered, "Get 
down . "  

AS WADE dismounted the man pulled 
the gun from Wade's holster and 
jammed it into his own belt. The 

other man, at least twenty years older than 
the first, was grey-haired and rope thin. 
He walked with a decided limp, and one 
arm did not hang exactly as it should. 
Across one cheek lay an old bullet scar. The 
man's eyes were as cold as steel and had 
an eagle's vigilance in them. There was a 
bloodless look to him, and Wade supposed 
that the man's spare frame had probably 
stopped more lead than he cared to re
member. There was a faint amused smile 
about his thin lips when he spoke in a 
voice that was almost a whisper. 

" Well, son, this is the top of the moun
tain. What do you think of her ?"  

Wade Masters glanced about. The heat 
pushed down oppressively here because the 
place was sheltered and there was little 
breeze. At the edge of the meadow were 
many natural caves with small openings 
in the lava rock. Ostensibly there was 
only one entrance to the flat. A perfect 
hideaway. 

In answer to the old man's question he 
said, "It looks like a good place for 
keeping out of sight. Though I've had 
friendlier receptions . "  

The stocky man gave him a hard look. 
" Complaining already. Were you invited ?"  

Again Masters felt an  aversion to this 
cool one. "I didn't invite you to take my 
gun, "  he said, keeping his voice steady. 

The man lifted heavy eyebrows. "Oh, " 
he said, "then I'll give it back. " 

He stepped forward quickly, bringing 
the gun up from his belt in a back-handed 
gesture. · Wade lifted an arm to ward it 
off, but the heavy barrel caught him along
side an ear. He sat down. Shaking his 
head, he fought off the blackness that over
came him. He pushed himself to his feet, 
stunned and angry. A third man stepped 
in front of him, holding a rifle. Wade 
recognized his voice as . the one on the 
trail. 
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" Now don't try anything," the man said 
quietly. 

The one who had struck him looked at 
him arrogantly with a satisfied expression, 
as though he had relished the exphience. 
It was the older one who spoke in his 
strange, half-whisper. 

" Ike j ust wanted you to know who's 
boss, "  he said, his voice gentle, almost 
apologetic. "This country being what it 
is, we figure any man riding into it can 
only be one of two kinds. And we don't 
take any chances. Now Ike here is a cer
tain kind and I am a certain kind. We want 
to know what kind are you." 

Wade knew what the old man meant. 
These men were a breed he had dealt with 
before, but on his own terms. He knew 
well the shifty-eyed look of the one with 
the rifle, and the overbearing insolence of 
the man called Ike. In the distance were 
three others, two of them short, blond 
men who appeared to be twins. They 
walked toward him slowly, eyeing him 
with a stony curiosity. They both wore 
guns that hung at arms' length. The third 
was much younger, hardly out of his teens, 
but with a hunted look that was even more 
apparent, probably because he had not 
yet grown as hard as the others. 

These are the breed of men you'll consort 
with now, Wade told himself. Renegades 
and robbers, even killers. Men who know 
no honor, not even among themselves. Men 
who live out their short lives looting and 
running ; hiding at the sight of a strange 
face ; trusting no one because even your 
friends, knowing you have something to 
hide, are potential enemies. Only, with 
you, it will be different because once you 
were on the other side. And sooner or 
later they will find that out. No one can 
say you didn't bring this on yourself. An
swer the old man, Wade Masters. Tell him 
what kind of man you are. 

He put a hand to his ringing ear and 
brought it away wet with blood. He looked 
again at the thin, bullet-scarred man. " I'm 
not the star-packing variety," he said, " if 
that's what you mean . "  

" That's what I mean,'' the old man whis
pered. 

But Ike was not satisfied with it. " I  
think I've seen you," he said. " Maybe it 
was in Reno. Or maybe down in A ltnras . "  

Wade shook his head. "Neither place. " 
he lied. " I  only passed through those 
places once or twice." 

" Then maybe it was over in the tule 
conn try. You're from these parts, "  Ike 
said with a quick glance at 'Vade's horse. 
"A man's rig always gives him away."  

" Maybe," 'Vade said. "the r ig- doesn't 
belong to me. Maybe I borrowed it. Maybe 
a lot of things. I 'm not asking you any 
questions . "  

" You're in n o  position to." 
The old man stepped between them. 

" Leave him alone, Ike. You're getting 
jumpy. " He extended a bony hand and 
'N'ade was surprised at its firmness. "True 
Hawkins," the man said. "I always figure 
a man is playing it square with me until 
he gives me reason to think otherwise. Of 
course, I keep my eyes open. And you'll 
be watched. Shuck your saddle and turn 
the horse out. There's water and graze 
for him here." 

THE STREET was a wide, dusty lane, 
unpaved and lined with giant poplars 
on both sides. Dorris Collum sat in 

the afternoon shade of  the wide porch 
which fronted the street. Beside her, her 
mother was making quick, deft strokes with 
the needle. There was a striking resem
blance between the two women. Mrs. Col
lum's face was one of those that had been 
softened and gentled by the years and 
somehow retained a quality of youth. In 
a way she was even more beautiful than 
her daughter. 

Dorris impatiently brushed back a stray 
wisp of brown hair. " I  suppose I should 
hate him," she said. 

"I suppose you should, "  her mother 
said. " But you don't and ·you won't, no 
matter what he does. "  

The girl stood up, leaned against the 
white, wooden pillar. " Mother, is it wrong 
not to hate him, even after what he's 
done ?" 

Mrs. Collum put her sewing aside. " It 
would be wrong,'' she said softly, " for you 
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t o  desert him now. He made a mistake. 
Soon he'll realize it and he'll come hack. 
That is when he'll need you." 

" Maybe he'll never come back, " Dorris 
said. " Wade is headstrong." 

The front gate squealed gently and a 
large, tired-looking man came up the walk. 
He was breathing hard as if he had been 
running, though he hadn't. A black cigar 
was clamped tight between his lips. He 
stepped up on the porch, removing his hat 
and revealing a thick shock of iron-grey 
hair. 

Mrs. Collum smiled. " Good afternoon, 
Sheriff. Warm, isn't it ? "  · 

" Tolerable. "  The sheriff's voice had 
. depth and resonance to match his big, 
heavy frame. 

" I  came to find out," he said to the 
girl, " if Wade has tried to see you. You 
would be the first one he'd come to. " 

Dorris shook her head. 
"Anyway, I don't suppose you'd tell me 

if he had. " 
The girl looked up at him. " Sheriff, if 

he does come back would you give him an
other chance ? "  

The big man returned her look with 
steady grey eyes, a hint of strength in 
them. "It  isn't up to me, " he said. "I in
tend to treat Wade Masters like any other 
aiminal. He attempted to commit a felony. 
In doing so he shot another man and that 
man may not live. If I see Masters, I'll 
arrest him. If he tries to resist me, I 'll 
kill him . "  

Sheriff Coulter turned and his footsteps 
were heavy on the board walk. He took 
the side streets back to his office, not want
ing to meet or talk to anyone. He was 
not young any more and this would prob
ably be his last term in office. He had 
wanted a good man to support in the next 
election. 

The people liked Ed Coulter. There was 
a good chance they would elect any man 
he backed. He'd been fond of \Vade Mas
ters, taught him everything he knew. Now 
this had happened. A good deputy gone 
sour. An old sheriff's hopes shattered. 

He turned in at the office, closing the 
door softly behind him. He was startled 

to see the slender, middle-aged man in his 
chair with booted feet placed comfortably 
across the big desk. The man grinned at 
him. " Put on a little weight, haven't you, 
Ed ?" 

Recognition came to him and Ed Coulter 
rushed forward, a large hand extended. 
" B illy Frost ! You old reprobate. It's been 
at least fifteen years. " 

Billy Frost stood, and the two men 
shook hands, clapping each other on the 
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"Wade," she said, "I knew you'd come back. I knew you would." 

shoulder. Their greeting was warm ; a 
meeting of old friends. 

"Yes, sir, " Coulter said again, " fifteen 
years at least. How are things in Texas ? "  

" Like always, " Frost said. "The devil 
still holds a lease on hell and Texas. "  

The sheriff laughed deeply. I t  was good 
to see Billy again ; good to be able to for
get for a moment his troubles. He pulled 
open a drawer and produced a box of 
strong, black cigars. He offered them. 

Billy Frost tapped his chest with a fin
ger. "Thanks anyway, " he said. "The old 
pump isn't what it used to be. I had to give 
them up. "  

"Too bad,"  Coulter said. " I  have these 
imported for me. None like them in this 
part of the country. " He chewed an end 
off one of the cigars. " What are you doing 
these days, Billy ? "  

" Same old thing. Still with the Rangers. " 
"You pleasure-bent or otherwise ? "  
" Business, I ' m  afraid. Got extradition 

papers for a bunch of renegades that gave 
us some trouble down in Texas. Ike Riggs 
and his gang. Ever hear of them ? "  

The sheriff shook his head. 
"You probably will then. We had word 

that they were hiding out in these hills 
somewhere. A real tough bunch. We'd 
like to get our hands on them before they 
start giving you trouble. I may need your 
help, Ed. " 

The sheriff struck a match to his cigar. 
" Glad to give it, " he said. 

CAVE M OUNTAI N they called it be
cause of the many natural caverns 
that littered the high country. It 

was in these that the men slept. They were 
dry and comparatively warm. Since he had 
stumbled onto this hideout there was little 
for Wade Masters to do but throw in with 
the men. At any rate, they would not 
let him go until they were sure of him. 
They still kept his gun. 
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Ike Riggs, he discovered, was the self
appointed leader, while old True Hawkins 
was, by persuasion and instinct, the real 
head. His hand was the restraining one, his 
voice the curb against which Riggs tugged 
and strained. Hawkins was aware of the 
fact that Ike resented him, and so inter
ceded only when necessary. 

Pete Clemm was the shifty-eyed one 
who seldom spoke. Wade learned that he 
was never without his Winchester and 
could knock an eagle off its perch at ninety 
yards. They called the kid Buster and 
it was to him that most of the dirty jobs 
were relegated. The kid seemed to worship 
Ike Riggs and did what he was told un
complainingly. 

Ike had sent the tough looking twins, 
Bob and Jim Crowders, to town. They 
returned four days later, leading two pack 
horses loaded with supplies and grain for 
the mounts. 

Ike told Buster to unload the pack 
horses. " Give all the horses some grain,'' 
he said. "They're going to need it." He 
turned to the twins. "What did you find 
out ?" 

Jim Crowders dismounted stiffly. "The 
stage comes in from Boise Tuesday night, "  
h e  said. " They lay over i n  Alturas. There'll 
be a box of dust from the mines . "  

Ike Riggs grinned. " Good. It'll b e  easy 
then. We won't even have to risk holding 
up the stage. Where do they keep the 
stuff overnight ? "  

Jim Crowders hesitated. "Couldn't find 
that out, " Bob said. 

Anger was a quick and visible thing in 
Ike Riggs. He scowled, his knuckles 
showed white. Jim Crowders eagerly de
fended himself and his twin. "We didn't 
want to ask too many questions, Ike. Folks 
might start thinking the wrong things . "  

" There's other ways of finding out, " Ike 
said angrily. 

" We know, " the blond man said. " We 
kept our ears and eyes open. Everybody's 
talking about a deputy sheriff named Mas
ters. Seems he tried to make off with some 
bank money. Only he got caught and had 
to light out in a hurry. " He glanced un
easily toward Wade. "The sheriff wants 

to hang him if he ever gets his hands on 
him. Vve thought you'd like to know about 
that, Ike."  

A slow grin spread across the stocky 
man's broad face. He turned to face Mas
ters, the grin widening. " So that was 
where I'd seen you,"  he said. "It was down 
there in Alturas with a big shiny badge on 
your vest. Looks like you kinda disap
pointed them folks, Mister Deputy Sheriff. 
But I don't think you'll disappoint us. 
Maybe you'd like to tell us where they 
keep that little old box. " 

TH E  STAGE came through about once 
a month on its way to Sacramento. 
It was heavily guarded because of the 

gold from the mines as part of its load. 
Ed Coulter had always accepted the re
sponsibility for its safekeeping. He would 
place the green, iron-bound box in one 
of the cell blocks. Always the first cell on 
the right as you went back from the of
fice. The sheriff would lock the barred 
door and take the keys with him, leaving 
a man in the office all night to guard the 
box. 

Wade Masters knew these things only 
too well and he knew that the stocky man 
standing over him was waiting to hear 
about them. The grin was an ugly gash 
across Ike Riggs' face. Wade felt a tor
menting urge to wipe out all that barefaced 
insolence with a sudden, heavy blow. 

You crossed Ed Coulter once, he told 
himself, you can't do it again. You've gone 
wrong, but not that far wrong. Tell Ike 
Riggs he can go to hell. 

Riggs moved in closer, his arms swing
ing loosely like pendulums with ponder
ous weights attached to them. " I'm wait
ing, " he said. " You going to tell us about 
it ? "  

" No. " 
Something hard and heavy struck him 

full in the mouth. Wade staggered back. 
He swallowed blood. Dazedly, he saw 
Riggs coming toward him again, felt the 
man's fist close about his shirt front. Riggs 
drew him close, and Wade sensed rather 
than saw his other arm raised. Wade let 
go a short, chqP.ping blow, feeliqg deli-
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cious pain shoot through his hand. Rig-gs 
tore part of his shirt away as he fell back, 
stumbled and went down. 

The grin had left Ike Riggs when he 
looked up. Instead, his face held a pained 
look of surprise as he rubbed the side of 
his jaw. 

"A scrapper, " he said. "Let's see if you 
can make it worth my while. "  

H e  came to his feet again and moved in 
with the lithe movement of a stalking cat. 
Without waiting to see what he would do, 
Wade stepped forward and ·struck again. 
Riggs ducked under it, the blow missing 
him by a fraction. Wade followed quickly 
with an undercut that caught Riggs in the 
throat, raising his head with a j erk. Riggs 
grunted heavily and Wade lashed out 
again, realizing that speed and surprise 
would be his only defense against a man 
who had the advantage of greater weight 
and brute strength. 

The big man fell back again, but kept his 
footing. He came in once more and Wade 
hit him hard. Riggs moved aside, letting 
it catch him in the shoulder and rolling 
with it easily. Then he struck and Wade 
saw it coming. The man's hard knuckles 
brushed across his forehead, taking skin 
with them. Wade retreated and waited for 
him to come in again. 

HE KNEW Riggs was seeking him out 
now and that the man's mind was 
working with the precise clearness of 

an axman about to cut down a tree, de
ciding in which direction he will have it fall. 
Wade knew he had not yet hurt Riggs and 
that it would take three of his own hard 
blows to equal one of the other man's. 

It came even before he realized. Riggs 
let him come close and took a full swing 
to the face which had all Wade's weight 
behind it. It would have dropped most 
men. Wade followed with another, coming 
in closer, and this time Riggs grabbed his 
wrist with both hands and j erked him for
ward. He was swung around and then 
Riggs let go his wrist. Wade whirled 
quickly, realizing that the man was be
hind him now. Riggs had his head lowered 
and was coming at him like a roaring ava-

lanche. Wade side-stepped and the man's 
heavv shoulder caught him at the rib point. 
Wade's feet left the ground. He was caw;ht 
and thrown heavily to the hard ground. 
His breath went out of him in a short, 
sickening gasp, and there was a nauseated 
feeling in the pit of his stomach. Desper
ately he tried to get air into his lungs. 

A hand tightened itself about his collar 
and he was lifted again. He summoned 
enough strength to strike out and felt his 
knuckles bite into hard flesh. The grasp 
on his collar loosened and Wade fell back. 
He reached out and took Riggs down with 
him. 

The stocky man was on top of him, 
breathing heavily. Wade tried to roll, but 
the other's weight pinned him down, A 
hard fist crashed down on him, sent his 
head rolling into the dirt. He reached out 
again, tried to hit Riggs. His arms were 
too heavy to lift. Again Riggs hit him in 
the face. A knee pressed hard against his 
groin. Sickness rolled through his body in 
waves. 

Wade became painfully aware of the sun 
beating full upon his face, the heat un
bearable. Then suddenly it seemed to ex
plode and shatter in a t�ousand directions 
so that there was a blinding light he could 
not shut his eyes to. 

A voice came to him from far away, yet 
it was loud and strident in his brain, and 
he knew that Ike Riggs was saying, "Will 
you tell us now, Masters ? Will you tell us 
now ?" Each time, when he did not an
swer, there was an explosion which rocked 
him back until finally he heard himself 
saying, "Yes,"  over and over again. 

The oppressive weight left him. He 
rolled over and was sick in the dust. When 
he looked up True Hawkins stood over 
him, tall and lean, and he couid not tell 
whether there was mockery in the smile. 

"Ike is a pretty tough customer," the 
old man whispered. " Better to do like he 
says. " 

T HEY descended the winding trail 
slowly. Pete Clemm rode in the rear, 
his Winchester in the scabbard. Ike 

and the kid, Buster, were up front. The 
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Crowders twins were directly i n  front of 
\Vade, and old True Ha wkins cl irectiY he
hind. It would be like that until this thing
was over, \Vade thought. They would 
keep him hemmed in . putting no trust in 
him until his complicity had insured it .  
Cave Mountain was behind them now. 
The trail ahead was dim and precarious.  

Hakins rode up to flank him. Coughing. 
he said, "I ran out of tobacco. You got 
the makings ?" 

·wade handed him the near empty S;tck. 
The old man rolled the brown paper with 
long, bony fingers and lit the qnirly with a 
big sulphur match. "So you're a lawdog 
gone bad , "  he said, drawing smoke into 
his lungs with relish. 

He said it casually, as if he were only 
striking up a conversation. " You ain't the 
first, though,"  he said. " Never knew of 
one yet that didn't go the whole hog once 
he'd jumped to the other side of the law. " 

\Vade looked at him. Hawkins stared 
straight ahead. " Let's forget about that, " 
Wade said coldly. 

" All right." Hawkins coughed again.  
"Only T don't want to see yon mess up this 
j ob like you did the first ."  The trail nar
rowed and he dropped back . 

They camped in the willows on the upper 
side of a nearly dry creek. Ike Riggs was 
careful to keep his fire low. Tension drew 
the men into a tight knot of silence. Wade 
stretched out on the cold ground. The 
twins were on either side of him. They 
were watching him closer than ever now. 
He thought about making it to his horse. 
The mount was gentle. He could ride it 
bareback and with only a hackamore. But 
he knew at least one of the men would be 
awake. And he remembered the deadly 
accuracy of Pete's rifle. 

He did not sleep that night. 
They were traveling again before dawn, 

taking it slow, stopping occasionally, sav
ing their horses. Darkness had again come 
when they approached the town. A few 
voices echoed down the long street and 
some lights were reflected from windows. 

" It's early yet," Ike said. " We'll wait a 
while ."  

" Some of them places are still open," 

True said. " I'll ride in and get me some 
tobacco . "  

" You should have thought o f  that be
fore, " Ike said, but did not try to stop him . 

" \iV on't be a minute, " the old man whis
pered and pushed on toward town . 

\V;tdc was thinking- of Dorris. He won
dered if she would still accept him ; if she 
would still feel the same, or if she had 
changed because of what he had done. He 
longed to see her, if only once more. 

It would be a risk. but it would be one 
worth taking. " Riggs , "  he said, "you've 
got my gun and I don't dare show myself 
in this town because there'd be a hang
man's noose waiting for me. But there's 
a girl-" He broke off, knowing it was no 
good. He wasn't going to ask Ike Riggs 
any favors. 

But in the half darkness he could see 
Ike grinning. " Sure, " he said. " You go 
ahead because I know you'll come back. 
But be sure you don't say the wrong things. 
Pete will go with you j ust to make sure . ' · 

Wade looked distastefully at the shifty-
eyed Pete. 

"I don't need a chaperone. "  
Riggs shrugged. " Don't go then . "  
H e  went and Pete Clemm followed close 

behind. 
The man with the rifle waited in the 

shadows and held his horse while Wade 
dismounted and walked to the picket gate. 
There was a light burning dimly some
where inside. He whistled softly. 

SILENTLY the door fell open and light 
streamed out upon the walk. And 
then she was running toward him, her 

skirt making soft; whispering noises. She 
came straight to his arms, and for a breath
less moment he held her closely, feeling the 
soft warmth of her against him, her hair 
across his cheek. 

She drew herself away. " \Vade, " she 
said, "I knew you'd come back. I knew 
you would. " 

"Only for a little while, " he said and 
looked down at her. She was smiling and 
the moistness of her eyes made them dance. 

" For always, " she said. " Wade, it's got 
to be for a1ways. You can give yourself 
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up. I can wait, and you'll need me. Some
times women can't help, Wade, but some
times they're needed. I· can help you in 
this. " 

"No," he said softly . " You don't under
stand how it is and I can't tell you. I'll 
be back, but only for you and not for them. 
I 've given them too much for too little. I 
owe them nothing. " 

She was still looking up at him, the 
smile faded. "You owe it to yourself," she 
said. " The man you shot is still alive. 
They say he'll live now. That will make it 
easier for you. You can't spend the rest 
of your life running away . " She drew 
back further. "Wade, you've changed. 
You're hard and tough and you're not made 
to be that way . "  

" I'll be back,"  h e  said. " 'On my own 
terms. " 

" If you go away again, there will be no 
one to come back to. " 

He pulled her close roughly, holding her 
arms tightly. "You mean that ? "  

" I  can be a s  stubborn a s  you, Wade. I 
mean it. " 

He let go of her and she turned around, 
running back to the house, her head low
ered. 

He grabbed the reins that Pete held for 
him and mounted up. " Let's go. "  

Pete let out a low whistle. " You want 
to go easy with something like that. 
There's pay dirt there ."  

Wade, Masters drew up. He felt the 
surge of anger coursing through his veins. 
" Pete," he said, " ;;ome day you are going 
fo leave that rifle out of reach. vVhen you 
do, you'll be sorry you said that." 

Pete grinned. "Don't count on it ,  mis
ter." 

OLD HAWKINS came riding back 
from town a short while later. He 
chewed the end of a half-smoked 

cigar. " Couldn't get any makin's," he 
grumbled. "All they had was these damn 
stogies . . 

, 

He offered one to Buster and the kid lit 
it, wanting to show that he was as much 
a man as any of them. The strong smoke 
made him choke and he coughed furiously. 

Hawkins laughed. The Crowders twins 
chuckled a bit uneasily. 

Ike knocked the cigar out of the kid's 
month. " Cut it out, " he told Hawkins. 
"This is no time for jokes." 

True wheezed again through his con
stricted throat. " Ike, you always did get 
goosey before a job. Take it easy. Ain't a 
thing to worry about. "  

They waited until almost midnight. 
Buster gave each mount a hatful of grain 
and then they started slowly in toward 
town. Through the darkness Wade heard 
Ike's voice. "Which way will it be ? "  

" Straight ahead. Down at the other end 
of this main street. " 

The town had always been quiet o n  
week nights and now i t  seemed t o  Wade 
Masters that there was not a person in it 
who took a living breath. Against the aw
ful stillness the slow-moving hooves of 
their horses seemed to beat loudly, though 
Wade realized that in the soft dust they 
probably could not be heard a block away. 

They passed the buildings with which 
he was so familiar. Over there on the left 
was the old livery barn where he used to 
work as a kid. From it came all the de
licious smells of cured hay, tack-room 
leather, and the warm, rich odor of living 
horseflesh. It was dark inside and he knew 
that in there slept an old man who once 
called him "button" and, when he wanted 
to tease him, ran a stiff curry comb through 
his sandy hair. It was here that he"d first 
seen Ed Coulter and marveled at the shiny 
badge pinned to the man's broad chest. 

They passed on. Up at the next corner 
was the gray stone church where he had 
first met Dorris Collum at a social ; and 
where later he'd waged many a battle of 
wits and charm for her favor. Farther on 
down that street stood an old white house 
with a huge oak tree in front of it where 
he had stopped her and in the darkness 
had given her her first kiss. 

Are you going to give up all these things 
for an uncertain future that might easily 
end with a slug of hot lead in your back 
or a hemp noose around your neck ? he 
asked himself. 

They rode on, the hoofbeats like a slow 
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roll of drums. True coughed and Ike Riggs 
turned in the saddle to whisper an angry 
curse. 

Up ahead in the middle of the block 
stood the old bank building. That had been 
easy, hadn't it. Until the old watchman 
had suddenly come upon you and started to 
draw his gun. Too bad he hadn't been a 
little faster. You wouldn't be here now, 
riding down this dark street with a bunch 
of renegade thieves. You hadn't wanted 
to shoot the old man. But he'd asked for 
it. 

They passed the bank. They were com
ing to the edge of town now. "Over there 
on your right, "  he said softly. "That low 
building with the tie rail in front. " 

Riggs drew up. "All right, "  he said. 
" B ob, you stay here. True, stay on the 
other side of the street where you can 
watch things. Jim, take the other end of 
the street. " 

The twin rode on down the wide street 
and the four others pushed ahead slowly. 
This was the crossroad. From here he 
took either one trail or the other. 

This town never gave you a damn thing. 
You owe it nothing, was Wade's dark 
thought. 

They pulled up in front of the building. 
It was dark inside. Riggs said over his 
shoulder, "Anyone in there ? "  

Wade shrugged. " I  don't know. There 
should be. "  

They dismounted. " Pete and m e  will 
go in. You and Buster hold the horses. "  

Wade took the reins. "You still have 
my gun," he said. 

" And I'll keep it till this thing is over. " 
The two men crept silently to the door 

of the office. Pete tapped against it lightly 
with the stock of his Winchester. They 
waited. No one came. 

" Get out of the way," he heard Ike say. 
Pete stood aside and the stocky man took 
a step backward and hit the door with his 
full weight. He tried again, hitting it hard 
with his huge shoulders and this time the 
thin partition splintered and the two men 
walked in cautiously. 

A thin breeze lifted dust in the street 
and whirled it ._g-entlv about his ankles. A 

trace of cigar smoke was carried with the 
gust and came weakly to his nostrils. He 
knew that Hawkins was standing over 
there in the shadows, watching. 

He thought of Ed Coulter. The sheriff 
always smoked those strong, black cigars. 
You went back on him once, he thought. 
And you're doing it again. He remembered 
what Dorris had said : Sometimes women 
can't help, but sometimes they're needed. 
I can help you in this. 

A muffled blast came from within the 
building and Wade knew that they had 
broken into the cell block where the green 
box was. 

Dorris hadn't known how impossible it 
was for her to help him now. If he was 
going to do anything, he would have to 
help himself. 

He thought he heard a commotion at the 
end of the street. He turned to peer into 
darkness. The kid must have heard it too, 
for he had turned and stood there with his 
back to him. 

Help yourself, he thought. 
He clutched at the stock of the kid's 

gun. It slid easily from the holster. Buster 
whirled around, his mouth falling open in 
suprise. Wade brought the barrel up and 
brought it down hard against' the kid's 
skull. Buster folded at the knees and 
dropped to the street. Somehow Wade 
felt sorry for him. 

T HE others were approaching now 
from the inner part of the building, 
their footsteps heavy and dragging. 

Wade stood to one side. They came 
through the doorway and he stepped out 
of the shadows, confronting them, the gun 
thrust forward so that they could see it. 
They were carrying the iron-bound box 
between them. 

" Drop it," he said. 
He saw the shock of it hit them. Ike had 

started to say something, but Pete dropped 
his end of the box. It came down hard 
on Ike's foot, and he struggled against the 
weight of it. Wade was watching him when 
the long muzzle of Pete's rifle came up. 

Pete had the lever down and was bring
ine- it UP to throw a shell into the chamber 
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when Wade heard the sharp click. He 
pointed the revolver at the rifleman's chest. 
The gun bucked in his hand. Pete coughed 
spasmodically and bent double and went 
down. Wade heard Riggs cursing and be
fore he could stop him the big man's 
knuckles rapped against the side of his 
head, and felt himself falling sideways. 

He was down and trying to hold onto 
consciousness. Distantly he heard the stac
cato roar of other guns and the confused 
clatter of excited hooves. He shook his 
head, tried to push himself up. His arms 
had lost their strength, his head wouldn't 
clear. He wanted to let go, to let the com
forting blackness cover him. He realized 
he was trembling. Another pounding of 
hooves roared in his ears and then began 
to fade in the distance. More shots. It was 
Riggs, he thought, getting away. 

He felt around for the gun, but it was 
not there. It must have slid off somewhere 
in the darkness. The dead man lay beside 
him, a flow of thick blood slowly soaking 
into the dust beneath him. Wade took the 
rifle from the dead man's grasp, crawled 
to the edge of the street with it. Horses 
were milling excitedly, and through the 
confusion a man was running frantically, 
trying to catch one of the mounts. One of 
them was on its side, threshing. Another 
one came by Wade, reins dragging, and he 
grabbed for them, pulling the horse around. 
The animal reared and he pulled it down 
with a savage j erk. He hauled himself into 
the saddle and, keeping low, laid the beaded 
romal across the horse's rump, heading it 
northward out of town. 

The breeze cleared his head. The road 
lay ahead of him, long and straight. Against 
the sky he could barely see another rider, 
crouched low in the saddle, making his 
way toward the far hills. Holding the rifle 

in one hand, Wade fired, knowing he would 
hit nothing. Again he used the romal and 
the horse leaped ahead in a burst of speed. 

Riggs was hampered by the weight and 
awkwardness of the box he had taken with 
him. The distance between the two riders 
had begun to narrow when the man ahead 
turned off into a clump of trees. Wade 
did not follow immediately into the grove, 
thinking it might be a trick. The under
growth was thick here and a man could 
not possibly make good time. He rode 
along the edge, listening for hoofbeats. 

Several yards ahead of him, Riggs 
emerged and again hit the road. Wade 
shoved spurs to his mount and closed the 
short gap between them. Riggs turned, and 
seeing what was happening, suddenly drew 
up and whirled his horse around. Wade 
was unable to stop in time. The two horses 

came together headlong, spilling both men 
from their saddles. 

They hit the ground simultaneously, the 
wind knocked out of them. Riggs was the 
first to recover himself and he dug for his 
gun with a ""olent clawing action that be
spoke death for Wade Masters unless he 
moved fast. The rifle had been torn loose 
from his hand and was lost somewhere in 
the darkness. He came to his feet quickly 
and rushed in, desperate hands reaching 
for the gun that was leveled on him. 

He got hold of the barrel, felt it burn his 
palm as the hot lead spurted out of it. He 
grabbed it with both hands, j amming a 
thumb under the hammer so it could not 
be fired again, and tried to tear it loose 
from Riggs' powerful grasp. Riggs hit him 
with his free hand and together they fell 
back, Wade still holding to the gun with 
both hands. They rolled together and came 
up against a tree trunk. Wade smashed 
Ike's big hand against the tree and Ike let 
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go. Wade was fumbling with the gun when 
Ike hit him again, catching his wrist and 
sending the gun hurtling off into darkness. 

" That makes the odds even now, " Wade 
said, breathing heavily. 

IKE'S head was lowered, big shoulders 
hunched forward, and Wade knew the 
man was about to rush him. He re

membered the beating he had taken before 
and when Riggs came in he was ready for 
him. The big man roared in like a mad bull, 
dry leaves and fallen branches making a 
sharp crunching sound beneath his heavy 
onslaught. V.Tade leaped nimbly aside 
and Riggs, having anticipated the move, 
changed his direction slightly and brought 
his head down. Wade lifted a knee, brought 
it up hard against the man's chin. 

Ike's head snapped up, blood spurted 
from his crushed nose. He bellowed with 
pain. " Want to try that once more ?" 
Wade said and moved forward. 

Again Ike lowered. Wade gra:bbed the 
back of his neck with one hand and a thigh 
with the other. He shoved with all his 
strength. Ike stumbled forward, crashed 
headlong into the tree and slumped at its 
base. He lay still. Wade turned him over 
roughly and examined his battered face. 
Riggs would be out for a long time. Wade 
went back to the road, searching for the 
b�x. He found it in a clump of brush and 
bent to look at it. 

Something rustled beside him. Out of 
the darkness came a drawling voice. "What 
do you aim to do with that, son ? "  

H e  straightened u p  quickly. True Haw
kins stood before him, his wrinkled old 
face cracked into a wicked grin, a burnt
out stogie clenched tightly between his 
teeth. Wade started to move forward. 
Hawkins' gnarled old hand slapped at his 
side and came up with a gun in it. " I  
wouldn't, " he said easily. 

Wade stopped in his tracks. 
" You haven't answered my question, "  

the old man said. " What d o  you aim to 
do with the box ? "  

Wade took a step backward. " It goes 
back to where it came from, " he said. 

True holstered the weapon. "Maybe 

you'd better take a look at its insides first." 
Wade hesitated. 
" Go ahead. Bust it open. "  
Vlade picked u p  a stone and smashed 

the lock. He poured out the contents. 
Dirt. Rocks and red dirt. He stared at it, 
unbelieving. No wonder it had been S(] 
easy to take it. Ther.e had been no guard 
in the office the way there always had been 
before. The job had been almost too easy. 
He recalled the commotion he had heard 
at the other end of the street ; and later 
the other shots which hadn't seemed di
rected at him. 

" They knew we were coming. " he said, 
half to himself. " Somehow they knew. " 

" Somebody talked, " Hawkins said and 
tossed away the burnt out cigar. It fell at 
\i\Tade's feet and he stared at it. 

H E LOOKED up again at the old man. 
" There's only one person I know of 
who smokes those, " he said. 

Hawkins grinned again. " Now you've 
got the idea. Me and Billy Frost have been 
a long time catching up with Ike Riggs. 
Working with him and his bunch was the 
only way we could do it. I 've got enough 
on Riggs to hang him . "  

" So that's how i t  was, "  Wade said. 
"You could have told me. Would have 
made it easier if I'd known. "  

" Couldn't trust you," Hawkins said. 
"You took the wrong fork in the trail once. 
Didn't know if you'd do it agairr or not. 
When I seen you jump them I knew you'd 
made up your mind not to. " 

True nodded toward the slumped form. 
'' How about it ?" he said. " You want to 
help take this jasper back to town ? Or 
were you headed the other way ?" 

Wade knew the old man was leaving it 
up to him. " All right, " he said. " We'll 
take him back. " 

But he wasn't thinking of Ike Riggs 
j ust then. He remembered what Dorris 
had told him. He'd need her help now. 
And somehow he knew she would be wait· 
ing to give it. __ d4iM�·� 
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THE FIVE occupants of the rattling 
wagon that crossed the rocky ford of 
the Washita River that late Septem

ber day were completing a trip that was to 
change the lives of all of them. And their 
lives needed changing. The wagon seemed 
on the verge of falling to pieces as it rum
bled over the river trail. A sagging spring 
seat groaned under the weight of two men. 
Two women and a very young child sat 
inside on a mattress under a worn wagon 
sheet. In the mess box an assortment of 
steel knives and forks and tin plates added 
to the clatter of the noisy wheels rocking 
on worn spindles as the j aded horses crept 
along. 

These were itinerant cotton pickers from 
the Red River section of Arkansas where 

that state j oined the Choctaw Nation, In
dian Territory-now Oklahoma. They 
were on their way to the Paul's Valley 
country, home of the thrifty Chickasaw In
dians who operated large cotton planta
tions. 

About an hour before sundown they 
picked their camp site, a spot j ust north 
and east of the Wash ita River where it 
roared through a canyon cut in the Ar
buckle Mountains and around great boul
ders that had tumbled from the mountain
sides. Along the river banks majestic 
forests led off to the rich farm lands that 
even then had made Paul's Valley famous 
for its agricultural products. 

Of the men one was tall and lean and 
bony, with dead dark eyes that looked out 
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from under dark lashes, the other short and 
rather stout. Both were long-h::tired, both 
unshaven. The women had the look of 
sisters, though the wife of the tall man 
was young and clean and shapely. She 
was the child's mother. The other woman 
was angular and scrawny, her hair a tawny, 
uncombed mass. She constantly swabbed a 
short brush stick around an amber-colored 
bottle and then inserted it into her mouth. 
She was a snuff addict. 

The day after making c<1mp the men, 
riding their horses bareback, scouted the 
country to look for work. They came back 
with the unhappy news that the season was 
late and the cotton would not be ready for 
picking for several weeks. The food in 
the mess box was scant-just a slab of 
bacon, some coffee, meal, flour, salt and a 
jug of molasses. 

At first their only visitors were some 
milk cows that wandered over from. a near
by Indian land owner. One cow had a 
six-months calf that quickly became the 
playmate of the child. Then one day there 
came an Indian boy about ten years old, 
riding a paint pony and accompanied by a 
friendly dog, which made life full of fun 
and excitement for the youngster. 

Meanwhile, though, food supplies dwin
dled, and still picking time didn't come. 
Finally the time came when it was neces
sary to make a trip to Winnewood for flour, 
snuff and tobacco. 

There was no money for such things as 
meat or cornmeal. 

The men hitched up the team and sent 
the women and child to town for supplies. 
They, they said, were going on a hunting 
trip. 

When the women got back to camp late 
that afternoon, they were elated to hear 
that the men had run onto a deer, with a 
broken leg shot by some hunter. In the 
mess box and hanging from tree limbs was 
enough venison to last till cotton-picking 
began. The women weren't suspicious when 
the milk cow showed up the next day with
out her calf. 

They even talked over the lost calf with 
the Indian boy when he came over with his 
doe-. 

RTDTNG Deputy U.S. Marshal Loss 
Hart, out of the Ardmore court, cov
ered the Paul's Valley country and 

was always a welcome visitor in the homes 
of the Indian planters. Two days after 
the disappearance of the calf, Officer Hart, 
on one of his periodic rounds, rode into 
the camp of the cotton pickers. It was 
near meal time, and he was invited to set 
and have a bite. 

The tall dark man told the story of the 
deer killing. The officer said it was the 
tenderest deer meat he had ever eaten and 
took a second helping. 

Just then the Indian boy rode up with 
his dog and joined those around the camp
fi re. Presently they all heard the loud 
barking of the dog a little distance away. 
Saying his dog had treed something, the 
Indian boy hurried into the direction of 
the sound. He was quickly followed by 
the officer. 

From a shallow hole the dog had dug in 
the ground, the officer pulled forth the still 
damp hide of the young calf. The campers' 
child screamed, " That's the hide of Bossy's 
calf ! " And things were now entirely clear 
to Officer Hart. 

Turning toward the men, he barked, 
" You are under arrest ! "  Quickly he 

"It's Bossy's calf!" 

marched them back to camp, ordered them 
to hitch up. He told the women they had 
better come along so they could drive the 
team back. The men would not be return
ing. 

After a brief hearing the prisoners were 
remanded to the U.S. Stockade in Ard-
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more, to await grand jury action at the 
next term of court. Stoically the two men 
and the child drove back to the camp at the 
foot of the Arbuckle Mountains on the 
banks of the Washita. 

SHORTLY before these two men were 
taken prisoner a young attorney, held 
on a serious charge, had written a 

brief code of laws and organized a kangaroo 
court in the Ardmore Stockade. A list of 
punishable offenses-such as fighting with 
a smaller man, failing to wash, stealing to
bacco or other articles and a variety of other 
unsocial acts-was drawn up. Any man 
who violated the code was immediately in
dicted. He could demand a jury trial if he 
wanted one ; otherwise the kangaroo court 
heard his case and rendered a verdict. 
Punishment ranged from three days in
doors keeping the shack floor clean to 
twenty-five lashes on the bare back with 
a leather strap. 

When the cotton pickers were turned in 
a clerk read the law code to them, and they 
were turned loose in the yard to take up a 
new mode of life. The tall man was quick
ly dubbed Arbuckle Bill in honor of his 
latest camp location, and Shorty was the 
name given his companion. Shorty quick
ly adjusted to his new situation and was 
soon engaged in a game of seven up in 
which the stakes might be anywhere from 
one to ten cigarette papers or possibly part 
of a sack of smoking tobacco. 

Arbuckle Bill, tall, hairy, long-armed 
and big-footed, immediately became the 
target for the ridicule and nagging of the 
other inmates. Before court was called 
the first day he was charged with whipping 
five men, all of whom, though the ag
gressors, were smaller than Bill. That 
night Bill was convicted of five violations of 
the code, but the Judge, considering the 
circumstances, let him off with only five 
lashes. 

From that time until the letter came, 
B ill was a constant worry to the Judge. 
Every day he was nagged and prodded ; 
every day he fought-and usually won
a battle. He became sullen and defiant, 
and the Judge was afraid he had reached 

the mental state where he might do some 
serious inj ury to the pack constantly yelp
ing at his heels. To the friendly gestures 
of the Judge he turned a deaf ear, ap
parently believing him to be just another 
enemy. 

It was the letter from his wife that 

He made up his mind to be a 
better man 

marked the first break in Bill's attitude to
ward the Judge. He could neither read 
nor write, so when the letter with the 
Winnewood postmark arrived, he took it 
to the Judge to read to him. The letter 
was from Bill's wife, telling in misspelled 
language how the family was making out. 
The two women were picking cotton, and 
the Indian boy was the constant companion 
of the baby. The letter said the women 
would stay in camp until the court met in 
Paul's Valley, and they would be on hand 
the day of the trial. After this the Judge 
read and wrote the few other letters re
ceived and sent by Arbuckle Bill. 

AMONG the prisoners was a strange 
character who wore a full beard and 
wavy brown hair reaching to his 

shoulders. On him constantly was all the 
clothing he possessed-a cheap dark shirt 
worn outside of frayed trousers the color 
of the ground and held at the hips by a 
belt. During the day he rarely �poke and 
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stayed a s  much alone a s  possible. But at 
night he grew animated and was the first to 
start the religious songs with which the 
men usually ended the evening. He'd also 
preach a religious sermon that seemed to 
have no beginning and no end. Because 
of this he was known as the Parson and 
thought of as a harmless fanatic to whom 
anger would be entirely foreign. 

As a matter of fact the Parson was 
awaiting trial for first-degree murder, hav-
ing shot and killed a man in his small sec
ond-hand store. 

As time went on the Parson's sermons 
and songs began to make an impression on 
Arbuckle Bill, as they had on other in
mates. It was not unusual, at the height 
of the worked-up frenzy, for some Negro 
or Indian to "come through " as it was 
called, and answer the Parson's plea to 
come forward and give him his hand as evi
dence that he loved Jesus and wanted to 
go to Heaven. 

It was about then that Bill got another 
letter from his wife telling of the illness and 
death of his little boy in the camp on the 
Washita. The letter said the woman had 
sent the Indian boy to town for a wooden 
box. Using this for a coffin, they had 
crossed the Washita at the ford, carried 
the box up the mountainside above the high 
water mark, and in a shallow grave laid the 
baby to rest. The Indian boy and his 
mother had been kind, but the doctor the 
Indian woman had sent had arrived too 
late. Now they were living in an unoccu
pied house lent them by the Indian woman 
and would stay there until court · time. 

It was stormy the night after Bill re
ceived that letter, and the Parson led a 
particularly animated religious service. 
When it was over Bill told the Judge he 
had made up his mind to be a better man 
and wanted to be baptized. The Parson 
shouted with joy over another sinner saved. 
Bill was sprinkled from a tin cup to the 
flash of lightning, the crash of thunder, 
the howling of winds, and the frantic shout
ing of the prisoners. 

The storm subsided, and a full moon 
came through the clouds. The singing died 
out at the guard's call of " Pipe down ! "  

and another day was done for the men of 
many races awaiting their day of trial. 

THE SCENE so impressed the young 
attorney serving as Judge of the 
kangaroo court that he wrote a poem 

describing the affair, and this poem became 
important evidence. 

At the trial of A rbuckle Bill and Shorty 
in Paul's Valley in the late fall, the at
torney appointed by the court to defend 
them asked for a severance, and Bill was 
tried separately. He was put on trial first, 
the charge being the theft of a calf. The 
testimony was conclusive, and conviction 
seemed certain. But Bill's lawyer got 
before the jury the poem about Bill's hard 
luck, the death of his baby and his obvious 
desire to lead a better life. Bill was ac
quitted. Later, Shorty was convicted and 
given a three-year sentence. 

When the court moved to the Parson's 
home country, his case came up for trial. 
The evidence showed that he had shot 
and killed a man in his little store after 
loud language which had been heard by 
persons passing. The same attorney who 
had defended Bill defended the Parson. 
Again the poem was got before the jury 
with the argument that the defendant could 
not be a bad man when he had worked so 
hard to save souls. The old man testified 
that the shooting was accidental, and the 
jury gave him the benefit of the doubt. 
The Parson, too, was acquitted. 

Bill and the two women had attended 
the Parson's trial. His store had been 
looted while he was in prison. Now he had 
no home, no business, and no money. Bill 
asked him to go back to Paul's Valley with 
the pickers, and he gratefully accepted. 

With the money from a few weeks' work 
in the Paul's Valley cotton fields the party 
bought supplies and some new clothes. 
Then, their team fattened on the lush grass 
of the valley, their wagon repaired and 
spread . with a clean canvas sheet, they took 
the back trail to Arkansas. Later the re
port came back that Shorty's wife got a 
divorce on the grounds of his conviction 
of a felony and was soon thereafter led 
happily to the altar by the singing Parson. 
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AT THE local rodeo at Hardesty, 
Blacky Farum, perhaps the best top 

. rider ever produced in Buckaroo 
Valley, was outclassing his nearest rival, 
Norm Bross of the Bross Polo Pony Farm. 
He was making what everyone conceded 
was the final and winning ride on J im 
Foreman's worst bucker, Black Angel. 

PRIZE 

-

By Ray 
Pal m e r  Tracy 

SOMETIMES the grand prize 

turns out better than a man expects 

Then the savage outlaw horse suddenly 
lunged through a fence and somersaulted. 

When B lacky came back to conscious
ness in the little Hardesty hospital, his 
chief regret was that he had lost out to 
N onn Bross. He had no idea that the im
portant part of Blacky Farum had been 
killed back there in the arena. 

Ul 
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The thought of soon being back in the 
saddle sustained him through hours of 
racking pain and kept his face cheerful for 
the swarm of visitors that came to the hos
pital-the first week. It bolstered his 
morale when visitors ceased coming, save 
for the daily visits of Nada Slocum. 
Nada was only fourteen, red-headed and 

in that interesting stage of .girlhood when 
they try to act so grown up but constantly 
are betrayed by kiddish tricks. But there 
was one mature spot in this girl who was 
promising to bloom into a blue-eyed beauty. 
She had adored Blacky Farum ever since 
she could remember. It was more than his 
shining raven hair and glowing black eyes, 
or even his seemingly effortless riding. 
Something in her recognized unsounded 
depths in Blacky. 
Blacky had no idea of this worship. Why 

would he ? At the elderly age of nineteen, 
a fourteen-year-old youngster was beneath 
his notice. But he was grateful for her 
daily visits. They shortened the lonely 
hours. 
Of course it was hard for a grown man 

to talk to a kid like Nada. But Blacky 
feared she might lose interest and stop 
coming. He tried to be entertaining. 
"You know my folks left me the ranch 

at the head of the valley, " he said one day 
while casting about for a topic. "Know 
what I'm going to do with it ?" 
"No. What ?" 
It was more Nada's bright interest than 

his own that caused him to detail his plans. 
His purpose of keeping her entertained was 
being served. 
"Buckaroo Valley has always been a 

place to raise horses of every kind," he 
said. "The mill run of horses are losing 
their market to cars and trucks, but the de
mand for polo ponies and buckers still 
keeps up. Always will ." 
"It costs an awful lot to get started 

breeding polo ponies," commented Nada. 
"Too much for an ordinary guy like 

me, " agreed Blacky. "But not buckers. I 
aim to stock buckers. Besides furnishing 
rodeo stock, it would give me a chance to 
practice to win the grand championship 
saddle at Pendleton one day." His great, 

secret ambition slipped out so naturally, he 
diCln't notice he had bared the thing he had 
set his heart on. 
"Rodeo contesting is a hard life ," Nada 

said. She hesitated a moment, and then 
added, "I've heard folks say your father 
would have got rich, if he had gone into the 
sheep business instead of horses. The 
ranch is just suited for it." 
Blacky laughed, although it made him 

wince as the pain gripped his back. 
"You, too ! " he chided. He could laugh 

it off because she was just a kid. She 
didn't know how to estimate the real values 
in life. One thing bothered him long after 
she had gone. He had seen tears in Nada's 
eyes. Why ? Well, kids were funny. He 
would have shrugged, only he didn't dare. 
It hurt to move. 

I

T WAS Norm Bross who told Blacky 
that he was dead, killed in the arena by 
Black Angel. Norm had come up with 

the noisy gang that had called on Blacky as 
soon as Dr. Slocum would let them. He 
had managed to be politely sympathetic 
then. It was different several weeks later, 
when he came again. This time he was 
alone. He sat in the visitor's chair and 
stretched himself luxuriantly. 
"It was too damned bad you had to have 

that accident on Black Angel, " he said. 
"You know, Blacky, I've run into four or 
five folks who actually figgered you had a 
chance of winning {irst ." He paused and 
gazed at the ceiling, his face expressing 
astonishment over such dumbness. "Kind 
of puts a blot on my win," he. went on. "I'd 
much rather you had finished on Black 
Angel, if you could have finished. I hate 
these contests that don't end clean cut." 
Blacky could now turn in bed without 

hurting-much. .He rolled enough to give 
Norm a sardonic grin. Norm was good
looking with blond hair and grey eyes. He 
was taller and bigger than Blacky. Yet in 
high school, Blacky had defeated him in 
every sport, something that had filled the 
heir to the Bross Polo Pony business with 
jealous fury. Blacky grinned because he 
knew why Norm was talking as he was. 
"Yeah ?" Blacky questioned. "I see your 
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point. It was like when w e  were running 
the hundred down to LaGrande High, the 
time I was six feet in the lead, ten feet from 
the tape, and stepped on a stone that threw 
me. I remember the paper came out and 
stated that you had won by accident. Dis
gusting, ain't it ? "  

Everyone but Blacky knew h e  had been 
killed in the arena. But all visitors had 
been cautioned not to tell him. Norm had 
also been cautioned. It was his j ealous rage 
that spoke out. 

"Too bad we'll never be able to settle 
who's the top rider, " he said in a tight tone. 
"Doc Slocum tells me you'll never be able 
to ride again ! " 

Dr. Slocum was just coming in the door 
and heard Norm retailing the forbidden 
verdict. He rushed in, grabbed Norm by 
the arm and yanked him to his feet. 

"Get out of here ! "  he yelled. " Get out 
of here, you, you-" He couldn't think of 
a name that fitted. 

" Sure I'll get out, " said Norm, turning 
away. "I only repeated what everyone 
knows. You ought to be ashamed to keep 
it from Blacky." He went out the door, 
his high-heeled boots making soft sounds 
on the rubber runner down the hall. 

Blacky watched Dr. Slocum, first with a 
laugh on his lips, then with puzzlement, 
next with fear and at last with downright 
panic. The doctor, his round face deeply 
distressed, refused to meet his eye. He 
looked all around the room. At last, in des
peration, he faced Blacky. 

" I  warned him not to tell you," he said. 
" You-you mean it's true ? I'll never 

ride again ? "  whispered Blacky, not believ
ing his voice was asking the silly question. 

" I'm not God, "  said Doctor Slocum. " I  
only know that when I put you back to
gether, a nerve got pinched somewhere. 
It does something to your back and left 
leg. It may clear up. Perhaps not. Till it 
does clear up, any time you ride a horse off 
a walk, it might finish you . "  

MEN nineteen years old don't cry. 
but something suspiciously like 
tears was stinging Blacky's eyelids. 

His face screwed up as it did when he was 

a child running to his mother with a hurt. 
"If I can't ride, what is there left for 

me to do ?" he choked. 
"Remember I said it might clear up," 

said the doctor. 
" But if I can't ride, what can I do ? "  

asked Blacky again. 
"I couldn't ride a rocking horse," re

plied the doctor. "Yet I manage to get a 
lot of satisfaction out of my work. I even 
feel a little puffed up at times, when I 
perform a near miracle, like I performed 
when I put you back together. " 

"Why didn't you let me pass out ? "  de
manded Blacky. Other work might do for 
the mill run of folks who couldn't ride, but 
not for Blacky Farum. He had tasted the 
cup. Nothing else would serve. 

"You should do a lot of walking. " The 
doctor ignored the question. " I t  might 
loosen up that pinched nerve. Again, the 
right kind of a jolt might cure it, only you 
don't dare chance that. Why don't you 
cross the divide to the sheep country and 
get a job herding sheep for a time ? That 
way you could get the proper treatment 
while you earned your way . "  

The doctor meant well. He j ust didn't 
understand how insulting he was to suggest 
that a top rider go to herding sheep. Only 
Blacky's helplessness saved the doctor from 
violence. 

" Get out of here ! "  he croaked furiously. 
He turned his face to the wall, and the doc
tor went out, sadly shaking his head. 

Lying there, entertaining his black 
thoughts, Blacky remembered the way he 
had confided his ambitions to the child, 
N ada. She had suggested sheep for his 
ranch. Of course ! N ada had known then 
that he would never ride again. What was 
this ? A conspiracy to degrade him ? In 
his anger he made a quick move and pain 
shot up his back. 

Waiting for the pain to go away again, 
he suddenly remembered the expression on 
Nada's face when he had been telling her 
of his plan to keep in practice by riding his 
own string of buckers. There had been 
tears in her eyes. And they hadn't been 
tears of pity. He knew that, somehow. 
They had been tears of deep sympathy. In 
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her childish way she had been trying to 
give him courage, and he was grateful. 

Blacky couldn't bear to have people call 
on him now. No matter what they did or 
said, he read it as pity. He raised such a 
row, Dr. Slocum finally consented to let 
him go home. 

In leaving the hospital, Blacky couldn't 
even ride his pony. The doctor took him 
in a car and reluctantly left him brooding 
in the old home where he had been born. 

Blacky had been thinking of suicide, but 
as he moved carefully about tending to his 
few wants, there was one ray of light that 
kept peeping through the clouds. The doc
tor said there was hope if he walked a lot. 
The doctor's suggestion that he get a job 
herding sheep kept coming to his mind. 
Again and again he rejected it  as beneath 
his notice, but it kept coming back. His 
long stay in hospital had cut deeply into 
his slender capital. He had to have money 
from somewhere. 

" It really is nothing but medical treat
ment according to the doctor's orders," he 
buttered up his pride as he crossed the 
divide into sheep country. 

The pain in his back was now confining 
itself to occasional sharp reminders that he 
was not like he had been. His left leg no 
longer ached, but there was a decided hitch 
in it when he walked. Sometimes in his 
sleep, if he made a wrong move, he would 
wake uo with the sweat standing out on 
him. Then he had to wait with what pa
tience he could muster for the pain to re
treat. 

Once Blacky got a herding job, he clung 
grimly to what he stubbornly called, " My 
treatment. " A red letter day came in his 
life when he got well enough so he could 
mount and ride a gentle horse. But he was 
getting impatient. He had been with the 
sheep two years and still he was not cured. 

Long ago he had discovered that sheep 
were stock and interesting, even if they 
didn't compare with horses. If this was 
going to drag out, he decided he might as 
well own his own sheen. An opportunity 
came. He bought six hundred old ewes 
and took them across the divide to his 
ranch. 

DURING the next four years, while 
Blacky prospered financially to a 
degree that amazed him, there was 

one thing about being home he didn't like. 
On the other side of the divide, among 
sheepmen who had little interest in rodeo 
competition, he had seldom heard Norm 
Bross mentioned. In Buckaroo Valley, 
during the season of rodeo contests, he 
heard little else. 

Norm had been contesting at Pendleton 
for the past three years. Each year at his 
send-off party in Hardesty, he boasted that 
this time he wonld bring home the grand 
prize saddle. Somehow he kept missing. 

" If he ever does, there'll be no living in 
the same valley with his swelled head , "  was 
Blacky's private thought. 

Each year, Blacky swore he wouldn't 
attend Norm's going-away celebration be
fore he started for Pendleton. And each 
year it drew him like a magnet. He had to 
touch the fringe of the horse world. It was 
in his blood. 

This year, Blacky really made up his 
mind not to go. He didn't admit that Nada 
Slocum being chosen queen of the celebra
tion and the one to present Norm with the 
good luck symbol of the valley, had any
thing to do with his decision. Nada had 
fulfilled the promise of fourteen . She was 
a heauty to rave about. 

Blackv wouldn't admit that he was in 
love with Nada and had been since he had 
discovered the cause of her tears that day 
in the hospital. A giri like Nada, now she 
had P.rown up, wouldn't be interested in a 
cripple and a s·heepman at that. So why 
hurt himself ? Carefully he kept away from 
her. 

Yet, as the morning of  the celebration 
wore on. Blacky weakened. Finally he gave 
up, got his car and drove down to Har
desty. He parked in front of the bank 
and walked the two blocks to the little 
square where the bandstand stood and 
where the ceremonies were taking place. 

The crowd was on the east side of the 
bandstand. West of it, lined up like artil
lery and j ust about as dangerous, were the 
trucks loaded with Jim Foreman's buckers. 
A little apart, but also in line, like a ser-
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geant commanding the others, was the 
ornate truck bearing the sign of the Bross 
Polo Pony Farm and containing Norm's 

. proud mount. The shining horse gazed ap
preciatively at the crowd openly admiring 
him. 

Norm was in the bandstand along with 
Jim Foreman, Mayor Neil Samuels, the 
officers of the commercial club, and Queen 
Nada Slocum. Norm, wearing a yellow 
silk shirt, looked the part of a champion. 
Jim Foreman, small and bandy-legged, ap
peared like any valley rancher, save for 
the extra shrewdness in his deepset eyes. 
He made a fine foil for the hero of the day. 

Envy hooked sharp claws into Blacky. 
As always he wished he hadn't come. A 
few minutes more and the eulogies were 
over. Queen N ada was coming forward to 
present the good luck buckaroo tie clasp. 

Norm took the trophy, reached his arm 
around Nada and drew her close to his 
side. 

"I accept all this with thanks," he said. 
Everyone laughed and cheered except 

Blacky. H is scowl thickened as he noticed 
that Nada made no effort to break away. 
She stood there, her red hair contrasting 
vividly with the yellow silk on Norm's 
shoulder, her lips parted in a smile and her 
blue eyes friendly. 

A moment they stood that way. Then 
Nada gently disengaged herself. 

"I don't go with the silver buckaroo," 
she said. 

" Playing hard to get, eh ?" demanded 
Norm, raising his bro..ys. "We'll see about 
that when I get around to it," he ended 
with the careless confidence of a man riding 
the crest and knowing his own worth. 

WHEN the ceremony concluded, all 
crowded around the convoy of 
trucks to wish Norm and Jim the 

best. That is ,  all but Blacky. He hated 
himself for his childishness, but there it 
was. Or perhaps he knew too much about 
Norm. He saw Bill Bross heading his 
way. 

Norm's father always made it a point to 
hunt Blacky out. He was not only an older 
edition of Norm in looks, but he had the 

same manner. Blacky always had the feel
ing that Bill Bross hunted him out to do a 
little gloating. This time he pretended not 
to notice Bross and moved away . 

" Hey ! Blacky ! "  shouted Bill. 
Blacky couldn't pretend he didn't hear. 

"Yeah ? " he questioned, stopping and half 
turning. 

"I want to talk to you, Blacky," B ill said 
with a manner Blacky recognized as the 
one Norm employed when he really wanted 
something. He was so intrigued, he forgot 
to scowl. 

" Go ahead, "  he invited. 
"We've always been good friends, 

Blacky, "  Bill said, his open smile indicating 
his sincerity. 

"In a way, _yes, " agreed Blacky and won
dered to himself, Now what in the hell is 
he after? 

" You know I 've been breeding quarter 
horses as a side line to polo pony stock, "  
Bill went o n .  " I  find it's taking u p  too 
much of my time. So I 'm going to go out 
of the quarter horse business. I'm going 
to sell my stallion, Hamad II .  I 'd like to 
placP him right here in the valley. " 

" You mean you're gain� to sell the show 
saddler you used to exhibit everywhere un
til he suddenly went haywire and piled 
Norm a couple of times ?" inquired Blacky 
innocently, knowing very well that was the 
horse. 

A little strain came into Bill's smile as 
he struck hack. " That's the reason I 
thought of selling- him to you. Y ott couldn't 
ride him with that back of yours, even if 
he hadn't gone haywire, and it would put 
you in a profitable horse business. " 

Blacky was so intent on trying to find 
the joker in this, he did not notice the j ab. 
Must be true, that rumor he had heard that 
B ill Bross had made a bad investment and 
needed money. But why come to him ? 
With almost a sense of shock he recognized 
the ready answer. It was known that he 
had the money. It gave him a tremendous 
lift. And he would love to own Hamad II .  

"The price would have to be  down where 
I can afford him , "  he saicl indifferently. 

Bill named a price and watched Blacky 
carefullv. 
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Sure of his ground, Blacky merely 
shrugged. Slowly the price went down 
uti! Bill was sweating. 

\Vhen Hamad II was a real bargain, 
Blacky closed. 

"I 'll be down in a day or so after him , "  
Blacky said and watched Bill walk away 
without his usual swagger. Blacky started 
for his car and was surprised to meet 
Nada. He didn't see how she happened to 
be there. Seemed to him she ought to be 
with the crowd fawning on Norm Bross. 

"I saw you in the fringe of folks in front 
of the bandstand, " she greeted. "You 
looked as though you were sore at me. And 
why have you been avoiding me ? "  

"I haven't been avoiding you , "  lied 
Blacky. "Just haven't been to town. As 
for the way I looked today. I was sore
sore and jealous. " 

Nada's serious expression brightened 
until she sparkled. " Yes ? "  

Nada had known his ambitions since the 
day he had turned himself wrong side out 
in the hospital. He didn't have to pretend 
with her. 

"You know the answer, "  he said. " If it 
hadn't been for Black Angel, I'd be going 
to Pendleton along with Norm to ride for 
the g-rand prize. "  

" Oh ! "  I t  was a flat little sound, and 
the brightness faded from Nada. " I 've got 
to go back to my job of being queen. " Ab
ruptly she turned away. 

Blacky watched her go with a puzzled 
frown. She was acting offended. He won
dered why. There seemed to be no reason, 
yrt it bothered him as he drove home. 

T 1E NEXT day Blacky saddled his 
g-entle pony and went after his new 
horse. He put Hamad II in the big 

corral and sat on the fence in lonely pleas
ure to admire him. Too bad Norm had 
spoiled him. One of the best saddlers ever 
in the valley, ruined. 

Blackv w:1.ntrd to fork Hamad II so 
much his mouth watered. The fact that 
Norm couldn't ririe him didn't mean any
thng to Blacky. Tf he hadn't been hurt. he 
was sure he conld hrino- Hamad II back 
into the fold as the vallrv's greatest saddler. 

Anyhow, the horse was his, even if riding 
him was out. 

The gentle pony Blacky used to get 
about his range was terrified of the power
ful stallion. Feeling sorry for the pony's 
fear and not needing him for a time, Blacky 
took him down to his lower field and 
turned him in to feast on clover rowen. 

Long ago Blacky had arrived at a stage 
of affluence where he hired a herder. Now 
it was time to pack a few supplies to the 
sheep camp. In fact, Blacky had arranged 
it that way, so he wouldn't be tempted to 
go down to Hardesty and torture himself 
by hearing everyone and his dog barking 
over how Norm was making out at Pendle
ton. He didn't return to the ranch until 
the day after the finals. His phone was 
ringing when he entered his house. He 
took down the receiver. 

" Hello ,"  he greeted. 
" \Vhere the hell have you been ? "  de

manded the voice of Mayor Neil Samuels 
in friendly irritation. " I 've been ringing 
you practically steady since yesterday aft
ernoon. 

" Up to sheep camp, "  said Blacky. 
"What's biting you ? "  He braced himself 
against what he had a hunch was coming. 

" Norm Bross won the grand prize at 
the Pendleton finals yesterday. "  

" \Vho had an accident and let him win ? "  
asked Blacky before h e  could stop himself. 

Samuels chuckled with altogether too 
much understanding. " How'd you know ? "  
h e  asked. " Hats Mason's horse fell with 
him and broke his leg. Hats was in the lead 
till then. "  

"Thanks for calling me up and giving 
me the news." 

"Wait a minute. V./hrre's your sheep 
camp ? "  the mayor asked. 

"On the Wolf Hollow Divide. "  
"Then Park Canyon on tlw west side of 

your range is clear and clean ? "  
"Yes. " 
"\Ve want your permission to use it for 

a picnic Hardesty is planning to throw to 
celebrate the homecoming of the valley's 
first gra11d prize winner." 

It looked like adding insult to injury to 
be asked to furnish a picnic ground in 
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honor of Norm Bross, but there was only 
one thing he could do. 

" Sure. Help yourselves," he agreed. 
" How's that old logging road up the 

canyon ?" 
"Trucks can make it easy enough. I 

wouldn't try anything else. When you go
ing to stage the whinding ?" 

"Friday. There'll be speaking, lots of 
food, games and everything, including the 
saddle to admire. You'll be there, of 
course. " 

Blacky grunted something deliberately 
unintelligible and hung up. He had no in
tention of going. 

THE DAY of the picnic, trucks loaded 
with gay revelers rolled up the high
way and branched into the old log

ging road up Park Canyon. 
One truck detached itself · and came up 

the road to Blacky's house where he was 
working in the yard. He wasn't surprised 
to find Norm in the truck, or N ada with 
him. 

Norm wouldn't pass up such a golden 
opportunity to rub it in. 

When the truck stopped, the grand prize 
winner waited for Blacky to do the proper 
thing and congratulate him. Instead, 
Blacky grinned wickedly and gestured to 
where Hamad II was watching them over 
the corral fence. 

" I hear you've been practicing up on 
your riding, " he said. " Think you've got 
good enough so you can ride Hamad I I  
now ? I hear he's piled you twice." 

"I can ride Hamad II o r  any other 
horse ! "  snapped Norm furiously. 

" I 've got a hundred that says you can't 
cinch that prize saddle of yours on Hamad 
II and stay . in it." 

"Stop it ! "  Nada interfered. " Norm 
didn't come up here to ride today. We 
came up just to make sure you were com
ing to the picnic. I've already rlrawn you 
as a partner in the scavenger hunt." She 
didn't add that she had arranged the scav
enger hunt herself. Before he could make 
an excuse, she called to the driver, " Clem, 
drive on. I 've got to get to the picnic 
grounds among the first to see everyone 

doesn't park his truck right where we plan 
to eat." 

Blacky watched them go. He wasn't at 
all proud of himself for needling Norm. 
He j ust couldn't seem to help it. As for 
the picnic, that was out. He had seen Nada 
snuggled in Norm's arm once, and that 
would do for all time. 

As the sound of the last motor exhaust 
died between the walls of the canyon and 
silence settled over the ranch, Blacky be
gan to weaken. It looked churlish of him 
not to attend the picnic, after his special 
invitation from N ada. He fought a losing 
battle with himself. If he must go, he de
cided to make sure the fawning on the hero 
was finished before he arrived, even if he 
missed out on the eats. 

Blacky went into his barn and worked on 
a new box stall he was building for Hamad 
II.  When he thought i� was time to go 
after his pony and ride up to the picnic 
grounds, he put away his tools. Quick as 
he stepped into the open his startled gaze 
went to Park Canyon. 

A dense smoke was rolling up in the 
second-growth timber in the mouth of the 
canyon. He could see bright tongues of 
flame leaping high. 

Some careless smoker had flipped away 
a burning cigarette butt, or maybe a spark 
from a truck exhaust had set fire to the 
tinder-dry needles of the lower canyon. 
Making its own draft, the fire would be 
drawn up the canyon to the picnic grounds 
with racing speed. 

Blacky stood thinking fast. The smoke 
would roll on ahead and warn the picnick
ers, but they wouldn't know they were 
already cut off. The natural thing to do 
would be to load up the trucks and make 
a run down the canyon. They would have 
just about time to reach the narrows where 
there would be no possibility of turning the 
trucks around, when they would meet the 
fire. 

There was a way out of the upper can
yon. Once, moving his sheep after rain 
had turned the lower canyon bov.gy, Blacky 
had driven his pickup, loaded with a camp 
and supplies, up a side draw to the shale 
flats, along Desolation R idge and down to 
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Squaw Creek, where another old logging 
road led to the valley. 

He doubted if anyone among the picnic 
crowd would know about that escape route, 
or would try it if he did, not knowing the 
better road was now a deathtrap. 

BLACKY'S pony was nearly a mile 
away. Never in the world would he 
be able to get him in time to take the 

only Pine Slope crosscut and beat the fire 
to the junction. Turning, he looked at 
Hamad II, his head over the fence, watch
ing. 

Only a little while ago he had tried to 
trap Norm into trying to ride the stallion. 
Now it was up to him, a crippled man. If 
he was going to save half the population 
of Hardesty with N ada Slocum among 
them, he had to ride Hamad I I .  His left 
leg hitching, he hurried to the corral. 

Swiftly he saddled the stallion, who 
stood perfectly still while it was being done. 
He led the horse out of the corral. If he 
failed in this attempt, it was better for the 
horse to be free to go back to the Bross 
Polo Pony Farm. His merely being there 
saddled would do it. 

Blacky knew he was a fool to get on the 
horse. He hadn't a chance in a million. 
Yet he had to try. Unless he made the 
attempt he would never he able to stomach 
his reflection in a mirror. 

Resolutely he swung into the saddle and 
settled himself. He spoke to Hamad I l ,  
and great horse started off. For a hopeful 
moment, Blacky thought the stallion was 
going to let him get away with riding him. 
Then, with explosive suddenness, Hamad 
n swallowed his head and went into the 
air. 

At the first jolt when the great horse 
came down, Blacky nearly fainted. A ter
rible pain shot up his left leg and into his 
spine. It was like a searing streak of light
ning, and it was gone just as swiftly. Now 
he didn't feel anything at all. 

" Something busted and numbed my 
back,"  he thought. " If it will only stay that 
way so I can stand it to finish this job ! "  

All alone. with no one t o  witness the 
battle, Blacky and Hamad II fought it out. 

The memory of some insult was driving 
Hamad II .  When he figured he had done 
enough to square that, he could quit. It  
was different with Blacky. He had to ride 
the horse. 

Blacky could taste blood that was run
ning out of his nostrils from the pounding 
he was taking. But still he rode with all 
his old balance and skill. 

Just as suddenly as he had begun to 
pitch, Hamad II satisfied his spleen and 
stopped. He'd got the grudge out of his 
system. He stood there, head up, ears for
ward, waiting for orders as he had once 
been taught. 

Blacky reached out and patted the great 
neck. " Good boy," he gasped. " Let's go. "  
H e  lifted the horse to a slashing lope and 
sped up Pine Slope. 

The back and leg were not bothering 
Blacky at all. He was afraid to think of 
them. He urged Hamad II to greater 
speed, hoping to be able to cling to the 
saddle long- enough to reach the picnickers 
and lead them to safety. 

They made the top of Pine Slope and 
plunged down the hogback. When Hamad 
II leaped into the logging road and turned 
up the canyon, they were not far ahead of 
the racing fire. 

With that fire behind him, the stallion 
needed no urging. He gained ground 
steadily. At every turn Blacky expected 
to meet the trncks. B ut they left the nar
rows behind and tore along where the can
yon widened out. 

Another quarter mile and he saw the 
trucks coming. There was not much smoke 
up there as yet, and, as he had figured, 
none of the crowd had any idea they had 
been cut off. 

They were simply being sensible and 
getti ng out early. 

Those on that picnic never forgot fol
lowing Blacky and the great horse up a 
draw to a barren shale field that was not 
only a potent firebreak, but gave them a 
fine view of the inferno they had so nar
rowly escaped. The fire was confined to 
the canyon, but so would the picnickers 
have been, had not Blacky and Hamad I I  
stopped them. 
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N ADA was the first of the crowd to 
notice the horse B!acky was riding. 
"You shouldn't ! "  she cried. " It's 

not safe. Remember what Dad said !" 
B lacky just smiled. Maybe he was going 

to pay for this in pain and misery, but he 
was happy. He had ridden a horse that 
everyone knew Norm Bross, winner of the 
Pendleton grand prize saddle, could not 
ride ! 

It was Neil Samuels who suggested they 
�;o to Blacky's orchard where there was a 
big spring and spread out the food they 
had brought. He'd be damned if he was 
coming all the way up here and go home 
half starved. fi re or no fire. 

At the home corral. Blacky stepped 
down from Hamad II .  He expected to 
collapse and he clung to the saddle, but 
nothing happened. He unsaddled the iJtal
lion and turned him back into the corral. 

As he started for the orchard, where food 
was being laid out, it suddenly hit Blacky 
that what Dr. Slocum had hopefully pre
dicted had taken place. The right jolt had 
been given him. The first pitch of Hamad 
II had released the pinched nerve. He was 
as good as he had ever been. Even the 
hitch in his leg was gone. 

Blacky laughed loud and long, all by 
himself. He was a trifle hysterical. Now 
he could get his buckers, and he could ride 
for the grand prize at Pendleton. He 

could win it, too. Strangely he was not 
as elated by the prospect as he should have 
been. and this sobered and puzzled him. 

Slowly he rounded the house and saw 
that those in the orchard were waiting for 
him and paying little attention to Norm 
Bross. Suddenly he was sorry for Norm. 
Through no real fault of his own, Norm's 
clay of triumph was ruined. 

" Maybe I 've grown up, " he reflected and 
hit nearer the truth than he realized. 

When the picnic broke up, Nada said 
to :-.Jorm, " I 've stood all the jolting I can 
take in that truck. Blacky is going to take 
me home in his car, if it's all right with 
you . "  

'· Suit yourself. " gritted Norm and 
turned away. 

After they were all gone, Blacky made 
no move to get his car. 

" Nacla," he said, "I 've been plumb 
blind. I've been ahead all the way, and all 
on account of nearly getting killed. "  

There was the same starry look about 
her there had been that day down in Hard
esty when he had mentioned being sore 
and jealous. He now knew the mistake he 
had made. There was no danger of his re
peating it. Stretching out his arms he 
gathered her close. 

"All Norm got was a saddle," he said. 
" Norm just thinks he's the grand prize 
winner ! "  

( At�.rwer.s to the questions on page 50) 
1. Horse has larger hoof. 

2. Because strong prevailing winds are from the 
aouth. 

3. Bridle (or hackamore ) ,  saddle and saddle 
blanket. 

4. Pine. 

5. Texas. 

6. Quartz. 

7. One grows on a cow, the other on a horse. 

Cow's tail is haired about same as on body except 
for brush of longer, coarser hair at the end. 
Horse's tail is all coarse hair brush of wholly 
different type from his body hair. 

8. California. 

9. A horse is said to be grassy when he is 
muscle-soft and possibly too fat from grazing on 
green grass without enough use to harden him up. 

10. ( 1 )  Kissing B's. (2) Susie ( Su Z) in a 
corner. (3)  Forks of the road. Double Lazy Y. 
Railroad junction. 
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S T ORM-WI S E  
By F r a n c i s  H .  A. m e s  

SO," ARCH CONGER said slowly, 
"you want Snowball, Beth. Gentled. 
I'll get him for you. " 

" Maybe," Mark Talbert told him, "you 
will. And maybe you won't, Arch." 

It isn't usual for two young men to 
propose to the same girl in each other's 
presence. But Arch and Lark had come 
to Beth Jeffry for a showdown. They had 
proposed to her before, separately, which 
was no secret to either, so it didn't mat-
ter. 

Arch was a solid built puncher. He had 
dark, wavy hair and brown, expressive 
eyes. H is too square chin and wid.e mouth 
were all that kept him from being hand
some. He was in his early twenties, and 
Lark was no older. Lark was taller, slim
mer hipped, a grey-eyed, high-cheek-boned 
man, with a lean and hungry look. 

Beth was a girl built and fashioned to at
tract men. Her father, who owned the 
Cabin Creek mercantile, often remarked 
that since Beth had "grown up" and started 
clerking in the store he no longer had the 
opportunity of waiting on anyone who wore 
pants. Every puncher on the range con-

stantly found himself in need of some item 
from B eth's dry goods counter. 

Beth had the bluest eyes and the yellow
est hair in Cabin Creek. She could dazzle 
a man with a ·smile, and then she could talk 
low and throaty, her eyes serious, seduc
tively promising. There had been more 
than one battle between the young bucks 
of the Cabin Creek country over her in the 

HOW BLIND can love of a wom

an make a man? By the time Lark 

asked that question, he could see 

-------·- - .. - -· -----
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past. But Arch Conger, son o f  Sam Con
ger, who owned the B and C, and Lark 
Talbert, son of Tom Talbert of the Forked 
Tongue, had narrowed the field down to 
themselves. Arch and Lark had fought 
other men over Beth, but not each other. 
Their friendship, begun during childhood 
and strengthened during young manhood, 
had stood the strain of their impetuous 
courtship. 

" Perhaps, " Beth said, tossing her head 
as she replaced the trousers the men had 
been looking at back on the shelves, "you 
two can bring Snowball in together. That 
way," she snapped, turning to look at them 
with eyes that were suddenly angry, " I  
can marry you both. " 

"You mean, "  Arch queried, " that you'll 
marry the man that brings Snowball in. " 

Beth smiled at Arch, and then she turned 
to look at Lark. 

"I didn't say that, or did I ?" she asked. 
She didn't say it, Lark thought, but that 

is exactly what she means. An inner ela
tion came to Lark. This was the long 
awaited showdown. This was a test that 
Beth was putting them to, so that she would 
be able to choose the better man for her 
husband. He gave her a slow, crooked 
look, and the corners of his mouth lifted 
in a faint smile. 

" I 'll be seeing you, B eth," he said and 
went out. 

As Lark stepped from the store he 
looked back and saw Arch saying good-by 
to the girl. He went down the street to the 
town's hitch yard, selected his horse from 
those tied there, and rode into the fast
gathering darkness. 

It was late December, and a soft, foglike 
mist hung over the land. As Lark rode out 
of town his mind chewed on the problem. 
There had never been any dmtbt in his 
mind, since Beth had blossomed into wom
anhood and he and Arch had sprouted 
beards, that the girl would eventually be
come the wife of one of them. The others 
had never mattered to Lark. 

Always it had been Arch ahd himself. 
In childhood they had been the best swim
mers, the winners in games, the best trap
pers and shots. They had become the best 

range hands. The Cabin Creek country 
had never been able to ascertain which was 
the best bronc peeler. Twice in the past 
two years, at the local Fourth of July ro
deos, Arch and Lark had tied for top hon
ors in the bucking contests. Two years 
back Arch had beaten Lark at roping, and 
Lark had taken the ribbon away from Arch 
in bulldogging. The next year the judges 
had reversed their defeats and wins. There 
were many who would have liked to see 
these two young hellions meet in man to 
man combat, but it was something that no 
man expected to see, for in work or sport 
or courtship they were friends. 

Lark smiled as he lifted his grey gelding 
into a lope, thinking of Arch, and then the 
smile went away. Arch would try to bring 
Snowball in-gentled. This was a game 
that carried more than a purse of gold or a 
silver ornamented saddle as the prize. lARK'S thoughts turned to Snowball. 

The big, pure white stallion wouldn't 
be hard to find. There wasn't a man 

in Cabin Creek who didn't know where 
Snowball ranged. The stud wouldn't be 
d�fficult to rope, for his defense didn't lay 
in speed, and he had felt the rope many 
times before. Snowball was a cunning kill
er, a horse that had never been broken, al
though attempts had been carried far be
yond methods that were almost invariably 
successful with other horses. There were 
rumors that Snowball had been worked in 
harness in Wyoming, by a sodbuster who 
hadn't lived to boast about it long. Cer
tainly, the white stud had killed one man 
and badly injured three others since Gaff 
Jenkins had bid him in among a wild bunch 
bought at a Miles City auction, five years 
back. 

Snowball had been three years old then, 
wearing a Wyoming brand that had been 
vented at the sale. Gaff Jenkins had never 
put his own iron to the bronc's shoulder, 
because Snowball had killed him before he 
got a chance to do it. The stallion had 
crowded Jenkins into the corral poles, bit
ten his neck, shouldered him down, and 
driven the life from him with lashing fore
feet. After that he'd jumped the corral 
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fence and disappeared into the badlands to 
the north. 

A year later the boys had located the 
horse in the badlands around Mink Spring. 
They'd thought that it would be a good 
idea to bring the stallion in for the Fourth 
of July annual rodeo. A horse that had 
killed a man would be a certain attraction. 
When Perc Sinclair had crowded in on the 
stud, dropping his twine over his head, the 
stud hadn't hauled back as most horses 
would have done. He had charged in
stantly. Perc got off with only broken ribs, 
because several other ropers had rushed to 
his aid. 

There was a devilish cunning in Snow
ball. As soon as he found himself well 
tied he became almost docile, watchful for 
that split second of timing that would 
permit him to kill. Later, in the rodeo 
corral, after the boys brought him in, he 
had suddenly pivoted and cracked a man's 
skull with his hoofs. Saddled in the squeeze 
gate he had ceased to struggle. But when 
Ace Boomer, top rider for the state, topped 
him off, he had thrown himself over back
ward and deliberately rolled on the rider. 
Then he'd come up, a wild-eyed, screaming 
demon, to pummel the downed man with 
striking hoofs. The stallion had broken 
away from the hazers that day, rearing to 
strike at man and beast alike when they 
attempted to close in. Boomer's saddle had 
been found, rubbed off beneath a cedar limb 
in the badlands. Boomer lived, but he'd 
spent six months in the Miles City hospital, 
and he'd never be in shape to ride again. 

This was the horse that Lark and Arch 
were to bring in to Beth Jeffry. I'll gentle 
him, Lark thought grimly. He can be rode 
down if a man lives long enough. I'll ride 
him until his tongue hangs out. I'll beat 
Arch to it, for he'll never suspect that I 'll 
ride tonight. He'll wait until morning, and 
morning will be too late. 

The run from town had taken the hump 
out of Lark's grey gelding. He pulled the 
animal up to a jog trot designed to eat up 
the miles. The ground fog was clearing 
now, but a low cloud bank lay under the 
sky. Lark heard the pounding of fast run
ning hoofs behind him, and he smiled. 

Why run Arch a race ? They often rode 
together from town as far as the forks i n  
the trail, and they could ride together to
night. Arch would go home to sleep, to 
get an early start in the morning. Lark 
would ride through the night. 

The horse swept out of the darkness, and 
the rider hauled him up until he reached 
for the sky. Lark crowded close, words for 
Arch forming on his lips, and then he saw 
that the rider was a woman. He knew at 
once who she was. No other girl sat the 
saddle with quite the grace of Jean Percon ; 
no other woman rode with a man's aban
don. 

" Lark, " she called, "is that you ? "  
" It's me, " Lark said. " Why the stam

pede ? "  
She turned to him, flinging her arms 

wide, inhaling deep lungfuls of the night 
air. 

" Would a person ride at a walk on such 
a night as this ? "  she cried. 

Lark was as weather wise as most range 
bred men. He had given no thought to 
what kind of night it was because of his 
preoccupation with the problem at hand. 
But now he looked at the brooding, over
cast sky, sniffed the heavy air, felt the 
warmness of it. At this time of year it 
should not be warm. A storm hung in the 
offing, and the brown earth lay waiting for 
snow too long delayed. The jack rabbits 
were white in their daybeds, and the cat
tails had long since dropped their cotton 
covered seeds along the swales. A man 
rides tonight, Lark thought, at his peril. 

THE air was charged with the threat, 
and it brought a wildness to Jean Per
con's features. Lark looked at her, 

seeing her for the first time in the years 
that he had known her. A trapper's daugh
ter, her French blood put dark mystery in 
her eyes, a delicate duskiness in her skin, 
a slight flaring in the nostrils above her full 
lips. She wasn't as pretty as Beth Jeffry, 
yet tonight there was something about her 
that reached out to Lark, touching a re
sponsive chord of wildness that lay in him. 
The girl saw it and smiled. Then Lark 
settled back in his saddle, his eyes somber. 
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"What's so good about tonight ? "  he 
grumbled. " Storm in the offing, sure as 
shooting. You'd best ride like hell for 
home, Jean. You're got a good piece to 
ride, " 

"And you ? "  she queried. "You ride to 
the Forked Tongue and leave Arch Conger 
to court Beth Jeffry. " 

" I  leave Arch, " he snapped, "to do as he 
darn pleases. "  

She was silent, and they rode o n  to
gether, their mounts' hooves loud on the 
frozen ground. It was full dark, yet they 
knew each step of this familiar ground. 
Their nostrils told them of the sage fiats, 
their bodies felt the tightening of their 
horse's muscles as they came into the long 
pull to the top of the ridge overlooking 
Bonepile Valley and its bitter watered 
creek. On the ridge . the girl lifted her 
bay into a run, pitching down into the 
blackness, and Lark found himself pound
ing beside her. She laughed as she lifted 
her horse with the reins, knowing, to the 
exact split second, when to leap over the 
narrow cut of the creek. At the forks of 
the road they pulled up, the horses rest
less, pawing with impatience. Jean pointed 
to the three forks. 

" That way to Conger's," she said. "This 
way to the Forked Tongue. This way to 
Pere Percon's cabin. How many times 
have you and I and Arch parted here ? 
How many times will we do it again, 
Lark ? "  

There seemed a hidden meaning i n  her 
words, and it puzzled Lark, but he thought 
about Snowball and about Beth and 
brushed it from his mind. 

" Many times, Jean," he said, lifting his 
hand in farewell. 

He put the grey into a lope that it could 
well hold until they struck the rough going 
of the badlands. With good riding it would 
be near dawn when he struck the lush 
meadows of Mink Canyon, where Snowball 
was known to hole up in winter. A scout
ing stalk at dawn, a chase in which his 
grey would be the faster horse, th� rope 
and then the saddle, the ride and then he'd 
come back to Beth. It was something that 
occupied his mind wholly now, a oneness 

of purpose that held no thought of defeat. 
Lark hit the badlands about midnight. 

It was as dark as the inside of a Stetson, 
and snow was falling, great, slowly 
dropping feathery flakes that clu-ng to 
Lark's leather jacket. He pulled on his 
oiled slicker, and when horse and man 
moved forward, the slicker rustled against 
buffalo berry and wild plum brush. The 
brush told the man where he was as surely 
as though it had been daylight. The 
choked draw rimmed the entrance to the 
never-never land of the badlands like a 
fur girdle about a woman's waist. 

Lark spent the rest of the night feeling 
his way through a maze of draw and butte 
and canyon. This was the wildest, most 
forsaken land in the West. The snow was 
piling up now in a soft, silent blanket 
underfoot. In the first grey rays of dawn 
Lark came out on the ridge and leoked 
down on the country below him through the 
whirling storm. In the compass of his mind 
he laid it out neatly. Straight down lay 
the wonderland along the Little Missouri 
River. 

Here the ground flattened out, the buttes 
were lower, more eroded by time, more 
widely spac�d, and lush meadows were 
interwoven between them. Prior to the 
snowfall the land had been parched with 
dryness. Only in one place, in the canyon 
below Mink Spring, would the grass be 
sweet and green. Here would be Snow
ball's feeding and watering ground. He 
would most certainly seek it in the storm. 
Range sense told Lark that the stallion 
would head far up toward the blind end of 
the canyon to seek shelter against its high 
ramparts. 

Lark wiped the snow from his face, 
shook it from his broad shoulders, and 
then he sent the grey down, thankful for 
the half darkness. He had struck the mouth 
of M ink Canyon when he saw another 
rider emerge from the gloom. He cursed 
softly as he angled to meet him. Lark and 
Arch sat in their hulls and looked at each 
other. 

" So, " Lark said softly, "you rode all 
night, too. " 

" You thought you'd coyote around me, 
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didn't you, Lark ?" Arch said. " I  don't 
fool that easy . "  

A SOFT answer lay behind Lark's 
lips, and then he saw Arch's eyes, 
cold and hard and challenging. He 

had seen Arch look this way before, but 
never at him. It jolted him, brought him 
rudely down to earth. Here in this silent 
storm, with no other eyes to see the end 
of friendship, was to be the final show
down. Lark knew it with a certainty that 
tightened his belly and brought a coldness 
to his spine. 

1' Where de wo go from here, Arch ? "  he 
asked levelly. 

"I'm riding up the canyon, "  Arch said. 
" I'm riding alone. You're turning back. " 

"This is something that we can't do 
together, " Lark said, swinging down. 
"Unload, Arch, and we'll discuss it." 

Arch came down and placed his back 
against his claybank. Then he launched 
himself at Lark, his mouth twisted into 
ugliness. Lark drove his fist between the 
reaching hands, knocking his man down, 
then stood back, poised in the knee-deep 
snow, waiting. Arch came up, lunged for
ward, his oaths beating against the buttes, 

· and Lark knew that he had a man to whip. 
They fought silently, the horses backing 

away from the fast moving tangle, snorting 
through their nostrils. It was a battle 
that moved raggedly over the snow, with 
first one man down and then the other, and 
no quarter asked or given. Then Lark 
lifted a punch from his knees. It caught 
the incoming Arch on the j aw, and laid him 
half stunned on his back. 

Lark looked down at his friend a mo
ment. Then he brought the claybank in, 
lifted the half conscious man into the sad
dle, and placed the reins in his hands. 

" Go on home, Arch," he said, "and for
get it. Next time you may get the upper 
hand. " 

Arch straightened in the saddle, lifted 
the ribbons as though to swivel his horse 
about, then suddenly lashed down with a 
clubbed quirt. The weighted butt struck 
Lark above the temple and he dropped in 
the snow like a felled tree. 

Blood dribbled from the corners of 
Arch's mouth as he looked down at Lark, 
and his eyes were hard to read. H e  
swiveled the claybank around and rode 
over to Lark's grey. He tied the reins 
around the horn, booted the grey lightly 
in the rear, and watched it gallop into the 
falling snow, headed for the Forked 
Tongue. 

Arch rode up Mink Canyon, without 
looking back. A puff of wind came out of 
the northwest and the air turned cold with 
its first touch. By the time the claybank 
had drawn near the canyon's end the wind 
was blowing a gale, whirling the feathery 
snow aloft, hemming the rider in as though 
he were wrapped in a smothering blanket 
of down. Visibility was cut to a few feet, 
and Arch was almost upon Snowball before 
he saw him backed against the canyon's 
wall. The horse was facing him, it's 
muscles tightened for flight. Arch drove ' 
home with his hooks, catapulting the clay
bank at the white stud. 

Snowball turned against the cliff that 
barred his flight, and then, true to his 
heritage of hate, he swiveled and charged. 
Arch's rope shot out and he drove his knee 
into the claybank's side, coming down hard 
with the neck rein, breaking the horse out 
of its inclination to set back against a rope 
that had settled true on its target. 

There was no better rope horse in the 
country than Arch's. This game that Arch 
played was strange to the clay.bank, yet it 
answered every shift of its rider's body, 
every slightest touch of the ribbons. It 
moved with lightning rapidity, avoiding the 
screaming charge of the stallion and swing
ing around to bring the rope that was 
about its neck taut about its hocks. The 
captive spilled down in the snow, with its 
head swung around beneath one shoulder. 

Arch sprang from the saddle with a pig
ging string in his hand to lash the stallion's 
deadly forefeet together before it could 
lunge up. The stud reared on its hind legs, 
striking at Arch with the battering ram of 
its tied fore legs, but the claybank backed 
away, keeping the rope taut, throwing the 
stallion over backward. Arch tossed 
another loop around the back legs, and the 
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wild horse lay helpless. H e  was still, re
fusing to waste strength on useless strug
gle, waiting for the moment that had al
ways come before, when he could lash out 
to kill. 

Arch secured his ties, blindfolded Snow
ball, and pulled the saddle from the clay
bank. With some difficulty he got it on the 
stud, forcing the cinch through the soft 
snow beneath its belly. He waved the clay
bank away, watching it move with the 
driving storm on its tail. Then he put a 
foot in the top stirrup, set nerve and muscle 
to readiness, freed pigging strings, yanked 
the blindfold. Beth seemed awfully near to 
the rugged cowboy now. 

SNOWBALL lay still for a
· 

long mo
ment and it seemed to Arch that he 
could see the careful scheming in the 

outlaw's eyes. The horse surged to its feet, 
and Arch slid his foot securely into the 
other stirrup, slipped quirt thong about 
his wrist, and set his hooks. 

The great, white stallion screamed as he 
went up, and Lark Talbert, painfully fol
lowing the fast disappearing tracks of 
Arch's progress through the snow, heard 
the scream. He broke into a staggering 
run, as fear for Arch reached out to tug at 
him. Lark came upon the scene just as 
Snowball threw himself over backward . 
He saw Arch lithely slide out of the saddle, 
tossing himself clear, saw him come up 
with the bronc, and then the stallion was 
bucking across the flat, his pitching inter
fered with by the soft snow, but with Arch 
riding high and pretty. 

Lark's hand went to the gun at his hip, 
and Jean Percon's words flashed through 
his mind : " How many times will we three 
part at the forks of the trail again ? "  
Lark's spread fingers jerked away from the 
gun as a grimace of horror came to his 
face. The motion had been impulsive, in
stinctive, yet it had been a move toward 
murder. To what lengths, Lark thought, · 
can love of a woman drive a man ? 

Snowball bucked high and straight, 
bawling each time he hit the ground, and 
then he shoved his nose in the snow and 

deliberately rolled straight over on his 
rider. Horrified, Lark saw the white body 
poised in air, saw it crash down on the 
man, and then he was running toward the 
spot, sobbing in his throat. Momentum 
carried the stallion over twice, and then it 
came up, pivoting about, screaming as it 
struck at the figure in the snow. The stud 
ignored Lark in its desperation to reach its 
victim, and Lark caught reins and horn, 
and then he was in the saddle, clamping 
home the rowels, jerking the maddened 
beast back from Arch. 

Snowball went up, and Lark reversed 
his quirt and brought the leaded butt down 
between the stud's ears. It was a cruel blow, 
delivered with all his strength. Lark was 
a man whose code had always been to treat 
horseflesh with firm kindness, but this ani
mal was a killer, and Arch's life and his 
own were at stake. The quick thought 
came to Lark that he could have ended this 
affair in the twinkling of an eye with the 
.45 at his hip, and he knew with clarity that 
Beth Jeffry had stood between Snowball 
and a bullet. A man couldn't ride a dead 
horse in. 

The stallion made three bucking jumps, 
three times he attempted to throw his body 
over backward, and each time Lark beat 
him down again with the quirt butt. He 
tried to throw himself over forward, and 
Lark wound the ribbons about the horn to 
hold him up. Spur and quirt and locked 
lines brought panic to the stallion, and sud
denly he stretched out in a wild run down 
the canyon. Lark would not let him stop. 
He rode him unmercifully, feeling the 
weakening come at last, and then he turned 
him with quirt and rein until he went back 
the way he had come, facing the biting 
blizzard wind toward the spot where Arch 
lay. 

The storm was howling now. The snow 
was packing under the bitter cold and the 
wind's force, forming a crust that mo
mentarily held, then broke, its jagged edges 
cutting into the horse's flesh. Lark had a 
hard time locating Arch's body, sprawled 
in the snow and now half concealed. See
ing him lying there brought soul shriveling 
panic to Lark, but he fought it down, forced 



STORM-WISE 127 

himself to remain cool. Snowball stood 
beside Arch now, trembling with fatigue, 
his head hanging low. Lark sat in the 
saddle, knowing what he had to do, won
dering how he would do it. To unload from 
Snowball would be disastrous, for they 
would lose their last means of transporta
tion, yet to stay on him meant merely 
standing by and watching a man die. As 
his brain gnawed at the problem he heard 
the whining of fast driven wood on snow, 
saw the figure shoot down the steep incline 
on skiis. 

J EAN PER CON made a half circle 
about Snowball and came to a halt, 
looking up at Lark. Her eyes met his 

solidly and then they went to Snowball and 
the figure on the ground. 

"You need help, Lark, " she said, and 
then she was kneeling beside Arch, turning 
him over, while the snow powdered her 
dark hair that escaped from the wool cap 
she wore. 

"I don't dare get down, " Lark said 
woodenly. "This is the only horse we've 
got. How badly is Arch hurt ? " 

" He's been kicked in the head, " she 
said, "but he's alive. We'll have to get him 
out of here fast or he'll freeze. "  

" If you can get him up behind me," he 
began, and then he knew it wouldn't work. 
Snowball was temporarily done in, but he'd 
try again to kill as soon as he got his wind. 

"I don't know, " she said, and her fore
head wrinkled with deep concentration. 
"We have no wood--our cabin's six miles 
over the ridge. " 

" The ski is, " he cried, sudden urgency 
riding him. "Lash them together with 
pigging strings like a sled. Lay Arch on 
them and I'll  tow you with a rope. "  

I t  was a slender hope, a slender thread 
of hope, yet they grasped it eagerly. Jean 
bound the skiis together, and it was her 
strength alone that dragged his body on 
them. She crouched on the ends, behind 
him, holding Lark's rope. Lark held the 
threatening quirt butt out for Snowball to 
see, and the stallion rolled his eyes at it, 
remembering it. He twisted and threatened 
to pitch, and Lark clubbed him. He moved 

off in the direction that Lark wanted to go. 
This wasn't his moment and he knew it. 
Other horses with his temper would have 
fought until they died, but Snowball was 
too cunning for that. 

Six miles through such going was some
thing to try the strength of a ride-tough
ened, oat-fed horse. It was weary and 
muscle-deadening to Snowball, but he made 
it. He stood with trembling legs wide apart 
in Pere Percon's open-ended barn, while 
Lark tied him securely with a rope noose 
around his neck. 

Pere burst out of the cabin, a powerful, 
wide-shouldered bear of a man, with dark 
eyes like his daughter's. 

<< Sacre, " he cried, picking Arch up as if 
he were a child and heading for the cabin. 
"this man is hurt. Quick, Jean, brandy 
and hot water ! "  

Inside they did what they could. They 
wrapped Arch in blankets, poured brandy 
down his throat, bathed his bruised head 
with hot water. They stood anxiously 
about his bed until his eyes opened. For a 
moment he was bewildered, and then as h� 
remembered, his eyes gleamed wildly, and 
he tried to sit up. 

" Lark ! "  he yelled. " Lark's out there in 
the snow-I turned his bronc loose ! "  

Lark pressed him down against the 
pillow with gentle hands. 

" Forget it, Arch, " he said. "We're both 
safe in Pere Percon's cabin. "  

Arch looked at Lark and the wildness 
went from his eyes. He smiled. 

" Good old Lark, " he said, and in 
another moment had fallen into a heavy 
sleep. 

Lark and Pere sat and smoked while 
Jean prepared food. There was an eager
ness for talk in the old man's eyes, but his 
daughter's glance held him silent. She told 
him what had happened and she told it i n  
one sentence. 

"Lark and Arch rode out to get Snow
ball, Arch got kicked in the head and I hap
pened by and we brought him in ."  

She happened by, Lark thought, skiing 
six miles at dawn in a raging blizzard. She 
is a strange woman. Why haven't I noticed 
before how beautiful she is ? 
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They ate and talked o f  the coming winter 
and of the chances for a good fur harvest, 
of how stock would fare. Then Lark 
helped Jean with the dishes, and when they 
were done Lark put on his coat. 

" I 'd best be going now," he said. "Arch 
will be all right now." 

P:E:RE PERCON looked at him with 
puzzled eyes. " In this blizzard ? We 
have sleeping room in the attic. You 

wiH stay with us, my friend, until the storm 
blows out. " 

"You can take my horse, " Jean said 
quickly, not looking at him. " He is fresh, 
he will take you to Cabin Creek. " 

She knew that it was to Cabin Creek and 
to Beth that he would ride on her horse, 
yet she offered it. 

" Thanks," he told her. " But I 'll ride 
Snowball. He'll be rested now." 

Pere came out  of  his chair with a 
smothered oath, looked at his daughter and 
slowly subsided. 

" Such a man,"  he muttered, "is surely a 
fool . "  

" Snowball, "  Jean said slowly, "won't be 
rested enough to carry you that far through 
the snow. He won't be rested enough to 
kill you, Lark. " 

" I  don't want him rested that much, " 
Lark said, and his voice was harsh and 
brittle. " I  want to ride him until he knows 
that he is beaten, until he never forgets it. " 

" Until, " she finished for him, "you can 
truthfully say to Beth Jeffry that he is 
gentled. "  

"Until he's gentled," h e  agreed as he 
went outside. 

Jean followed him to the barn, and he 
waited there for her. As ·she stepped into 
the half darkness he pinned her to the wall 
with his hands rough on her shoulders. 
She looked up at him with calm eyes. 

" How did you happen to be there ? "  he 
demanded fiercely. 

Her eyes filled with scorn for him. 
" I  didn't intend to hear what was said 

in the store , "  she told him, "but some
times a person can't help overhearing. I 
heard what Beth told you and Arch. Men 

are such fools. "  Her voice was tinged 
with bitterness. 

He tightened his grip on her shoulders. 
" You knew we'd ride at night and you 

knew we might need help, so you followed 
on skiis, knowing the crust would form 
with the changing of the wind. " 

" I  knew, of course," she said. 
She knew, of course. She was the daugh

ter of a trapper, and there was wild blood 
in her, a product of the same wild land that 
had spawned Lark. Yet he had forgotten 
to be storm-wise while she had remem
bered. 

How blind, Lark asked himself, can love 
of a woman make a man. 

He released her shoulders and he said, 
" Stand clear. This ugly brute ain't dead 
yet. " 

She watched him untie the stallion 
cautiously and take a turn about a post out
side the barn. She watched him haul the 
stud out, snubbing his stubborn head close 
to the wood, saw the rolling of the alert, 
cunning eyes. He got into the saddle with 
his quirt reversed in his hand and then he 
cut the rope with one slash of his knife. 
Snowball screamed as he went up, but he 
came down before the quirt had time to fall. 
Pitching straight across the yard, he bolted 
into the storm. 

THEY came down the main drag of 
Cabin Creek as the wind died and the 
sky cleared. Twin sundogs flanked the 

blood red setting sun. The cold was in
tense, biting at a man's vitals. Lark tied 
the beaten stallion before the store and 
went in, to look at Beth. Hoar frost hung 
from his lashes. 

The girl gave a scream of delight as she 
saw the great, white stallion standing at the 
rail, his head hanging with weariness. She 
came to Lark, her eyes promising him 
everything in the world. 

" I  knew you'd win, Lark, " she cried. " I  
hoped i t  would be you. " 

"A hell of a way," he said shortly, "to 
pick a husband. Snowball's yours-you'll 
find him in the livery when you want him . "  

He turned his back o n  her and led the 
white stud down the street to the livery. 
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"Oats a n d  hay and a warm stall ,"  he said 

to the astonished livery man. "I don't think 
he'll give you any trouble, but watch him. I 
want the best snow traveling horse you've 
got, I'm riding out fast. " 

Lark rode again that night, but this time 
he traveled faster, on hard, crusted, moon
lit snow. He arrived at the Percon cabin 
after midnight and stabled his horse. The 
cabin was dark, but as he finished feeding 
the livery horse he saw Jean come across 
the yard, her slimness outlined against the 
moon. She stepped into the darkness of 
the barn. 

"Lark," she called. "I waited up. for 
you." 

" How did you know I'd be back ? "  he 
asked softly. 

She leaned back against the barn and 
her voice was suddenly small and un
certain. 

"I didn't know, " she said. " I  wasn't 
sure-! hoped-" 

He swung her about until the moonlight 
lay on her face, looking at her hungrily. 

Some women, he thought, use their beauty 
for good, and others use it for evil: Some 
women are capable of choosing their man 
with certainty, others look over the field, 
not having the depth to be sure. 

The man that gets this one can be thank
ful to his dying dtay. Why didn't I know 
this before ? 

" I'm glad, " she said, "that you and 
Arch are still friends. That is what I meant 
when I asked you if we'd ride to the forks 
together again. I was afraid-" 

Her nearness stirred him in a way that 
he had never been stirred before, and his 
need for her tugged at his arms. 

" There's too many forks to the trail, 
Jean," he said. " For us there should only 
be two-{)ne for Arch and one for you and 
me to the Forked Tongue. "  

She gave way t o  the pull o f  his arms and 
came into them with a glad cry. He found 
himself wondering if Arch would still be a 
fool when he awakened. 

He thought that probably Arch had been 
cured, too. 
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OUT OF THE CHUTES 
TH E  CUTTING H ORSE has never 

lacked boosters. From the old trail
driving days right up until now you 

couldn't spend an evening in a bunkhouse 
without hearing boasting about some cut
ting horse. 

All the other range chores came into the 
arena, but until very recently nobody 
thought the public would be interested in 
watching the workaday task of cutting 
steers from a herd. "There's no blood and 
thunder to cutting, " the producers said. 
" Rodeo fans want danger and thrills, but 
cutting is a highly trained performance 
from a horse. Dudes wouldn't appreciate 
it. " 

.It has been five years since the National 
Cutting Horse Ass'n was formed, and al
ready dozens of shows have added cutting 
horse events-Pendleton, San Francisco, 
Phoenix, Reno, to name only a few. Pro
ducers who doubted the drawing power of 
the cutting horse need only listen to the 
silence in the grandstand and watch the 
fascinated faces of the spectators to know 
they were wrong. 
· In Ranch Romances, we told you about 

the growing popularity of the event long 
ago, but now we'll really get on the band 
wagon and predict that in a couple more 
years a cutting event will be j ust as much a 
part of every show as bronc-riding. 

Cutting is the first new event to come 
along in years, and much of the credit for 
getting it into the show goes to the 
National Cutting Horse Ass'n. 

" I t  all ·started, "  says Ray Smyth, "at 
the Southwestern Exposition and Fat 
Stock Show at Ft. Worth in 1946. As I 
remember, there were 13 enthusiastic 
cutting horse people gathered up in a tent 
to discuss the possibility of forming some 
kind of association. There were two girls 
in the bunch, Margaret Montgomery and 
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Fern Sawyer. We did not have enough 
bales of hay for everyone to sit on, so some 
sat on saddles or on a spread-out blanket. 
When this meeting broke up we had 
formed what we thought would be more or 
less a local cutting horse association. 
Someone remarked we might even get as 
many as fifty members by another year. " 

They decided, however, to aim high and 
put the word " National " in front of their 
handle. And when that year was up, they 
had put on the first official National 
Cutting Horse Ass'n show in Dublin, Tex., 
(with stock and arena furnished by Everett 
Colborn ) ,  and they had members in 1 2  
states. 

" This doesn't mean,"  says Ray, "that 
everything was smooth sailing. About 
everything happened to us that could hap
pen. But it was a good bunch of fellows to 
work with. When something went wrong, 
they'd come right in to me and say, '\Nell, 
you made a bust. This is the way it should 
have been done.' Then they would all pitch 
in and help straighten things up again." 

ONE OF the first and most important 
things the group accomplished was 
to make a set of cutting horse 

contest rules. Emphasis, of course, is 
placed on the <11bility of the horse, not the 
rider. All artificial gadgets are eliminated, 
and the rider must not rein his horse or 
spur or kick him to turn him. Points are 
added to the score, as in other rodeo events, 
if the steer is hard to handle, and points 
are subtracted whenever the horse gets 
help from the rider. 

The attempt is made to simulate range 
conditions as much as possible and still to 
show off all the horse's ability in a two
minute period. The steers are held in the 
arena by other riders, while the contestant 
cuts out a designated animal and then pre-
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o;.pt_ it ·from returning to the hold for the 
·two minutes. Contributing to the excite
m�nt of the show is a hazer who keeps the 
steer moving, making things as tough for 

. the horse as possible. Of course, on a 
ranch the idea is to get the steer into the 
cuts as quickly and easily as possible, and 
the rodeo hazer would be definitely unwel
come. In fact, anyone who makes a noise 
around the herd a"t'--cutting time is likely to 
get cussed out. 

Unlike the show horse, the ranch cutter 
wasn't especially trained for the job. As 
Tom Saunders explains in an article com
paring the two in Back in the Saddle : 
"The old-time cutting horse learned the 
hard way-on his own and from experi
ence. For years of hard use he was j ust 
another horse in the remuda until by some 
manner of action he revealed his natural 
cow sense. The wagon boss or foreman or 
owner of the outfit took him over from 
there and elevated him to the respected 
position of ' Cuttin' Hoss.' 

" Vivid memories come back to me of 
seeing a faithful, tired, stove-up-acting 
little hog-backed, Roman-nosed horse, 
ducking and dodging his heart out to throw 
toward the cuts steer after steer. "  

That description wouldn't fi t  the show 

cutting horse today. Many of them, like 
Jesse James who was designated Grand 
Champion at Ft. Worth last year, are care
fully bred, registered Quarter Horses. 
Some of them, on the other hand, aren't 
much to look at. Satan, another top cutter, 
has a long face and a mournful expression, 
and he has been described as a candidate 
for sixth place in a conformation class 
with only five entries. Jeff Beals, his 
owner, once tried to sell Satan for $50 and 
got no takers. Right now, $50 wouldn't 
buy very much of his tail. 

I F YOU'VE never seen a cutting horse 
event and you wonder what they're 
like, watch Satan's performance as seen 

by Thos. W. Allen in Q uarter Horse 
News : 

" Sometimes he looks like he is about to 
fall down, but that old head sticking on that 
fabulous neck is right square in front of 
that cow at all times, and the body is 
dangling along behind somewhere. When 
he's got to dig in and run, he has what it 
takes, and when he turns on his hind legs 
the tip of his nose can move halfway across 
the arena on one turn. He does not crowd 
the critter, and that is the secret of his 
success-he works best when he can get the 
cow out a considerable distance from the 
herd and leave about 1 5  feet of space 
between cow and horse. I claim he turns 
faster to the right because that is the side 
Jeff carries his tobacco chaw, and the added 
weight is no small item. " 

Even though no reining, kicking or spur
ring is allowed, that doesn't mean that the 
cowboy just goes along for the ride in a 
cutting horse event. There is complete 
coordination between the two. The man 
and the horse must know each other well 
and trust each other completely to make a 
prize-winning combination. 

There are some cutting horses, though, 
which perform remarkably without any 
rider aboard. One of them is Jodie Earl. 
Jodie was the hit of the show at the Pikes 
Peak or Bust Rodeo at Colorado Springs 
last summer. This was the first major 
rodeo to present a cutting horse solo, and 
Jodie Earl has been in great demand ever 
smce. 

The cutting horse has changed a lot 
since the day when his only honor was 

. his title ; and though the arena isn't the 
same as the Texas range, cutting is basi
cally the same. Steers act j ust the same 
as they did a hundred years ago, trying to 
get back to the herd, and horses must 
handle them j ust as they always have. 
Cutting horse events are the best chance 
most folks will ever get to see what work 
on the ranch is really like. 

Adios, 
THE EDITORS 
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By Professor Marcus Mari 
The Aquarius Girl 

A QUARIAN girls are both gentle and generous 
at heart and have many beaux and many 

friends. They like meeting new people and wel
come new ideas. There is nothing stodgy or 
stiff about them, and they will risk Mrs. Grundy's 
tongue to embark on new trails. Once they fall 
in love or marry, nothing will change their minds, 
however. Indeed, they are apt to meet their life 
partners more than halfway. Marriage to the 
Aquarian girl is a comradeship in which she 
often gives more than she takes, but she should 
marry a man who is willing to keep her on a 
very long lasso. 

She's only human and has her faults, but they 
are usually excesses of her virtues. She's inclined 
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to be sudden and opinionated, impatient and stub
born. 

If she seeks a career it should be one in which 
she has a lot of latitude. Her mental energies, 
and her physical ones too, are greater than aver
age, and she needs room for expression. She 
likes people and people like her. She is interested 
in everything except the past, and is that rare 
woman who does not attempt to cling to an old 
romance. There is always something fresh and 
new ahead for the Aquarian girl because she 
makes herself new interests daily. 

Aquarians often find success in the theatre. 
Tallulah Bankhead, Judith Anderson and Jessica 
Dragonette are among them . 
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Wire • 

I D  ·the Wind 

By L .  P .  Holmes 
T H E  S T O R Y  S O  F A R :  

Finding the days of the Pony Express run
ning out, CLAY ROSWELL takes the job of 
wagon boss for JACK CASEMENT, who is 
stringing the first telegraph wire across the 
desert. Casement hires him against the wishes 
of his supply boss, REED OWEN, whose 
candidate for the job is MITCH BREEN. 
Clay has already had a run-in with Mitch and 
his brother SLADE. KATHERINE CASE
MENT tends Clay's hurts after the ruckus, 
and Clay is disappointed that she and Owen 
are friends. 

The day before the jumpoff into the desert 
Clay finds one of the wagons being overloaded 
on Owen's orders. He faces down Owen and 
has the load reduced to proper size, but the 
next morning the wagon is missing and its 
teamster found clubbed to death. 

Clay follows sign to the Bear Wallow trad
ing post, where he finds Company flour being 
sold. The Breens drive in with a wagon of 
stolen supplies. Clay kills M itch, takes Slade 
prisoner and learns from him that Reed Owen 
is behind the steal. 

Casement confronts Owen with his treach
ery, and Owen wounds him. Learning that 
her father is hurt, Katherine and Clay head 
for Ft. Churchill, where he now is. On the 
way they are ambushed by Goshiute Indians. 

C O N C LU S I O N  

C

LAY scrambled through the rocks 
toward the girl. "Kitts ! "  he yelled. 
"Kitts ! "  

Just before he reached her, Kitts shot 
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again, u p  the ridge. Clay dropped i n  be
side her, glimpsed movement out there, 
more definite than any he'd seen before, 
and flung a final shot. Then once more 
came a silence that had suppressed thun
der in it. 

He put an arm around the girl's shoul
ders. 

"You're all right ?" 
"All right. Right after your first shot 

they started coming down the ridge again. 
I-I shot at them. There was one so close 
I heard the bullet hit ! " 

He felt her shoulders shake in sobbing 
relief. He pulled her close and held her so 
until she quieted. And the world looked 
strange in his eyes, for now all about him 
things were taking on distinctness, and dis
tance began to grow. Abruptly he under
stood. 

Here was the dawn. 
Somewhere up above and thinned with 

distance came a sound as much animal as it 
was human. A single fading howl, thwart
ed, almost mournful. Clay understood it. 
The Goshiutes had had enough. The sur
vivors were leaving the field of battle. 
Dawn and the white man's guns were too 
much for them. 

In the east the sky was silver and old 
rose, flushing more strongly with every 
passing moment. Clay stood up, lifting the 
girl with him. 

"\Ve can go now. " 
There were squat and shaggy things ly

ing silent on the ridge sweep above the 
point, and as they passed them, the girl 
pressed close to Clay's side. But presently, 
swinging down and under the point to 
pick up another ridge top which wound 
toward the desert below, they were clear 
of all sign of what had made their grisly 
nightmare. 

The sun came up and flashed its quick 
warmth on them. And down below, wind
ing into view from a defile's shadowed 
depth, came a troop of cavalry. Clay fired 
a shot in the air, and the lashing echQes 
brought discovery. The file of troopers 
came surging up toward them. Clay turned 
and met the girl's weary, haunted eyes. 

" It's a new day, Kitts ,"  he said. 

THE CAVALRY troop threw a short 
camp, while coffee was cooked and 
iron rations served. Clay Roswell told 

his story to a grizzled, hawk-faced officer. 
who ordered two of his men to turn their 
horses over to Clay and Katherine Case
ment and double up with companions. Rid
ing double, these two were to escort Clay 
and Katherine back to Churchill, while he 
and the rest of the troop would ride high 
and pick up the trail of the fleeing Goshi
utes. At the moment of parting, the offi
cer shook Clay's hand and gave Katherine 
his best military bow. 

" M en in uniform have been decorated 
for less than what you two went through, " 
he said. "My respects ! "  

It was the same old desert, now that the 
sun was up-heat and dust and far dis
tc.nce. Vlith letdown, the weariness of that 
long night settled Clay deep in his saddle, 
and he marveled anew at the endurance and 
courage of this slim, ruddy-haired girl rid
ing beside him. He respected her silence, 
for he knew that her thoughts were once 
more reaching out to her father. When 
the dusty bedlam that was Ft. Churchill 
once more lifted before them, he led the 
way directly to the Casement cabin. 

He lifted the girl down, steadied her a 
moment, for she was stiff and cramped and 
uncertain. Now she met his glance fully, 
with a strange and moving depth to her 
eyes. She murmured just two words, com
monplace enough in themselves, but now 
carrying an accolade that drove all weari
ness from him and filled him with a swift 
and building warmth. 

" Thank you ! "  
Zack Hubbard, the warehouse hand, 

stepped from the cabin door. He stared in 
some amazement, then exclaimed, " You 
arrived at j ust the right time, Miss Kate. 
Your father is conscious and asking for 
you. " 

She ran inside. 
Clay turned the horses over to the troop

ers . and thanked them. Then, he asked 
Zack Hubbard, " Casement ? He's making 
the grade ?" 

Hubbard nodded. "With any kind of 
even break he'll be out of the woods m 



-

WIRE I N  THE WIND 135 

another week. Best medicine in the world 
just went in to him. Say, by the looks of 
you, Miss Kate and you have been through 
something. " 

" It was quite a night, " agreed Clay. 
" Now, what's the story of the shooting ? "  

Hubbard told him what he knew, which 
wasn't too much. He'd been at work in the 
warehouse, knowing that Jack Casement 
and Reed Owen were in the office, having 
an argument of some kind. He'd heard two 
shots, and when he'd - got into the office 
Reed Owen was gone and Jack Casement 
was down. 

"Any idea where Owen went ? "  
Hubbard shook h i s  head. " Not a damn 

one. When the word got around, a bunch 
of teamsters went on the hunt for Owen. 
They combed the town from top to bottom 
but couldn't turn up hide nor hair of him. 
No tellin' where he is now. One thing is 
certain. Any of the boys lay a hand on him, 
they'll string him higher than they did that 
Breen hombre. " 

Clay went over to a bunkhouse, stretched 
out and sought sleep. For a long time it 
wouldn't come. In the darkness behind 
closed lids it seemed he could

' 
see again 

those shadowy, drifting figures of the past 
night, and in his ears still rang that out
landish chittering sound that suggested 
something inhuman. The wonder that he 
and Katherine Casement had won through 
nnharmed was hard to clothe with reality. 
Time would color the >vhole thing with 
vague doubt that it had really happened. 

\ V_ J I H EN sleep did take over, it was '\JV deep and long. 
The singing of the bugles, car

rying clear from the military post, woke 
him at day's end. By the time he had 
cleaned up and eaten, twilight had turned 
to dusk and dusk to dark. Katherine Case
ment answered his soft knock at the cabin 
door. She too looked rested, and all her 
crisp charm was back. 

"Just wanted -to get the latest on your 
father, Kitts," he said. 

Her eyes were luminous with content. 
" He's going to get well, Clay. He really is. 
He's sleeping now." 

"That," said Clay, "will be good news 
to carry back to the boys on the job. " 

" Then you're going right back ?" 
"Yes. " 
She gave a little sigh of relief. " I'm 

glad. I was afraid-" 
"Afraid of what, Kitts ? After last night 

you need never be afraid of anything 
again. "  

" I  was afraid, " she said slowly, " that 
you might have some idea of hunting down 
Reed Owen . "  

" He'll keep. " Clay told her briefly. " Ev
erything in good time. Keeping the job 
moving is far more important, now. B ut 
some day, maybe . . . .  " 

She shook her head. " No, Clay, not 
even some day. I want you to forget Reed 
Owen. He doesn't matter any more. With 
him will always ride his own punishment. 
But if you were to hunt him down, and 
there was shooting, as there v.ould surely 
be-l wouldn't want that. Don't you un
derstand ?" 

Clay didn't, not clearly. He said, a little 
inanely, "The job's the thing. I 'll be get
ting along now." 

He moved a little wearily as he went 
away into the night. How could you figure 
a woman and the way her mind worked ? 
Where a man would be thirsting for re
venge against Reed Owen, Katherine Case
ment wanted this thing dropped and for
gotten. Why should she feel this way 
about a treacherous renegade ? Maybe be
cause women hung on to old dreams and 
insisted on sugaring them up, no matter 
how bitter the taste. Maybe because when 
a woman had once known softness in her 
heart for a man, she could never entirely 
shut him out of her memory, no matter 
how greatly he may have betrayed her 
confidence. Hell ! There were a million 
maybes, and none of them supplied a satis
factory answer. 

Clay Roswell rode a supply wagon that 
pulled out of Churchill the following dawn. 
His mood brightened as the slow grind of 
the heavy wheels put the miles behind. 
Work lay out ahead, and a man could lose 
himself in work. Work, mused Clay, was 
the greatest benefit conferred on man� 
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kind. It gave point and purpose to exist
ence. Without it a man would never know 
balance and the relief from life's urgings. 
The things a man won from life by the 
measure of his own toil and at the price 
of his own sweat were the value of his own 
worth in his eyes and the eyes of all others 
who understood these things. Work built 
things, and in the building a man built 
himself . . . .  

Where the Goshiute attack had first 
struck, the buckboard had been taken away. 
But the dead horses lay by the side of the 
road. The coyotes and buzzards had been 
at work, and the stench of carrion offended 
the air. 

N IGHT in the high hills, a campfire's 
ruddy gleaming, tired mules munch
ing at the feed racks on the sides 

of the wagon. Deep dark and the stars 
marching, then dawn's fresh breath and 
wheels rolling once more. 

The relay station at Cedar Springs Pass 
had a message that had come in over the 
wire for Clay. It was brief, but carried a 
deeper meaning than it seemed : 

Well done ! I'm with you in thought. 
Jack Casement 

To Bill Yerkes, Clay gave the story and 
read Jack Casement's message. This last 
Bill spread among the various crews, and 
they went at their tasks with renewed 
vigor. The Old Man would be in on the 
finish. 

" Boy, "  growled B ill Yerkes, "you sure 
scared hell out of all of us. When Pete 
Ryder, hauling in from Churchill, found 
that buckboard and dead team full of 
Goshiute arrows, and brought the word 
along, I had all I could do to keep the whole 
gang from dropping the job and going 
on a grand Injun hunt. I told them not to 
go j umpin' the traces, that you'd cut your 
eye-teeth at that sort of . thing and you'd 
turn up bright and sassy. I was tellin' 
them things I wasn't any too sure of my
self. But I was hopin'-and won·yin', 
plenty ! Musta been tough on that girl ."  

" It was a rough night," nodded Clay. 

"And we were lucky. Kitts-well, she's 
Jack Casement's daughter. Which is a 
pretty good answer, Bill . "  

They went u p  the hostile mountains and 
across them and down the other side. They 
built another relay station and moved on 
out into high sage desert. They ferreted 
out new timber stands where pole-cutting 
crews labored. They hauled supplies, and 
they strung wire, and they took the worst 
the wilderness could offer and beat it down 
and marched on over it. Time marched, 
too-days and weeks and finally months 
of it. 

Ft. Churchill was days away by wagon 
but only seconds now by the magic of 
swooping wire and clicking instuments. 
The military had combed the far country, 
and after a couple of brushes with the 
Goshiutes and \N'hite Knives, had put the 
fear of God in them. The long road miles 
became increasingly safe. 

And then one day a message came over 
the wires from Jack Casement to Clay 
Roswell. It said : 

Bring the headquarters wagon back to 
Churchill. I'm ready to go. 

Clay showed the message to Bill Yerkes. 
" Pick a good sound man for the chore, 
Bill . "  

" Maybe you better read i t  again, " said 
Bill Yerkes. "It  doesn't say send, it says 
bring. And the message is to you, Clay. 
I figger it means what it says. Your chore, 
boy. " 

Clay left the next morning, driving the 
big spring wagon behind a team of four. 
A man, he thought, had to make this drive 
to get full realization of how far the job 
had progressed. Churchill was mightily 
distant to a man who had to drive a wag
on there. 

I N THE middle of a wickedly hot and 
dusty September day, Clay Roswell 
rolled the headquarters wagon up to the 

freight corrals at Ft. Churchill, turned the 
team over to the care of a hostler and went 
over to the Casement cabin. At his knock 
it was Jack Casement's voice that hailed 
him. 
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Casement was thinner than Clay had 
ever seen him, but his eyes were clear 
and his step steady as he came across the 
room to wring Clay's hand. 

" Boy, " he exclaimed, "you look good 
to me ! Don't know what the job would 
ever have done without you. Luckiest day 
of my life was when you walked into it." 

"That works both ways, Mr. Casement, " 
said Clay. " Sure is good to see you up 
and around and your old self. " 

" How's the job coming ? "  
Clay had brought a surveyor's map with 

him, and he spread this out on the table 
and pointed to a pencil check on it. " Right 
there is where the outmost pole stood when 
I left. Tom Hughes and I kept up the 
records and reports as well as we could, 
but you got a chore of paper work ahead 
of you. All the men are anxious to see 
you back on the job. " 

"And am I pawing the ground to get 
there ! "  said Casement, studying the map. 
He made a swift computation of time and 
distance. " Hell, lad, you're a good eight 
miles ahead of scheduled progress. May
be I better stay right here and let you keep 
on running the job. " 

" That's the men's present to you, Mr. 
Casement. Ever since the word came 
through about you being laid up, the gangs 
have gone at their work just a Iitle harder." 

J ACK CASEMENT'S face went grim 
and his eyes flashed. "All faithful but 
one. So many times I've thought

and I've had plenty of time at that-how 
unfair Kitts and I were to you the day you 
brought us the truth about Reed Owen. 
And I 've silently apologized a thousand 
times. Now I do again . "  

" No need, " said Clay. " That's over and 
long forgotten. In your place I'd have felt 
the same. No further word of Owen, I 
suppose ? "  

" No. He's dropped completely from 
sight. But I haven't forgotten-and I nev
er will." Casement's square jaw j utted. 
" I 'm not a revengeful man, lad, and I can 
forgive a lot of things. But never what 
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Reed Owen added u p  to. H e  was selling 
the Company out, he was selling me out, 
he was selling out every decent, loyal man 
on the job. He was not only a thief and a 
traitor, he was a damned cold-blooded 
murderer-fully as responsible for the 
deaths of Brad Lincoln and Danny Hug
gins as were the Breens. Some day I 'm 
hoping to come up with that fellow again.  
And when I do ! "  Casement spread the 
fingers of his right hand, then closed them 
slowly into a locked, clenched fist. 

He stared harshly at nothing for a mo
ment, then went on. " l've had a couple of 
men on the lookout for him .  They've kept 
a watch out at Myers V'l ells. at Sugar Pine 
and Bear 'Vallow. I figured that he might, 
in time, show up at one of those trading 
posts, since he owned them. But so far 
we've drawn no luck. But we'll keep on 
watching and waiting. " 

" He's probahly chucked the whole busi
ness and cleared out," Clay said. "My 
guess is he's crossed the Sierras again into 
California. He'll be remembering what 
happened to Slade Breen. He knows the 
teamsters who did that job would like 
nothing better than a chance to give him 
the same treatment. I 'll be surprised if any 
of us ever see Reed Owen again. How's 
Katherine ? ' '  

The grimness left Casement's face. 
" Same old Kitts. Don't know what I'd do 
without her. She's over at the warehouse 
office now. keeping the books in shape. 
She's told me all about that night the two 
of you spent dodging Goshiutes. Some
thing else I have to thank you for. You've 
a knack for putting the Casement family 
in your debt, Clay . "  

" Never meant i t  that way, " said Clay 
gruffly. "Things j ust sort of happened. 
After that, I don't suppose Katherine wants 
any part .of the out country again. "  

"To the contrary ! She's just a s  anxious 
to get back as I am. Be all right with you 
if we pull out tomorrow morning ? "  

" \iVith you two heading out, I can't think 
of a thing to keep me here in Churchill, " 
declared Clay. " Got a few items of stuff 



WIRE I N  THE WIND 

t o  pick u p  for some o f  the men. After that 
I'm ready to go any time." 

There was a brisk step at the door, and 
Katherine Casement came in. " Any word, 
Dad, from Clay ? Oh. he's here ! "  

A swift gust of color touched her cheeks, 
and she hesitated just slightly before hold
in�; out a slim hand. " It's good to see you, 
Clay. " She smiled and added, " Dad's 
been driving me crazy, grumping around 
because he wasn't out on the big job again . "  

"Humph ! "  grunted Casement. " How 
about yourself, voung lady ? You've been 
skittering around like a restless bug, too. 
"'e leave in the morning. Now how's for 
a bite of lunch ? "  

The girl's deftness i n  the kitchen soon 
had them sitting at the table. Clay thought 
back to the first time he'd sat at this same 
table, and he mused at all the water that 
had flowed under the bridge since that time. 
Life could certainly throw its own unpre
dictable pattern at a man. 

That night, right over there, Reed Owen 
had sat. But if Katherine Casement had 
any feeling that a ghost was at the table 
with them, she showed no sign of it. De
spite the trapped heat in the cabin, she was 
full of bright energy and cheerfulness, and 
threw a barrage of questions at Clay con
cerning the big job. 

W HILE the girl went back to the 
warehouse office to clean up affairs 
there, Clay spent the better part 

of the afternoon talking over the job with 
Jack Casement. Ahead lay the final drive. 
\Vord had come in from Salt Lake, by way 
of the Pony Express, so Casement said, 
that the west-running leg of the telegraph 
line was already far out in the salt flats. 

"The original plans, " Casement said, 
"called for a tie-in just south of the Pony 
Express station at Deep Creek, east of 
Antelope Valley. The way things are 
working out, that looks j ust about right, 
give or take a few miles. An all-over time 
of about four months for the actual j ob.  
Five hundred and seventy miles in all, 
when the tie-in is effected. Future history 
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will make a note o f  that, Clay. " 
"That's what Alex Majors of the Pony 

Express told me when he advised me to 
try for a j ob with you,"  nodded Clay. 
Then he grinned. " Funny, but I don't feel 
that I 'm helping in any way to make his
tory. All I feel is a sense of satisfaction 
when I see another pole planted and 
another sweep of wire shining in the sun. "  

" Man, "  said Casement, "is a queer sort 
of brute. By and large he's a long way from 
perfect, and there are certain specimens 
among him that are of a pretty low order. 
But at times he shows a streak of nobility. 
Tell that to some horny-handed, sweating 
bully boy with a crowbar in his paws, fight
ing hard rock and cussing every inch of it 
while he digs another hole to set up an
other pole, and he'd think you were crazy. 
But it's there, j ust the same. When man 
wants to really set his shoulder to a tough 
job, he rates up in the end as quite a guy. " 

" I'll feel a lot more noble after I've found 
a barber and got out of some of this shag
giness," grinned Clay. "Me for town. "  

H e  found the barber and, shaven and 
shorn, emerged on a street where the long 
shadows were running and the dusty air 
seemed to quiver with the high, thin sing- . 
ing of the bugles from the military post. 
He recalled the items he was supposed to 
pick up for several of the men out at wire's 
end, and he headed for the supply house. 

He was within a few yards of the door 
of the place when, from a shadow-darkened 
gap between two buildings, a voice said : 

"I 've been waiting for this, Roswell !"  
There were many things in that voice 

besides the ominous words spoken. There 
was hate, thirst for vengeance and frustra
tion's corrosive acid. There was whiskey 
and brooding and raw deadliness. But it 
was still the voice of Reed Owen ! 

A ROTUND, red-faced citizen of the 
town, carrying a pretty stiff cargo 
of whiskey, came weaving by and 

never knew the break this fact gave to Clay 
Roswell. But his position at that exact 
moment gave Clay a chance to come fully 
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around and face the angle o f  threat under 
the cover of the drunk's wobbly course. 
And when the drunk had gone on, Clay 
was set and tautly alert for whatever dan� 
ger was reaching from the shadows. 

He had the tall bulk of Reed Owen fo� 
cused solidly with every sense. He could 
make nothing of the man's face in that 
fading light, but that didn't matter. The 
rest was clear enough. 

Strange currents rali through Clay, his 
mind going blank in some ways and needle 
sharp in others. It was as though the 
mechanics of a man's brain, in the face of 
stark danger, automatically shed every di� 
verting thought and poured everything into 
that fine and probing concentration he now 
felt. He spoke, hardly realizing it. 

" Come out in the open, Owen. For once 
in your life, let's have a full look at you ! "  

" Good enough for me here ! " And as 
Reed Owen spoke, his hand was in flashing 
movement. 

Clay Roswell matched the move, leaning 
into a slight crouch. The Dragoon Colt 
whipped the echoes back and forth, its 
licking flame ruddy in the shadows. There 
was answering flame and concussion, but 
where Reed Owen's lead flew, Clay had no 
idea, nor cared. He only knew that the 
big gun in his fist was rocking and bucking 
in recoil again and again, and he knew with 
quiet, cold certainty that he wasn't missing. 

The voice of lthe guns swallowed every� 
thing. Not even the wild yell of the startled 
drunk got far against the rocketing echoes 
of the guns. 

And now, finally, Reed Owen did come 
into the open. He came in a few stumbling, 
dragging steps, his knees bending more 
and more with each stride. They gave way 
completely and let him down on his face . . . .  

Gun silent and empty in his hand, Clay 
Roswell stood motionless for a long mo� 
ment. This thing had come and gone so 
swiftly ! But it was over and done with. 
Somewhere in the book of the destiny of 
men a period had been placed and the page 
turned. It had been written from the first, 
and it had come to pass. 

Clay's mind began to unlock. Outside 
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sound and action began to move m and 
record themselves. The · drunk was still 
yelling. The rumble of the guns had set 
him to running, and his overload of whis
key had tripped him up. He was still 
floundering, trying to get to his feet. 

The street was aboil. Men called back 
and forth, came crowding in. Not that gun
play was a foreign thing in this wild out
post, but it was something to find out about 
and talk over. It was a dash of spice to 
flavor another wild night coming up. 

Clay holstered his gun, turned to push 
through the crowd. 

" How was it ? "  demanded a man. 
"Laying for me in that alley," said Clay 

curtly. "His idea, and it was him or me. 
Any argument ? "  

" Hell, no ! If h e  asked for it, then it's 
his rough ride. " 

Another in the crowd was booting the 
drunk to his feet. " Quit your bellerin', 
you souse ! You're not hurt. " 

CLAY moved into the trading post, 
left the crowd to figure out its own 
answers. The bright fire of the mo

ment was gone, leaving a dark grimness 
of spirit. For this was the very thing 
Katherine Casement had asked him to 
avoid. 

Strange that he'd not thought of that at 
the moment. Nothing had been in his 
mind but the abrupt challenge and the 
realization that for a few brief seconds his 
life was going to ride on the measure of 
coordination of brain and hand. Well, that 
needed coordination had been there, and 
the thing was done and the future would 
have to find the answers. A minute later 
he was buying things across a counter, 
and the commonplace had taken over. 

Could men live and die so easily and 
leave no greater ripple than this ? 

It was tough, having to go back to the 
Casement cabin. He knew he was expected 
to supper, and he knew what that meal 
would be like now. The cabin was brightly 
alight when he knocked at the door and 
Katherine Casement opened it. 
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Instantly she read his mood, and her 
welcoming smile faded and her eyes went 
wide. " Clay-what is  it ? You look-" 

" I  let you down, Kitts. !--couldn't help 
it. But it's done. " He looked past her 
bright head at her father. "Reed Owen 
was in town. Probably been there all along, 
hiding out somewhere. Laying for me, so 
he said before the shooting started. He 
was backed up in the mouth of an alley. 
It was him or me. And-well-" 

"VI ell," blurted Jack Casement, "I will 
be damned ! I thought I heard some shots. 
Boy, he didn't wing you at all ?" 

" No. But he's done for. Kitts-I'm sor
ry. See you in the morning." 

He turned and was gone again into the 
dark. The girl said nothing, nor moved. 
Jack Casement called after Clay, then swore 
feelingly when he got no answer. He 
turned to his daughter. 

" What the devil was that talk about let
ting you down ? How could he feel he was 
letting anybody down in wiping out a 
damned whelp ? Girl, you didn't try and tie 
that boy's hands, did you ?" 

" Not-not the way he thought, o r  that 
you think. But all along I've had the feel
ing that-that something like this would 
come. Oh, Dad ! " 

Casement put an arm around her. 
" Whatever your fears were, they're over 
and done with now. Now that I think on 
it, this is the way Reed Owen would figure 
things. He'd blame Clay for uncovering 
his fine scheme of treachery and so want to 
get even. He'd know that sooner or later 
Clay would show up in town again, so he 
hid out and waited and watched and then 
forced the issue. And that was another 
and the final one of his mistakes. "  

Katherine did not answer. Presently she 
pulled away and went into the kitchen. 

I N THE pearl grey light of early dawn, 
Clay Roswell brought the headquarters 
wagon to a stop at the cabin door. 

There was some luggage, and as soon as 
this was stowed they were off, the three of 
them on the wide seat. A mile from town 
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and the desert took them over, the linger
ing freshness of the past night cool against 
their faces. To their left marched the poles 
and the measured sweeps of the wire. I n  
the brightening light the desert lay still and 
peaceful. 

" This is good-good ! "  exclaimed Jack 
Casement heartily. "There were times 
when I cussed the desert with its heat and 
its dust, but I never will again. A man has 
to lay in a damned bed for weeks on end 
to appreciate something like this ." 

Driving the outfit, Clay did not forget 
that though Jack Casement was complete
ly out of the shadows, he still lacked much 
of his old time strength and vigor and that 
the softness of convalescence still lay in his 
muscles. So he drove carefully. 

With the coming ·of the midday hours, 
Casement's enthusiasm and ebullience of 
spirit faded, and his face pulled into tired 
lines. Clay did not miss these signs, so he 
made early camp on a flat not far above 
the little sand valleys. 

Clay went quietly about setting up camp 
for the night, breaking out the water bar
rel, unharnessing and feeding the team. 
Sitting cross-legged beside her father, 
Katherine Casement watched Clay guarded
ly. He was a tall man, of soft and easy 
movement, Indian dark from sun and wind, 
his expression sober and taciturn. Virtual
ly no word at all had passed between Clay 
and herself throughout the day. 

By the time sundown came and Clay 
built up a small fire, Jack Casement was 
sound asleep. A s  she began to prepare 
supper, Katherine said softly, " We won't 
disturb him. He'll be ravenous in the 
morning, but sleep will do him good. "  

They ate i n  the early dark, the fire's 
cheery light a ruddy cone. After, while 
Katherine took care of the dishes, Clay 
went around to the team again, making 
sure they were secure for the night. He 
was still fussing with them when the girl 
came over to him, a slim shadow in the 
light of the first stars. For some little time 
they stood silent, each powerfully conscious 
of the other. 
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Looking away from camp, down across 
the desert's blackness, he found it easy to 
feel that the whole world was empty except 
for the two of them. A little wind came 
down off the mountains and set up a small 
singing sound along the wire that now 
stretched invisible against the patient sky. 

" Clay , "  said the girl abruptly, "I want 
you to know that you didn't let me down
like you said last night. When I asked you 
to forget Reed Owen, and not to make any 
try at hunting him down, I had my own 
reasons and they were not what you 
thought. When he did show up and came 
at you the way he did, you had no choice 
but to do what you did. I would never be 
so foolish as to hold that against you. "  

" I 'm glad to hear you say that, Kitts, " 
Clay told her simply. " I  wouldn't want you 
to ever hold anything against me. "  

"What could I hold against you, " she 
murmured, " when I recall another night 
you and I put in, higher up these moun
tains ? "  

"That was a tough one," nodded Clay. 
"A lot of life crowded into a few hours. "  

" A  terrible night and a wonderful one," 
went on the girl, almost musing. "I learned 
so much about myself that night. " 

Something in her tone drew Clay's 
glance. She stood with her head tipped 
back a little, and the starlight touched her 
features with faint silver. 

"I wonder, Kitts, if you've thought of 
that night the way I have ? That no two 
people could go through such an experi
ence together without forever after being 
tied together with some strange bond ? "  

"I've thought of that, Clay, and mar
veled at the wonder of it. Perhaps now you 
understand why I asked you not to try 
and hunt down Reed Owen. I-I was 
afraid, so afraid that where the Goshiutes 
always missed, he would not. Oh, Clay ! "  

I t  seemed right and natural that with 
these words she should come into his arms. 

In the soft drift of the wind the song of 
the wire seemed to take on a throbbing 
fullness. 

The End 
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· · Dept. 1638 41 E. Peorson, Chlcogo 1 1  

F R E E- A m a z i n g  B o o k  o n  RHEU MATISM, ARTHRITIS 
I f  you suffer the aches, pains and discomforts of Rheumatism, 
as manifested in ARTHRITIS, NEURITIS SCIATICA or 
LUMBAGO, send today for the FREE Bo;;i:. It reveals im
portant facts about why drugs and medicine give only tem
porary relief without removing causes. Erplains fully a proven1 
specialized system of treatment that may save you years ot 
duttess. No obligation. Write for this FREE Book today! 
BALL CUNIC, Dept. 1104, Excelsior Sprin��:s, Mo. 

Banish the craving for tobacco as thousonds 
have with Tobacco Redetrner. Write for fret book· 
let tellmc of injurious effe<t of tobaccO and 
of a treatment wh1ch has rtlievtd many me<�. 

In Business SiiiCt J909 1 FREEl 311,111 Satisfied Custtelll BOOI THE NEWELL COMPANY 113 -CiaJIII Sla., St. bull I, Ma. 

Right or left 
. Side $]95 

Pot. Pen . Woouble •4" 
A' stron��r. lorm t'ltiing washable aupport. Baek lac:lnc adJustabt�. 
$naps up in front. Adjustable leg �<trap. SOrt. flat croln pad. 
No steel or )e&ther bands. Unexcelled for comfort. Also used 
as after operation support. Mail ordet's give measure aroun<t 

��b\�w
e
\\r:�:e�!Y t�����:}.��·epts::irt.O.���s. or ltfL 1id� er 

Over 200,000 Satisfied Usersl 
1 0  Day Trial Offer 

Money·back 1'1UI.rantt>e if you don't :!el blessed rtltef. Delay may be serious - ORDER TODAYt PIPER BRAQ._ (0. 308 E. 12th Dept. Tf-251 Kansao City 6, Mo. 

IS,"LESiMIEN WANTED! Big Profits! 
Send name, addres1 on penn7 posteard for frs• ������. ,.....uc..!Gr•aod bow to getyonrs for introducing. 

WACU·MATIO CO.. 7817-1880 W. state St., WAUWATOS.A, WIS. 
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THOU 
they coultiJ 

'l'lle ! .. sons are so simple that anyone e&n 
underatsnd them. I b&te learned to play 
by note In a little more than a month. I 
wouldn't take a thousand dollars for m:v 
oo�e. •a. E. A •• Kansas Cits. Mo. 

Shares Course With Sister 
!l'he teaching is so lnterostlnl and t11' 
pieces so beautitul I couldn't ask for anY
thing better. I recommend your COW'!Ie 
highly. My sister ohares It with 11111 an4 
feels thp ·silmo way. 

•D. E. G., Wausau, Wlso. 

You, too, can play any instrument 
· -. - By this EASY A·B·C Method 

_ .  · you -'think it's difficult to learn 
·· - · music? That's what thousands 

spare time ·at home for only a few eents 
a day. Never mind if you have no musical 
knowledge or talent. Just read the fas
cinating . booklet and Print and Pietu� 

'sample that explain all about the U. S. 
School method. (Instruments supplied when 
needed, cash or credit.) T•ar out the eou• 
pon now, before you turn the ·page. U. S. 
School -of Music, r-----·----:--� 

· _ Flndlnt· NeW Joy 
r-am"ftndiDI, &;,ow ID:V that l 
never. ez»emnoed before, for I 
have alwaya wanted to plaJ, but bad given up hope untU l beatcS 
or rour oourse. 

•c. ll. JJUcleli. l>kla. 

Plays After 2 Montlls 
1 hesitated before son<llng for your 
course because of an earlier ex .. 
per!ence I had with a course by 
ear from another company. I am 
playing piece• now I never dreamed 
I would play alter only two months. 

•E. T .• Prichard. Ala. 
• Aetual vupila' names on reQuest. 

Pictures by professional modela. 

� of j)thers have thought! Just like 
·you• they long to play some instru· 
ment - the piano, . violin, guitar, 
saxophone or other favorites. But 
they denied themselves the· pleasure 
-because they thought it took 
month• and years of tedious study to learn. 

2942 Brunswick 

Learn in Spare Time at Home Bldg., New York 
10.  N. Y. (51st 

N O T i C E 
Prices of our courses 
have not gone up. MUsiC lessons still 
cost only a few .cents 
a day.- Remembe:c. we 
don't teach m\[slo 
..by ear"' or by num· bers. We teach you 

to .play by - standard 

And then they made
-

an amazing disllovery I They ·learned about a wonderfu1 
way to learn music . at home-1-without a 

. private teaclier�without tedious study
and in a surprisingly short time. They 
wrote to the U. S. School of Music for the 
facts about this reniarkable -short-cut 

:vearr 
' 

FREE! 
Print and Picture. 

Sampie �"O!PS", 
met h o d .  A n d  t h e  facts 
opened their eyes I They 
were amazed to find how 
easy it was to learn. 

The result 7 Over 850,000 
men and women have studied 
tnusie at horne this simple, 
A-B-C- way. Now-, all over 
the world, enthusiastic mu
sic-lovers are enjoying the 
thrilling satisfaction- of ere

'ating their own music. They 
have found the key to good 
t imes, p_opularity and 
proftt. -

Costs only few cents a Day 
.And that's what you ean 

CJo, right now, Get the proof 
that you, too, ean learn to 
play your · favorite instru
ment - quickly, easily, iu 

·----.-------·-�--..: ... _ _  _: _______ ., 
U: S. SCHOOL OF,MUSIC, 
�942 Brunswick �ldg., New York 10, N. Y. 

l am Interested in muslo otudy, particularly In tbe Instrument 
�!H��d

tobei��!n Pif��o s:dH��e.f!m�ncire;o�1uii!:�rt!>r':!:� 
Picture Sample. . 

Piano Saxophone Clr.rlnet Practical 
Guitar TrUmpet, Cornet Trombone Finger H�����n Reed Organ �1:J!rn pJ�go��ol 
Violin Tenor Banjo Elementary �landolln Piano Accordion Ukulele Harmony 
Mr. Ha.ve you 
Miss �-·-�-··· .. -·�------------·-.............. Instrumentr-
Mrs. (Please print) 

Addreos..--·--·-·---·--·---------·----

Clty __ ;_ .•.. ., ____ .:_ ___ •• .:...-•• -.State. •.. _ ...... __ 

NOTE: It you are under 16 years of a�e. parent must ol� eouiJOn. 
------- -- - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - �  

SAVE 2o - STICK COUPON ON PENNY POSTCARD 



Build a Fine Business • • •  FULL or SPARE TIME ! 

· WwtRJAdKD$ ¢EVERY O U T D O O R  W O R K E R  
A P RO S P E CT ! 

Get Started Right!  Don't Invest a Cent ., 
CASH PAY EVERY OAY WITH THIS 

DIRECT -FACTORY liNE! 
Start your big business backed b y  this 47-year-old, million-dollar com
pany. Make money from the first hour, taking orders for fast-selling, 
customer-satisfying outdoor garments ! You just walk in, take your 
order, collect liberal advance profit, and go on to the next eager cus
tomer ! You get FREE SELLING OUTFIT - everything you need to 
start cashing in on your first call. 

The Garment Men WANT • • •  and WILL BUY! 
Smooth, gleaming, satin-twill defies winter blasta l Big, luxurious fur 
collar, WATER CAN'T HURT IT ! Just ZIP-OFF Laskin Lamb collar 
for warm weather, makes two coats out of one 1 Ensy to put collar on, 
take it off, with smooth-acting zipper. 

WITH NYLON! * 
Sturdy, handsome 33" long coat almost uwear-out proof" because it is 1/5 NYLON !• Warm, snug Intercel quilted lming, knitted wrist bands, 
keep you warm on coldest days ! 

ALSO SELL EXCLUSIVEV��· 
AIR-CUSHIONED SHOES 

for MEN AND WOMEN 
���eBefl�niyruft Jec��r n'��c'JC�h���� cg����[d scores of other fiLlC footwear Myles wilh this wonderlul Velvet·eez comfort £caiure-! Cradles �:=� ��i�o���"!�r�f o�i�la��� -S���l)s5or�sl�� ferent styles for men, womCJl1 wi.th Velvet-eez and oUter romfort, and style features, Full Itne of sport, work nnd dress shoes, Make extra money with amart line of shirts, ratncoat.s, sport Jackets, 

National Advertising 
Opens Door for You 

Bi g.  powerful ads in 
Good Housekeeping and 

other national maga
z i n e s  m a k e  y o u  

known to people as 
the Mason Certified 

Shoe Fitter. You 
get the benefit -

w e  p a y  t h e  
BILLS ! 

Good Housekeeping Seal 
Clinches Sales for You 

Mason's VELVET·EEZ Rhoes awarded the Good HousckeepiOJ{ Seal. This Scat ends hesitation. Helps fOU sell more customers more 1tems . You make more money when you hantl.le this great Line and enjoy the support. . g� tp�r iGsJ!���re�!e�gifsr����� � 

llllSCtN 

FREE 

OUTFIT 

HELPS YOU 

CLINCH EASY SALES 

"I have had many experiences where I have 
sold as many as 3, 4, 5, 6 and 7 pairs in one 
silting. I received a phone call from one party, 
who wanted 2 pairs of shoes. I went to his 
store and made 7 sales." 

HARRY R. WILLIAMSON 



e rotec edr 
HERE'S AN AMAZING NEW HOSPIT ·�LIZATION P 

N O  l i M E  L I M I T  
O N  H O S P I T A L R O O M  A N D  B O A R  MAIL COUPON 

BELOW P�P.NI�NfNfm$�,' 
Acciclental Deatlt ancf POLIO COVERAGE INCLUOEO ! 

c T 
lnJiviclual or Family Eligihle • • •  Birth to Age 70 

This is it!  Sold only by mail ! America's newest and gr�t 
est Hospitalization Plan. Amazing coverage ! Lower' 
Good anywhere in the U.S. It's exactly what you · 
If you get sick or have an accident, you may go to any recor, �ospital (Rest Homes, Sanitariu!'!sJ Government Hospitals • 

luded) . Your NORTH AMERICI\.N Policy will pay for Hospital 1 oom, Board and General Nursing Care at the rate of $1 50.00 
ER MONTH. What's more, you can stay as long _ as necessary. 
here's NO TIME LIMIT. Now, in case you need SURGERY, due 

sickness, accident or di�ease • . .  the Policy pays Jump CASH 
>r 74 specafic SURGICAL OPERATIONS. What a help • • •  what , 
blessing it is to fall back on this kind of coverage in time of need. , 

"'"" LOOK WHAT ELSE YOU GET I : pr A.CCIDENTAL DEATH Policy pays $500.00 . . . with a 
)edal provision giving 4 times the amount - or $2,000.00 - for 
Ieath resultinl) from accident while travclin(l' on a common car· �er. But this asn't all. For still more protectaon1 seldom include/ 

ordinary Hospitali%ation - you and insureo family membe• 
so get POLIO coverage - $500.00 to cover HOSPITAL BILL 500.00 for MEDICAL TR:EATMENT, $500.00 for ORTHO. 
.EDlC APPLIANCES. 

Then, t oo,_ there are liberal Benefits for accidental LOSS OF 
HANDS, .r.EET OR EYES ; Benefits for EMERGENCY HOSPI· 
TAL TREATMENT for accidents involving no confinement, etc. 
Imagine all this wonderful value and coveraae at a tate for adults 1 

....... 

only about 3c a dar� IVz_c a day for children to age . • •  and 
IILDREN GET FU L BENEFITS. (Maternity Ride availabla 
small additional charge.) 
:PORT ANT - The NORTH AMERICAN POLICY pays you 
ILL BENEFITS regardless of money you colle�t from other 
urance sources for the same disobihrr,6 includinr. Workmen's 

. mpensation. WE PAY DI�O YC U !  This tr -ans, if you 
ar1: already carrying Hospitalintion - be smart • . buy this 
additional Policy, with its extra cash benefitsbto prot< rourself 
against today_·� hagher Hospital costs. Dou't elay ! MA . .  COU· 
PON BELOW for FREE DETAILS. No Agent will cal'�-! 

C O M P A N Y , 
Dept. 251-TG, North American Building, Wilmington 99, Delawaie 

'Please send me without obligation (uti details about the new North 
American Hospit3Iization Plan. No Agent will call. 

• 
Name . .  , . , . ,  . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .. . . . . . . . .  · · ·  · · ·  · · ·  · ·  · · ·· · · ·  · ·  � ·  · ·  · 

Address . . . . . . . .  , . . .  , . . . , , . . . , . . . . . . . • . . .  , . . . . . . . . .  , . . . . . • . . .  

• 
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