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9 Sensational Specials
a challenge to cash or credit jewelers everywhere
As “ America’s Largest Mail Order Credit Jewelers”
wo bring to you here some of the most sensational 
jewelry values ever offered. These new. low prices 
and our liberal credit terms make it easy for any
one to own a genuine blue-white diamond or a fine 
watch. Always remember that Royal’s tremendous 
buying power, direct diamond importations and direct 
sales methods defy local cash or credit competition 
anywhere. Buy the Royal way and save!

10 Months to Pay— 10 Days Free Trial
A ll Dealings Strictly Confidential i

We offer you credit without the slightest embarrass
ment.—no red tape—no delay, no interest, no extra 
charges. Simply send $1.00 and your name and 
addresa. We ship prepaid on 1 0  D a y s  F 
T r ia l .  No C . O. D. to pay upon a r r iv a l.  After 
full examination and free trial, pay balance 
in 10 equal monthly payments.

W ritten Guarantee Bond
accompanies every diamond and 
watch purchased. From start 
to finish your satisfaction 
Is assured. Order early

G N -1 1  . . .Here's value which challenges 
all comparison! Latest style Baguette wrist 
watch. Slender, dainty, white lifetime case 

set with 2 s p a rk lin g , G e n u in e  D ia - 
onds. Guaranteed dependable 

movement. Newest style, brace
let to match. Complete in 

handsome gift case. For
merly $39.75. Sale Pfice 

Only $24.50—*2.35 
a month.

9 D IA M O N D  
E N G A G E M E N T  

R IN G
41S

O nly sl 53 a
G N .4  . . .  Gentleman’s massive. 
Initial ring of Solid White Gold. 
Genuine black onyx set with 
brilliant genuine diamond and 
two initials in raised White 
Gold. Specify initials desired 
Sale Price Only $16.95—
$ 1 .5 9  a  month.

It 's  a B e a u t y !
5 D IA M O N D  L A D IE S ’ R IN G

O n ly ^ 2 ^  a m o n th
G N -1 0  . . . Exquisitely hand en
graved. pierced mid milgrained IS-K 
Solid White Gold, prong ring. Fiery, 
genuine blue-white diamond center, 
and 2 genuine diamonds on each 
side. A most outstanding vsilue! 
C a n n o t be e q u a lled  an yw h ere a t 
t h is  price. S27.59—only $2 .6 5a mo.

S A T IS F A C T IO N  G U A R A N T E E D
If you can duplicate our values anywhere send 
back your purchase and we'll return your dollar.

G N -1 7  . . . Hand engraved 
and daintily milgrained. 

, prong effect mounting of 
A 'v 18-K Solid White Gold.A  M o st Precious G ift ! \ S e t  w ith  a  large , b r illian t ,

9-D ia m o n d  W edd in g  R ing \ Kenuine blue-white cen- 9 v ia m o n a  w e a a m g  K in g  ter diamond and eight
O n ly  5^88 a m onth

G N -5  . . .  Exquisite, newest style 
wedding ring set with 9 fiery, gen
uine diamonds. Beautifully hand- 
engraved and daintily milgrained 
18-K Solid White Gold mounting.
Sale Price Only $19.85 — Si.88 
a month.

(8) expertly matched 
genuine diamonds are 
set on each Baguette 
effect sides. Mad* 

t o  » o l l  f o r  $ 6 7 .6 0 . 
Sale Price Only 
$42.50. $4.15 a 
month.

| Send for latest 
catalogue

Illustrates hundreds of special 
( in genuine, blue-white 

diamonds; Bulova. Benrus, 
Elgin. Waltham. Hamilton, 
Howard, Illinois Watches, and 

ner standard makes from 
2.50 and upward; special 

bargains in modern Jewelry, 
silverware and cameras. Send 
for your copy today.

O n ly  a m onth
GN-16 . . .  Beautifully engraveck 
ultra-modern ease fitted with 
fully guaranteed movement. Open ' 
link bracelet to match. One of our 
greatest values! Sale Price Only 
$17.50—$L .65 a month.

$37.50 B U L O V A  A T  
A  N EW  LO W  P R IC E *29”

G N -1 4  . . . Guaranteed dependable. 15-Jewel B u lo v a , 
precision movement, liadium hands and dial. Hand
somely engraved. “  B u lo va q u a lit y ! ’ case. Patented 
*‘dust-tite”  seal. Engraved bracelet to match. 
Another amazing Royal value — This watch was 

originally presented as the Bulova "Lone Eagle" 
at $37.50; Now $29.75. Only\ $2.87 a Month.

R esid en ts of G re a te r New 
Y o r k  are in v ite d  to  eali 
in  person a t o u r sa lesroo m s.

o m iL
D I A M O N D  6 .  
W A T C H  co.e

„  ADDRESS DEPT. 52-N170 Broadw ay, New  Yo r k
ESTABLISHED 1 6 9 5

O n ly  *23S 
m onth

New BEN R U S  " J u m p  -  W atch”
GN-15 . . .  First great watch improve
ment in 70 years! Face is metal; no 1 
more broken crystals — no more bent 
hands. Dials show hour, minute and 
second at a glance. Reads like a 
Speedometer. Dust-proof and Jar- 
proof. Guaranteed accurate. BENRUS 
movement. Modern, lifetime case. 
Bracelet to match. Special Price Only 
$24.50—$2.35 a month.



AUVE R RISING SEC TION

" T h e  U n iv e r sa l U n iv e r s i ty "  B O X  4 9 0 2 - E ,  S C R A N T O N ,  P B N N A .
Without cost or obligation, please send me a copy of your booklet. “Who Wins A 

and Why,” and full particulars about the subject b e fo r e  which I have marked X:

□  Architect
□  A rc h ite c tu ra l D ra ft s m a n
□  B u ild in g  E s t im a t in g
□  Wood Mill working
O  C o n tr a c to r  an d  B u ild e r
□  S tru c tu ra l D ra ftsm a n
□  S tru c tu ra l E n g in e e r
□  E le c tr ic  W irin g
□  E le c tr ic a l E n g in e e r
□  E le c tr ic  L ig h t in g
□  W eld in g , E le c tr ic  an d  G a a
□  B e a d in g  S h o p  B lu e p r in t*  4
□  T e le g r a p h  E n g in e e r
□  T e le p h o n e  W ork
Q  M e c h a n ic a l E n g in e e r
□  M e c h a n ic a l D ra ftsm a n

□  B u sin e s s  M a n a g e m e n t
□  O ffice M a n a g e m e n t
D  In d u s tr ia l M a n agem en t.
□  P erso n n e l M a n a g e m e n t
□  T ra ffic  M a n a g e m e n t
□  A c c o u n ta n c y  □  C o s t  A cc o u n ta n t
□  C . 1*. A c c o u n ta n t  □  B o o k k ee p in g

T E C H N IC A L  A N D  IN D U S T R IA L  C O U R S E S
□  M a c h in is t  □  T o o lm a k e r  4
□  P a tte r n m a k e r
□  P ip e fitte r  □  T in sm ith
□  B r id g e  E n g in e e r
□  B r id g e  a n d  B u ild in g  F o re m a n
□  G ae E n g in e s  □  D ie se l E n g in e s
□  A v ia t io n  E n g in e s
□  A u to m o b ile  M e c h a n ic
□  P lu m b in g  □  S te a m  F it t in g
□  H e a tin g  □  V e n tila tio n
□  Sh e e t  M e ta l  W o rk e r
□  S te a m  E n g in e e r
□  S te a m  E le c t r ic  E n g in e e r
□  C iv il  E n g in e e r
□  S u r v e y in g  a n d  M a p p in g
□  R e fr ig e ra t io n

B U S IN E S S  T R A IN IN G  C O U R S E S
□  S e c re ta r ia l W o rk
□  S p a n is h  Q  F re n c h
□  S a le s m a n s h ip  □  A d v e r t is in g
□  B u sin e ss  C o rre sp o n d e n ce
□  L e t te r in g  S h o w  C a r d s  CZ S ig n s
□  S te n o g r a p h y  a n d  T y p in g
□  C o m p le te  C o m m e rc ia l

O  R .  R .  lo c o m o t iv e s
□  R . U . S e c tio n  F o re m a n
□  I I . U . B r id g e  an d  B u ild in g  F o r e m a n
□  A ir B r a k e s  □  T r a in  O p e ra tio n
□  H ig h w a y  E n g in e e r in g
□  C h e m is try  □  P h a rm a c y
□  C o a l M in in g  E n g in e e r
□  N a v ig a t io n  
Q  B o ile r m a k e r
□  T e x ti le  O v e rs e e r  or S u p t .
□  C o tto n  M a n u fa c tu r in g
□  W oolen M a n u fa c tu r in g
□  A g r ic u ltu r e  □  F r u i t  G r o w in g '
P  P o u ltr y  F a r m in g
P  R ad io
□  M a r in e  E n g in e e r

□  C iv il  S e r v ic e  □  M a i!  C a rr ie r  
Q  R a i lw a y  M a il  C le rk
□  G r a d e  S c h o o l S u b je c ts
□  H igh  S c h o o l S u b je c t s
□  C o lleg e  P r e p a r a t o r y
□  I llu s tra t in g  Q  C a rto o n in g
□  L u m b e r D e a le r

Name..........................................................................................Age..................... Address.................................... ..................................

City....... ................ ...........................................State....................................................Occupation........................................................
It you reside in Canada, send this coupon to the International Correspondence Schools Canadian, Limited, Montreal, Canada

T I M E  A L W A Y S  

MOVES FORWARD 

— SO DO M E N  

WHO M AKE T H E  

MOST OF I T !  THIS  

C O U P O N  IS AN  

IN V IT A T IO N  AND  

C H A L L E N G E  T O  

M E N  W H O  A R E  

N O T  S A T I S F I E D  

T O  R E M A I N  ON  

T H E  SAME JOBS —  

U N T I L  T H E Y  

L O S E  T H E M !

W W —1 B Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements
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A D V E R T ISIN G  SECTION

’ll Send My First Lesson
It Shows How Easy it is 

to learn at Home
tofilIapAY

R a d i o  J o h

Made $10,000 More
In R ad io

" I  can safely say that I 
have made $10,000 more 
in Hadio than I would 
hare made if I had con
tinued at my old job.”  
VICTOR L. OSGOOD.

St. Cloud Ave.,
West Orange. XJ. J.

Jum ped from  $ 3$ 
to M et a w eek
"Before I entered Radio 

I was making $35 a 
week. I earned $100 in 
one week servicing and 
selling Radios. I owe my 
success to N. R. I. You 
started mo off on tba 
right foot.”

J. A. VAUGHN. 
Grand Radio & App. Co., 

3107 8. Orand Bird., 
St. Louis, Mo.

$500 extra in # 
months

"In  looking over my rec
ords I find I made $500 
in my spare time in six 
months. My best week 
brought mo $107. I have 
only one regret regard
ing your course— I should 
have taken It long ago.”  

IIOYT MOORE.
R. R. 3. Box 919.
Indianapolis. Ind.

Clip the coupon and mail it. I'm 30 eure I can train 
you at home in your spare time for a big pay job in 
Radio that I’ ll send you my first lesson free. Examine 
it. read it. see how clear and easy it is to understand. 
Then you will know why many men with less than a 
grammar school education and no technical experience 
have become Radio Experts and are earning two to 
three times their former pay as a result of my training.

Many Radio Experts Make 
$SO to SlOO a Week

In about ten years the Radio Industry has grown from 
$2,000,000 to hundreds of millions of dollars. Over 
300.000 jobs have been created by this growth, and 
thousands more will be created by its continued devel
opment. Many men and young men with the right 
training—the kind of training I give you in the N, R. I. 
course— have stepped into Radio at two and three times 
their former salaries.

Get Ready Now Cor Jo h  Like These
Broadcasting stations use engineers, operators, sta

tion managers, and pay up to $5,000 a year. Manufac
turers continually employ testers, inspectors, foremen, 
engineers, service men. buyers, for jobs paying up to 
$5,000 a year. Radio Operators on ships enjoy life, 
see the world, with board and lodging free, and get good 
pay besides. Dealers and jobbers employ service men, 
salesmen, buyers, managers, and pay up to $100 a week. 
My book tells you about these and many other kinds of 
interesting Radio jobs.

Many Make SS, S10.S15 a Week Extra 
in Spare Tine, Almost at Once

The day you enroll with me I send you material which 
you should master quickly for doing 28 Radio jobs 
common in most every neighborhood, for spare-time 
money. Throughout your course X send you information 
for servicing popular makes of sets! I give you the 
plans and ideas that have made $200 to $i,000 a year 
for N. R. I. men in their spare time. My course ia 
famous as the course that pays for itself.

Television, Short Wave, Talking Movies, 
Money-Back Agreement Included

Special training in Talking Movies. Television, and 
Home Television experiments. Short Wave Radio. Radio’s 
use in Aviation. Servicing and Merchandising Seta, 
Broadcasting, Commercial and Ship Stations 
are included. I am so sure that N. R. I. can 
train you satisfactorily that I will agree in 
writing to refund every penny o f your tuition 
i f  you are not satisfied with my Lesson and 
Instruction Service upon completion.

You Don’t Risk a Penny
Mail the coupon now. In addition to the 

sample lesson. I send my book, ‘ T ich  Rewards 
in Radio.”  It tells you where the *ood jobs are 
in Radio, what they pay. tells you about my course, 
what others who have taken it are doing and making. This 
offer is free to all residents of the United States and 
Canada over 15 years old. Find out what Radio offers 
you without the slightest obligation. ACT NOW!

J. E. SMITH, President
National Radio Institute  

Dept. )A D , W ashington, D. C.

SPECIAL R adio Equipm ent 
for Broad Practical Experience 
Given W ithout Extra  Charg e

My Course is not all theory. I 'll show you how 
to use ray special Radio Equipment for conduct
ing experiments and building circuits which illus
trate important principles used in such well 
known sets as Westinghouse. General Electric. 
Phtlco, R. C. A., Victor, Majestic, and others. 
You work out with your own hands many of the 
things you read in our lesson books. This 50-50 

method of training mokes learn
ing at home easy, interesting, 
fascinating, intensely practi
cal. You learn how sets work, 
why they work, how to make

you KTkduRU) yo a °1ia v r" h 2  
training and <•* Darlenes ~  
you're not ■ imply looking 
for a iob  wher* you cao a 

► enenci

With N. R. I. equipment you learn to build 
and thoroughly understand set testing equipment 
—you can use N. R. I. equipment in your spare 
time service work for extra money.

I h ave d o u b le d  
and tr ip le d  th e  
salaries o f m any 
Find out about 
this tested  
to

National Radio Institute. Dept.
Washington. D. C.

I want to take advantage of your offer. 
.Send me your Free Sample Lesion and 
your book. “ Rich Rewards in Radio.”  I 
understand this request does not obligate me.

The Famous Course That Pays For Its e lf CITY ...................................... STATE

Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements



ADVERTISING SECTION

rwAUexeftoset

BO XER

low to B o x , “ How to G et S tro n g .’ F or 
II This- For Only $ 2 .7 5 . A c t quickly be-

V f o r e  o f fe r  e x p ir e s . Send your 
name and address. W e'll slur* 

t l  everything out by return mail.
•Si Pay postman only $2 .7 S  plus 

w .  1 postal charges. Outside U. S. 
cash  with order.

f l  HERCULES EXERCISER CO.
IT 17 East 22nd St.
>\ Dept. A-13, New York, N. Y.

2.75

S m a sh in g  
B argain !
S e n d  N o  M o n e y !

You save over h a lf on th is  b ig  heme Gym  out
fit. H u sky 10>Cable Exerciser adjustable to 200 
lbs. resistance. W a ll A pparatus for B ack and 
Shoulder development Hand G rip  for husky 
w rists  and F orearm s. Regulation Heavy S k ip  Rope* 
Head Gear, Foot Stirrup and Harness, tne Great Sh a-

$1260 to $3400 YEAR
WEN WOMEN 18 TO 50 / ; r a n k l in  ln s t i t u t e

S T E A D Y  W O R K  /  R o c ^ EV ,”  Y
H u n d r e d s  P o s t  
Depression Jobs 
Coming

Common Edu
cation usually 
sufficient.

S  Gentlem en :

Mail Coupon /  
today— /
S U R E  /

y  Nil un
/

/✓  Address. . . .

y  <»emieuieu : Ku«h to me,
. F R E E  o f charge, list of 

U. S. G overnm ent big pay 
Post-depression jobs. Sent! me 

F R E E  32-page book describing 
salaries, hours w ork, and g iv in g  

full purtioulars on how  to get one.

y

HOTEL, club, restaurant and institutional field calls upon Lewis 
National Placement Service for trained men and women. Lewis- 

trained men and women start at salaries up to $2,!i00 a year, living 
often included. Good positions! as Manager, Assistant Manager, Host
ess, Housekeeper. Steward, and many others paying $1,800 to $5,000 
a year. Architectural Record report showing over $1,500,000,000 
worth of new hotels, restaurants, apartment hotels, clubs, and insti
tutions built in last 3 years, means good positions for trained men 
and women.

Previous Experience Proved Unnecessary
Qualify for a well-paid position at home, in spare time. Fascinat
ing work, quick advancement. National Placement Bervice free of 
extra charge. Free Book. "YOUR BIG OPPORTUNITY.”  gives full 
details and explains our Money Back Agreement. Send for R NOW!
--------------- ----------------------------F R E E  BO O K C O U P O N -------------------------------------------

[ L E W IS  H O T E L  T R A IN IN G  S C H O O L S ,
* Room G A -30 22, Washington, D. C.
* Send me without obligation the Free Book, Your B ig  Oppor- 
| tu n ity,’ ’ and details of your Spare-tim e Home-study T ra in - 
. ing Plan.

I
i
i
i
i

f Name I
 ̂ Address     \i i

I City .................................................................................. State ........................  |

QfTREADv TIRES
a s l o w a , T 5 t

AGENTS to *6 an Hour
S P R E A D -A -T R E A D  p a tch es  a w orn  npot f o r  a  fe w  
penn ies. K e-treada en tire  tire a.s low  as 75 c. A n y 
on e  can  d o  it. N o  too ls  n eed ed . Spreads on  w ith  a 
k n ife . D r ie s  ov e rn ig h t . T ou g h , f lex ib le , lon g  
w ea rin g . 2 ,000 additional m iles  g u a ra n teed . E nds 
costly  re -trea d in g  o r  vu lcan iz in g . Saves ba y tog  
new  t ires . H elps p r«w ent b low  ou ts . R ash  nam e 
and address f o r  Free Sam ple sh ow in g  tou gh n ess . 
G et special a g en ts  o f fe r  s h ow in g  how  you  ca n  m ake 
up  to  $6.00 an h ou r. W rite
P L A S T IC  R U B B E R  CO . O F A M E R IC A
Dept. A -2 3 0  E . Court S L „ C in e in n a t l, Ohio

GALL BLADDER
SUFFERERS MAKE 

THIS FREE TEST
I Gall Stones find allied S tom ach  A ilm ents 

are often painful and dangerous. They m av 
cause burning pains in you r sides, back, 
around your liver, co lic  spells, gas, chills, 
fever, indigestion and  jau ndice. Gall Stones 
rarely form  when norm al b ile flows freely.

I O f the m any who suffer from  Gall B ladder 
A ilm ents and related L iver and Stom ach 
D isorders m any cou ld  be relieved w ith l)r.

i H i l d e b r a n d ’# Gall 
& L iver Capsule#. 
Thousands have a l
ready reported w on
derfu l resu lts  W rite 
a t  once for  a  FREES

I TRIAL—No obligation—Merely send name and ad
dress to: D R . H IL D E B R A N D ’S L A B O R A T O R IE S *  
155 N. Union Ave., Dept. B F -2 ,  Chicago, III. I
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I was so lonely and friendless, a new
comer to town. Neighbors had made 
their polite calls, but I noticed they 

never came again.

One day I read how a lonely woman 
became popular by learning to play 
through the U. S. School Home 
Study Course. I  sent for details.

The nights were so long and dull. 
My husband hid behind his paper, 
bored and unhappy. I was almost 

desperate myself.

Now we’re invited everywhere. They 
call me “ the life of the party" with 
my music. I ’ m so happy I learned 

this easy U. 8. School way.

When I found how simple this short
cut to music was I sent for the course.
. it was fun to learn. Before long I was 
playing tunes. But I didn't tell Bob.

Then came our party. When I sat 
down at the piano and played a gay, 
peppy tune. Bob was durafounded— 

but the party was “ made."

MUSIC — the Surest Path to Friends 
...so easy to learn this short-cut uraij

N O LONGER need you envy people 
who play—who are always the center 

of attraction at parties— who make friends 
immediately wherever they go. Now this 
newly perfected short-cut home-study meth
od can make YOF an accomplished musi
cian. It can bring you the good times 
you’ve always longed for. It will lift 
you right out of tho ranks of the “ wall
flowers”  into the limelight of social 
popularity.

More than 600.000 men and women 
boys and gills before you. have success

fully learned to play their favorite in
strument at home without a teacher the 
famous U. B. School of 
.Music way.

E asy A s  A -B -C
Tills new “ print-and- 

picture”  method is liter
ally as easy as A-B-C.
The U. S. School simpli
fied instructions. written 
by expert teachers, first 
tell you what to do. Then 
a picture shows you what 
to do. Then you do it
yourself and hear it. No 
possibility of mistakes be
cause the diagrams are 
right before you every 
step of the way.

And you learn so much 
more Quickly by this new
ly perfected method than 
was possible in the old-

fashioned. tiresome, scale-practicing way. 
Now you play real tunes almost from 
the start— by note. Every lesson is a 
fascinating game and you can actually 
hear yourself make progress. No teacher 
to fuss you. No wearying scales to plague 
you. No interference with business or 
pleasure, because you choose your own 
time at home.

N ew  J o y s  tor Y ou
Just imagine yourself the center of a 

jolly, enthusiastic crowd, playing the sea
son’s latest sung or dance hit. Or turn
ing to the classics and re-creating the mas

terpieces of the world’ s 
greatest composers, mak
ing them live again with 
your own talent. Think 
of what it moans to have 
the pleasures and the solace 
of music at your instant 
command, ready always to 
bring variation and color 
into your life.

As a musician. too. 
there should be many an 
opportunity to earn good 
money by your playing. 
Thousands of our pupils 
have done this and thus 
paid for their I'. S. School 
Course many times over. 
Many have organized their 
own orchestras and enter
ed a profitable musical 
career.

V a lu a b le  B o o k let an d D em o n 
stra tion  L esso n  E n tire ly  F ree

Prove to yourself without cost how 
easily and quickly you can learn to play. 
Send today for our booklet. “ How You 
Can Master Music in Your Own Home.” 
With it comes a Free Demonstration 
Lesson which show* graphically how 
simple this expert home instruction really 
is. You’ ll see how easily you can be
come an accomplished musician, as many 
thousands of o tilers have. Instruments 
supplied if desired— cash or credit.

You owe it to yourself to get this valu
able booklet and Demonstration Lesson 
at once. No obligation whatever on your 
part. Be sure to mail the coupon TO
DAY. D. S. School of Music, 3591
Brunswick Bldg., New York City.

IJ. S . SCHOOL OF M USIC
3591 B r u n sw ic k  B ld g ., N. Y . City

Please send me your free book. “ How 
You ('an Master Music in. Your Own 
Home,”  with inspiring message by Dr. 
Frank Crane, Free Demonstration Lesson 
and particulars of your easy payment plan. 
1 am interested in the following course:

Have you 
. Instrument ?

Name

Address

City

PICK YOUR  
INSTRUM ENT

Piano
Organ
Ukulele
Cornet
Trombone
Piccolo
Guitar

V io lin
Clarinet
Flute
Saxophone 
Harp 
Mandolin 
’ Cello

Haw aiian Steel Guitar 
S ight Sin gin g 

Piano Accordion 
Ita lia n  and German 

Accordion
Voice and Speech Culture 
Harmony and Composition 

Drums and Traps 
Automatic Finger 

Control
Banjo (Plectrum , 5- 

String  or Tenor) 
Juniors' Piano Course
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“ I have worn Direc
tor Belt. I  have re
duced my waistline 
eight inches,”  says 

J. P . Long, 
Lebanon, Pa.

I Had a Waistline 
Like His.

I Got Rid of It ,
This Easy Way." 1

T h e  Director p u t s  the
loose, fallen abdominal

muscles back where they belong, and 
you immediately take on a slender, 
athletic appearance. Then, its gentle 
changing pressure on the abdomen 
brings results similar to regular 
massage, scattering the fat and giv- 
i ng strength and firmness to t he waistline while the replacement 
of the muscles relieves the strain on the digestive organs. This 
means better assimilation of food and improved elimination. 
In thousands of cases the improvement has not only been 

immediate but has become permanent.

Slip the DIRECTOR On—
That’s All

Now you can quickly, easily
and surely rid yourself of a bulg-
ing waistline. Thousands of men who sent 
for the Director on our trial offer have 
proved its value for reducing the waist
line; and letters from physicians recom- 

_  . mend it as a natural,  commonsense way
Don’t continue to to obtain the desired 

look this way results.

The Director is fitted to your 
measure all in one piece. There
are no buckles, laces nor straps to bother 
you. Light and compact, lies flat, worn 
with ease and comfort, cannot be seen.

SENT ©N TRIAL
Let us prove our claims. W e’ ll Bend a _
Director for trial. I f  you don 't get results . e Director will 
you owe nothing. You don’ t risk a penny. ^Ivc \ a 
Write for trial offer, doctors’ endorse- 1 e 19
raents and letters from users . . . Mail the coupon N O W !

.............................................
I

LANDON & WARNER, 3 6 0  N. Michigan A ve., Chicago g
G entlem en; W ith ou t cost o r  ob ligation  on m y  part please j> 

send m e details o f  your trial offer. Dept H -4  i 1
1I

N am e___________________________ ________ ________________ _______  8

ii
Address_______________________________________ -  -------------------------------------- g

1 1 ■ ■ m m m m m m m m m m m m m ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ m m m m * m m m * I

CLASSIFIED
ADVERTISING

Patents and Lawyers
PATENTS. Send sketch or model. Booklet free. Highest ref

erences Best results. Promptness assured. Wat sou E. Coleman. 
Patent Lawyer. 724 Ninth St., Washington, D. C.

Detectives Wanted— Instructions
DETECTIVES EARN BIO MONEY. Oreat demand. Excellent 

opportunity. Experience unnecesary. Particulars free. Write 
George Wagoner. 2640-P Broadway. New York.

Old Coins Wanted
OLD MONEY WANTED. Will pay Fifty Dollars for nickel of 

1!)I3 with Liberty head (no Buffalo). We pay cash premiums for 
all rare coins. Send 4c for Large Coin Folder. May mean much 
profit to you. Numismatic Ct>., Dept. 440. Ft. Worth. Toxas.

Cowboy Poems
WONDERFUL OFFER. 25 Cowboy Poems— 25c Booklet form. 

“ Zebra Dun,”  “ Fightin’ Mad.’ ’ “ Hell in Texas.”  other most 
popular ones. Order with stamps to Tom Davidson. Box 871, 
Houeton, Texas.

LADIES
1 positively guarantee my great successful 
"Relief Compound." Safely relieves some of 
the most unnaturally painful ami functionally 
delayed cases in 3 to 5 days.
FOR OVER A QUARTER OF A CENTURY
women from all over the country have used _
this compound with remarkable results. Testimonials with
out number. No harm, pain or interference with work. 
Mail, $2. Double strength. $3. Booklet FREE. A l s o  
F j O  t ' l ?  with each order while they last 2 Books of 127 pages 
*  entitled "What Every Married Woman Should Know”
by Fielding ami "The Physiology of Sex L ife" hy l)r. Greer. 
Simply mall lit is ad and your order today for either single or 
double strength treatment and receive these 2 valuable books FREE. 
O R . D. P. S O U T H IN G T O N  R E M E D Y  CO .. K A N S A S  C I T Y .  MO.

A Baby In Your Home
S cientists n o w  sta te  th a t "C o m p le te n n ity  In life depen ds on 
e ex  harm ony”  and th at the lack  o f  it is th e  on e  grea test cause 
fo r  unh appy m arriages. A lso  th at ev ery  w om an “ has the c a 

p a c ity  fo r  s ex  expression ”  b u t too  o f t 
en she is undeveloped or suffering with gen
eral female disorders, which rob her o f her 
normal desires. During an experience o f 
more than 85 years specializing in the treat
ment o f  diseases peculiar to women, I de
veloped a Bimple home treatment which has 
brought new hope, health and happiness to 
many thousands. Many who had been child- 
less fo r  yea rs  becam e proud and happy 
Mothers. Husbands have written me the 
most glowing letters o f  gratitude and now 
I want every woman who is run-down or 
suffering from female disorders to learn 
about this splendid treatment, and how she 
may use it in the privacy o f her own home.
Get This Knowledge F R E E
In my two books “ Full Development”  and 
“ A Baby In Your H om e,"I intimately dis
cuss many important subjects relating to 

the female sex that are vitally interesting to every woman. They tell 
how you too may combat your troubles aa thousands o f others have and 
often again enjoy the desires and activities of Nature's most wonder
ful creation—a normal, fully developed vigorous woman. 1 will gladly 
Bend both books postpaid free. Write today. OR. H. WILL ELDERS* 
Suite 463- A, 7th and Felix Streets, St. Joseph. Mo.
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NEW .
LOW PRICES|S

Y o o  can re ly  onC bica- 
g o ’ B o ld est, rnoet re liable rub- 
her company fo r  t ire  m ileage a t  N 
lowest Cost. In creasin g  tbou- „
Bands o f  satisfied  m oto rists a ll o ver 
the U .8 .  A . pro ve  stan d ard  brand t ires, 1  
reconstructed b y M idland a re  b eet. Long,' 
bard service on rough roads guaranteed.'
5 0 % TO 60%  M ORE SERVICE
, BALLOON TIRES 

Sire Rim Tires Tube
29x4.40-21 $1 .95  SU.i-- - 2.10 0.b»

2 .1 5  0.89
2 .2 0  0.98  
2 .2 5  0.98  
2 .6 0  1.08 
2 .6 0  1.08 
2 .6 5  1.19
2 . 7 5  1.19
2.75  1.19
2 .9 5  1.19
2.95  1.19
2 .9 5  1.19
2 . 9 5  1.19
2.95  1,19 
3 . 0 0  1.29
3 . 2 0  1.29
3 . 2 0  1.39

REG. CORD TIRES 
Size Tires Tubes 

* 8 0 x 3  $ 1 .90  $0.69 
80xS>* 1.95 0.79 
81x4 2 .7 5  0.89
82 x4  2 .7 5  0.89
83x4 2 .7 5  0.89
32x4t* 2.95  1.19 . 
33x4 la 2.95  1.19  
34x45* 2.95  1.19 
30x6 3 .2 5  1.39
33x5 3 .2 5  1.49
-All Other Sizes—

a l l  t u b e s  n e w
G U A R A N T E E D [

« tof NON-GLARE
H E A D L I G H T  
R E  E LE C TO R S

5 0 \  m ore®  
h ead ligh t p o w e r :

- — ----- -—  ------ . . .  —. . .  . . . . .  . . . ------- -p ie r c e s  fo g ;m o te s
d ed u ct 5  % .  Y o n  a re  g u a ra n teed  a  y e a r ’ s  ee rv - I  night driving aa/e 
ic e  o r  rep la cem en t a t  J* p r ic e . Order today.
MIDLAND TIRE & RUBBER CO., Dept. 17.R
lO O O -lO  W e st  Sixty-Third Street. Chicago. Illinois

SONG WRITERS
Substantial A d va n ce R oyalties are paid  
w riters o f  songs fou n d  acceptable by 
publishers. Sen d  us you r best songs  
or  poem s fo r  free  e x a m in a tion  and ad
vice. P a st experience unnecessary. W e  
com pose or arrange m usic and secure 
copyrights. W rite  to d a y  fo r  free  booklet. 
Newcomer Associates, 1674 B. Broadway, New York

W  Want A 
Steady 
JOB?

$1260 to $3400 
a year

WORK FOR 
“ UNCLE SAM”

MEN— WOMEN 
1 8  t o  5 0

s
EH

f i

Common Education 
Will Usually Do

Lifting of Depression 
Means Many A p

pointments

Franklin Institute, Dept. E 189, Rochester, N. Y.
Hush to me FREE OF CHARGE. list of future U. S. Gov
ernment jobs. Send FREE 32 page book telling salaries, 
duties, hours, etc. Tell me how T can get a position.i

 ̂ i Name.. 

 ̂ Addresi

g r e a t e s t  sport 
ON WHEELS

tk a jL 'S  7V U ?

Saves Money,Too
TH IN K  o f  the sport you’d have with a 

swift, eager Harley-Davidson to whirl 
the miles away!

W onderful vacations —  Seeing America 
First. Week-end trips with a bunch o f  jo lly  
riders. Rollicking rides in the evening— to 
chase dull care away.

A nd all at so little expense! A  Harley- 
Davidson costs so little to buy, and almost 
nothing to run. A  filling o f  gas and oil 
seems to last for weeks— watch and see how 
rarely you ever see a motorcycle filling up 
at a gas station!

Check into the low cost o f  motorcycling. 
A sk your Harley-Davidson Dealer about his 
Pay-As-You-Ride-PIan. Send the Coupon 
to us for free illustrated literature.

^  CL

H arley* Davidson
I— M A H  T H I S  C O U P O N  II
| H A R L E Y -D A V ID S O N  M O T O R  CO.
| Dept. S S., Milwaukee. W is .

Interested in your motorcycles. Send literature.

I N f
| Address----------------- ------------------------------- ------- ------------- ---- |
* M y  age is (  )  16-19 years, (  )  20-30 years, ( ) 3 1  years and [

up, ( ) under 16 years. Check your age group.

Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements
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Fight Kidney Acidity
W in Back Your Pep

Stop Getting Up Nights—Whip Burning Acidity That 
Saps Vitality—Make Guaranteed Cystex Test

There is nothing that can make men or women 
feel more run-down, nervous and lacking in vitality 
than poor fimclioning of the thousands of tiny, deli
cate tubes in the Kidneys,

If poorly functioning Kidneys or Bladder are 
stealing your Vitality and make it hard for you to 
keep up with the speed of modern life—if they 
make you suffer from Getting Up Nights,
Leg Pains, Nervousness, .Stiffness, Burn
ing, Smarting, Itching, Acidity, Neuralgia 
or Rheumatic Pains. ! umbago or Circles 
Under blyes, don't waste, a minute. Try the 
Doctor’s prescription called Cystex (pro
nounced Siss-tex).

Thousands of men and women arc get
ting back on their feet, sleep like babies, 
and fee! years younger by lighting irritat

ing acidity and poor Kidney and Bladder functions 
with this Doctor’s prescription called Cystex. spe
cially prepared for these troubles.

This guaranteed medicine starts work in 15 min
utes. Acts as a mild, gentle laxative to the Kidneys, 
helping them clean out poisons, wastes and acids 
in the blood. Soothes and tones raw, irritated tis

sues, Be sure to get Cystex, the special 
laxative for the Kidneys, Ordinary bowel 
laxatives can’t do the work. Cystex is 
helping millions of sufferers and is guar
anteed to fix you up to your satisfaction 
or money back or, return of empty pad;- 

(pronounced Siss-tex) is 
all druggists. Don’t suffer 

get Cystex today.

FlT«u'u*iro Afrountuntu oml <"!. I’ . A .V  porn t«) $15,000 a yo^r.
T il ru U ^f llrhH n»'>-*l lV..‘rn. 0:-..y Vljy-ft ( iTlilitui Ihd'lut Arv'.„;n»- 
• rit-i in i luj United S i I V u  lra!ti ycn» Ihoroly at hom* in *i>aj-,stju»4 
for  C .T .A .  M aunnhtio nso r cxccu llvn^c^u ntu itf poeit lotia. Rtvvioq* 
rxncrittm-u untxrc.ciioiu-y. Training underth* ©*r»ot\*l eupurvuiUvi oT 
William It. A . M ■, <1. I*. A , ,  and a  l.-irK” G- l  •
A .'a , inckicHnjr rnambe.-s i-f the Ameri,*A?> Im lii-ute <*f A pcoonU aU - 
W rit*  for irr.n hook, "A en iu nta n cr, the I’r& frtiiiif ltn J triV *  
L a S a l l e  E x t e n s i o n  U n i v e r s i t y ,  D e p t ,  1 6 S -M  C h ic a g o  

Th fl S ch o o l T h a i  H d s  TroinCCl O v e r l . i O O C .  P . A*’ &

F R E
BO O K O F  P^obE 
FACTS I i
J f’ UikCeC t l  titaA  (y  

act h U. 6i>

PAY RAISING Helps 
•from an ENGINEER

&!nny men tr aim'd by .ttio osu-n 
I  q w oek a tk !  u u  in  U ra ftin sr.iS ee  w h ut 
*your i‘hanei!0 are. Wo coat or oWi- 
. nation for aiivica. Just write nut. 
I  O rfo r  Dpoti to all who wnto prompt - 
1 l>\ Dralting' Too)» and 'i'abla fur- 
• niihotl when you start. Octroy PAY 

LIAISING, l-'LAN free. Write now.
ENGINEER D O SE^

I 1 9 5 1  Law rence A v. Dept 9 t ,C h ie a *t»

don’t WORRY
Why put up with years 

c f  neodicss discomfort and 
worry? Try A  Brooks Auto
matic A ir Cushion. This 
marvelous appliance permits
the opening to close, yet 
holds r a p t u r e  B o c u r e l y ,  com
fortab ly— day and night.
Thousands report amazingresults. Light, neat-fitting. 
No hard pads, metal girdle or parts to chafe or gouge* 
Patented in U, S. and 13 foreign countries. Try one 
10 DAYS WITHOUT A PENNY'S RISK, You'll bo 
delighted. Free book on Rupture and convincing facta 
mailed postpaid in plain failed envelope. Address
BROOKS COMPANY, 5784 State St., Marshall, Mich.

Regain Lost Vitality This Easy W ay!
For
Pip

Vitality
Natural
Powers

U / I I V  s iilfi't JTnir: tir»?r- if 'ir -i  !•)*» <-f V i - o r  ;ui*l Y • --.jT!*f*j3 h:i\ W !i>' I'ft
v '  'lej'i'CsIN'd N>* f in , /.rut o ir u  ( in . 'i i -: ; i  v -ib il v if l  i a M *•> <-*.xtlv r.-g .iin  !«nL N .i lu t .il  l\ v w r* t

uf ruiMi h iv«* r'.iim-l th* ni,w<‘r in OORAL VIGOR T A S S ' V<njr lnr>. i-:m luHn ymir- 
*■-!!' in healthful vix-ir whJi t Jit j  amrir ii j  a< I •.•all lie (iLm-lidar <*\d. DO HAL VIGOR TA BS  urn 
I’:','iMrofii.Ii'ii by |>hv.;ir.i.itn n. .i.ifo, au.ifMvr « :« r  Ikiu 'JIi’ i.i L wlLh 1*>:i t.i.-lin,; loilU -u Thi.* li 
.V"iir niifjovl ijnjty rr^x:n lh" v i =:-.•• of fV il .VnMafT W:»!!l;,n''5‘
r'rrtf for D O R A L  V IG O R  T A B S  &I.I.U- He.r iL ir i.-.n-iv id/* I>"T (nil t.mp <r<\H‘m'r>n unt.y $ 1 .97,. 
T H R E E  B O X E S  $$.U0l S U R E N G T H  rmly $2.95. TW O  B O X E S  S5.0Q. Scliit C u l l

Money unk-r. V. O- It - I V  vx ’. t i .  O R D E R  N O W !

DORAL LABORATORIES, Dept A-4, 303 West 42nd S t.,  New York City



Six-gun Shorty Sloane
By Nelse Anderson
Author of “ The Friendly Deputy,” etc.

CHAPTER I.
H A C K  TRAIL.

Y OUNG Sheriff Sloane had done 
it again. Ho l>ad gone out 
after a killer— a poisonous, 

sneering liombre who had vowed 
he’d never be taken— and now was 
bringing the criminal back to justice 
and such civilization as the town of 
Palo Grande afforded.

It was night, or rather, early morn
ing. But there was a good moon, 
and the sheriff and his roan had 
been along this way before. Sloane 
knew every mesa and valley, every 

ww—1 B

coulee and hogback and water hole 
and back trail in the county. It was 
cooler, too, traveling by night, and 
anyhow he wanted to make Palo 
Grande by morning.

There was a Winchester rifle in 
Sloane’s saddle scabbard, but that 
belonged to the murderer, or at 
least, it had belonged to him, befoic 
that battle of bullets and wits out 
on the desert in which the murderer 
had come out second best.

Sheriff Sloane never inn! ' a prac
tice of packing a rifle. Ills entire 
arsenal consisted at all times of a 
cartridge belt and a six-gun. This
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and the fact that Sloane was just 
about the width of a .45 slug below 
five feet seven had been enough to 
christen him in a land where nick
names were the rule instead of the 
exception. He wasn’t likely to be 
taken for any of the other Sloanes. 
Palo Grande folks had given him a 
distinctive handle. They called him 
“ Six-gun Shorty”  Sloane.

His prisoner rode about a length 
and a half ahead of him on a wiry 
little paint pony. Six-gun Shorty’s 
eyes were trained upon him always, 
for no one could tell what “ Hole- 
card”  Tilson might try to do.

Tilson was a gambler by nature 
and profession. lie  had punched 
cattle in his time, and occasionally 
tended bar during the winter 
months, hut for years, his living had 
been obtained from what most folks 
called games of chance— stud poker, 
mainly.

His experience, deftness of fingers, 
natural trickery, bluff and bluster, 
took most of the chance out of it. 
The only chance his fellow players 
had, as a rule, was the chance to get 
up from the table broke.

If Tilson had stuck to that sort of 
thing, he wouldn't have been in his 
present position. But one rival at 
the poker table— a hard young man 
who had readied town with a travel
ing carnival—had made bold to 
challenge Tilson’s bluster with some 
of his own, and Tilson had shot him 
dead. Then, for once, Tilson had 
left the stakes on the table, hustled 
out to the hitch rack, and escaped 
into the desert. Now he was riding 
back from the desert— in charge of 
Sheriff Sloane.

Sloane kept watching him care
fully. He knew the signs—knew’ 
when a prisoner was planning to 
escape. He had disarmed Tilson, of 
course, but he hadn’t manacled him, 
as Tilson had been shot through the

right wrist in the desert battle, and 
even a coyote shouldn’t be tortured, 
according to Sloanc’s code.

But the youthful sheriff’s keen 
eye for horseflesh told him that the 
killer’s paint pony was fast— per
haps equally as fast as Bill, his own 
roan.

Well, if Tilson chose to ride for it 
— if he took a chance on escaping— 
it would just mean that the county 
would be saved the expense of a 
trial.

Six-gun’s eyes grew bard as 
quartz. The prisoner was charged 
with murder, and there was no 
doubt of his guilt. The penalty for 
murder was death. It was a matter 
of small concern to Six-gun Shorty 
Sloane whether that death was 
caused by lead or rope.

That was Six-gun Shorty Sloane’s 
way. No mercy for cold killers; 
next to none for horse thieves: a 
little more for unfortunates who got 
into the toils through liquor, al
though Sloane never touched it him
self; but plenty of sympathy, 
warmth and aid for minor offenders 
who found themselves in the cala- 
basa through excess of high spirits 
or just plumb foolishness.

A queer mixture was this Six-gun 
Shorty Sloane. A sentimental bal
lad or a hard-luck story from a regu
lar hombre could make his eyes grow 
soft and moist. He could forget all 
about chuck-time while he bandaged 
up a cayuse that had caught itself 
in barbed wire; but he could get a 
certain mad delight in shooting the 
head off a rattler.

Born in the East, a motherless 
boy brought to Arizona by his 
father, when Palo Grande had been 
a boom town, and men had washed 
raw, red gold from the bed of Palo 
Grande Creek; an orphan at eight, 
when his father bad been dry- 
gulchcd; raised by old “ Pop” Weath-
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erbee, who now kept the general 
store; a deputy at twenty-one; sher
iff at twenty-three. So much for his 
history.

His dark hair was as straight as a 
Navajo’s. Ilis features were reason
ably regular. The nose, though not 
large, had a slightly hawkish crook 
at the tip— often a mark of a born 
man-hunter. His face looked rather 
small under his big sheriff’s hat, but 
the steel-gray eyes removed any ex
pression of boyishness.

lie  didn’t look much like a sher
iff, but he had planned to be or.e 
ever since he had been old enough 
to observe certain exciting happen
ings in a lough town like Palo 
Grande. The danger might have 
kept some men away. But that 
part, too, attracted Sloane as salt 
attracts cattle.

Dawn broke as the trail of sheriff 
and prisoner led out of the fringe 
of desert and wound through a 
boulder-strewn stretch. Ahead were 
the tumbled mountains which sepa
rated Palo Grande from the desert.

The sun was just topping the 
eastern buttes and picking out the 
streaks of color in the slopes, clothed 
with dark jackpinc ami juniper. 
Six-gun Shorty Sloane recalled that 
it was Monday. That night was 
the night for his weekly seven-up 
game with old Pop Weatherbee.

Old Pop liked to win, and Shorty 
generally saw to it that Pop did 
win. They’d have a great time that 
night. Pop would be wanting him 
to repeat over and over again how 
he had outwitted and captured the 
killer out on the desert.

lie  knew he’d never have been 
elected to the office of sheriff if it 
hadn’t been for the whirlwind cam
paign that Pop had put on for him. 
Pop had talked, argued, and pleaded 
over at the placer diggings, at bar
becues, at saloons, and at half the

cattle outfits in the county. lie  had 
crammed arguments back into the 
mouths of those who gave them.

“ He’s loo  danged small, Pop,” 
some folks had said.

“ Yuh reckon so?”  had been Pop’s 
answer to that. “ Pm idlin ' yuh thet 
this younker’s six-gun adds about 
two feet, to his height. Shorty 
handles a Colt gun like a gambler 
handles cards, ’eeptin’ thet he never 
deals from the bottom.”

“An’ he ain’t from our neck o ’ the 
woods, nohow,”  some one else had 
complained. “ He’s from the East.” 

“ Yup,”  had been old Pop’s reply 
to that. “ But Shorty’s a younkcr 
thet’s upholdin’ the test traditions 
o ’ the West. Ever see him ride? 
Ever see him rope? Ever sec him 
thumb thet belt ornyment o ’ hisn?” 

“ But I cain’t. see why yuh want 
him in such a dangerous job, Pop,” 
still another had objected.

“ It’s true thet I ain’t so all-fired 
keen on it, in some ways,”  Pop had 
admitted. “ But. laws! He’s a dep- 
itv now, ain’t he? Bein’ sheriff ain’t 
no more dangerouser. An’ lie’s got 
Iiis heart sot on bein’ sheriff, an’ he 
don’t know no more ’bout fear than 
a buzzard does ’bout, smellin’ nice. 
I ’m tcllin’ yuh, Shorty’s the man fer 
the job.”

Perhaps old Pop’s eloquence had 
rolled up Shorty’s majority. But 
Shorty’s own popularity and known 
courage doubtless had something to 
do with it. Anyhow, Shorty was 
sheriff now, and was doing the best 
job in the office that the county had 
ever seen. He was a perfect peace 
officer in everything but appearance. 
Ilis star-shaped silver badge was at 
once a defiance and a warning to 
evil-doers.

Some folks didn’t like him— law
breaking folks, mostly. But all folks 
respected him and the cedar- 
handled six-gun he always wore.



4 Street & Smith’s Wild West Weekly

Shorty’s hand wasn’t very far 
from that six-gun at any time as he 
herded Tilson, the killer, on toward 
Palo Grande. A dash to left or right 
at almost any point in this boulder- 
strewn country would lead to can
yons and tricky, twisted trails where 
it would be hard to keep a man from 
getting away.

Tilson knew this. It showed in 
the tense way he sat his saddle, and 
in the expression of studied inno
cence in his eyes, every time he 
turned to ask a question of his cap
tor.

Suddenly Tilson’s paint pony 
reared and wheeled. The sheriff 
looked down at the trail.

Bang! The rattlesnake, now 
headless, that had scared the paint 
pony was in a death writhe.

Six-gun Shorty reholstered his 
.45. “ Circle aroun’ thet reptile an’ 
quiet thet hoss down,”  he com
manded crisply. “ An’ then keep on 
goin’ at the same gait.”

Tilson followed instructions. But 
his entire attitude had changed. No 
longer did he sit his saddle tensely. 
His big body sagged hopelessly. lie  
didn’t force any more questions, 
aiming to take the sheriff off guard. 
There wasn’t any use trying to es
cape from an hombre who could 
shoot as fast and true as this little 
runt behind him.

CHAPTER II.
MURDER.

'J'HE pair rounded a bend in the 
trail, skirted a low hogback, and 

then the town of Palo Grande could 
be seen. Six-gun Shorty felt a sense 
of pride. That was his town. That 
was where Pop Weathcrbee had 
brought him up, taught him to rope 
and ride and shoot and play the 
game straight.

There were still a good many

things wrong with Palo Grande, 
everybody had to admit that. But 
as he rode on toward it, Six-gun 
Shorty Sloane made a solemn vow 
that he’d clean up the place so that 
killers, horse thieves, crooked gam
blers, and others of that gentry 
would ride completely around the 
town rather than come into it and 
risk its jail.

He’d devote every waking minute 
to doing the job right. He’d make 
Pop Weatherbee as proud of him as 
he was proud of Pop Weatherbee.

Old Pop! There was an hombre 
that made a man blush at the very 
thought of doing a crooked deed.

" I ’d crawl acrost the desert, ef I 
had to, jest to fill thet pipe o ’ his 
fer him!”  the young sheriff ex
claimed fervently.

The killer on the paint pony 
turned in his saddle. “ Talkin’ to 
me?”  he asked a little sullenly.

Shorty’s eyes were quartz-hard 
again. “ No. Jest keep facin’ thet 
hoss’s neck an’ keep goin’ . I ain’t 
got nothin’ to talk about— to you.” 

“ Kin I say jest one thing, sher’f?”  
“ Say ahead! Spill it out,”  was 

the crisp command.
Tilson’s face showed the hopeless

ness he had felt since seeing the 
rattlesnake killed. His voice had a 
nervous pitch in it.

“ I was thinkin’ , shcr’f, thet we’re 
gittin’ sort o ’ close to Palo Grande, 
an’ I reckon folks don’t keer fer me 
any too much in thet town.”

“ Y ’ain’t none too pop’lar, thet’s a 
fact,”  Six-gun Shorty admitted 
dryly. “ D ’y ’expect, after what you 
done, thet the admirin’ citizens’ll be 
invitin’ yuh to slide yore belly agin’ 
the bar an’ have the best in the 
house? Or d ’yuh reckon they’ll be 
holdin’ a barbecue in yore honor?” 

“ What was passin’ through my 
noodle,”  Tilson said, “ is thet they 
might try an’ take me away from
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yuh. I know I'm jest buzzard 
meat,”  he admitted dolefully, “ But 
I want to be drunk when thet rope 
neck lie’s put aroun’ my Adam’s 
apple, I don’t want to be lynched 
by no mob.”

Six-gun Shorty eyed the killer 
with contempt. Most, of these bad 
hombres thought nothing of life, un
less it was their own life, and then 
values changed. As worthless as 
this snaky-eyed jasper was, he 
wanted to preserve his hide as long 
as possible.

“ Don’t  worry voresclf inter no 
gray hairs over thet,”  Shorty ad
vised. “ Them carnival fellers has 
left town—except the one yuh shot, 
an’ he won’t never leave nowhar. 
An’ the town folks has never took 
a prisoner from me yet, an’ they 
won’t now. Yuh’ll be guarded 
properly, as long as yuh need guard
in’— which won’t be long, ef I can 
help it,”  he added frankly.

“ Thar’s enough deputies at thet 
jail in case any trouble starts, ain’t 
thar?”  the nervous killer asked.

“ Yeah, two good men on, night 
an’ day. An’ I live right down the 
road at Pop Weather bee’s place. Ef 
thar was any excitement at the jail, 
I ’d know it tn two shakes. So don’t 
worry none; it might spoil yore com
plexion. The county’ll string yuh 
im, all legal an’ proper. An’ now- 
sling yoresclf aroun’ in yore hull an’ 
ail lopin’ . I ain’t aimin’ to miss 
breakfast with Pop, to jaw with a 
no-’count like you.”

Tilson put Ids wiry paint into a 
lope, and Six-gun Shorty saw to it 
that his sleek roan kept just, a 
length and a half to the rear. Shorty 
could almost smell the tantalizing 
odor of breakfast. On the chance 
that his young pard might return 
this morning, Pop would have bacon 
and eggs and flapjacks and right 
good things to cat.

Shorty’s moods were as change
able as those of a child. The gray 
eyes were soft now. Old Pop! There 
was a pard, even if he did happen 
to be forty years older than Shorty.

A great day! Bringing in his man! 
Seven-up with old Pop that night, 
and a long talk till the coal-oil lamp 
began to smoke, and the embers in 
the fireplace grew pale.

But this was destined to be the 
blackest day in Six-gun Shorty 
Sloane’s life.

Six-gun Shorty lodged Ids pris
oner in the jail, gave instructions to 
his deputies, and took care of the 
tired horses. Then lie started up to
ward the little dr»l>e house he shared 
with old Pop Weatherbee.

It was set quite a distance back 
from the road, and a clump of cot
tonwoods hid the little garden, but 
Six-gun Shorty could smell the flow
ers. In his early days, Pop Wcath- 
erbcc had l>een a cow-puncher and 
later a prospector, but since open
ing up the Palo Grande store, he 
went in for beauty and comfort.

Shorty was struck by the stillness 
of the place this morning. Usually 
at this hour, old Pop was busy in 
1he midst of a cheerful rattling of 
dishes and dank of pans, preparing 
breakfast before going down the 
dusty street to open his general store 
for the day.

This morning, however, there was 
no sign of him anywhere about.

Shorty reached the house, opened 
the door, and crossed the threshold. 
Huh! Not even any evidence that 
Pop had breakfasted; nor had his 
bed been slept in.

Thai: was queer. Two thin lines 
of concern appeared between Six- 
gun Shorty’s brows.

His keen eyes noted that old Pop’s 
Sunday pipe was resting undis
turbed on the window-sill, ju.:t
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where it had been when Shorty set 
forth on the trail of the killer; and 
an industrious spider had spun a 
web from stem to window sash.

The cabinet was dusty, too, as 
were the highly polished pieces of 
rock on the shelves. Pop had 
brought these specimens all the way 
from the petrified forest in the 
northeastern part of the State, and 
he thought a lot of them. He dusted 
i-hern every Sunday night. Except 
this Sunday night, the night before. 
Why?

It looked very much as if old Pop 
hadn’t spent Sunday here at all; 
looked as if he hadn’t returned from 
the store on Saturday night.

Six-gun Shorty was worried. lie 
started directly for the store. He 
passed two or three saloons, which 
swampers were mopping out. He 
passed the livery stable. He passed 
Carherry’s store, where a dandified 
figure in a big sugar-loaf hat and 
cream-colored shirt was pulling up 
the shutters from the windows. Six- 
gun Shorty didn’t bother to ask the 
man anything about Pop Weathcr- 
bec. Shorty didn’t care much for 
this loudly dressed man. He spoke 
to “ Bull”  Carberry as little as pos
sible.

There was no proof that Carberry 
was an actual criminal, but there 
was little doubt that he associated 
with criminals and sided with them 
rather than with the law. And— 
even a greater offense from Shorty’s 
point of view— Carberry was about 
the only man in town who disliked 
and criticized Pop Wcatherbee.

Shorty continued along, but met 
no one who could give hum any in
formation about Pop Weatherbee. 
The town was hardly awake yet.

What could have kept Pop from 
sleeping at home last night? Beads 
of sweat sprang out on the forehead 
of Six-gun Shorty Sloane. He re

called now that Pop had mentioned 
some money deal.

Pop was always helping out folks. 
He had staked a rancher who had 
a tough season the year before. 
Shorty understood that the money 
was to have been returned this 
week,

But even if it had, Pop would 
have put it in the town’s one bank. 
If he had received it after the bank 
closed Saturday, he would have put 
it in his store safe,

That might be it! Pop might have 
chosen to sleep at the store till the 
money was banked. There was no 
bed at the store, but he could take 
a blanket from the supply he had 
on hand for desert rats and bunk on 
the floor. There were some pans 
there, too, and Pop could cook his 
meals on the little pot-bellied stove 
there.

Six-gun Shorty told himself all 
these things, but he had a hard time 
believing them. Walking wasn’t 
fast enough. He broke into a run.

The door of the store was locked. 
Shorty knocked. No sound. He 
walked around to the side, where 
there was a platform, overlooked by 
one small window. Shorty peered 
through the pane. And then a sharp 
cry escaped from him.

There was a form on the floor. 
But there was no blanket around 
the form. It was Pop Weatherbee, 
all right, but Pop was lying face 
down. The door of the old-fash
ioned safe was wide open. The floor 
was littered with pieces of paper and 
the remains of a smashed straight- 
backed chair.

With a sweep of his gun-barrel, 
Shorty crashed the window, sash, 
glass and all. Less than a minute 
later, he was kneeling beside Pop. 
He turned the old man over gently. 
He noticed the dark stain on the 
scalp beneath the thin white hair.
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“ Aw, Pop!”  Shorty gulped. His 

voice was a low, choking moan. 
“ Aw, Pop! Speak to me, oP-timer. 
It ’s Shorty.”

Pop didn’t answer. He wasn’t 
dead, but he was in a mighty bad 
way. He had not been shot, but 
had been mercilessly clubbed—  
slugged with the chair, doubtless, 
and beaten cruelly with the barrel 
of a Colt. The metal sight of the 
weapon had dug cruel crimson pock
marks in his forehead and broken 
the bridge of lus strong nose.

lie  had probably alternated be
tween a conscious and a half-con
scious state for hours, and those 
hours had aged him more than years 
of a hard, laborious life.

His actual age was sixtv-three. 
Now, with the day-old stubble of 
white on his chin, the ghastly color 
of his face, the spark of life gone 
from his eyes, he looked very old, 
broken, pitiable.

The wonder of it was that he was 
not dead. Courage alone— and Pop 
always had plenty of that— must 
have kept him alive.

With his eyes blinded by tears, 
Shorty put his ear down against the 
storekeeper s old flannel shirt. There 
was a faint— a very faint— heart
beat.

Old Pop always kept a bottle of 
good-will whisky under the counter, 
and as Shorty hurried for the liquor, 
he felt his veins running cold in ter
ror. He got the whisky, leaped over 
the counter and ran back to the un
conscious man. lie  poured a little 
of the liquor between Pop’s teeth.

The burn of it brought a tremor 
to Pop’s thin frame and a gasp to 
his lips. He opened his eyes. At 
first they were cloudily vacant. But 
after a swallow or two of the whisky, 
recognition lighted them.

“ Shorty!”  It was a weak, gaspy 
whisper. “ I ’m— hurt— bad.”

“ Aw, Pop!”  The room was a haze 
in front of Shorty’s eyes. But he’d 
have to get Pop to talk. Shorty hac! 
seen death before. Death was com
ing into this room soon. Old Pop 
was going out.

Shorty tried to control himself. 
He sat on the dirty floor and pil
lowed Pop’s white head in a crotch 
of his arm.

“ Who done it, Pop?”  he asked. 
“ '.Pell me. What-all happened?”

Pop stared droopily, like a very 
drunken man. His mind was none 
too steady.

“ Huh? Yeah, hurt, I reckon—  
hurt bad. What yuh doin’ here, 
hombre? Where’m I sleepin’ , any
how?”

“ Listen, Pop. This is Shorty. 
Shorty! Yuh know me, don’t yuh, 
Pop, ol’-timer? Tell me—anybody 
yuh reco’nized? Who was it, Pop?”

Pop seemed to be trying to gather 
his strength to talk. Shorty let an
other spoonful of liquor triclcle down 
the old man’s throat. Pop coughed 
and gasped, almost sat up.

“ The money, Shorty! The safe! 
Is it------ ”

“ The safe is plumb open. Who
did------ ”

Old Pop groaned, sagged as if the 
realization brought to him by 
Shorty’s words had been a terrible 
blow. Shorty ran over to the pan 
of cold water on the pot-bellied 
stove, grabbed a clean towel from 
the stock piled behind the counter. 
He hustled back and started to 
bathe Pop’s stained face.

“ Mebbe I ’ll be all right,”  Pop said 
faintly. “ Anyhow, I want to tell 
yuh this, boy— in case I ain’t all 
right.”

“ Wait a second, Pop. Jest a sec
ond.”

Shorty cased the old man’s head 
to the floor; then ran to the locked 
door. He always carried a key to
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the front door of Pop’s place. Mow 
he took the key, unlocked the door, 
and opened it. The street was still 
almost deserted.

lie ran diagonally across the road 
to the Longhorn Saloon. The first 
man he met was the swamper, who 
was throwing a bucketful of sudsy 
water into the road. The swamper 
was an old town character called 
“ Sandy”  Doolittle.

Sandy looked up blearily. “ YoYe 
back, Shorty, huh? Did yuh git 
tliet skunk out on the desert?”

“Yeah, but never mind thet now,” 
Shorty snapped. “ Set down thet 
bucket an’ run up to Doc Willett’s. 
Make it fast, Sandy. Fast, d ’yuh 
hear?”

lie shoved his hand into his 
pocket, drew out the first coins that 
came to his palm, heedless as to 
whether they were of gold or copper. 
“ Here! This is so yuh’ll make it 
fast. Tell Doc it’s life or death. 
Tell him to hustle down t’ Pop 
Wcatherbee’s store. Git goin’ now.”

Sandy departed, but Shorty did 
not have too much confidence in 
him. Sandy was a lazy roustabout. 
There had been a good deal of jok
ing in town over that suitable last 
name of his. Sandy Doolittle would 
have to pass three or four saloons. 
He might stop for a talk or a drink. 
So Shorty went into the Longhorn, 
found that its only customer at this 
hour was a cowpoke taking an eye- 
opener.

Shorty gave him the same mes
sage that he had given Sandy Doo
little. The cowpoke nodded, ran 
out and leaped on his horse at the 
hitch rack. “ I ’ll have thet doc back 

, hyah in two shakes, shcr’f,”  he 
promised.

“ Make it fast!”  Shorty called 
after him. Then he ran back across 
to the store.

Pop was lying iu the same posi

tion. His eyes were open. They 
seemed dimmer than before. Shorty 
stripped off his coat, pillowed it un
der Pop’s head and administered an
other trickle of whisky.

“ Now, swaller this, ol’ boy,”  he 
said. “Then see ef yuh cain’t talk 
jest a little.”

Pop cleared his throat, and after 
a moment began to talk, weakly at 
first, then in a stronger voice.

Occasionally Shorty cut in, trying 
to get at the real point of the story. 
But Pop was methodical in this as 
in everything. He wanted to tell 
his story in regular order from first 
to last.

Slowly, faltering, he laid down the 
story for the impatient Six-gun 
Shorty Sloane.

The day before^—Sunday noon— 
he had taken a buggy out to the 
home of the rancher who had said 
he’d have the money ready for him. 
It was an even thousand dollars. 
The rancher had sold a cut of cattle 
the evening before, and had told 
Pop to come out early Sunday after
noon.

Pop had got the money, driven 
back to town, looked the money in 
his store safe. Then he had gone 
home. It was night by that time.

“ Dawg-gone ef I could git iny 
mind on sleep, though,”  Pop said. 
“ Thet’s a power o ’ money, Shorty:— 
a full thousan’ dollars is. I didn’t 
even git to bed. Money’s a nui
sance! I had a smoke, but I kept 
bein’ fretted over all thet dinero in 
the safe.”

Pop coughed, paused a moment, 
then continued:

“ An’ after a spell I tucked my 
smoke-pole inter my breeches an’ 
took a little paxear back down here 
for them y-ellahbaeks— reckoned I ’d 
snooze easier with ’em under my 
haid while I slept.”

He had found the door unlocked,
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and had entered the store. The 
moon on the windows gave a faint 
light. lie  saw two shadowy figures.

“ Could yuh rceo’nize ’em?” 
Shorty ashed anxiously.

“ Nope, not entire. But one was 
a tall feller— ’bout my height—an’ 
tother wa’n’t so tall, but thickset. 
Might ’a ’ been nearer yore size, only 
mebbe forty-fifty pound more on the 
hoof,”

It was a vague, unsatisfactory de
scription, “ Couldn't yuh see thar 
face a-tall, Top?”  Shorty asked.

“ Not. rightly. The store was full 
o ’ dark shadders. I was pullin’ out 
the ol’ hawgiaig when it seemed like 
a mule kicked me over the haid. I 
see one o ’ the pieces o ’ the chair 
break, but I— I didn’t—go down—  
not then.”

Old Pop’s voice weakened. His 
words came more slowly.

“ I fit— like a dawg-gone wildcat,” 
he said.

“ I know thet. I know' thet, oF- 
timer,”  Shorty assured him. “ Take 
if easy now, Pop, The doe’ll be here 
in no time. He’ll fix yuh up. Yuh’il 
lx1 as spry as a ycarlin’ . We’re goin’ 
have some great ol’ times together, 
you an’ me, Pop.”

Six-gun Shorty Sloane’s words 
wore hopeful, but his heart was sad. 
Pop was going to die, and Six-gun 
Shorty knew it.

“ T fit like a wildcat,”  Pop re
peated, His mind was about gone 
now. His words trailed away into 
a whisper, then into silence. He lay 
so still, with closed eyes, that, for a 
moment Shorty thought he had 
died. But after a moment, Pop’s 
eyes opened again. He started to 
ramble along on how hard he had 
“ fit.”

Ills mind was back-trailing down 
the years, “ Huge thet bunch-qu it - 
tin* red critter back inter the herd 
thar, young feller,”  he commanded.

And a few seconds later: “ I was
sorry fer the feller. Greenest-lookin’ 
tenderfoot y ’ ever did see. It made 
me right sad to have ter tell him 
it was only pyrites— fool’s gold. 
Reckon the pore ol’ hyena thought 
he had a fortune.”

“ Come now. Pop,”  Shorty 
pleaded. “ Git this, now'. Yuli was 
talkin’ about them two coyotes thet 
jumped yuh here in the store. How 
was they dressed? Did they talk 
a-tall? Had yuh told anybody 
’bout the thousan’ dollars yuh was 
goin’ to git?”

Old Pop stared, then nodded 
weakly. His voice seemed very far
away. “ I got— got—a------ ”  lie
started all over again. “ I got—a— 
hunch they— was from— the—k
— k------ ”

The words choked in his throat. 
Pop was making a last brave effort. 
“ Ka— k-k------

“ Clark’s Saloon?”  Shorty asked 
hopefully. “ The Cowboy’s Rest!” 
Then an idea shot through his brain. 
“ Carberry's store?”  he asked ea
gerly. “ Short, feller didn’t look like 
he might be Bull Carberry, did he?”

He hung on Pop’s answer. Car- 
berry was a business rival— mean, 
unprincipled, a man wiio’rl know 
what was going on around town; 
probably knew about Pop’s getting 
the money. And his name began 
with a “ C.”  That might have been 
the name Pop was trying to get out.

But. the old storekeeper shook his 
head from side to side. l ie  seemed 
to know he could not speak any 
more, and didn’t try. His big hand 
went out, found Shorty’s. There 
was a flabby grasp, not at all like 
Pop’s usual bone-crushing hand
shake. Pop was bidding Six-gun 
Shorty good-by.

Shorty kept, hold of the calloused 
old hand. Shorty was crying ojjcnly 
now— Six-gun Shorty Sloane, hard
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est h ombre of the trails, who once 
had had a broken leg set with no 
whisky and no whimpering. But he 
was crying now.

He wanted to say “ Good-by,”  but 
could not bring the particular word 
to his lips. “ Aw, Pop!”  was all he 
could utter. “ Aw, Pop!”

Sitting there on the dirty lloor, 
hatlcss, tearful, broken, he looked 
almost like a small boy. He heard 
a queer rattle come from the back 
of Pop’s throat. Pop relaxed, fell 
heavily into Shorty’s arms.

The cattle-trails and the dry, 
shimmering desert would never cal! 
old Pop Weather’oee again.

No longer would there be gay 
joking and soft bargaining at 
Weatherbee’s General Store. Stam
peding steers and outlaw horses and 
rattlers and poisonous lizards had 
failed to kill this pioneer who had 
gambled his wits against them.

A creature of his own two-legged 
kind— or rather a pair of such crea
tures— had done for him. Old Pop 
Wcatherbee was dead.

CHAPTER III.
BULL OARRERRY.

QJIX-GITN SHORTY SLOANE sat 
there in a daze. His mind ran 

back across the years to the day 
when Pop Weatherbce had taken 
him into that little dobe house and 
handed him an enormous stick of 
red-and-white peppermint candy.

Since then, no big nugget of gold, 
no month’s wages had ever held a 
thrill equal to the thrill held by that, 
penny sweetmeat, tendered by a 
hard-faced, soft-hearted man to a 
homeless boy.

There had been evenings, too, 
when Shorty, as a child, had climbed 
into Pop’s lap and listened wide- 
eyed to tales of danger and daring 
on the trail, or played with the big

silver watch chain that lay across 
Pop’s vest. He’d never forget the 
feel of those big, square silver links 
under his childish lingers.

His mind skipped on to the time 
Pop had got him the job out on the 
Clover Leaf Ranch to make a man 
out of him, and to those nights, 
every time he loped into town, when 
the two played seven-up together or 
cribbage, using matches for pegs. 
All that was gone now.

Shorty wiped his eyes with the 
fringe of his neckerchief. Ke got to 
his feet. His lean face was hard and 
grim now. The gray eyes looked 
like bright pieces of agate as Shorty 
stood there,

“ Pop, ol’ feller,”  he said, his voice 
shaking just a little in spite of him
self, “ yuh steered me inter the right 
job to do what I ’m goin’ to do. 
Mebbe I ’ll live as long as you lived, 
an’ if them killers ain’t tracked 
down by then, I ’ll be still after ’em. 
I ’ll never stop, Pop— never stop.”

There was a scrape on the door- 
sill. Shorty turned. Doc Willett 
and the cowboy and old Sandy D oo
little, the saloon hanger-on, were 
shuffling into the store.

Without a word, Doctor Willett 
knelt beside the still form on the 
floor. In a few seconds he stood up 
again. “ Yep, lie’s gone on ahead, 
all right, Shorty,”  he said.

Shorty nodded.
Doc Willett’s big, round face was 

very sober. “ Who do you reckon 
could have done it, Shorty? No
body that knew Pop would ever lift 
a hand against him.”

“ Thet’s what I aim to find out,”  
Shorty said grimly. “All I know so 
fur is thet thar was two coyotes—  
one a tall feller, ’mother more my 
height, only heavier.”

“ Hm-nwn! Not much to go on,”  
Doe Willett said in his matter-of- 
fact way.
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“ Not much, doc,”  Shorty con- 
ceded. “ Yuh got to make out some 
papers or somethin’, ain’t yuh, 
doc?”

“ Yes. W on’t take me long, 
though, since I ’m coroner, too. I ’ll 
mosey up home an’ attend to ’em.”

“ All right, doc.”  Shorty turned 
to Sandy Doolittle and the cow- 
puncher. “ I ’m thankin’ yuh men 
for goin’ after the doc. T’il ask yuh 
to step along now. This news'll 
spread aroun’ the town like wildfire, 
an’ I ’m goin’ to lock this door. 
Folks might stampede in here, an’ I 
ain’t aimin’ to have pore Pop fur
nish a peep-show to a passe! o ’ nosey 
jaspers. I------ ”

Suddenly he thought of some
thing. “ See yuh later, fellers,”  he 
said, and closed the door after them.

The word “ peep-show” had given 
him an idea. The tragedy he had 
run into on his return to Palo 
Grande had caused him to forget for 
the time being that a carnival had 
been in town.

“ Carnival!”  That might have 
been what old Pop had been trying 
to say. Anyhow, it was some word 
or name that began with a “ K ”  or 
a “ C.”

Shorty snapped his fingers. 
“ Thct’s what lie was try in’ to say, 
I bet!”  he exclaimed. “ He was trv- 
in’ to tell me them rattlers thet done 
him up was from the carnival. 
Sounds like it might be right!”

lie recalled seeing some tough 
homines with the carnival, which 
had come to Palo Grande on the 
previous Thursday.

Palo Grande itself would have 
Ix-en a poor stand for any kind of a 
show for more than a night. But 
entertainment of this sort was seen 
here very seldom; accordingly it 
never failed to draw in ranchers and 
cow-hands and prospectors from 
miles around, and mule skinners

from the construction gang working 
ten miles down the line.

Shorty understood that the car
nival folks had planned to pull out 
of Palo Grande Sunday night.

In that case, two of the carnival 
roustabouts might have done this 
dastardly job just before leaving. It 
was a skimpy enough clew, but it 
was better than nothing.

Shorty went behind the counter 
again, and inspected the safe. It 
had been neatly opened, without 
force, and thoroughly cleaned out. 
Not a penny remained in the cash 
drawer, cither.

Shorty went back to the safe, and 
opened a little drawer where Pop 
had kept some possessions cherished 
more for their associations than for 
their real value.

The old tintype photograph of 
Pop’s wife, dead over twenty years, 
was there, as well as a few pieces of 
quartz and a yellowed marriage cer
tificate.

The tintype was bent, the mar
riage certificate torn. They had 
been left behind because they were 
of no value to the thieves, and the 
pieces of quartz, too, would have 
brought practically nothing.

But some small nuggets were 
gone, and also Pop’s old watch and 
chain. The inner workings of that 
old-fashioned key-winder had long 
since ceased to function, but Pop 
had held onto it and kept it in his 
safe.

Shorty’s eyes grew bright. Most 
men who knew the lonely trails talk 
to themselves, and Six-gun Shorty 
Sloane did.

“ Thet safe was ojxmcd by an hom- 
bre as was mighty clever with his 
fingers,”  he said. “ Combination 
was worked, an’ only Pop an’ me 
knowed what it was. It wasn’t even 
writ on paper anywhere.”

He walked over to the door and
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examined the old-fashioned house 
lock. “ Yup,”  he said. “  ’Twouldn't 
take much of a professional to have 
a key in his bunch thet ’ud open 
thet— no, sir! They locked it behind 
’em when they went.”

lie  looked up. Doc Willett was 
in front of the door again. With 
him was a tall, lean man in black 
clothes— Palo Grande’s undertaker 
and furniture dealer, Philo Hatch.

Six-gun Shorty let them in, and 
addressed the undertaker. “ Jest 
take keer o ’ Pop, Philo,”  he said 
softly. “ I want the best respectable 
funeral yuh got in yore shop. 
Simple, though, sech as Pop’d like.” 

“ I ’ll take charge of everything, 
Shorty,”  Philo Hatch said. He had 
an official bearing, and yet his voice 
showed that there were many men 
besides Pop Weatherbce he would 
prefer to be laying out. “ I un’er- 
stand, Shorty, oP feller.”  He drew 
nearer, lowered his tone. “ They 
kilt him fer the money he got from 
the ranch, I reckon?”

“ Thet’s right, Philo.”  Six-gun 
Shorty was all attention now. 
“ Thet business was knowed about in 
town?”  he asked.

“ It shore were.”
“Who knowed about it?”
“ Well, Bull Carberry, fer one. I 

went into his store Sunday— first 
time I been there fer months. I had 
thet carnival feller laid out— the one 
Tilson killed. Some o ’ the carnival 
men was roomin’ up over Bull's 
place, an’  I reckoned they might ad
mire to take a last look at their pard 
’fore he was tucked away fer good.” 

The undertaker wrinkled his fore
head. “ I seen Bull Carberry lookin’ 
out the window an’ remarkin’ thet 
Pop Weatherbce was gittin’ mighty 
high-toned, a-ridin’ in a side-bar 
buggy. Some one answered up thet 
Pop was goin’ out to the Clover Leaf 
Ranch to collect some dincro,”

“ Hear anything else, Philo?”
“ Nope. I had to leave then. 

Mebbc yuhkl better jest mosey 
along now till I git Pop up to the 
place.”

Six-gun Shorty nodded, and left 
the store. There was still a look of 
pain in his eyes, but his face was 
as hard as flint. He crossed the 
street diagonally, and made for Bui! 
Carberry’s store.

The tight-faced young sheriff 
halted at a low building with a sag
ging verandah, or gallery. The door 
of the place was open, and he walked 
up and into the gloomy interior. 
There was a close, clothy smell, 
blended with the odors of strong lye 
soap, kerosene, molasses, coffee, and 
whisky.

Shorty walked to the rear of the 
store, where a man of about thirty 
was combing his wet hair before a 
small mirror and who now finished 
flaring out his “ bartender’s bang” 
and turned to the visitor. lie 
scowled when he saw who it was.

“ Mornin’, Bull,” Shorty offered.
Bull Carberry nodded. “ Howdy.” 

His tone was just a little sullen. He 
put on his big sugar-loaf hat.

“ Yuh’ve heard the news, I 
reckon.”

“ Yap. I heerd it. Who kilt 
him?”

“ Thet’s what I aim to find out?”
Bull Carberrv’s black eyes hard

ened. “ Well, what yuh doin’ here?” 
he challenged. “ Yuh cain’t find out 
nothin’ here.”

“ Mebbc not.”
“ No hnebbe’ about it!”
Six-gun Shorty Sloane hesitated. 

Things were not starting out so well. 
He knew that Carberry was tricky 
and mean— knew that here was one 
man who wouldn't mourn Pop 
Weatherbee’s death.

Carberry had long been jealous of
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the line of side-bar buggies, buck- 
boards, Canes totu wagons, and 
saddle horses in front of Pop Weath- 
erbcc's store on Saturdays. Bull 
would have to be handled very care
fully, if any information was to be 
got out of him,

“ Bull,”  Shorty said, with as much 
courtesy as he could muster under 
the conditions, “ yuli had some folks 
from thet wagon show a-sleepin’ up
stairs in vore rooms, didn’t yuli?”

“ An’ what ef I did?”
“ I ain’t askin’ yuh what ef yuh 

did,”  said Shorty, a little sharply. 
“ I ’m askin’ yuh ef yuh did,”

Bull considered a reply, and for 
some reason decided to be halfway 
decent. “ I had two double beds an’ 
two cots up thar,”  he said. “ They 
was ail full up. All big rnuckymucks 
o ’ the show. The common sort o ’ 
roustabouts slept up on the lot whar 
the show played. Hotel was full 
up.”

Six-gun Shorty sat down on a keg. 
For a while, conversation proceeded 
with reasonable friendliness. Bull 
was curt, short with his answers, but 
at least lie gave them.

Shorty learned that four of the 
performers had stayed there, as well 
as a couple of gamblers who prob
ably decided that they could make 
as much in the town’s saloons as at 
the carnival lot.

Shorty looked very young and 
eager as he asked the next question. 
“ All o ’ them fellers knowed that 
Pop collected some dinero out at the 
Clover Leaf yestiddy, didn’t they?” 
he asked.

Bull gave a loud guffaw. “ What 
yuh tr.vin’ to do? Be a detective?” 
he asked jceringly. “ Reckon yuli’cl 
better give up thet sheriff's job an’ 
git one snoopin’ arotin’ the county 
fer the Cattle Association.”

Shorty held his temper— until 
Bull’s next remark, Bull had mis

taken peacefulness for weakness, 
“ Don’t fergit I got a few jobs o ’ 
work to do here in the store,”  he 
said. “ All of us eain’t down an’ 
die jest cause an oF fogy gits kilt. 
Reckon thar’s jest as good men out 
in Boot Hill as thet ol’ fogy was.”

“ What’s thet?” Shorty demanded. 
He got to his feet. His tone was 
low— dangerously low. “ Take thet 
back,Carberry!”

Carberry took a step forward. lie 
was about an inch taller than the 
young sheriff, and perhaps thirty 
pounds heavier. “ 1 ain’t takin’ 
nothin’ back fer a runt like you. 
You ain’t got no right to come in 
here an’ bullyrag me.”

lie  wore no gun; .lie had Six-gun 
Shorty Sloane at a disadvantage.

“ Take it back!”
“ Not for you!”  Bull Carberry 

thrust out a heavy hand, half- 
punched, half-shoved the smaller 
man toward the door. “ Git out. o’ 
here. Y ’ ain’t got no official busi
ness with me.”

“ I’m tcllin’ yuh to take thet re
mark back or------ ”

“ Git out!”  Thoroughly enraged, 
Bull Carberry struck. His blow 
landed on the sheriff’s jaw, forced 
him back a step. Bull followed up 
his advantage. He stepped in, flail
ing rights and lefts.

They may have been hard blows, 
but Six-gun Shorty Sloane felt no 
pain; rather he felt a sense of satis
faction that this surlv cx-busincss 
rival of old Pop’s had struck the 
first blow.

Six-gun’s right shot out like a liz
ard’s tongue. It bounced off of 
Bull’s bulbous nose, and Bull’s 
shirt was spattered with crimson.

Bull Carberry was a vain man; 
that hair-comb could have belonged 
to no other. He looked down at his 
spoiled shirt and sailed in like a 
tornado.
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If there was anything in the world 
Six-gun Shorty Sloane did not sug
gest, it was a snake of any kind. 
But now, in Ins speed, in his fury, 
in his ability to take blows, he 
brought to mind a king snake sub
duing a rattler.

Me strnrk with the quickness of 
light. His hands flashed back and 
forth. His arms went around Bull 
lo move him out of the unhandy 
corner, and seemingly squeezed with 
more power than there could be in 
that hundred and forty pounds of 
Six-gun Shorty Sloane.

Somehow there was little doubt, 
from the first, about the outcome of 
this fight.

Shorty crowded Carberry. He 
swung hard and often. H e  took 
some blows, but he gave more. He 
was breathing easily, and Carberry 
was puffing— ready enough to quit, 
too, even before Shorty’s right, with 
all of the force of his body, crashed 
against his mouth.

Bull sat down on the floor in the 
immediate vicinity of a sand-filled 
spitbox and toppled it over.

“ Git up!” Shorty gritted.
Bull sat there, “ You ain’t got no 

right to come in my place an’ pick 
a fight with me,” he said in a 
whincy, complaining tone. “ 1 didn’t 
refuse tor answer yore questions. 
I ’ni willin’ to answer ’em, ain’t IP”

“ Yuh better!”  Shorty said, with 
more of the bully in his tone than 
was usual with him.

He knew men well enough, and 
particularly this man, to realize that 
this was no time to let up on him. 
With an audience in the store, Bull 
Carberry might fight to save his 
pride, but there was little real fight 
in this dandified hombre when he 
was on the losing end.

Bui! got up, took out a bandanna 
and mopped his face before the 
small mirror. lie  answered Six-gun

Shorty’s questions quickly enough 
now. His information, though, was 
disappointing. He could not tell the 
names of the carnival men who had 
roomed above his store for no such 
thing as a hotel register was used 
at Carberry’s. He described them 
in a general way.

The carnival show was scheduled 
to open in the town of Bitter Gulch 
Tuesday night. He supposed the 
men who had roomed over his store 
were still with the show*. That was 
all he could offer, and Six-gun 
Shorty Sloane had to be content 
with that.

CHAPTER IV. 
e n j ’y  y o r e s e e f , s t r a n g e r .

IT  was nearing the hour of ten
o’clock on the following Tuesday 

night when Shorty rode Bill, his 
roan, up the main street of the town 
of Bitter Gulch. He stabled his 
horse at once, had it watered and 
fed.(

Bitter Gulch was in the next 
county to Palo Grande. Shorty’s 
fame did not extend this far. If he 
was lucky, he might be able to wan
der among the carnival crowds with
out running up against a single per
son who would identify him.

It was only a short walk to the 
sage flat at the edge of town, where 
Maeklin’s Mammoth Wagon Car
nival of Mirth. Magic, and Merri
ment was in full swing.

Shorty had his sheriff’s star con
cealed in the rear pocket of his 
breeches. He wore a blue shirt, a 
purple neckerchief and his usual tan 
Stetson. lie  was a small, almost 
insignificant figure among the 
crowds, and might have been a 
young waddy out to make a night 
of it.

The crowds were the best kind or 
protection for him. He was posing 
as a sucker— played a couple of
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quarters on the shell game and 
learned that the trickster’s hand was 
quicker than the eye. He saw a 
pickpocket ease a coin from a drunk
ard’s breeches, but he made no out
cry against it.

After all, it was the Ace-spot Sa
loon, near the show grounds, that 
was being cheated, and not the 
drunkard. And Six-gun Shorty 
Sloane was out for bigger game than 
pickpockets to-night.

The carnival show had lured 
many for miles around. Shows of 
any sort came too seldom to Bitter 
Gulch not to get a big play when 
they did come.

Hombres who could shoot from 
the hip paid money to see “ Lone 
Star Luke, the Revolver King,” 
smash four glass balls in the air be
fore one of them could fall to the 
ground. Men who could play them 
close to the vest in draw poker were 
willing victims for thrcc-card monte 
and shell-game men.

Punchers who were part of their 
horses when they rode marched in 
to view Caballo, “ the greatest freak 
in the universe— half man, half 
horse, a sight to see, folks, an’ tell 
your children an’ grandchildren 
about.”

Shorty followed the crowd, be
came part of it, listened with the 
others to the pompous spiels of the 
barkers who drew attention to the 
painted wonders on the midway 
signs.

lie  was looking the whole show 
over; he visited all the attractions. 
There was Kiekapoo, the mule that 
had even Un-own broncho-busters, 
and there was Harry, the “ High 
School”  horse, and there was Profes
sor, the dog that could count, that 
barked twice when the trainer said 
“ two,”  and half a dozen times when 
the trainer said “ six.”

There were freaks— Jo-jo, the

dog-faoed boy, and Barbara, the 
bearded lady, and the Wild Man—  
“ cap-tured in the jun-golls of Bor
neo and brought to this coun-tree 
at tee-rif-fie expense.”  There were 
dice games; sweatboards, wheels of 
fortune.

For the children there were 
Puneh-and-Judy shows, and pea
nuts, and peppermint candy colored 
red, and lemonade made from sugar 
and an acid mixture, and sticky pop
corn balls. A weak, tawdry, not al
together wagon-show, but a Para
dise in its way and perhaps doing 
as much good as it did harm.

Shorty kept looking for two men 
— one tall, and one shorter, but 
thickset. That had been Pop 
Wenlhcrbec’s rather unsatisfactory 
description. Not so much to go on. 
But if he found two men answering 
this description and working to
gether, this would at least be some 
clew.

Then he could soon investigate 
and learn whether they had roomed 
over Bull Carberry’s place and had 
known about Pop Weatherbee’s 
money.

lie  felt almost certain that some
where in this wagon show were the 
murderers of Pop Wcathcrbee, and 
he looked over every pair of men 
working together—the wild man and 
his spieler; the two wlicel-of-fortune 
men; the. ticket,-wagon man and his 
assistant. Somehow they didn’t an
swer Pop’s description of relative 
size or Bull Carberry’s general de
scription— if Bull had told the truth.

Shorty continued along, came to 
the cook tent whore some of the off- 
duty performers were having a late 
lunch. He listened outside, and 
peered through the opening.

Evidently one of those hombres 
in there was the fire-eater of the 
show— just now eating some frijoles 
and Mexican tortillas and, from his
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remarks, finding them a little too 
hot for his taste.

A little later he saw the “ Wild 
Man” sneak in, take a pair of false 
tusks out of his mouth and demand 
•—in English, with no Borneo accent 
— “ some of them beans, an’ make it 
snappy; I got t.o go right back.”

As Shorty waited there, two other 
performers came out. His heart be
gan to speed up a little. These two 
jaspers could be the pair. One was 
rather tall, the other thickset. And 
over the right eye of the latter was 
a slight scar, such as Bull Carberry 
had mentioned.

Furthermore, it was evident that 
these two birds worked together in 
the show, judging from their talk.

“ Git that fool kid,”  one of them 
was saying to the other, “ an’ we’ll 
put on our act once more to-night, 
’ fore these suckers thin out.”

Six-gun Shorty Sloane came out 
from the shadowy corner behind the 
cook tent and followed them.

lie  saw them joined by a thin, 
tired-looking boy, who evidently 
helped in their act, and noted that 
they went into one of the midway 
tents between the tents of the fire- 
eater and the Wild Man from Bor
neo.

When they reappeared a few mo
ments later, they were already in the 
costume of their act. The taller 
man had on a shabby dress coat and 
a silk hat, and the shorter, heavier 
man was stripped to the waist. He 
had a pair of handcuffs, connected 
by a heavy chain, on his wrists.

“ Likely ’tain’t the fust time he’s 
had them on, either,”  Six-gun 
Shorty remarked to himself.

The taller man, who was the an
nouncer, soon attracted a crowd.

“ Step up, folks!”  he yelled. “ Step 
up! The wonder o ’ the age! You 
see here Lodi—Lodi the Great. He 
sheds chains and handcuffs like a

snake sheds its skin! No lock has 
ever been invented to baffle him! 
He’ll prove it on the inside! On the 
inside, folks, for the insignificant 
sum of two bits.”

The barker on the platform 
looked down at Six-gun Shorty, 
standing in the front row of the 
curious crowd.

“ Come on enj’y yourself, stran
ger,” he said. “ Here’s the biggest 
attraction o ’ the show. Only two 
bits! Why not step in?”

Shorty looked up at him. 
“ Reckon T will,”  he said.

On the inside, Six-gun Shorty 
watched the thickset fellow escape 
from twenty feet of chain, saw him 
ease out of the handcuffs, and per
form other feats of particular inter
est.

Following this— the pair still 
working together— there was a dis
play of hypnotism—“ for the insigni
ficant extry sum of ten cents, a small 
dime.”

The tall, thin fellow did the hyp
notising, while the short, stocky man 
doubled as announcer, and the thin, 
tired-looking boy acted as the sub
ject to be hypnotized.

The “ hypnotist.”  induced the de
sired vacancy of mind by waving be
fore the subject’s eyes the gleaming 
bowl of a bright silver spoon. lie 
interspersed his patter with coarse, 
cheap, crowd-pleasing jokes that 
made the frail youngster squirm and 
blush.

Six-gun Shorty felt sorry for the 
boy—about eleven years old, he 
reckoned— and his steel-gray eyes 
gleamed contemptuously nc he 
watched the hypnotist, self-styled 
“ The Great Boscanini.”  There was 
a restlessness about the man’s long, 
sallow fingers that made Shorty 
think of snakes.

Shorty tried to sidle over -ind peer
WW-1B
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through a flop into a smaller adjoin
ing tent. That smaller tent, he be
lieved, was where the two “ Greats,” 
Lodi and Boscanini, must sleep, and 
the persona! belongings of those two 
snaky-eyed jaspers might be worth 
investigating.

The brief, fake show was over, 
though, before he could get a 
chance to take a satisfactory look 
into the smaller tent.

“ This way out, folks!”  came the 
brazen-voiced announcement of 
Boscanini, “ Stick around outside 
for the big show! The big show! 
Lodi the Great will puff-form his 
newest act of Her-cu-lee-an stren’th, 
never before presented except for 
the Crowned Heads of Yurrup!”

Six-gun Shorty passed up the new 
act that had thrilled the Crowned 
Heads of Europe, and slipped gently 
around to the rear of the sleep- 
tent. But there was no back en
trance. lie  rolled a wheatstraw cig
arette, got it going, and stood there 
thoughtfully in the star-shot dark
ness.

He was considering the advisabil
ity of crawling in under the tent flap 
while the lock wizard was out in 
front drawing a new crowd of suck
ers. But then his small, hawk-nosed 
face dropped into lines of disap
pointment. The sleep-tent was not 
vacant, after all; he could hear the 
voice of Boscanini, the hypnotist, in 
there. Boscanini’s tone was like a 
low snarl.

Six-gun Shorty couldn’t make out 
the words, but he could hear the 
higher-pitched pleading of the small 
boy:

“ I can’t do it, Jim. I just can't 
do another turn to-night. Geo! 
I ’m awful tired— I was up ’most all 
night.”

Then Boscanini’s harsh voice:
“ What of it? Think T’m lettin’ 

yuh lav down on the job right when
W W 2 B

I got the suckers cornin’ so good? 
Guess again!”

“ Aw, but yuh said before we’d do 
only one more show,”  the boy said 
wearily. “ I ain’t never begged off 
before, but he kep’ me awake ’most 
all night— waitin’ on him— an’ to
day I had to work around the lot. 
I want to go back to the wagon. 
I ’m almost failin’ asleep on my feet.”

“ Now, cut that, kid! You git. out 
there in the crowd an’ be ready 
when I call yuh to the platform!”

“ But I tell yuh, Jim— Ouch! Leg- 
go me, Jim! Y o ’re pinchin’ my
arm. Ow! I------ ”

The sharp smack of an open-
handed blow cut short the boy’s
protest. There was a thin, high- 
piSchcd cry of pain. And then Six- 
gun Shorty Sloane found himself 
slipping under the flap of the sleep- 
tent. He could never stand by while 
an undcr-dog suffered; and, anyhow, 
he had wanted to see the inside of 
that tent.

CHAPTER V.
QUICKER THAN' THE EYE.

DOSCANINI and the boy were 
alone. Boscanini’s fingers were 

clamped on the youngster’s frail 
arm. The boy’s cheek bore the 
white imprint of the man’s palm 
and fingers. Boscanini’s free hand 
was drawn back for another blow.

The sound Shorty made getting 
to his feet, after crawling under, 
stayed the blow and caused Bosca
nini to glance across bis shoulder. 
He released the boy, whirled 
sharply.

“ What yuh doin’ in this tent?” 
he snarled. His hands came up and 
balled into fists. He advanced 
threateningly.

“ I jest been I’arnin’ around this 
show thet the hand is quicker’n the 
eye,”  Six-gun Shorty retorted. “ An’ 
now I reckon I ’ll prove it.”

17
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He ducked Boscanini’s blow and 

uncorked a sizzling right that 
started somewhere in the region of 
his gun belt and ended on the point 
of Boscanini’s dark-stubbled jaw. 
The fellow crumpled as if he had 
been hit by a sledge.

The boy stared wide-eyed at Six- 
gun Shorty. Admiration replaced 
ihe scared look on his face.

“ Say! Yuh don’t look so big an’ 
.strong!” he said. And then the gray 
eyes in his pinched face grew scary 
again.

“ Yuh better git out o ’ here,”  he 
advised, “ He’ll come to in a few 
seconds, an’ yuh don’t know this 
feller, mister. lie ’s—well, he’s 
ugly!”

Six-gun Shortjr grinned. “ Oh, I 
reckon he’ll lay a spell— leastways 
long enough fer yuh to git wherever 
it was yuh figured on goin’ .”

The boy hesitated, and Six-gun 
Shorty swept the tent with a swift 
and curious glance. There was a 
painted screen in the corner, and be
hind this Shorty could see two cots.

Beneath one of them was a gray 
wooden box with a stapled padlock 
on it. The box bore in black letters 
the name of Lodi the Croat. Under 
the second cot was a battered raw- 
hide trunk initialed J. B.—doubtless 
the property of the Great Bosea- 
nini.

Six-gun’s gray eyes gleamed. 
Here was where his two suspects 
slept, sharing the same tent! He 
could see that the leather trunk 
cover was not pressed down; the 
trunk was unlocked. But that gray 
box— the one that was locked— 
pulled at his curiosity like a magnet 
drawing steel.

Circus and show people were not 
bad folks, as a rule. They were like 
waddies and miners and everybody 
else—bad ones among them, but 
plenty of good ones. In most of the

other tents he had seen baggage, 
guarded by roustabouts, and much 
of it unlocked. Then why was this 
gray box locked?

But there was no opportunity now 
for him to investigate the contents. 
The hoy was tugging persistently at 
his sleeve.

“ He’s movin’, mister! We better 
git out!”

Six-gun Shorty decided that the 
gray box could wait a while. lie  
nodded to the boy, and together 
they crawled out under the tent 
skirt, leaving Boscanini groaning be
hind them.

When Shorty got to his feet in 
the starlight he noticed that the boy 
was trembling. Impulsively he put 
his arm across the youngster’s thin 
shoulders.

“ I ’d admire to talk a spell with 
yuh, son,”  he said quietly. “ Where 
was it yuh figured on headin’ fer?”

“ Back to the wagon— over there.”
The boy pointed toward a spot 

where the big wagons were drawn 
up and roped together to form a cor
ral for the horses on the edge of the 
carnival grounds.

“ All right; let’s walk the! way.”  
Shorty fell into step beside the boy. 
“ Thet jasper back in the tent— is 
lie folks to you?”

“ Xaw!”  The little fellow’s voice 
reflected his contempt. “ My name’s 
Walter Macklin. I ain’t got no 
folks.”

“ Sho’ !” Shorty’s tone was.sym
pathetic. “ Didn’t I overhear yuh 
say somethin’ about bein’ up all 
night with somebody?”

“ That’s old Macklin. He owns 
the show. I stay with him in the 
wagon. He’s drunk most o ’ ihe 
time, an’ I got to wait on him.”

“ But Macklin— same name; he 
must be kin to yuh, ain’t he, son?”

“ Naw. He jes’ gave me his name 
when he got me out of an orphans’
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home. He don’ t pay me nothin’, 
an’ he tans me whenever he takes 
the notion. Jim’s the worst, though. 
Maeklin makes me work with him. 
He’s awful ugly. Jim,”  he explained, 
“ is the feller thel calls himself the 
Great Boscunini. Cheap old faker!”

“ Ain’t thar nothin’ to thet hypno
tism business?”

“ Naw! It’s all a big fake!”  con
fessed the boy with sudden bitter
ness. And then with quick conster
nation: “ Gee! If Jim ever finds
out I told anybody that, he’ll hide 
me good an’ proper!”

“ He ain’t never goin’ to know, 
Wall,”  Shorty reassured him.

The boy drew a sharp breath of 
relief, and Shorty went on care
lessly:

“ I reckon he makes plenty money 
with thet show'' he puts on. A jas
per like him had ought ter be pack
in’ a few' yallerbacks on his roll. I 
bet he is. Ain’t he?”  he asked hone- 
fully.

“ Aw, he makes a lot o ’ money, 
all right,”  the boy told him. “ But 
I ain’t never seen anybody have any 
o ’ them big, yellow' bills ’ceptin’ old 
Maeklin. lie  had one, couple o ’ 
months back. First one I ever seen. 
Fifty dollars, it was. That’s a lot 
o ’ money all in one place, ain’t it ?”

“ Shore is.”  agreed Shorty. He 
was disappointed. But the boy had 
excited his interest and pity. “ Buy 
a hull mountain o ’ pep’mint candy 
with thet, I reckon, couldn’t vuh, 
Walt?”

“ If I ever had any money,”  said 
the boy gravely, “ I wouldn’t spend 
it for candy. I ’d buy me a jack
knife. I always wanted one.”

Shorty recalled keenly his own 
boyish longing for a knife— recalled 
also his joy when old Pop had pre
sented him with the best one in 
Palo Grande. He was going to do 
something now' that old Pop would

like him to do. His hand went im
pulsively into his pocket, came out 
with a big bone-handled jackknife.

Shorty noticed the boy’s eyes glow 
as ho opened the big blade and the 
little blade, and the file and the 
corkscrew and the small pair of 
shears.

“ Here’s one fer yuh, Walt,” 
Shorty said softly. “ It wras give to 
me, when T was about yore size— 
give to me by the best man in the 
hull world, an’ I shore want yuh to 
take good care of it. Thet big 
blade’s a dandy, ain’t it?”

“ Gee!” was all the boy could man
age to say. “ Aw', gee!”

He held the knife as if it were a 
treasure. lie  seemed to be swallow
ing hard. This may have been the 
fsrst gift he had ever received. He 
started to sniffle a little.

“ I’ll never forget yuh, boss.”  be 
said. “ I ’ll hide it. No un’il take it 
away from me,”  he added, a bit 
fiercely. “ I’ll take good care of it, 
too. I ’ll oil the blades ev’ry week. 
Thanks, mister, a hull lot.”

“ Aw, tliet’s all right,”  Shorty told 
him carelessly.

They were nearing the group of 
big wagons. Shorty felt guilty. He 
had given the boy the knife as an 
act of kindness, but as a duty to old 
Pop, he’d have to pump the boy all 
he could.

“ Them fellers Lodi an’ Bosonnini 
sleep in thet tent cv ’ry night, Walt?”  
he asked.

“ Most c v ’ry night. Sometimes in 
bad weather, or when they take in 
a lot o ’ money, they flop some place 
in the town we play. They slept 
over in town the two-three nights 
we was in Palo Grande; thet’s the 
last town we played ’fore this,”  he 
explained.

“ Oh!”  Shorty said. They had 
reached the wagons now. “ Walt, I 
wonder ef yuh could do me a little
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favor. Could yuh git me a hammer 
— one with a daw on the end of it?” 
Shorty was thinking of that staple 
in the gray box owned by Lodi the 
Great.

“ I sure could!”  the boy answered 
eagerly. “ I ’ll jest slip one out o ’ 
the slake-an’-ehuin wagon over 
line. You wail here, mister.”

lie  disappeared in the gloom, re
turning in a surprisingly short time 
with a claw-hammer.

“ Thanks,”  Shorty acknowledged. 
“ Ef things turns out right, Walt, 
melthe I'll have sonic good news to 
tell vuh later on. I'll chuck this 
hammer under lliet big wagon ng’in 
when I git through with it. An’ 
now. good night, Walt.”

“ Good night, mister. Thanks 
again for the knife. Y o ’re—gee! 
Yoke all right!”

The boy looked a little embar
rassed and retreated toward the big
gest. wagon, where light shone dimly 
from a small window in its rear door.

Six-gun Shorty heard a rumble of 
oaths through the paneling and an 
order to the boy to run to the Ace- 
spot Saloon and get a bottle of 
whisky.

Shorty rolled a thoughtful ciga
rette. “ Pore little maverick!”  he re
flected. “ What a sweet life he must 
have— workin’ for a buzzard an' Tid
in’ night-herd on a drunk! This is 
the dangedcst world 1 ever hope to 
be in!”

Instead of returning to tho center 
of the carnival grounds, Six-gun 
Shorty moved a little way along the 
string of wagons and sal down in 
the dark with his back against a big 
rear wheel. No telling—maybe 
Roseanini would come looking for 
the boy.

However, that wallop on the jaw 
must have been an effective damper, 
for the swarthy hypnotist did not 
appear.

An hour passed. The noises on 
the carnival grounds lessened. One 
by one, the flares were extinguished. 
Silence and darkness held the place, 
except for the faintly luminous 
blotches in various sleep-tents and 
spots of light where grifters and 
gamblers were still holding festive 
cowboys with games of one sort or 
another.

Occasionally some punchers or 
townsmen passed within a few feet 
of Shorty. They were moseying 
about from one game to another, 
A show didn’t come to Bitter Gulch 
often, anrl these straggling patrons 
seemed to hate to leave the grounds, 
while anything unusual could be 
seen.

Six-gun Shorty’s keen gray eyes 
were trained almost continuously on 
the luminous blotch in Boscanini’s 
tent. His eyes gleamed when, after 
another hour, that lent., too, became 
dark.

Shorty waited another nervous 
half hour. Then he rose silently, 
lie  noticed that there was still a 
light in the big wagon. He shook 
his head, troubled by the thought 
of the boy as he made his way 
quietly toward Boscanini’s tent.

Shorty was going to take a long 
chance. Failure would mean disas
ter. He’d he discovered, and prob
ably ganged by a good many of the 
carnival roustabouts. He couldn’t 
even shoot unless he was sure of Ills 
ground.

He might be shot at! But a bul
let in the spine wasn’t so much to 
risk if it meant a chance to get old 
Top Wealherbee’s murderers.

lie paused when he came to the 
dark spot at the rear of Boscanini’s 
tent. lie  got down on the ground 
and listened. A duet of heavy snor
ing came from within. Lodi the 
Great and The Great Boscanini were 
sleeping just like ordinary folks.
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“Pop, ol’ boy,”  Shorty said, 

“ Here we go! But ef T don’t git ’em 
this time, ol’ feller, I ’m goin’ to keep 
goin’ on— goin’ on till I ain’t got the 
spunk to herd sheep.”

Then he started to worm his way 
beneath the tent flap,

CHAPTER VI.
S I X - G U N  S H O W - D O W N ,

'jpHE interior was black. But Six- 
gun Shorty Sloane had a clear 

mental picture of the layout. It 
wasn't the first time he had found 
his way in the darkness; there had 
been some inky hours on night-herd 
out on the Clover Leaf spread.

Slowly, slowly, taking unneces
sary time rather than making the 
slightest noise, he crawled toward 
the corner where Boscanini and the 
apelike Lodi lay soundly sleeping.

It was easy finding his way to the 
corner. His hand inched out in the 
darkness, touched one of the cots, 
then touched the box under it. 
Leather! No, that wasn’t the one. 
But the right one— the gray wooden 
box— would be just opposite, under 
the other cot.

He found it, let his fingers travel 
lightly across its painted surface.

Now he waited. Ilis heart was 
beating wildly. He timed the snores 
of the sleeping carnival men. Every 
time they snored, he drew the box 
out an inch or so—carefully, ever 
so carefully. Sweat began to trickle 
down his face. But he finally got 
the small box out from under the 
cot.

Now' for getting out the staple. 
He drew the hammer from his 
pocket. That staple hadn’t seemed 
to be in there any too tight. If he 
could once get it out, once discover 
that his hunch had been right, he 
didn’t care what happened.

lie  put one claw of the hammer

under the staple; listened again. 
Both men still sleeping soundly. 
There had been no noise to awaken 
them. No Indian stalking his prey 
could have worked more quietly.

Shorty started to pry gently. 
Yes! lie  was sure that staple was 
easing out quietly. Then there was 
a slight screeching sound as the 
steel tore out of the wood. Shorty 
froze where he was. He thought 
Boscanini’s snoring was a little ir
regular now.

But Boscanini went back into his 
even snore again. After a long mo
ment Shorty judged it safe to pry 
again. There was another slight 
screechy sound, but the staple was 
out! Shorty’s eyes were smarting 
with sweat now. His hair was as 
wet as if he had doused his head in 
a water hole.

Slowly, very slowly, Shorty raised 
the lid of the box. At last it was 
open far enough to admit a hand. 
Shorty put down the hammer, kept 
the lid open with his left hand; and 
his right hand went exploring with
in.

The box was filled with clothing, 
carelessly folded. Shorty’s fingers 
searched painstakingly among it. 
One minute. Two. Did he just 
imagine it, or had Lodi, a few inches 
away from him, stopped snoring so 
loudly?

But then Shorty’s pulse quick
ened. Dawg-gone! Jumpin’ coy
otes! Shorty’s heart seemed to leap 
out of his chest. It couldn’t he! 
But then— then it couldn’t be any
thing ehe! Hadn’t he handled that 
watch chain when he had been a kid 
hardly knee-high to a grasshopper? 
Yes— no doubt about it! He recog
nized under his fingers the well-re- 
momlx:red feel of old Pop’s square- 
linked silver watch chain!

And at that same instant of dis
covery, Lodi’s cot creaked, and a
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heavy weight landed on top o! Six- 
gun Shorty Sloan with all the fury 
of a mountain cat dropping from a 
tree limb.

The box cover fell, catching his 
wrist and scraping viciously the skin 
of his hand as he yanked it free. He 
fought to throw off his assailant—  
fought to get his hand down to his 
gun. But he couldn’t accomplish it 
in the darkness. And he had no 
doubt of the identity of that man 
on his back— Lodi the Great, who 
was at least great in poundage, and 
freakishly strong.

Then he heard Lodi’s voice yelling 
for Boseanini’s help— yelling for 
Boscanini to make a light.

There came a crashing blow on 
Shorty’s head. It seemed to fill it 
with wheeling stars.

In a half-conscious state, Six-gun 
Shorty Sloane was dragged out from 
behind that screened space. He was 
only vaguely aware that there was 
a light in the tent now, and by the 
time the fog lifted from his brain he 
discovered that his hands were 
bound behind his back; his feet, too, 
were tied, a little more loosely, but 
effectively. And his own .45 was 
stuck in the waistband of a pair of 
trousers that Boscanini must have 
hastily pulled on.

He must have been out for min
utes, he thought, for the place was 
rapidly filling with excited, hastily 
dressed show folks who had been 
awakened by the yells. Questions 
were buzzing.

“ He’s a thief,” explained Bosca
nini tersely. “ We caught him goin’ 
through one of our trunks!”

An ominous muttering ran 
through the crowd. “ Shoot the rat!” 
some one yelled. “ Or string him up. 
That’s the game out in this part o ’ 
the country.”

“ We’ll do both!” Boscanini said

grimly. “ But not here, where some 
hook-nosed sheriff might be smellin’ 
around. We’ll stow him in a wagon 
until we git out o ’ town. But first 
I got a little personal matter to 
settle with him. You guys keep 
quiet. Wc don’t want no more audi
ence. Stand him up, Lodi!”

Lodi jerked the half-conscious 
Shorty to his feet and stood him in 
a corner of the tent. Boscanini 
planted himself in front of Shorty. 
There was an evil gleam in the hyp
notist’s black eyes.

Shorty started to say something, 
but the sudden fist of Boscanini 
drove the word back between his 
teeth. Again the sallow fist crashed 
home on Shorty’s face. Shorty 
reeled back against the spring}' can
vas of the tent wall. Boscanini’s 
hand drew back for another blow.

But before he could deliver it, a 
thin little bundle of fury had him by 
that arm. It was Walt.

“ You stop that, you big coward!” 
Walt was saying. “ You stop— — ”

The long fingers of Boscanini’s left 
hand caught the boy’s throat, chok
ing back the words. He shook the 
thin youngster like a terrier shaking 
a rat.

The sight kept Shorty' conscious. . 
“ Ef I could git my hands on yuh fer 
a minute!”  he raged. “ Yuh------ ”

But Boscanini now had shoved 
the boy violently away from him 
and swung on Shorty. The latter 
just had time to throw a word of 
caution to the bo;', to tell him to get 
out, before the fist of Boscanini 
caught him again— this time a bruis
ing blow on the right cheek-bone.

The boy' scrambled to his feet. 
His face was chalky, and he was 
trembling. For a second he stared 
at Shorty; then he turned tail and 
ran through the callous crowd and 
out of the tent.

Boscanini’s face danced before
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Shorty’s vision like a dark mask of 
evil. The brutal hypnotist was tak
ing revenge in full measure for that 
punch on the jaw Shorty had 
handed him in defense of the boy.

SSiorty was young and tough, but 
no man could have stood up long 
under the brand of gruel Boscanini 
was ladling out. And Shorty was 
helpless. Ilis knees began to sag; 
his body was pressed hard back 
against the canvas wall of the tent 
for support.

lie  was about ready to fold, when 
the canvas suddenly gave way for 
a short space directly behind his 
bound hands. They went, through 
the clean-cut slit, and Shorty felt 
thin, trembling fingers working at 
bis bonds.

Shorty threw every ounce of bis 
will into the effort to keep his legs 
under him and not betray what was 
happening. The bonds, neatly sev
ered by the sharp blade of a jack
knife, fell away from his wrists. 
Leering, Boscanini stepped closer 
and swung.

The leer froze foolishly on his face 
as a sudden uppercut took him un
der the chin and snapped his head 
back. Then Shorty’s hands went 
out, and were grabbing the half- 
woozy hypnotist. And in less than 
the tick of a second, Shorty’s .45 
was out of the hypnotist’s belt and 
in bis own right hand.

Boscanini’s hand flashed to his 
belt hysterically, but he was a full 
second too late.

“ An’ now, git ’em up!” Six-gun 
Shorty roared. “ Git ’em up!" he 
snarled. The feel of that cedar- 
handled six-gun of his seemed to be 
forcing new life into him. His knees 
felt better under him. Ilis head was 
clearer.

Boscanini’s hands went up as if 
they had been jerked by a taut rope. 
His loose mouth was open.

Lodi’s hand went into the pocket 
of a tattered dressing gown.

Bang! It came out of the pocket 
again as Shorty’s gun roared. It 
fell limp at Lodi’s side. There was 
a look of pain on Lodi’s face.

“ Keep thet hand out o ’ yore 
pocket!”  Six-gun Shorty gritted. 
“ Keep thet other hand up!”  lie 
kept the smoking six-gun leveled 
for a moment, then reholstered it.

The sound of the shot caused the 
group of spectators in the lent to 
scatter like water sprayed from a 
host'— all except Boscanini and Lodi, 
who stood there motionless. Their 
hands were in the air. Lodi’s face 
was in a grimace of pain, Bosca
nini’s queerly distorted with amaze
ment.

And the sound of the shot was 
also drawing more people toward the 
tent. “ Thar’s a wild man loose in 
thar!” some one shouted. “ C ’mon, 
fellers. We need a little more en
tertainment; we’re like to see a 
necktie party yit tcr-night.”

A moment later, a dozen men 
stat»!>eded in, tearing down the can
vas, pulling it out of the way. At 
the head of them was an hombre 
Six-gun Shorty had seen once before 
to-night— the mustached man 
known as Lone Star Luke, the Ke- 
volver King.

Shorty stood there, his feet still 
tied. Ilis gun was back in his hol
ster, and of all that crowd only he 
knew how quickly he could draw it, 
if the occasion demanded. lie  
seemed to be in no position to match 
shooting speed with a circus expert 
like Lone Star Luke. The latter had 
his hand in the right pocket of his 
woolly-collared coat. If he had a 
gun in that pocket, the gun was as 
good as drawn.

“ What yuh mean, cornin’ inter 
this show an’ breakin’ things up?” 
he stormed at Shorty. “ Drop thet
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gun! Drop it, or I'll put a slug 
through yuh ’fore yuh kin wink an 
eye. Drop thot gun!”

“ I reckon not,” Shorty said 
calmly. “ These two hombres— Lodi 
an’ Boscanini— is a pair o' murder
ers. I'm boldin’ 'em here. I reckon 
some depity or other’ll hear the 
shots an’ come an’ git explanations

But now Lodi's face had turned 
flic color of a toad’s belly. ‘ Let him 
have it, Luke!”  he shrieked. “ Tie’s 
a thief! lie'll git yuh! Let him 
have it. Plug him plenty!”

Six-gun Shorty grinned. Lodi’s 
game was dear. He wanted lame 
Star Luke to plug him, before the 
story came out. It would get Lodi 
and Bosonnini out of a bad hole to 
have him killed here before any 
authorities arrived.

“ I ’m explainin' to you,”  said 
Shorty, directing his words to Lone 
Star Luke, “ thot these men is------ ”

There must have been a meaning 
nod from Lodi. For Lone Star 
Luke's gun came out of his pocket 
with the speed of light. There was 
a shot. There were two shots, for 
Shorty’s .45 had whipped out of his 
holster a split-second before Luke’s 
gun flamed.

Lone Star Luke’s bullet went into 
the earthen floor of the tent. His 
gun drop(ied to the ground. He 
raised bis wounded right forearm to 
his mouth and began to suck at the 
wound.

“ String him up!”  yelled some one 
outside again. “ He’s gone crazy! 
He's-------”

There was a movement in the 
crowd, and a big, heavy-faced man 
in a red shirt, dark-brown Stetson 
and star-figured gauntlets pushed 
bis way unceremoniously through 
the crowd and into the tent.

“ Tbet'll do about the! stringin’-up 
talk!”  he warned sternly. “ What’s

goin! on here? What’s this shoot in* 
thet I heerd------ ”

His big, heavy jaw dropped as he 
stared at Shorty, who stood there 
calmly, his ankles still lied, his gun 
in his right hand.

“ Sheriff Sloane!”  he exclaimed.
“ Thet’s right, Tom!”  Shorty said. 

He recognized the newcomer as a 
veteran deputy who had once ridden 
on a desert posse with him. “ I 
reckon if we kin quiet thet crowd 
clown now, I'll be explainin’ plenty 
to yuh.”

But the crowd outside was far 
from quiet. Some of the men were 
drunk, others half drunk; still oth
ers, town folks mostly, were excited 
from an evening spent among har
ing lights, calliope music, shooting 
and unusual sights.

All of them knew the heavy-faced 
deputy, but they had not heard him 
address Shorty. They were still rest
less, mystified, and just a little eager 
to see some more excitement.

Shorty and Deputy Tom Breed 
stood there shoulder to shoulder. 
Shorty’s gun was still held with the 
muzzle pointing over his shoulder. 
The deputy had drawn two us»!v- 
looking .45s, and had them pointed 
straight at the crowd. There were 
guns in that crowd.

But no one chose to use the guns 
right now. Maybe it was the sight 
they had seen when the little hom- 
bre had disarmed Lone Star Luke 
with a single shot:, maybe the bris
tling attitude of Deputy Tom Breed 
had something to do with it.

“ Quiet, folks!” Deputy Tom 
Breed barked. “ This man is Sheriff 
Sloane, from Palo Grande. He’ll ex
plain what this is all about.”

Shorty grinned. “ I reckon fhnr 
won’t be any explainin’ needed,”  he 
announced. “ Not from me, nohow. 
We’ll let these two rattlers do the 
explainin’ .”  He nodded at Lodi and
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Boscanini. And now he lowered his 
gun to the level of Boscanini’s waist
line. Shorty’s face was hard now.

“ Listen, yuh coyote!”  he said 
sharply. “ Yuh heard who I am. 
An’ I ain’ t, usin’ no little spoon to 
make yuh talk. I got somethin’ 
here a lot more persuasive— an’ 
final! Talk fast an’ straight, Bosca
nini! Where’s them yallerbacks o’ 
Pop YVeatherbee’s?”

Boscanini’s tongue ran nervously 
along his lower lip, but he didn’t 
speak.

“ Yuh better spill it out, Bosca
nini!”  Shorty’s voice fairly crackled. 
“ Or mebbe you’d like to tell the 
story, Lodi. I had my hands on a 
dead man’s watch chain in yore 
trunk!”

Boscanini’s face turned a sickly 
gray. He swallowed with a visible 
effort, as if already the square links 
of that silver chain were tightening 
about his throat. lie  knew that 
proof of his guilt, was a few feet 
away from him, that a second or 
two could bring it out. Then he 
cracked.

“ Lodi done it!”  he yelled. “ That’s 
why you found it in his trunk. He 
done it. I can’t open a safe, I don’t 
know how!”

Snarling like a beast, the thick 
fingers of his left hand working to
ward Boscanini’s throat, Lodi 
leaped forward. But Shorty’s gun 
cracked down between the two like, 
a whiplash.

“ Back up thar, Lodi! I said jest 
to talk.”

“ The yaller rat!” Lodi snarled. 
“ He’s tryin’ to save his own skin, 
hull?”  He whirled on Boscanini. 
“ Who planned the job? Who asked 
me to open the safe? Who was with 
mo when I done it? Who’s got half 
the money stuffed in his pillow. 
Why, yuh vnller slob! I opened the 
safe, yes! But I didn’t want no kill-

in’ . He was the one that smashed 
the old geezer with the chair! An’ 
now------ ”

“ Tlict’s enough!”  Shorty snapped. 
He grinned at the crowd and then 
turned to Deputy Breed. “ Take 
’em in hand, 'Pom. I ’ll be with yuh 
in jest a second, when I git these 
feet o ’ mine untied.”

He broke off. He had seen a pale 
little face in the front of the crowd. 
It was Walt. Shorty beckoned to 
him. The boy came forward 
eagerly.

“ I reckon,”  Shorty said gravely, 
“ thet a youngster like you might 
have a jackknife somewheres about 
him, ain’t yuh?”

The boy smiled. “ Sure have,” he 
said, taking out his new gift.

“ Then jest take a slice at them 
windin’s on my laigs.”

Bright-eyed, flushed with boyish 
importance, the boy freed Shorty 
from his remaining bonds.

Already Deputy Tom Breed was 
handcuffing the prisoners, while the 
crowd cheered.

Shorty looked at them. The un
injured left wrist of Lodi was 
shackled to the right wrist of Bosca
nini. “ I reckon,”  Shorty observed, 
“ thet you two buzzards’ll never ex
pert yoresclves out o ’ this jam!”

Deputy Breed was curtly order
ing the tent cleared. The boy 
started to go with the rest. Shorty 
called him back. He walked with 
the boy as the two prisoners were 
herded toward the Bitter Gulch 
c-aktbosa.

The boy was happy. “ I don’t eare 
what <>!’ ?*tacklin does to me,”  he 
said to Six-gun Shorty, as they 
walked along at the edge of the 
cheering crowd. ‘T in  goin’ to be 
jest like you to-night—jest like a 
reg’lar sheriff. That’s what I al
ways wanted to be— a sheriff.”

25
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Six-gun Shorty looked down at 
him with renewed interest. “ Oh, 
vuh clo, do yuh?”  he asked. “ Well, 
it’s a good job. It means more to 
me to-night than a million dollars.”  

He proceeded to tell young Walt 
briefly about Pop Weatherbee— told 
him how kind Pop had been to him, 
over since the day he’d become a 
maverick like Walt, himself. And 
once more he put his arm across the 
boy’s thin shoulders.

“ I reckon, Walt, it’ll be mighty 
lonesome fer me, livin’ alone in thet 
little dobe now. An’ I reckon ol’ 
Pop’d be right pleased, if I should 
do fer somebody like he done fer me. 
Walt, how’d yuh like to ride back 
with me to Palo Grande an’ live at 
thet dobe house an’ mebbe some day 
git to wear a sheriff’s star o ’ yore 
own? By golly! Yuh’d make a 
good un-—way yuh acted to-night!” 

Walt’s gray eyes were shining. 
“ Aw, gee!”  was all he could say at 
first.

“ When yuh got older, Wait, I ’ll 
git yuh a job out on the Clover Leaf 
spread, jest like Pop got me. An’
yub’ll l’arn lo rope an’ ride, an’------ ”

“ An’ mebbe to be a man like 
you?”  Walt broke in,

“ Well, yuh’d shore 1’arn to be a 
man; ’tain’t no doubt about thet 
part.”

Walt was swallowing hard. “ IT; 
never forgit this night,”  he said 
“An’ I ’ll work hard to be a man an 
make yuh proud o ’ me.”

lie looked up a little bashfully. 
“ Yuh know, I ain’t very big fer my 
age,”  he said. “ I ’m ’leven, goin’ on 
twelve. Folks calls me a runt. 
Mebbe I won’t never be very big. 
An’ if I don’t— if I don’t— well, 
Macklin ain’t my real name, yuh 
know. I guess maybe I ain’t got no 
real name. But when I ’m growed 
up, I ’d jest like folks to call me what 
I heerd thet depitv feller say 5rore 
name was to-night—Six-gun Shorty 
Sloanc.”

V
HART

FUR TRADERS’ MISHAP
A few weeks ago, two fur traders 

were returning by boat to civiliza
tion from the far north of Canada. 
The boat was packed to the gun
wales with pelts that had been 
bought from Indians.

A fierce storm broke loose in the 
night, and the fur-laden craft was 
carried to the rocky shore of a small 
uninhabited island.

The provisions, camp equipment, 
and furs were swamped by the 
swirling waters and disappeared, but 
the two men managed to cling to the 
boat until it struck lhe rocks. Then 
they scrambled for dry land.

The blizzard raged for three days 
and the men, Joe Ellas and Mike 
Cody, had to wait on the barren

island without fire or food until the 
storm abated, when they were able 
to put off in a craft which they had 
made from the remains of the boat.

Using planks as paddles, they 
made their way to the mainland at 
Ivewanas, where they set off through 
the bush, shouting as they went in 
the hope of finding some sign of life.

Finally they were heard by some 
hunters who took them to a cabin, 
where they were fed and made com
fortable.

They are none the worse for their 
exposure to the storm and snow, and 
are now on the hunt for {lie lost 
pack, which is a very valuable one, 
and which they hope will turn up 
sometime, somewhere.



The Whistlin’ Kid 
Cuts A Herd

By Emery Jackson
Author of "The Whistlin’ Kid Speeds Up,” etc.

T HE dark eyes of the “ Whistlin’ 
K id”  narrowed as lie pushed 
through the swinging door of 

the pomda. lie  had not expected 
to find customers there so early in 
the day, except such townsfolk as 
might drop in for a morning drink.

Blit there stood three hard-bitten 
rannies, gulping down the fiery raw 
liquor that passed as whisky in such 
tough border joints as the Posada 
del Gato (Wild Cat In n ).

As the three hombres turned to 
see who was entering the place the 
Kid gave them a quick sizing-up 

“ Some of Bull Morgan’s gang,”  
the Kid told himself, noting a small

Wagon Wheel brand burned on the 
pocket of each ranny’s chaps.

Whistling a few bars of the dole
ful “ Cowboy’s Lament,”  a habit 
which had gained him his nickname, 
the Kid strolled over to the bar.

Despite his apparent youth, Pete 
Prentiss—which was the Kid's real 
name— was a crack range detective 
for the Cattlemen's Association. Ar
riving during the night at a cattle
shipping station on the railroad, 
about fifteen miles north of the little 
cow town of La Borda where he was 
now, the Kid had started south at 
daybreak.

He was seeking information con
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cerning the rustling of some prime 
beef steers from a herd that had 
been trailed to the railroad for ship
ment, a few days before. And be
cause the same thing had happened 
several times previously on the 
Wagon Wheel range, “ Bui!”  Morgan 
was suspected of doing the rustling.

It was an old game which Mor
gan, owner of the Wagon Wheel 
spread, was playing. Since the days 
of the old Chisholm Trail, cattle had 
J>een rustled from herds being driven 
to market. Vet Morgan had added 
some touches which made the case 
the Kid was working on decidedly 
unusual. It was the necessity of get
ting a line on the situation, which 
had brought, him hurrying down to 
I,a Borda that morning.

“ I'll wash the trail dust out o ’ my 
throat with a bottle of ginger ale,”  
the Kid told the one-eyed Mexican 
bartender who shufilcd up to take 
his order.

While the posadcro (innkeeper) 
was searching under his bar for the 
fcldorn-called-for beverage, one of 
the Wagon Wheel bunch spoke up.

“ It’s all right, Pedro, if yuh catn’t 
find thcl yaller Ixdlywash.”  sneered 
the liombre, “ jest give the younker 
a li'lo goat’s milk in a nursin’ 
bottle.”

A dark coat of tan hid the angry 
color which flooded the Kid’s hawk- 
beaked, high-cheek-boned face. The 
fact that, he never drank hard liquor 
was his own business. Such an in
sult was uncalled for.

Hi s dark eyes gleaming, and with 
a quickened pulse that made his sin
ewy fingers tingle, the young range 
dick slowly turned to face his tor
mentors. all three of whom were 
openly guffawing over what they 
evidently thought was a huge joke.

For a moment, the Kid’s cold 
gaze went from one to another of 
the toughs. It met sneers on their

vicious faces, which were scarred 
and marred by many a gun, knife, 
and fist fight. Their red-rimmed 
eyes and booze-bloated features told 
plainly of an ail-night carousal. 
Their mean tempers were on edge. 
And they were gnu fighters, judging 
by the manner in which they wore 
their weapons.

Slowly but steadily, the Kid 
stalked along the bar toward the 
Wagon Wheel rannies. It. was a sur
prise move on his part. It was plain 
on their faces that his enemies did 
not understand it. Their hands 
went down, clawlike, to hover near 
the polished butts of their six-guns. 
Yet they could sec that the young 
trail rider thejr had insulted was un
armed.

Contrary to his usual custom, the 
Kid had left his .4.1 Colt and car
tridge belt in a saddlebag on the big 
buckskin gelding which he had tied 
to the hitch rail. He was only seek
ing information at the present mo
ment.

It was better, he reasoned, to ap
pear as an easy-going waddv, down 
here to locate the rows lost from his 
employer’s herd. Tim absence of Ids 
six-gun from its usual place, hung 
low on his thigh, would allay any 
suspicion on the part of townsjx'opie 
that he was other than he claimed 
to be.

As the Kid drew close to the 
Wagon Wheel homines, the ruffian 
who had wisecracked about him, 
turned away from the bar to fare 
him. The Kid had already noted 
the fact that the fellow carried his 
six-gun bolstered on the left side, 
well to the front and butt forward. 
It meant only one thing—that he 
used the deadly cross-arm draw.

Ills dark eyes holding the snaky 
gaze of the gunman, the Kid came 
to a halt at arm's length from his 
enemy. The low notes of the melan
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choly “ Cowboy’s Lament,”  which he 
had been whistling as he walked, 
ceased.

“ Fella, you done spoke out o ’ turn 
when you made thet crack about my 
soft drink,” said the Kid coldly. “ A 
joke’s a joke between friends, but 
you and me ain’t friends. I’m till
in' you ter take it back, pronto!”

“ Huh!”  the surprised grunt which 
escaped through the half-open, to
bacco-stained mouth of the burly 
Wagon Wheel gunman changed in a 
flash to a snarl of savage fury. His 
right hand darted across with light
ning swiftness to the .4,? which was 
bolstered on his left side.

But the gunman’s hand closed on 
empty air. His well-worn holster 
was as empty as a last year’s bird’s 
nest. With a startled oath, he 
clutched wildly at his sagging car
tridge belt, as if lie thought that 
the g-un had somehow eluded his 
grasp.

“ Wake up, hombre! Yo'rc out of 
the picture fer a minute, sort o ’ like 
Samson sheared of his hair.” said 
the Kid sarcastically.

In the young range dick’s right 
hand was a six-gun, and its weav
ing black snout was covering the 
three thunderstruck hombres.

“ Git yore hands up an’ keep ’em 
up!”  snapped the Kid. “ Party 
quick I aims ter show you yellow- 
streaked coyotes a li’Ic sample of my 
shootin’ . But meanwhile I ’m givin’ 
you some advice:

“ Don’t try no gun foolishness on 
me ag’in. I ’m aimin’ ter ride the 
range around here ter-day, and I 
don’t want no more truck with you 
hombres. The next time I throw 
down on you, I'm cut tin’ loose. 
Now, git!”

Furple-faecd with rage and snarl
ing threats and oaths, the three 
hombres turned and dragged their 
spurs toward the door of the posada.

The Kid still held the gunman’s 
A5 in his hand. As the Wagon 
Wheel rannies trailed each other 
across the barroom, the weapon sud
denly roared.

Bro.ng! B a n g -b a n q !  Three shots 
crashed out, and three par.ic- 
stric-kcn hombres leaped toward the 
heavy-beamed ceiling.

As the yelling trio came back to 
the floor, each man seemed to be 
badly crippled. They walked as a 
man does who has one leg shorter 
than the other. And when they 
scrambled through the door, they 
stumbled and fell over one another.

The Kid followed his victims to 
the door. As they made for their 
horses, he called to the burly leader:

“ Ilcy, you big skunk! You kin 
git yore gun from the p o s a d e r o , next 
time you drop in!”

The Kid was chuckling as he 
watched the raving ruffians mount 
their broncs and ride down the 
dusty street of La Borda.

“ Haw-haw-haw!”  Ilo-ho-ho!” 
came roars of laughter from several 
townsmen wrho had apparently been 
watching the whole proceedings 
through a couple of windows that 
opened on the porch in front of the 
Wild Cat Inn.

“ Thet was the funniest thing I 
ever see!”  howled a lanky hombre 
with a straggly gray beard. “ An’ 
likewise, the best shootin’ . Three 
shots an’ three boot heels! Haw- 
haw!”

“ Did yuh sec thet draw?” piped 
up a wizened, bow-legged man. 
“ Burned if the younkcr didn’t beat 
thet ornery Cross-arm Cadgett to 
the draw, with his own gun!”

The Kid stepped back to the bar, 
more to get out of hearing of the 
praise which came from all sides 
than for the refreshing soft drink 
which awaited him.

He was followed by the lanky
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graybeard, who appeared to be a 
man of some importance in the little 
cow town.

“ Yuh shore gave them wallopers 
jest what was cornin’ hull ’em,”  said 
the lanky citizen, as he stepped up 
to the bar beside the Kid. “ I ain’t 
had sich a good laugh in a coon’s 
age. But jest the same, I ’d hate 
ter be in yore boots ifn yuh stays 
round hvar long.”

“ Take somethin’ on me,”  invited 
the Kid, turning to face the La 
Borda man. “ What makes you 
think I ought ter be high-tailin’ it 
out. o ’ yore nice little town so sud
den?”

“ Waal, I  been wateliin’ Bull Mor
gan’s rannies pull their rough stuff, 
ever since Bull started the Wagon 
Wheel spread, an’ I ain’t never seen 
nobody tangle with ’em yet an’ git 
away with it,”  said the gray-bearded 
man.

“ They don’t ’pear to me to he 
hankerin’ for any more trouble,” ob
served the Kid.

“ Take my word fer it, they’ll gang 
up on yuh, or tnebbe try tor dry- 
gulch yuh,”  said the La Borda man 
earnestly.

The Kid whistled a few low notes 
of t lie sad “ Lament”  before he spoke 
again. Then it was in a quiet but 
very firm manner.

“ I reckon they’ll have a chance 
to try out some of their stunts,”  said 
the young range dick. “ I come 
down here representin’ Jim Orson, 
owner of the Slash O outfit, about 
fifty miles west of here.

“ Orson had a trail herd stam
peded, while he was erossin’ Bull 
Morgan’s range a couple o ’ days 
ago. Lost a hundred head of prime 
beef critters. Sent me down to try 
an’ locate ’em.”

“ Yuh figure Bull had anythin’ to 
do with them missin’ cows?”  asked 
the graybeard.

“ Ain’t he been known to pick up 
stock that a way plenty times be
fore?”  countered the Kid.

“ Waal, I  wouldn’t say he’s been 
knoioed ter stampede trail herds an’ 
rustle what he could, but thar’s been 
cowmen as claimed he did,”  cau
tiously observed the townsman.

“ Meanm’ thet they couldn’t 
ketch him at it,”  said the Kid, 
reaching in a pocket of his spotted 
calfskin vest for the “ makin’s.”

“ Thet’s it,”  admitted the Kid’s 
new acquaintance, glancing around 
as if fearful of being overheard.

“ There’s a way of provin’ thet 
Bull rustled them Slash O critters, 
without ketchin’ him. in the act,”  
went on the Kid, after lighting the 
quirly he had rolled.

“ Yeah, I  git what yuh mean.” 
Graybeard nodded knowingly. “ It ’s 
been tried afore. The last trail herd 
ter cross the Wagon Wheel range, 
exceptin’ this one of Orson’s which 
yuh mention, was Tim Connor’s. 
Tim lost fifty head. So he rides out 
an’ demands ter be allowed ter cut 
a herd of cows Bull Morgan was 
holdin’ ready fer market.”

“ Don't stop,”  said the Kid coolly. 
“ What happened?”

“ Tim's dead.”
“Jest the same, I ’m ridin’ out to 

the Wagon Wheel home ranch to
day,”  said the Kid. “ I aim to get 
any Slash O critters thet Bull Mor
gan is holdin’ .”

II.
Less than a half hour from the 

time of the Whistlin' K id’s arrival 
in La Borda, he was swinging up in 
the saddle of his tough and fnsl- 
gailcd buckskin, Speed, in front of 
the Posada del Cato.

“ Jest a minute, young feller!”  
called a voice from the sidewalk.

The Kid turned in his saddle. It 
was the graybearded man, evi
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dently back for another argument. 
Half smiling, though his lips were 
puckered in a soundless whistle of 
the “ Cowboy’s Lament,”  the Kid 
waited.

“ Bein’ as I didn’t mention it be
fore, I'm Sam Kinney, mayor of this 
hyar town of La Borda,”  went on 
the gravbeard. “ I was jest thinkin’ 
thet mebbe yuh’d like ter leave a 
message fer yore kin folks, case any
thin’ was ter happen tuh you.”

“ Tears like yo ’re plumb deter
mined to git me killed, Mr. Kin
ney,”  rejoined the Kid good-na
turedly.

“ Waal, yo ’re mighty young, an’ I 
done took a likin' ter yuh,”  anx
iously explained the mayor. “ I 
wisht yuh’d think Iwict, afore head
in’ fer the Wagon Wheel. Don’t let 
yore viet’ry over Cross-arm Cadgett 
an’ his ornery pals mislead yuh. 
Them birds ain’t in the same class 
with Bui! Morgan, when it comes 
ter gun-slingin’ .”

“ Mebbe Bull will listen ter reason, 
and there won't be no trouble,”  re
marked the Kid.

“ Thar ain’t no ehanet.”  The 
mayor shook his grizzled head, then 
added hopefully: “ But mebbe yuh
got an ace in the hole. Mebbe yuh 
got a bunch of waddies hid out on 
the range, waitin’ ter jinc up with 
yuh.”

“ No, I ’m ridin’ solo— playin’ the 
game single-handed,”  said the Kid. 
“ But don’t worry none about me, 
I ’ll lie seein’ you again.”

“ Waal, so long, an’ luck to yuh!” 
called the mayor, as the Kid urged 
his buckskin down the dusty street.

It took the Kid only a few min
utes to ride ckar of the little town, 
lie  had received from the pomdero 
full directions for reaching the 
Wagon Wheel ranch headquarters.

In a pocket of his big stock 
saddle was a small package of cold

meat and biscuits. A bag contain
ing enough oats for one good feed 
for his horse was tied behind the 
cantle. The Kid wasn’t taking any 
chances on Bull Morgan’s hospi
tality.

“ Step along, Speed, old-timer,” 
the Kid told his lively buckskin, 
with a caressing pat on the animal’s 
glossy neck. There was a bond of 
affection between the two, born of 
their close companionship on the 
long trails.

As lie rode, the young range dick’s 
eyes were on the plain trail he was 
following. There were the fresh 
hoofprints of three horses, going the 
same direction he was. But when 
those tracks suddenly turned out of 
the beaten trail and disappeared in 
(he chaparral, the Kid was not sur
prised.

“ Them Wagon Wheel wallopers 
took me at my word,”  chuckled the 
Kid. “ I told ’em I was goin’ tor 
scout around the range tor-day, and 
they aims ter make things lively for 
me. But it ’pears like they never 
thought I’d be headin’ out to their 
own spread.”

Apparently, there was no longer 
any reason to fear an ambush by 
the three toughs he had bested in 
the panada. The Kid’s simple ruse 
to keep them from going home, and 
barking up their mean-dispositioned 
boss when the Kid called his hand, 
had worked successfully. Whistling 
the melancholy “ Lament,”  the Kid 
urged his tireless mount to a 
ground-eating lope that should carry 
him to Bui! Morgan’s place in less 
than an hour.

But farther along, the trail grew 
rough. There were coulees, deep 
ami steep-banked, which had to be 
skirted for considerable distances 
before a crossing place could be 
found. The sun was high overhead 
when the Kid finally drew rein in
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front of weather-beaten adobe ranch 
house.

From the description which had 
been given him in La Borda, the 
Kid knew this must be the Wagon 
Wheel headquarters. It was a run
down, ill-looking place. The roof 
sagged. The whitewash had peeled 
off the walls. No decent rancher 
would have put up with such condi
tions.

“ A reg'lar buzzard roost,”  was the 
fitting description which came to 
the Kid’s mind.

And the hombre who slouched up 
to the front door in answer to the 
Kid’s hail, was a fit occupant of 
such a den. Heavy of body and 
thick-necked, it was easy to see how 
he got his nickname. But the man’s 
ugly, hoglike face, with its wicked 
little eyes, caught and held the Kid’s 
attention.

"Morgan, of the Wagon Wheel?” 
asked the Kid, crooking his right log 
comfortably around the horn of his 
saddle.

“ Thet’s me,”  grunted the rancher. 
"A n ’ don’t waste none o ’ yore valu
able time askin’ me for a job. I 
hires nothin’ but full-grown hombres 
with ba r on their chests.”

“ Uh-liuh, I seen a sample of ’em 
in La Borda this morain',”  said the 
Kid, half grinning as he thought of 
the funny figures which the boot- 
crippled Wagon Wheel rannies had 
made.

“ Waal, what’s so danged funny 
about thet?”  rumbled Bull, frown
ing so hard that his shaggy black 
eyebrows almost hid his pig eyes.

“ Oh, nothin' much,” said the Kid. 
“ But it so happens thet I ain't look
in’ for a job. Already got one.”

“ Then what’s yore business ’roun’ 
hyar?” demanded Bull.

“ I’m representin' the Slash O 
spread, an’ 1 been sent here to locate 
a bunch of cows thet was lost on

yore range, when a trail herd stam
peded, a couple o ’ nights ago,”  
coolly stated the Kid.

“ None of my waddies has re
ported secin’ any strays,”  growled 
the squat rancher.

It was apparent to the Kid that 
Bull Morgan had drawn in his horns 
a little, on hearing his youthful vis
itor’s business stated. The Slash O 
was one of the largest outfits along 
the bonier. It was capable of mak
ing a lot of trouble for any one sus
pected of rustling its stock. And 
although the surly Wagon Wheel 
owner was no stranger to trouble, 
there was a cunning streak in his 
make-up which told him that this 
was a good time to avoid it.

“ Mebbe yore rannies didn’t look 
real close fer Slash O critters,”  re
joined the Kid.

“ Waal, what yuh goin’ ter do 
about it?”  asked Bull j>ecvishly, 
“ Yuh cain’t pull olf no one-man 
round-up on my hull spread so’s ter 
find a few head o ’ strays.”

“ I figure thet won’t be neces
sary,”  said the Kid. “ I kin see from 
here thet you got a big bunch of 
cows bein’ loose-herded up yonder 
on the sage flats.”

Bull Morgan glared savagely at 
the Kid. who was pointing a sinewy 
finger northward, where a large herd 
was being held on the grazing 
ground by a couple of waddies.

“ That ain’t all the cows 1 got,” 
snapped Morgan. “ Thar’s plenty 
more back up in the hills. An’ yuh 
ain’t fool ’nough ter think yuh 
could cut a herd that size by yore- 
self, a ire yuh?”

“ It ain't no job fer one lone 
waddv, thet’s a fact,”  admitted the 
Kid evenly. “ How about givin’ me 
a little help?”

The squat Wagon Wheel boss 
considered a moment, covering up 
the fact that he was doinv some hur-

WW-2B



The Whistlin’ Kid Cuts A  Herd 33
ried scheming by gnawing off a huge 
chew of tobacco from a plug he took 
from his overalls pocket. There 
was a crafty gleam in the cowman’s 
piggish little eyes when he spoke.

‘T il do betler’n that,”  rumbled 
Bull Morgan, settling the quid of 
tobacco in his cheek and spitting a 
stream of amber juice at a scurrying 
lizard. ‘ T il cut the herd fer yuh!”

“ Bight now?”  asked the Kid, sur
prised at Morgan’s change of atti
tude.

“ Naw, course not!”  growled the 
cowman. “ I ’m short-handed ter- 
dav, ’count of them three waddie.s 
bein’ in town on a spree. But yuh 
come back in a couple o ’ days, an’ 
I ’ll have all my slock rounded up. 
Then we’ll rut the herd, while yuh 
keep watch fer Slash () strays. At 
the same lime, I ’ll have my neigh
bors send reps over tub watch fer 
their strays. I'll make a clean 
sweep of the job.”

“ Thet. shore sounds like you was 
aimin’ to do the square thing,” said 
Die Kid.

“ Yeah, but thet ain’t all I aims 
ter do,”  rasped Morgan, his temper 
flaring. “ Y o’re putt in’ me tuh a lot 
of expense an! trouble ’count of a 
few strays. After that herd’s been 
cut, yuh an’ me is goin’ ter have a 
show-down!”

“ Suits me,”  the Kid coolly re
torted.

Without further argument, the 
young cow dick wheeled his buck
skin and sent, it loping back on the 
trail to La Borda. Tie was unaware 
that two tough hotnbres had joined 
Bull Morgan in the wide, arched 
doorway of the old adobe ranch 
house.

“ Yuh ain’t aimin’ tuh shore 
’nougli cut the herd fer thet slick- 
ear rep from the Slash O, is yuh, 
boss?” asked one of the hard-bitten 
ranmVs doubtfully.
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“ Waal, yuh an’ Scar was siltin’ 
back thar in the house listenin’ ter 
the confab. What do yuh figure I 
aims ter do?”  grunted the thickset 
cowman, with a cunning leer at his 
henchmen.

“ I figures yuh got somethin’ up 
yore sleeve,”  put in the hombre 
called “ Scar.”

“ What I got up my sleeve won’t 
do the Slash O no good,”  boasted 
Morgan. “ I aims ter cut the herd, 
like I said I would. But thar won’t 
be morc’n thrcc-four strays in it by 
that time. Which’ll make it look 
like I got good reason fer gunnin’ 
that danged snoopin' slick-car.”

HI.
On the alert for any danger that 

might lurk in the rough country 
through which he was riding, the 
Whistlin’ Kid held steadily to the 
back trail to La Borda.

There was nothing else to do, for 
the time being, he figured, lie 
might take a desperate chance and 
try to get a close look at the cattie 
in the Wagon Wheel herd. But 
those cattle, he reflected, were on 
an open sage flat.. Am! they were 
guarded by watchful herders. There 
was little hope of his being able to 
inspect the brands without getting 
into a gun fight.

“ Shucks! There ain’t no use of 
me lookin’ them critters over, any
way,”  the Kid muttered to himself. 
“ From the way thet ornery Bull 
Morgan acted, I ’m downright sure 
tliet he’s the bird thet got away with 
the Slash O cows.

“ And lie’s pulled a smart trick, at 
thet. lie  couldn’t ’a’ hid them rus
tled critters in a safer place than 
right out there on the <>]>cn flat, all 
mixed up with his own stock. With 
the reputation Bull and his gunnies 
lias got around here, nobody would
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dare try to cut his herd without per
mission.”

Rolling a quirly without checking 
the steady pace of his rangy buck
skin, the Kid smoked, and whistled 
the doleful “ Lament.”  It was a sure 
sign that he was in deep thought. 
For it was, indeed, a knotty prob
lem that the young range dick had 
to solve— nothing less than finding 
a way to cut the herd, to get those 
S’a.sh O cows out of the Wagon 
Wheel hunch before it was too late.

Bull Morgan’s offer to round up 
Ids rattle and cut the herd himself 
didn’t deceive the Ivid. He felt 
positive that the cunning rustler 
cowman was scheming to outwit 
him in the matter.

Riding along the twisting trail, 
with nothing but his own low whis
tling and the click of the buckskin’s 
shod hoofs to break the hot after
noon silence, the Kid suddenly 
slapped his open hand on a ehap- 
arajo-clad thigh.

“ Thct’s the idea!”  he exclaimed, 
a grin replacing the frown on his 
hawkish face.

Speed tossed his head in momen
tary alarm over such boisterous 
conduct on the part of his usually 
quiet master.

Relaxing his vigilance for a mo
ment, in quick thought over a 
scheme had popped into his mind, 
for getting the best of Bull Morgan, 
the Kid rode past a clump of 
scrubby pifions and suddenly found 
himself in bad company.

“ Git ’em up, pronto!”  snarled a 
voice which the Kid would have 
recognized without seeing its own
er’s ugly face.

“ Cross-arm” Cadgett, sitting on a 
hammerheaded dun broncho in the 
cover of the pinons, held a long-bar
reled .45 pointed full at the Kid’s 
chest.

One swift glance told the Kid

that there was no chance of getting 
his own gun in action. For the trap 
which he had ridden into was cun
ningly set. Instead of being closely 
bunched, so they could be easily 
covered in case their victim should 
make a fast draw, the three Wagon 
Wheel gunmen wore several yards 
apart. While the Kid was engaged 
with one ruffian, the other two 
would be pouring hot lead into him.

“They’re up!” coolly responded 
the Kid, lifting his hands above his 
dusty gray Stetson. “ What’s the 
next thing on yore program?”

“ Ytih’ll find out dangeef quick, 
without askin’ no fool questions!” 
snapped Cross-arm. “ Lift his gun, 
Fug!”

A beefy cutthroat urged his 
horse out of the brush at the com
mand, and riding close to the Kid, 
he took the .45 Colt which was hol- 
stered low on the cow dick’s thigh.

“ All right, Squint, toss a loop over 
his head an’ tie his hands. We got 
ter be ramblin’ along!”  was Cross- 
arm’s next order.

What the Kid’s fate was going to 
be, was not left long in doubt. 
Bound and helpless, and with the 
ornery “ Squint”  holding the end of 
the lass-rope that was noosed round 
his neck, the Kid was hustled down 
into the depths of a near-by arroyo.

There he was quickly bound with 
his back against a jack pine.

“ Now I aims ter show yuh a 
sample of my shootin’ .”  growled 
Cross-arm, drawing a six-gnn and 
backing off ten paces from his vic
tim. “ Thet. heel-shootin’ stunt o ’ 
vores ain’t nothin’ ter what I kin 
do.”

The Kid felt a cold chili run down 
his spine. That murderous cut
throat facing him was in a killing 
mood, it was plain to bo seen. But 
the young range dick gave no sign 
of worry, Ilis hawklike face was
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grim. The defiant gaze of his dark 
eyes never wavered from his ene
mies.

“ I ’m callin’ niv shots, feller,”  an
nounced Cross-arm, throwing his 
gun down on the Kid. “ The fust 
bullet will kind o ’ tickle yore left 
ear,

Brany-g! roared the .45,
The Kid felt the wind of the hot 

slug as it zipped past his ear, so 
close that a lock of his dark hair, 
straying from beneath his Stetson, 
was snipped off as c le a n ly  as a  bar
ber’s shears could have done it.

“ The next shot will come a mite 
closer,”  said Cross-arm, with a leer 
at his loudly applauding compan
ions.

Crash! Again the arroyo echoed 
to the bellow of the big Colt.

In spite of his iron nerve, the Kid 
flinched. His ear felt as if it had 
been touched with a hot iron. A 
little trickle of crimson dripped 
from the lobe.

“ Attaboy, Cross-arm! Touch him 
up ag’in!”  shouted Squint.

“ Give me a jolt out o ’ yore bottle 
fust,” said Cross-arm. “ This iivar 
is goin’ ter be a fancy shot. I aims 
tor part his hair fer him!”

The Kid felt the color drain from 
his face. The shot the torturing 
fiend was going to attempt was one 
to test the skill of the most expert 
marksman. And as he watched 
Cross-arm Cadgett drain the bottle 
of raw moonshine, lie read his doom.

The ruffian was suffering from the 
effects of a riotous spree. Ilis gun 
hand was unsteady. And the evil 
glint in his greenish eyes made the 
Kid shudder, against his will.

As Cross-arm raised his gun for 
the fatal shot, amid tense silence, 
something seemed to click in the 
desperate Kid’s brain.

The Whistlin' Kid had not lost 
his nerve or his usual quick wit,

even in the terrible ordeal which he 
was undergoing. And now, like a 
drowning man grasping at a straw, 
he cuuglit an idea which seemed to 
offer faint hope of escape.

“ Ilombrc, 1 want to ask you a 
question afore you pull tliet trig
ger,”  said the Kid.

“ Ask it an’ be dunged!” growled 
Cross-arm. “ But don’t go stallin’ 
fer time.”

“ Did you notice where I was 
cornin’ from, when you stopped me 
back yonder on the trail?”  asked 
the Kid.

“ Hull? Why, come ter think 
about it, yuh ’pcared ter be coinin’ 
from the Wagon W’heel spread,”  an
swered the gunman, in surprise.

“ Correct,”  said the Kid, quick to 
fotlow up his advantage. “ And 
what do you reckon 1 was doin’ 
there?”

“ I dunno. What was yuh doin’?” 
asked Cross-arm, his curiosity 
aroused.

“ I ain’t tellin’ !”  snapped the Kid, 
with icy firmness. “ But I'm warn
in’ you three jaspers thet yuh bet
ter see Bull Morgan, afore yuh 
bump me off.”

“ Reckon lie’s right, at (hot, Cross- 
arm,”  spoke up the squint-eyed 
liombrc. “ Yuh never kin tell what 
Bull’s up ter.”

“ Waal, dang it, come on, then!” 
said Cross-arm, snarling like a beast 
deprived of its prev. “ But I aims 
ter plug him plumb center, if he 
tries ter git away.”

With a deep breath of relief, the 
Kid saw himself released from the 
tree. And in so doing, his hands 
were freed for a moment.

That moment of freedom was 
enough for the quick-acting Ivid. 
lie  lushed out with a full swing of 
his muscular right arm. Ilis range- 
hardened fist caught the surprised 
Cross-arm flush on the button.



36 Street & Smith’s Wild West Weekly

Even as the ruffian was falling 
from the brain-jarring jolt of the 
Kid’s mighty wallop, the young 
range dick jerked the six-gun from 
his enemy’s nerveless hand.

The other two cutthroats had 
been in the act of mounting their 
horses. Hearing the thud of the 
blow, they whirled to face the black 
muzzle of a .45!

“ Fer the second time ter-clay, I ’m 
tollin’ you two skunks to put up 
yore mitts!”

The Kiel’s words were as sharp- 
edged as a knife. Without an in
stant’s hesitation, both hombres 
jerked their hands high above their 
heads.

Striding over to the frightened 
pair, the Kid lifted their six-guns 
and hurled the weapons far away 
into a. hackberry thicket. He cov
ered them with the bully’s Colt.

“ I ought ter gun the three of you, 
scein’ as yo’re worse’n hydrophoby 
skunks!”  snapped the Kid. “ But 
I ’m givin’ you one more chanct. 
Help this punch-drunk walloper on 
his bronc, and then high-tail it to 
yore boss, pronto!”

Squint and his companion hastily 
boosted the glassy-eyed, half-con
scious Cross-arm into his saddle. 
Then, riding one on each side of the 
gunman, they kept him from falling 
while they spurred away out of the 
arroyo.

“ And thet's thet!”  muttered the 
Kid.

He holstered his own six-gun, 
which he had taken from one of the 
murderous bunch, and slipped the 
weapon he had taken from Cross- 
arm into a pocket of his saddle. 
Then he swung up in the middle of 
his big buckskin.

The scheme which he had figured 
out to get possession of those rus
tled Slash 0  cows was urging the 
Kid to action.

IV.
An hour before dawn of the fol

lowing day, the Whistlin’ Kid 
slipped from his room in the Posada 
del Gato where he had grabbed a 
few hours of much-needed sleep and 
rest. A few minutes later, he had 
saddled Speed and was clip-clopping 
down the dark, deserted main street 
of La Borda.

Instead of heading northward, as 
he had done the preceding day, the 
Kid reined his horse’s head to the 
southwest, toward the Mexican bor
der.

By the faint light of a waning 
moon, the young range dick made 
his way across mile after mile of 
desolate range. Giant cactus loomed 
ghostlike along the unmarked 
course which the Kid followed. The 
ecrv cry of bull bats and the yap
ping of coyotes broke the silence.

Then the moon slipped down be
hind a distant peak, and the Kid 
rode on in the dimmer glow of the 
morning stars. He was approach
ing the Mescalero Crossing of the 
Bio Grande— the only safe fording 
place for cattle for many miles up 
and down the border.

In the black shadow of a cotton
wood grove on the bank of the river, 
the Kid drew rein. A beaten cattle 
trail skirted the trees, leading down' 
to the water. It was a trail which 
rustlers had used ever since cattle 
had been raised on the ranges to 
the northward.

With the cottonwoods at his back, 
the Kid could not be seen against 
the sky line. But there was nothing 
to prevent, his keen eyes from pick
ing out any object moving down 
from the north. And the Kid felt 
sure that the sky line would soon be 
blurred with many moving objects.

Whistling low notes of the mourn
ful “ Cowboy’s Lament,”  the Ivid
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sat patiently in his saddle, waiting 
for developments.

It was a hunch that he was fol
lowing, but such a powerful one that 
he felt he could not be wrong. His 
fingers tingled with expectancy.

As usual, it was the buckskin that 
got the alarm first. Speed could see 
better at night than the Kid could; 
his senses of smell and hearing were 
far better. As the horse moved 
slightly under him, the Kid saw its 
ears flick forward, its head turned 
upwind.

Then the faint drum of hoofs 
came to the Kid's ears. lie  eased 
the six-gun in its holster on his 
thigh, leaned forward in his saddle. 
IIis pulse quickened as the moment 
for action drew near.

Suddenly he saw the sky line 
crowded with black, hurrying forms. 
There was a louder thudding of 
hoofs, the moaning bellows of cattle 
forced at a rapid pace.

The Kid quickly picked oul the 
taller figures of horsemen riding the 
swing and drag of the oncoming 
hen!.

Cutting short the "Lament,”  the 
Kid whipped out his .45. The lead
ers of the herd were abreast of him 
now. Their labored breathing 
sounded like the exhaust of a steam 
engine. With a pressure of his 
knees, he sent the buckskin bound
ing out of the shadow of the tall 
cottonwoods. Already the dawn 
light was breaking, making cattle 
and horsemen dimly visible at close 
range.

"Halt and hoist!”  shouted the 
ICid.

With a sharp cry of surprise and 
fear, the hombre nearest the Kid 
went for his gun. It was Cross-arm 
Cadgett!

B r o o -o m !  B o o m !  The roar of the 
big .45s was car-splitting.

L a n c e s  o f  o r a n g e  f la m e  p ie r c e d

the gloom, lighting the evil face of 
the Wagon Wheel gunman as he 
pitched out of his saddle.

The Kid had given his enemy 
time to draw his weapon clear and 
then beaten him to the shot.

Swearing and yelling, the other 
three night riders spurred to the at
tack. Cattle bellowed in fright.

“ It’s that clanged slick-ear rep for 
Slash O!” roared a voice.

I?v the bull-like tone and the 
squat, burly form in the saddle of 
the mini slung black horse, the Kid 
knew he was coming to grips with 
the Wagon Wlicel boss. Bull Mor
gan._

W h a m ! J ia n g -b a m j-b im g ! Six-guns 
crashed and rocketed flame.

Speed leaped and whirled under 
the pressure of the Kid’s knees. lie 
was trained to obey that signal. It 
made him and his master elusive 
targets in the faint light. They es
caped the bullets that zipped 
around them.

Hut the thickset rustler cowman 
did not fare so well. Caught in the 
shoulder by a .45 slug, he clung des
perately to his saddle horn. The 
black horse stopped short as its 
bridle reins dropped from Morgan’s 
hands.

“ Ye're through, hombre!" shouted 
the Kid grimly, as he spurred past 
the reeling cowman.

“ Don’t shoot! We quits!”  yelled 
the two remaining rustlers, who had 
dashed up just in time to see their 
boss put out of the fight.

The Kid quickly stripped his pris
oners of their guns. Then he turned 
his attention to bringing some order 
out of the havoc he had worked.

Cross-arm Cadgell was dead. 
Under persuasion of the Kid’s .45, 
the unwounded hombros agreed to 
help the young range dick haze the 
recovered Slash O cattle up to a 
railroad shipping point,
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Turning to Bull Morgan, the Kid 
gave the badly hurt cowman such 
first aid as he could.

“ Yo’re on yore way to a doctor 
and a jail, fella,”  said the Kid. “ And 
at thet, it’s better’n you deserve. 
You was aimin’ to show me a herd 
to-morrow which you’d already cut, 
then make the lack of Slash O strays 
an excuse fer murderin’ me.

“ I figgered a low-life like you

ACE OF d

would try to pull jest this kind of a 
stunt. And I've done some cuttin’ , 
too—cut a herd o ’ two-legged 
skunks!”

An bombre shore makes a powerful 
bad mistake, when he figures he can out
smart thet young range dick. The kid 
is too danged slick ter be beat by any 
jasper dumb enough ter be a rustler. 
Watch fer another thrillin’ story about 
him in an early issue of Street & Smith’* 
Wild West Weekly.

)  CLUBS

R E A L  C O W B O Y S
S o m e  o l d - t i m e r s  a r c  a p t  t o  t h i n k  

t h a t  t h e  c o w b o y s  w h o  w e n t  u p  t h e  
t r a i l  i n  t h e  7 0 s  a n d  ’ 8 0 s  w e r e  t h e  
o n l y  r e a l  a n d  w o r t h - w h i l e  c o w b o y s ,  
a n d  t h a t  t h e y  a l l  v a n i s h e d  w i t h  t h e  
l o n g h o r n s .

Because the cowboys of to-day 
don’t have to spend from three to 
six months on the trail, and dodge 
Indians every time they ride a mile 
from the ranch house, many people 
think they have an easy time and 
arc not the real thing. But as long 
as people cat beef, the cowboy and 
his job will be there.

Wearing a ten-gallon sombrero 
and jingling spurs doesn’t make a 
cowhand by a long way, and no ten
derfoot. could hold down the job for 
a week. A cowboy’s average day is 
anything but romantic. He sees no 
romance in rolling out at four in the 
morning, rain or shine. He docs it 
because his boss says so, and because 
he may have to ride anywhere from 
two to twenty miles to that part of 
the range where his work is. And 
long hours in the saddle, eating al
kali, is no joke.

Every time a hoof drops, puffs of 
dust float up and into his throat. 
When he ropes a steer, no audience 
is looking on to clap and cheer his 
skill. When he takes a crack at a 
wolf or a coyote that has been an

noying the dogies, no one is on hand 
to praise his shooting. It is all in 
the day’s work, and- the cowboy is 
usually alone, when he docs his 
finest stunts.

It is true that Indians don’t rise 
out of the grass and shoot solitary 
herders in the back as they did in 
the old days, but the rustlers are 
still on the job, and to keep an eye 
on them and foil their plans keeps an 
liombre busy, when he is working 
alone.

Only a few weeks ago, Jake Duffy, 
out on the range alone in Texas, 
herding over two thousand cattle, 
spotted a long low truck, moving 
slowly in the distance, slip into the 
herd where it was hidden among the 
critters.

Spurring his horse, Jake raced to
ward the spot where he believed it 
to be stationed. As he approached, 
the truck darted out at another 
point, and drove off at a furious 
pace.

Eight fat yearlings went with it, 
and Jake Duffy’s language when he 
saw that truck disappear in a cloud 
of dust, was just as expressive as 
that of any old-timer. This is a 
trick of the present-day rustler, 
where the range is big and wide, and 
the herder has to keep a constant 
lookout for him.



That Redhead From 
Arizona

By H al Davenport
Author of “ Soap And Bullets,” etc.

T HE smell of snow was in the 
air as young Gil Hardy, rifle 
cradled at the ready, halted 

within the black shelter of the pines.
Downslope ahead of the red

headed youth’s well-knit six feet of 
frame and sinew, the deer path he 
had been following now wound to 
the left to skirt a narrow deadfall.

The tall young trapper's keen, 
powder-blue eyes ranged across the 
littered open. The dainty, curving 
tracks at his fee! were those of a 
doe—illegal to kill, but a possible 
guide to the larger, more sharply 
pointed imprints of a buck. And it 
was a buck Gil wanted.

“ Can’t winter up here,”  he re
marked with a grin, “ without some 
sidehill salmon.”

The redhead was new to Colo
rado, but he knew the slang of the 
mountain country. He also knew 
that the doe’s trail would probably 
swing around the tangle of down 
timber.

With easy stride he stepped out 
into the narrow deadfall. Fifty 
yards away, where the bare tops of 
gravish-white aspens rose into win
try sky, the undergrowth was sud
denly rent with a violent crashing.

Gil’s Winchester whipped to his 
shoulder. That was a buck— a big
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one! His swift glance had caught a 
whirling, dun-colored form and a 
glimpse of widespread antlers.

Gill fired; fired again as the buck 
leaped high. Then, with the deer 
down, he ran forward.

Both shots had reached a vital 
spot— expert marksmanship, for a 
swiftly zigzagging buck is one of the 
most difficult of targets. The deer 
was venison now. Gil was glad for 
that. He hated a clumsy hunter 
who merely wounded a deer.

This way he’d dropped his meat 
■with a neatness and dispatch that 
caused the buck no suffering.

Meat had to be had, of course. 
Gil was working on a shoestring. 
What little money he had was down 
in the bank at Red Gulch City. 
Planning for the future, Gil didn’t 
want to touch it.

A week before, he’d discovered an 
excellent site for a homestead down 
in the rolling foothills. He meant 
to file on it in the spring, build him 
up a little cow spread. Meanwhile, 
a good winter’s catch of fur would 
go a long way toward helping him 
stock it.

Bending over the deer, he gave a 
sudden exclamation. lie  saw three 
wounds, not two.

The third was a deep slash along 
the right flank, Gil had fired from 
the left. Some one had cut down 
on the buck earlier that day and 
failed miserably to .stop it.

The redhead growled to himself. 
Of course, some men were better 
shots than others. Then, knife out, 
lie found the other slug where it had 
torn in behind the ribs. It was a 
six-gun bullet.

“ Well, of all the thick-headed 
skunks!”  lie flared. “ Tryin’ to drop 
a buck with a short-range gun! 
Bound to just wound it, unless he 
was close. I ’d like to get both hands 
on such a dumb-bell!”

“ You would, huh? Well, you 
won’t!” a harsh voice snarled from 
the brush. “ What you’re goin’ to 
do with them hands, hombre, is raise 
’em!”

Gil jumped at the sound. He 
hadn’t heard the man approach. 
But there the fellow stood, heavy, 
black-nosed .45 in hand, its hammer 
eared back viciously, its muzzle on 
the redhead.

The face above was equally as 
ugly as the six-gun. It was broad 
ami big-boned, flat, with thick, 
sneering lips lifted in ugly, cruel
fashion.

The man’s little eyes were green. 
Small ears, pointed like an animal’s, 
lay tight along his skull.

“Raise ’em, I said!”  the fellow 
rasped.

Gil’s eyes had shot toward his 
rifle, standing against an aspen 
trunk where he had set it down on 
hurrying to  the deer. The Win
chester was a dozen feet away. A 
quick jump couldn’t get it.

That is, not if this hombre chose 
to shoot. But why should he? The 
man looked evil, mean, but certainly
not crazy.

Gil raised his hands. He might 
have thrown his knife, but he could 
see no sense in a desperate battle 
over nothing. He said coolly: 

“ Wliat’s catin’ you, friend? If 
you’re the jasper that shot that doer, 
I’ve got my opinion of you. But 
that’s no cause for gun play.”

“ A lot. you know',” the other 
snarled. “ Yes, T shot that buck. 
Been trailin’ him for hours. I ’m 
talcin’ him, too, savvy? We need
meat before this storm------ ”

The big-boned hombre checked 
himself, as if he had said too much. 
Gil, quick anger flooding tanned 
checks, snapped:

“ You just think you are! I 
dropped that deer. He’s mine! The
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redhead’s jaw had hardened. “ If 
you’ve got any real need for meat,” 
he went on curtly, “ you could have 
it, provided you asked for it regular. 
But not otherwise. Now, fella, just 
who are you?”

A swift flare of suspicion gleamed 
in tiie other’s eyes. The man's snarl 
was suddenly wolfish,

“ Makes no difference who I am. 
Who’rc you?” he rasped. “ And 
what’re you doin’ up hyar?”

“ That’s my business,” the tall 
young redhead clipped. lie  was 
growing tired of this. And be. too, 
was suddenly suspicious.

At first he had thought this was 
merely some ruffian trying to hog 
another's kill. But now he had his 
doubts. Why should the man dodge 
questions?

“ Mebbe,”  the fellow growled, 
“ you’re a deputv sheriff?”

“ Well, what of it?”
Gil wasn’t a deputy, of course, 

but he wanted to see the other’s re
action, This thing, queer from the 
start, was each moment growing 
queerer.

“ Plenty!”  the burly brute rasped 
in reply. “ I ain’t takin’ no chances!” 

He was a criminal, Gil knew then. 
Probably wanted by the law. The 
fellow’s green eyes had drawn to 
slits. The gun muzzle lifted slightly, 
his finger tightening on the trigger. 

The tall young trapper tensed. 
The man was about to shoot! Gil 
had dropped the knife when he 
raised his bands, but now, with the 
sinewy suddenness of a timber wolf, 
lie launched himself at the other.

The youth’s balled right fist whis
tled for f lic heavy jaw while his left 
hand grabbed for the gun barrel. 
Quick as lie was, though, he wasn’t 
quite fast enough. The .45 spoke 
with a crashing, flame-tipped roar. 
Gfl, still in mid-leap, was spun 
around and backward.

He fell, sick from pain and shock. 
His whole left arm seemed gone. A 
giddy glance, however, showed him 
that flic bullet had just whipped 
through tlie fleshy part. Then the 
stranger was on him.

The man’s gun rammed into his 
throat with savage force. Gil, head 
still swimming, his ears roaring, 
heard a vicious voice, as if from a 
distance:

“ Hold still, yuh! Not a move! I 
meant, that slug for your heart! But 
I've changed my mind some. Ilom- 
bre. I ’m goin’ to use you!”

The wounded youth lay back. 
There was nothing lie could do. He 
was far too weak for effective move
ment.

II.
Gradually strength began to re

turn as the shock subsided. Ilis 
captor stood back, gun in hand, 
watching him with green-tinged eyes 
that glittered. Then, when he saw 
that G i i  could sit up, he rasped:

“ You got a horse back some
where?”

The young trapper shook his head. 
The man looked disappointed.

“ You’ll have to pack it yourself, 
then,”  he growled. “ Git busy and 
draw that deer. Cut off a hind 
quarter. And don’t try no quick 
stunts with that knife,” he warned 
harshly. “ Me and this gun will be 
right behind you.”

Gil stumbled toward the deer, 
cold, hard rage in his heart, but 
small strength in his muscles. Ilis 
first move was a start, toward bind
ing up his wounded arm. The other 
snarled:

“ Let that, go! I don’t care what 
happens to you!”

“ Yo’re quite a man,”  said Gil, fine 
scorn in his voice.

“ I ’m a wolf.”  The thick lips 
grinned. “ Wolf Larsen.”
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The name meant nothing to Gil; 
at least, not for a moment. Then 
abruptly his heart went sliding 
downward.

Whoever “ Wolf”  Larsen was, the 
man was clearly on the dodge. He’d 
guarded his name a short time be
fore. But now he’d spat it out read
ily enough.

With a sudden chill feeling along 
his spine, Gil Hardy knew the an
swer. The fellow meant to use him 
first, then just as coolly kill him. 
He must be wanted for murder, 
then. The thought gave the youth 
small comfort.

He dressed the deer, removed a 
quarter. He longed to whirl and 
hurl the knife, but Larsen's cocked 
.45 covered him too closely.

Well, he’d have to wait for a bet
ter chance. IIow far, he wondered, 
were they going?

The first thin flakes of snow were 
sifting down as Wolf made him 
shoulder the meat and set out 
through the aspens. The man had 
Gil’s knife and rifle now. They 
turned loft, up a gully.

The snowfall increased, with a 
faint, almost indefinable little slither 
and rustle. Gil’s eyes swept the sky. 
A blizzard, lie hoped, was coming.

In it he might find an opportunity 
to escape. But the wind hold off, 
although the flakes continued whirl
ing downward.

On and on they went, up one 
ridge, across another. An hour 
passed, and two.

The gray day crept toward its 
close, Gil’s wound had broken out 
afresh. Spent and worn, he was 
weakening fast. But now, from 
higher peaks, a chill, knife-edged 
wind cut down with a rising howl 
and whistle.

The blizzard would soon be here 
— in minutes now, at most. Wolf 
rammed his gun into Gil’s back.

“ Up that ridge. Step lively!”
The redhead stumbled on, weary 

but seeking to hold his strength for 
the desperate struggle he planned. 
The blast of the storm whipped 
about his ears. In another quarter 
of an hour------

The ridge side leveled out into a 
little mountain meadow. A cabin 
stood at the edge, with saddled 
horses behind it.

Wolf Larsen raised a whoop: 
“ Come out hyar, men. I shore 
brung meat! And a skunk of a dep
uty sheriff!”

Gil spun about, a fierce sob in 
his throat. It was now or never!

A snarl, a crash, and he went 
down, his feet swept from beneath 
him. He’d had no chance. A burly 
fist rocked his head like a vicious 
sledge. Yells broke from the cabin.

He fought back, grabbed for the 
gun. But it was never used. A 
rush of boots and other men had 
him. He was dragged into the cabin 
and hurled into a corner.

“ Tie him up!” Wolf snapped. 
“ We’ll decide about him after sup
per.

“ No rope hyar,”  an hombre 
growled. He was a thin man, fur
tive, wiry.

“ Use saddle strings, then,”  Lar
sen rapped. “ At his wrists and an
kles.”

The redhead was trussed up like 
a helpless dogie. The storm was 
howling now with shrill blasts that 
shook the windows. The hut was 
dark inside, save for a crackling fire 
in a rough stone fireplace.

“ Put blankets over them win
dows,”  the burly leader grunted. 
“ This storm’ll hide all tracks in a 
couple of hours. I hated to hole up 
hyar, but we could never make the 
gap. We’re safe enough, I reckon.” 

“ We’d belter be,”  the thin man 
growled. “ The Red Owl would
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throw a fit if anything happened 
now, and us with twenty thousand.”

“ lie weel anyhow,”  the third hom- 
hrc said in a soft voice that sounded 
Spanish. “ He ees going to have the 
angaire when we tell hcera about his 
brothaire.”

Wolf snarled: “ Well, we couldn’t 
help that. When a man’s shot, he’s 
shot. lie  was dead, anyhow, when 
wc threw him in the river.”

By this time the cabin windows 
had been draped. The flickering 
glow from the fire seemed stronger. 
Gil, lying trussed on his side, could 
take some stock of his surroundings.

Under a rough pine table a single 
pair of saddlebags lay upon the 
floor. Two crude bunks occupied 
the walls. Weapons stood in the 
corners.

The three men busied themselves 
with crude cooking at the fireplace. 
The furtive hombre with the thin, 
weasel face seemed to go by the 
name of Stiner. The third member 
of the group, a dark, squat, pock
marked hombre, was undoubtedly 
Mexican or Spanish.

lie spoke in the softest of tones, 
this Ramon Martinez, yet his dart
ing little black eyes held a cold, hard 
gleam and glitter. His long-bladed 
knife turned a hunk of meat. The 
weapon looked razor sharp, wicked.

Or ice he turned his head to stare 
at Gil. “ You are certain,”  he said 
to Wolf, “ that he ees deputy sher
iff?”

The other grunted. “ Nope, but 
he didn’t deny it. Makes no differ
ence, anyhow. He was prowlin’ 
around up liyar and bumped into 
me. He’s soon us all, heard our 
names. Ain’t but one thing to do 
now.”

Gil shuddered. It meant his 
death. Martinez had nodded.

"Si,”  the pock-marked fellow mur
mured. “ We have laid tongue also

to the Red Owl’s name. The big, 
red, sleepy-eycd one would ordaire 
heenx killed for that. Eet is the 
knife, oh, friends? I do ect when 
you are ready.”

Stiner growled. “ We’ll eat first. 
I ’ve seen yuh do those jobs before.”

They went on preparing the meal, 
Gil lay, thinking desperately.

A robbery had been committed, 
lie knew— probably a bank or a mine 
pay roll, to have netted twenty 
thousand. Some one, the “ Red 
Owl’s”  brother, had been shot— shot 
and thrown in the river. Why, Gil 
couldn’t know. But he felt that he 
could guess.

The man, undoubtedly one of the 
gang, must have got his in the 
holdup. Dying on the others’ hands 
in their get-away, he’d been dis
posed of quickly.

The robbery had been staged be
fore the storm. Probably they 
hoped the man’s body, carried down
stream, would be found far enough 
away to confuse pursuers as to their 
real course across the mountains.

Who the Red Owl was, Gil, a 
newcomer in the district, didn’t 
know. But the others plainly feared 
him. What the trussed-up young 
trapper had to fear right now, 
though, was not the Red Owl, but 
the others.

“ I ’ve got. no time to lose,”  he 
thought, with the fireglow flickering 
at him. That meal was cooking far 
too fast. Soon they’d be at table.

The redhead lugged at his bonds. 
They were knotted hard and tight. 
The stout, rawhide saddle strings cut 
painfully into his wrists. lie  kept 
on, gritting lus teeth. He’d tried a 
stunt when they had tied him up. 
lie was hoping it would help him.

As they bound him, he’d tensed 
and bulged the sinews of his wrists 
and forearms. That had made his 
wrists larger. Nevertheless, but lit-
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tie free play had resulted when he 
relaxed his muscles.

The trick in itself couldn’t free 
him. His strong, work-toughened 
hands were far too bulky to slip 
back through the rawhide. But 
now, to his surprise, he felt the 
thongs giving slightly.

Not much, but a little. Not in 
the hard, tight knots, but in the 
well-cured strips of stout saddle 
strings themselves. And suddenly 
he knew the reason.

Snow had fallen on him for hours 
— big, damp, heavy flakes, which 
had clung to his clothes, dampened 
his face and neck, chilled his up
turned hands and wrists as they 
held the deer quarter on his shoul
der.

And rawhide stretches when wet!
Quick hope shot through the 

youth. His wrists were drying fast. 
The rawhide wasn’t damp enough 
to stretch very much.

But Gil Hardy had got his idea 
now'. He put. it in execution. 
Watching his chance, he inched his 
hands to his mouth, wet the bonds 
with liis tongue.

The ebb and flow of firelight and 
quick, flickering shadow helped him. 
The men paid him little attention. 
Bearing their crudely cooked meal, 
they took it to the table.

III.
Time and again Gil wet his bonds, 

and each time they stretched a tri
fle. Given unlimited time to work, 
he knew he could get free.

But the bandits were wolfing 
down their food. That meal would 
soon be over. Martinez’s knife glit
tered and gleamed as he deftly 
speared meat or bread. Occasion
ally the man’s fire-tinged little eyes 
shot swift glances at the prisoner.

“ Got to hurry,”  Gil gritted.

But his mouth seemed as dry as 
beef in the sun. Again and again he 
had to wait. But he used all such 
intervals to keep on with his tug
ging. The tightness of the bonds 
was lessening with a slow but steady 
sureness. Would he have time 
enough? The three men rose from 
the table.

The squat pock-marked knifeman 
wiped his blade. “ I do eet now,”  
he murmured.

He glided toward the youth. For 
a moment, the man’s thick form shut 
off ail firelight from the corner. Gil 
threw ail his strength against the 
rawhide bonds. Even if be got his 
hands free, his legs still were bound. 
The rawhide gave, but not enough. 
Martinez bent over him.

“ Drag him outside for it,”  the 
ruffian Stiner growled. “ Yuh two 
have got the bunks. I aim to sleep 
in thet corner.”

“ Outside? In thees storm?”  The 
other’s voice was quick with pro
test. “ Not so. I do eet here— say 
ovuire by the fire.”  He glanced 
across his shoulder.

Again Gil tried a mighty yank. 
His muscles stood out like ridges. 
And then— his hands were free!

But Martinez had spun with an 
oath— not toward Gil, but toward 
the door. Upon its rough pine pan
els had sounded a furious pounding.

“ Open up in there! Open for the 
law! We’ve trailed you dirty kill
ers!”  ‘

The bandits dived for guns. Wolf 
Larsen roared:

“ Come and take us!”
The man was shooting as he 

snarled. His lead ripped through 
the door panels.

Outside there was a groan. Then 
a windowpane crashed in. A form 
came hurtling through.

Gil rolled to his knees. The cabin 
shook and shuddered to the heavy
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crash of gunfire. The nearest foe 
was Martinez. Gil shot out a hand, 
snared him by the ankle.

The fellow yelled and tried to 
turn, but already he was falling. 
The knife flew from his hand, a red 
flash in the firelight.

Gil swept it up, slashed his ankle 
bonds. The door gave with a splin
tering crash. Fierce wind tore 
through the hut. The fire leaped 
high with a vivid glow. Gil saw 
things distinctly.

Two officers were in. Martinez 
was rolling. The. crafty Stiner had 
grabbed up a bucket and jerked it 
back to hurl water on the flames. 
Wolf Larsen, with an animal howl, 
was throwing his gun down on a 
law man.

“ Look out!”  Gil shouted a warn
ing.

Water had killed the flames with 
a hiss and sputter.

W olf’s gun blazed, a vicious red 
streak, its darkness seized the cabin.

The freed trapper leaped for the 
burly crook. From out of the dark
ness came a swashing sound! A ter
rific blow took Gil on the head. Ilis 
skull seemed to burst asunder.

Wild rockets filled his brain with 
a painful rip and flare. Then the 
youth knew nothing.

When Gil came to at last, the 
battle seemed to be still going on, 
but it wasn’t all inside the cabin. 
Some one was firing from a window. 
Answering shots chugged back into 
the walks. A dim light filled the 
place. The fire was out, however.

Gil turned his aching head. He 
had been unconscious far longer 
than he knew. Outside the wind 
had dropped. The fierceness of the 
storm had passed.

Weak moonlight had found the 
snow. The blankets were down 
from windows. In the faint light

the youth saw another man on the 
floor. Gil sat up, raised his hands 
to his head. Something at his wrists 
rattled.

He glanced down in dull surprise 
and realized he was handcuffed!

“ Come out of it, have you?”  the 
man cn the floor said in a cold, harsh 
voice. “ Well, you just lay quiet, 
hombre. J’m too bad shot to stand 
up, but this gun has got you cov
ered.”

Gil saw the dull gleam of a ready 
six-gun, Refuddled, he didn’t un
derstand. Once more he raised his 
manacled wrists.

“ Hut you’re officers. These hand
cuffs------ ”

“ Sure we’re officers,” the other 
snapped. “ Got you, too! And we’d 
have had your pals if they hadn’t 
broke out in the dark. Get ’em yet, 
wc will, if they stick around and 
try to keep us penned up here much 
longer!”

“ Say,”  the young redhead cried, 
“ you don’t think I'm in with ’em? 
Why, I was helpin’ you when some
body knocked me out------ ”

“ Tell it to the wind!”  the man 
at the window rasped. “ If you 
think you're not goin' to hang for 
this day’s work, you’re mighty much 
mistaken!”

lie  raised his gun and fired, then 
ducked back as a bullet whipped in 
through the panelcss window. The 
slug hummed around the room. A 
moment later Gil was asking:

“ But who do you think I am? 
Why should I be in with those 
crooks? Just what have they done, 
those hombres?”

“ As if you didn't know!”  the 
crouching officer snarled. “ Held up 
the Red Gulch City bank! Killed 
two men, includin’ the sheriff! Oh, 
you’ll dangle, all right! We’re tak- 
in’ him in, eh, Ilooley?”

“ Yes, if I  live,”  said the man on
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the floor. “ You’ll do it, anyhow, 
Tack, Can’t you pick off some more 
o ’ them varmints?”

Deputy Sheriff “ Tack”  Wilson 
grunted: “ Tryin* to. But they’re 
down behind trees. Two of them, 
thet is. T think the third has slipped 
c.T with the loot. Or to catch their 
scattered horses.”

A sudden gun burst kept him 
down. Gil Hardy drew a long 
breath. lie  had to make this grim 
pair understand. Quickly, in short, 
terse sentences, he told the high 
lights of his story.

“ It’s a good yarn,” grunted the 
wounded man called Iloolcy. “ Re
markable, in fact, made up that sud- 
donlikc. But it won’t do, fella. You 
all were masked, of course. But 
your hat slipped in that holdup.”  

“ My lint? Why, I wasn’t cv**n 
there!”  Gil burst out in anger. “ I 
tell you, I ’m Oil Hardy— a stranger 
up here, it’s true, but they can tel! 
you all about me back home in Ari
zona!”

“ Forget it,”  Tack Wilson snapped. 
He was a lean man, quick and wiry. 
“ When your hat worked up, your 
red hair showed. Furthermore, the 
banker wounded you. You’re 
wounded now, and you shore can’t 
deny it.”

Deputy Iloolev growled: “ There 
was four of you here in this cabin, 
and four men in that robbery!”  

But suddenly Gil was recalling the 
fellow whn’d been shot— the Ref! 
Owl’s brother, Martinez hail said; 
the man whose body had cunningly 
been tossed into the river.

But the thing sounded wild, he 
knew, when hurriedly he told it. 
'Die deputies grunted in disbelief. 
Gi! felt desperation grip him. The 
thing was a hanging ease if he 
couldn't convince them.

And unconvinced they remained, 
though he launched now into full

details. Tack’s firing at the foe filled 
the account with interruptions.

“ If you don’t believe me,”  Gil 
snarled, “ just unlock these bracelets. 
The marks o’ that rawhide will show 
on my wrists. I’ve told you the 
names of thchsc crooks. Give me a 
gun and------ ”

“ Di-v up,”  Wilson rapped. “ We’re 
undoin’ no handcuffs! You’re a slip
pery snake! And a yellow one, too 
— tollin’ tlie names of your pals.” 
He fired through the window.

Gil glared at the deputy. Wilson 
was cool but bullheaded. Still, the 
youth couldn’t blame him much. 
Every appearance was against the 
redhead from Arizona.

The foe’s firing had dropped off 
now. For the last half hour it had 
been droning. Suddenly Wilson 
turned with a grunt:

“ They’re gone, I think. Ilooley, 
I ’m takin’ their trail! They’ve still 
got that twenty thousand.”

“ Sure, Tack. But be careful. 
Them skunks’ll lay an ambush sure.” 

“ Careful it is,”  said the other. 
“ I ’m takin’ this red-headed hombre 
what claims he’s from Arizona. 
He’ll ride on my horse with me.” 

Deputy Ilooley nodded. “ Good 
stuff. That may make ’em hold 
their fire.”

But Gil, of course, knew better. 
Wolf Larsen and the others had 
plenty of reason to cut. him down. 
He lay back, thinking hard. Some
thing ground against his hip, some
thing there in the shadow.

His hands slid toward the object. 
It was Martinez’s knife— a wicked 
weapon, but one that the youth 
couldn’t use against law officers.

“ Wish these handcuffs were rope,” 
he thought. Wilson had bent over 
Ilooley, readjusting bandages on a 
wounded side and leg. Quietly Gil 
slipped the knife inside his shirt 
front.
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Half an hour later the start was 
made. Gil had readily enough built 
up a heavy fire in the cabin at. the 
deputies’ orders. Hoolcv had a bro
ken leg, but seemed likely to pull 
through. They left him near the 
hearth, with plenty of firewood 
stacked near him.

The bandits’ trail was clear. That 
made Gil fear an ambush all the 
more. He rode with his manacled 
hands bound to the saddle horn and 
his feet tied beneath the pony's 
belly. Wilson’s gun was at his back. 
The land was white with snow and 
moonlight.

The bank robbers, mounted, hail 
headed north, toward the distant 
gap. Deputy Wilson grunted:

“ You told part of the truth, at 
least. They’re makin’ toward the 
big boss up there at the Mud 
House.”

“ Mud House?” said Gil. “ I tell 
you I’m a stranger in this country.”

“ Yeah? But you knew about the 
Red Owl. We’ve been tryin’ to get 
somethin’ on that big crook for 
years. Runs that road ranch of his 
and snickers in his sleeve while he 
plans all these robberies.”

After that they rode in silence. 
Mile after mile went by. To Gil’s 
surprise, there was no ambush.

The tall mountains seemed light 
as day now. Once Gil hipped about.

“ Who,”  he asked the lean deputy, 
“ was the Red Owl’s brother? If 
the man was known, his body found 
and------ ”

“ You arc, I guess,”  the other said 
coldly. “ We don’t know him up 
here. I ’ve heard”— he drawled the 
words— “ that he was from Arizona.”

They crime at length to the gap, 
hut not until almost midnight. The 
place was a long, tortuous mountain 
pass, thick with rock and timber.

IV. Gloom held it, despite the moon. 
Far ahead a light burned faintly.

“ The Mud House,”  Wilson said. 
“ We'll change our course, I reckon. 
First, though, you get a gag. You 
might screech to your brother, Red.”

A big bandanna did the work. 
The horse was turned up a pine- 
dark slope. An hour later they had 
circled up above the Mud House, 
notorious mountain saloon and gam
bling den of the Red Owl, long sus
pected as the brains of the outlaw 
gang.

Wilson tied the horse to a tree. 
“ This is as far as you go, Red.”  Gil 
was left behind, gagged, handcuffed, 
bound to the saddle.

Taek Wilson had used him as a 
shield against possible bushwhack
ers, but the deputy was the kind 
who fought his own battles when 
things eamc to a show-down. Six- 
gun in hand now, Wilson stole down 
through the timber.

The Mud House, long, dark, and 
rambling, held a lone light in the 
barroom. Tack knew the place of 
old— a thick-walled adobe structure, 
like none other in these' mountains, 
built years ago by the Owl when 
he’d come up from Arizona.

Deputies had searched the place 
more than once for loot on suspi
cion— searched it without result. 
The great Red Owl was wily.

Taek slipped first to the stables. 
Inside he found three horses. Iloofs 
and fetlocks were wet with snow 
damp, the signs of recent riding on 
them.

That was all he wanted here— 
to make sure the crooks had halted, 
lie  crept now to the house, worked 
along its walls in the shadow they 
cut from the moonlight.

lie  reached a barroom window. A 
quick glance showed the place 
empty. The heavy storm doors 
were closed beyond the batwing
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lattices that stood within the en
trance. Tack frowned and crept on 
forward.

lie slid around the corner—-and 
gasped. The Red Owl sat on the 
stoop before him.

The surprise meeting may have 
been mutual, but the Red Ow! didn’t 
show it. He was a huge man, great 
of girth, with a neck that rolled in 
fat. His head was bullet-shaped, 
bristly red hair cropped close upon 
it.

Even then the color was vivid, 
vivid almost in the moonlight. His 
heavy face was rod-veined, florid. A 
rifle lay across his knees, its muz
zle pointed down the trail. lie 
looked up at Tack from thin green 
eyes.

“  ’Lo, ’Wilson,”  he said. His words 
were slow, unhurried. “ Wilson—
with a. six-gun.”  He sighed, from his 
vast depths. “ On the prowl again, 
I guess.”  The Owl laid aside his 
rifle.

“ Yes,”  the other snapped. “ And 
you with a gun watchin’ that trail! 
All right, Owl— where are they?”

The big man got to his feet. lie  
must have weighed three hundred.

“ Yep, me with a gun,”  he said. 
“ Out lull kill some of my name
sakes. Screech owls arc right bad 
hero. Sometimes I can’t sleep 
hardly.”

“ Yeah? At this time o ’ year?”
“ This time o ’ year,”  the other 

nodded. “ Well, officer, what’s yore 
wishes? Yuh’ll have a drink or 
something?”

Tack growled: “ Yes, and have 
you leave that gun outside. Also, 
I ’ll pick my bottle.”

The deputy, with no chance to 
surprise the crooks now, thought it 
best to go in boldly. The Red Owl, 
by some slip, might tip him off as 
to where they were. Wilson ex
pected them to be in hiding.

The Red Owl shrugged, a heavy, 
placid movement. “ Always the sus
picious one,”  he said. His voice, his 
eyes, seemed sleepy.

But behind their drooping lids his 
green orbs hid a vicious glint as the 
pair passed into the barroom. The 
Red Owl waddled behind the bar. 
Tack’s glance swept the place, dim 
in the light of a single bracket lamp. 
The room seemed empty.

“ Now,”  snapped Tack, while his 
left hand toyed with the brimming 
glass of whisky the Owl luid poured 
from a freshly opened bottle of case 
goods, “ where’s Wolf Larsen, Mar
tinez, and Sliner?”

His right hand still held the six- 
gun. As he barked out the names 
of the three holdup men, he watched 
the Red Owl narrowly.

But if he expected the ponderous 
saloonkeeper to exhibit surprise at 
this revelation that iheir identity 
was known, he was disappointed.

The Owl’s sleepy lids still held 
their droop. “ Them? I don’t 
know,”  he said. “ Ain’t seen ’em in 
a coon’s age.”

“ Well, their horses are in the barn. 
They’re here, with twenty thousand 
in loot from the Red Gulch bank!” 
The deputy had raised his gun. 
“ You’re goin’ with me, Owl,” he 
gritted, “ while we find ’em!”

Tack Wilson’s eyes were cold. lie 
was one man against four, he know. 
And three of those four were in hid
ing, W’here, he didn’t know. Bump
ing unexpectedly into the Owl had 
upset his plans. Over the great Mud 
House, thick silence hung, threat
ening, creepy.

The big Owl all but yawned into 
the leveled gun. “ Anything yuli 
say,”  he grunted. “ They ain’t liyar, 
though. And the}'- ain’t holdups.”

He’d picked up a wadded bar 
cloth, was slowly mopping off the 
bar. Tack thought he was plaving 

WW—3B
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for time. The deputy sheriff barked 
harshly:

“ Put that thing down! And come 
with me!”

The lied Owl shrugged and turned 
away, bar cloth still in hand.

Tack whirled toward the rear. 
From beyond an inner door he 
thought a step had sounded.

The Red Owl’s eyes held a vicious 
gleam. Ilis hand snapped up. From 
the front door a voice rang sharply:

“ Duck, Wilson, duck! lie ’s got a 
gun wrapped up in that bar rag!”

The startled deputy dropped, but 
a trifle slowly. Twin gun roars filled 
the place. Thin flame ripped from 
the rag. But the wadded cloth it
self had suddenly jumped wildly.

The Red Owl’s bullet sang to the 
left. With a snarl he spun to face 
the door.

The cloth was crimson-stained as 
he furiously blazed away at a sinewy 
form there.

Gil Hardy leaped aside. Desper
ately his handcuffed hands were try
ing to lever another shell into a 
smoking rifle. Cut rope dangled 
from the bracelets, cut rope from 
his ankles.

The inner door burst in. Tack 
Wilson whammed away. The squat 
form of Martinez tottered, a Span
ish oath coming from writhing lips. 
Over the ruffian’s shoulder, though, 
two more guns were blazing.

“ It’s thet clanged red-headed dep
uty!”  W olf Larsen howled in rage.

Gil, struggling with the lever, was 
diving for a stove. Fierce slugs 
struck the iron, ripped the floor, 
chugged into mud walls about him.

'Pack Wilson, rolling, gave a 
groan. Out there on the floor the 
deputy made a ready target.

But Gil, rifle across his knee, had 
rammed the lever down, got a fresh 
shell in the chamber. A snapshot 
from the hip crashed into the one

wall lamp. The room was plunged 
in darkness.

But the darkness was slashed with 
red. Wolf and Stiner, at least, were 
in through the rear doorway.

Gil crouched behind the stove. 
Bullets rained about him. His re
turn fire was slow, hampered as he 
was with his wounded arm and the 
handcuffs.

Then all shots had ceased. The 
foe were playing a waiting game. 
Unless Martinez was dead, they had 
double odds to face. Gil waited for 
a movement, heard it, near the rear 
door. His rifle hammer clicked upon 
an empty chamber.

No more shells! The magazine 
was empty! A faint slithering sound 
was at his left. Slowly it crept 
closer.

lie  rammed the barrel out, found 
flesh.

“ Don’t! It ’s roe!”  Tack Wilson 
groaned before Gil could snap an 
order.

Vicious guns blazed hard on the 
words. With a leap, Gil dragged 
the other behind the stove. Grunts 
of pain came from both their lips— 
Wilson’s from his previous wound, 
Gil’s own involuntary gasp from a 
fresh bullet burn along his short 
ribs.

“ Fella,” the deputy muttered, “ I 
shore had you wrong! But how the 
heck did you get here?”

“ Cut the ropes with Martinez’s 
knife. Found this rifle on the stoop. 
It ’s empty, though, now. T need a 
gun. Quick, unlock these hand
cuffs!”

Gil’s words came in whispers, sud
denly interrupted by another savage 
rip and burst of gunfire. Bullets 
rang from the stove, glanced, splin
tering, about them.

“ Can’t,”  Wilson almost groaned. 
“ Them arc Hooley’s cuffs. The 
key’s with him in the cabin. M y
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gun’s gone, too, lied. Lost it out 
there somewhere.”

Gil felt his heart go sliding for 
his boot heels. Here the pair were, 
trapped!

And the stove was hardly large 
enough to give them both protec
tion.

At any moment a whining slug 
might glance off from a joint or el
bow, whir down with a snarling hum, 
and rip into them. A flattened bul
let. made a frightful wound. lie  had 
to do something quickly.

“ Can’t wait here for a charge/’ 
he said. “ Are you wounded bad?”

“ Naw,”  the other muttered grit- 
lily, “ Just nicked up good and 
plenty.”

“ Good! Here’s the play,”  Gil 
whispered.

A hurried exchange of low-voiced 
words and he was slipping along the 
Avail. Wilson, wounded worse than 
Gil knew, was due to inch away soon 
in an opposite direction.

Once again a tense, deadly silence 
held the rambling Mud House. Gil 
meant to have a gun, take it from 
a foe.

And he’d spotted the last flash and 
roar from a point just above the 
floor, well down the long bar front.

With the soft, soundless tread of 
some creeping lynx, the young trap
per stole along, bent low in a springy 
crouch, manacled hands before him. 
The bandanna with which Wilson 
had gagged him was around the 
handcuffs’ chain now, to muffle any 
clinking.

Gil’s fingers touched the bar. He 
halted, listened for breathing. None 
seemed to come, however. Of course, 
the foe ahead might have moved, 
lie slipped on, the bar above him.

Suddenly lie stopped. His boot 
toe had just grazed an unseen cus
pidor. The faintest kind of a tiny 
metallic rattle sounded.

Gil flattened lower, holding his 
breath. But the harsh rip and crash 
of vicious guns failed to follow the 
small mishap. He let his breath slip 
out, started to move on.

Again he stopped, sniffed silently. 
Something above him was burning.

It smelled like the scorch of cloth. 
His quick gaze darted up. Sliding 
down over the bar top was a faint 
little ring of red— the size of a six- 
gun muzzle.

“ The Red Owl’s gun!”  Gil knew 
in a flash. Still wrapped in the bar 
cloth, it lmd set that damp rag afire 
with a glow so dim that the Red 
Owl hadn’ t noticed.

But the Owl had heard the youth. 
Tn a second that gun would blaze. 
Gil’s hands shot up in a lightning 
grab, caught a heavy wrist. With 
a fierce yank he heaved downward 
with all his strength.

The Red Owl came over the bar 
with a startled grunt and' yell. Al
ready leaning far over for his shot, 
he’d been easily whipped off bal
ance. He struck the floor with a 
thud, then he and Gil were rolling.

Furiously they battled for the 
gun. It blazed once, ripped a shot 
above them.

“ Tn on him quick!”  the Red Owl 
screeched. “ I ’ll have him in a min
ute!”

“ Have me, nothin’!”  the redhead 
growled. But the other was far 
stronger.

The great Red Owl, a ■ savage 
mountain of flesh and bone and 
power, was forcing the muzzle 
around on Gil despite the sinewy 
youth’s straining muscles.

The burning bar rag came close 
to Gil’s face. He ducked. The 
weapon thundered.

The bullet screamed just above 
his ear. The six-gun leaped in re
coil.

The jumping muzzle never came
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down. Gil’s last desperate lunge 
rammed it back. With a vicious 
snarl, the Red Owl had shot again 
— and died from the gun turned on 
himself!

A rush of feet crossed the floor. 
Gil tore the weapon free. The first 
foe to drop was Martinez, although 
the fighting redhead didn’t know it. 
He merely knew a man was down as 
the gun charge flamed about him.

“ Get heem, Wolf!”  the ruffian 
gasped.

Wolf tried— shot a n d  f a i le d ,  Gil’s 
veering gun had dropped him.

Crash-h! That wasn’t a shot, but 
a mighty, brassy rattle.

Two things struck the floor— a 
man and a cuspidor. Some one 
groaned. Then all was still.

Gil crouched in the silence.
“ flow ’d you make it, lad?”  The 

straining voice was Wilson’s.
“ Fine, I think. And you?”
“ Got in in time to crown some

body.”
Gil struck a match. Wolf Larsen 

was dead, beside the Owl. Stincr 
was out from that tap on the head. 
Martinez was badly wounded.

“ Good clean-up,”  growled Wilson. 
“ A fine night’s work. Hardy, you’re 
a wonder.”

“ We ain’t through yet,”  the trap
per said. “ We got to find that loot. 
Hang it, the Red Gulch City bank 
held every cent. I had! It ’s broke, 
I guess, if wc don’t find it.”

“ Right enough.”
They searched the place. The 

two captives would never talk. 
They’d want that loot when free of 
the jien.

But the hunt failed to reveal a 
dollar.

Gil growled: “ Mighty funny!
You sure those rooms you went 
through didn’t hold it anywhere?”

“ Nary a where. They’ve ditched 
it, somehow.”

But the redhead wasn’t satisfied. 
“ You stay here,”  he said, “ and 
watch those crooks. I ’ve got a 
hunch.”

Ho went back through the inner 
door, was gone a long time, showed 
up, at length, grinning.

In his handcuffed hands was a 
canvas sack. Like bis hands, the 
sack was muddy.

“ Found it in tire wall,”  he said, 
“ where the earth was mighty damp. 
That was what they were doin’ when 
you first come in, I guess. Thought 
a mud house lip here was plenty 
queer. It ’s an old stunt, though, 
back home in Arizona.”

Tack Wilson grinned. “ Red,”  he 
said with a chuckling drawl, “ I 
guess you’ve proved your story. 
Let’s start these skunks on their 
way to jail. I want to see Ilooloy's 
face when we pick him up. There’ll 
be a reward for tills night’s work. 
And plenty cattle on your new 
homestead.”



The Holdup At
Sioux Springs

A “ Pony Express”  Novelette

By H o u s t o n  I r v i n e
Author of “The Ride To Lone Pine,” etc.

CHAPTER I.
SAVE THE M A IL !

HOOFS pounded furiously on 
the hard-packed ledge trail.
Hocks, kicked loose by the 

horse, showered into the canyon be
low.

In a second, the Pony Express 
rider raced into sight. lie  was bent 
low over the pommel of his light 
saddle. His lithe body swayed to 
every movement of his caynse as if 
he were a part of the animal.

The horse, lathered and panting, 
galloped onto a stretch where the 
trail ran fairly level for a quarter 
of a mile. That was the pass over 
Mule Mountain.

To the right of the narrow ledge, 
a hundred-foot cliff dropped almost 
straight down. To the left, a steep, 
broken slope was liberally sprinkled 
with scrub pines.

It was an ideal spot for an am
bush. Rut a little farther on the 
trail dipped down into Dynamite 
Canyon, which was an even worse
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spot, “ Smoke” Walsh, the rider, 
thought.

“ I l l  show the pesky redskins a 
thing or two, if they start anythin’,” 
he growled.

If he had care to admit it, he was 
more than a little worried, however. 
Back at the last station, he had been 
told that Indians were waiting along 
the trail to Julesburg.

Still, the mail had to go through. 
Smoke could not take time to find a 
roundabout route. And it was un
thinkable to stop, as the attendants 
at the station had suggested.

The waddy’s narrowed brown 
eyes swept the clumps of pine and 
boulders carefully, searching for ene
mies. His bronzed features set 
grimly. A jagged, lightninglike scar, 
itself the result of an Indian raid, 
grew more livid on his forehead.

His thick, glossy, blue-black hair 
whipped about his ears as he raced 
along. He jerked the broad brim of 
his hat, a little lower over his eyes.

Smoke Walsh was taller than the 
average Pony Express rider. But 
on account of his boyish slimness, 
his weight did not exceed the hun- 
dred-and-twenty-pound limit set by 
the company. In other respects, 
not all the riders were so well fitted 
for their jobs as Smoke.

He could handle a rifle and the 
twin ,4as he had inherited from his 
father as well as any man. lie could 
trail better than most. And he knew 
most of the dialects and peculiarities 
of the various Indian tribes.

Even such training as he had 
could not save him from ambush on 
that narrow trail, however. As his 
running caynse suddenly shied from 
a clump of pines to the left of the 
ledge, the rider had to pull leather 
violently to prevent, being hurled 
over the cliff.

Almost at the same instant came 
a hideous cry from the trees:

“ Yip-yip-yipee!”
The Pony Express rider gasped. 

His brown face paled. His eyes 
started to pop, then narrowed 
quickly. 'The scar across his fore
head leaped out more boldly.

Gripping his reins in his left hand, 
he reached for the six-gun holstered 
on his right thigh.

Smoke knew the meaning of that 
human coyote yell. As a boy, he 
had seen his father reach for a rifle 
when the same howl resounded 
around the Walsh’s tiny frontier 
cabin. And later—just a few weeks 
before, in fact— the cry had her
alded tire raid on the Flying W 
horse ranch, when the elder Walsh 
had been killed.

“ Injuns!”  The rider’s lips tight
ened to a thin line as his chin pushed 
forward doggedly. “ No pesky red
skins are goin’ to stop Uncle Sam’s 
mail while I’m can-yin’ it,”  he de
clared.

His narrowed eyes searched the 
pines, lie  saw his enemies, a dozen 
of them, gaudy in paint and feathers.

The leader appeared to be a tall, 
bulky brave, with bedaubed face 
and wolfish yellow teeth. Smoke 
gave a start in his saddle at sight of 
the man.

“ 1 believe thet’s the feller who 
was leadin’ the bunch thet. killed 
dad,” muttered the young rider.

Memory of the past attack swept 
quickly across his mind.

The son of a successful horse 
raiser who supplied many of the 
fleet animals that the Pony Express 
was using, Smoke had seen the en
tire Flying W cavvy driven off in a 
raid of supposed Indians. And his 
father had come home from looking 
for the ponies with three feathered 
arrows sticking out of his back.

It had been in the same raid that 
the son had suffered the tong, deep 
cut on his forehead. But the wound
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had meant nothing to him in com
parison with the shock of his fath
er's death.

Ilis first impulse had been to set 
out on the trail to bring the slayers 
of the elder Walsh to justice. Hut 
then had come the realization that, 
with l lie Flying W horses stolen, his 
first fbought must he for the sup
port. of his mother and younger 
brother, Jimmy.

Consequently, he got the Pony 
Express job, which he had won over 
flic opposition of “ Shade”  Durant, 
the superintendent of the Juiesburg 
division.

On his first ride for the Pony Ex
press, a few weeks before, Smoke 
had been held up by a strange half- 
breed named “ Snake” Dixon. This 
hombre, thinking that he had Smoke 
at his mercy, had admitted that he 
was the murderer of Smoke’s father.

The admission had so angered 
Smoke that he had drawn his Colts 
against the half-breed’s cold drop 
and killed the man in a desperate 
shoot-out on the trail.

Smoke soon regretted the killing, 
for with the man dead, the young 
rider had no way of finding out the 
identities of the other memliers of 
the murdering band of horse thieves. 
And the Plying W cavvy was still 
missing.

Now, protected by the trees, the 
ambushers were waving rifles as well 
as bows and arrows.

“ Dang thet big leader! l ie ’s the 
Tnjnn who creased me across the 
forehead, all right,”  Smoke growled. 
“ Now’s my chance to make him an’ 
his pals pay fer thet an’ the Flyin’ W  
cavvy.”

The Pony Express rider might 
have thought he had a chance, but 
in the next few seconds, it did not 
look like it.

It was plain what simple plan the 
painted ambushers had employed to

trap their victim. They had left 
their horses down in Dynamite Can
yon and sneaked back on foot to the 
clump of trees beside the ledge. As 
Smoke looked, they were leaping 
out, blocking the narrow trail in 
both directions.

The trapped waddy whipped up 
the gun in his right hand, trying to 
aim it. But his panic-stricken horse 
was dancing about too wildly. With 
bis knees clamped along the critter’s 
sides, he had all he could do to stick 
in his saddle.

Crash-crash! Bullets screamed 
about his head as the attackers 
opened fire.

Because of the way in which 
Smoke’s cay use was leaping, the 
first volley missed him.

“ Yip-yip-yipee!”  From the corded 
throats of the ambushers rose the 
Indian cry again.

But the next instant, Smoke 
heard something that sounded very 
strange in the middle of such an at
tack. It was a command in English, 
shouted to the others by the burly 
hombre with the yellow teeth.

“ Aim lower!”  the fellow ordered. 
“ If yuh can’t hit his stummick, plug 
his boss.”

The rider did not have time, just 
then, to puzzle over how the leader 
of an Indian war party happened to 
be yelling his commands in English. 
For, obeying the order, the other 
attackers were lowering the muzzles 
of their rifles. One with a bow let 
loose an arrow that buried its stone 
head in the leather of the mocliila, 
or mail pouch, beside Smoke’s left 
knee.

Wham! The horse leaped more 
wildly as a bullet raked its neck.

Smoke felt a dozen louden slugs 
rip through his clothing. And not 
all of them completely missed his 
hide.

His right hand tightened on his
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six-gun. He wanted to let go his 
reins and grab for the .45 bolstered 
on his left hip also. With a weapon 
in each hand, he might hope to blast 
a path through the ranks of his 
circling enemies more easily.

Rut his horse was pitching too 
violently. If Smoke dropped his 
reins, he was almost certain to be 
hurled from his saddle. Or the ca- 
yuse might throw itself over the 
cliff.

The rider’s bronzed face was set 
grimly, If he could get the leader, 
he knew he might have a chance of 
driving oft' the others.

Crash! The single .45 in his right 
hand roared.

At the same instant, the panicky 
cayuse gave another wild jump in 
the air.

The bullet passed only close 
enough to the leader to let him know 
that he had been shot at.

“ Hurry up an’ kill thet kid, yuh 
fools!”  he bellowed angrily at his 
men.

Smoke Walsh saw one chance for 
life. He could dive from his saddle 
and possibly climb down the cliff 
before any of his foes’ bullets or 
arrows could catch him.

The climb down the steep face of 
rock would be a dangerous feat un
der any conditions. And there 
would be slim chance of the Pony 
Express rider’s accomplishing it, if 
he was burdened with the mochila.

Should he abandon the precious 
mail for the attempt to save his own 
life?

The waddy’s jaw thrust out dog
gedly.

“ I don’t reckon my life’d be wuth 
savin’ , if I was to consider sech a 
thing,”  he muttered quickly. “ The 
rule is thet the mail’s got to git 
through at any cost. Thet means 
I got to die to save it, maybe.”

“ Aim lower, like I told yuh!”

snarled the big leader, when his 
men’s shots still went wild.

Dropping the rifle that he had 
been carrying, he wrenched a 
notched six-gun from a holster on 
his hip.

“ I never seen a gang waste so 
much lead killin’ one fool kid,” he 
growled. “ Ilyar, I ’ll show yuh how 
ter git him myself.”

With his .45 gripped in his big 
hand, he sprang forward, directly in 
front of the young Pony Express 
rider’s horse. Ilis thick lips drew 
back over his big teeth like those of 
a killer wolf.

“ Git ready ter die!”  he shouted, 
whipping the muzzle of the gun to
ward the heart of the ambushed 
rider and thumbing back the ham
mer.

CHAPTER II.
W H ITE INDIANS.

QMOICE WALSH had looked at 
death before, but seemingly 

never more certainly than he did at 
that instant down the muzzle of the 
bandit leader’s notched six-gun.

One of his own weapons was in 
his hand. But his cayuse was still 
plunging too violently for him to 
aim with any accuracy. The gun
man on the ground might be handi
capped by the horse’s leaping about, 
too. But if there was any advan
tage on either side, the burly leader 
of the ambushers held i t . .

Crash! The notched .45 roared.
The Pony Express rider felt a 

searing pain shoot through his left 
arm. lie almost dropped the gun 
he held in his right hand. But he 
clung to it by sheer will.

That one was close. A little 
closer, and it would have got him 
in the heart.

H i s  w e a p o n  t h u n d e r e d .  B u t  h i s  
s h o o t i n g  w a s  w i l d ,  h i s  h o r s e  w a s  
p l u n g i n g  s o  b a d l y .
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The man on the ground only 
sneered and moved a step closer.

“ I got yuh,”  lie boasted.
The thought flashed across 

Smoke’s mind that he might leap 
from his saddle and fight it out on 
the ground. But that could gain 
him little in the long run. All of his 
attackers would gang him.

The leader’s finger was tightening 
on the trigger of his .45 again. The 
wolfish grin widened across his 
heavy, painted features.

In a split, second, lead would 
leap from the gun. And at that 
range, with the muzzle almost press
ing against the body of its intended 
victim------

Suddenly the Pony Express rider 
saw his lone chance— a slim one. 
Kicking his heels violently, he 
jabbed his spurs deep into his ca- 
yuse’s flanks.

The critter, already terrorized by 
the. yelling and shooting, snorted 
and bolted ahead so wildly that 
Smoke had all lie could do to stick 
in his saddle. The painted gunman 
was directly in the path of the 
plunging animal.

Smack! Crash! The sound of 
hoofs upon flesh blended with the 
roar of the six-gun.

Looking down, the rider saw his 
large enemy hurled out of the way 
by the frightened horse. The 
notched six-gun, knocked from its 
owner’s hand, was hurtling over the 
cliff at the moment it exploded.

In falling, the leader struck his 
head against a jagged rock and lay 
still. Crimson gushed from the gash 
in his scalp. His gun arm was 
twisted under his body, too, as if it 
might have been broken by a hoof.

In spite of having recognized the 
leader as one of the supposed In
dians who had raided the Flying W, 
Smoke Walsh was unprepared for 
the further identification of the

man, that he got in the shout of one 
of the other attackers.

“ Butch! Are yuh dead?”  yelled 
the ambusher excitedly, racing to
ward his fuller, chief.

For the moment, the Pony Ex
press rider was forgotten in the ex
citement over what had happened 
to the leader. Reining his horse out 
of range, the waddy slopped, with 
an amazed frown wrinkling his 
scarred forehead.

“ Butch! Butch! Butch!” he 
muttered, over ami over again, as 
if trying to remember where he had 
heard the name before.

The nmbushers crowded about 
their chief so that Smoke could 
scarcely see the prone figure.

But suddenly he gave a start in 
his saddle. A look of remembrance 
swept across his bronzed face. But 
he still scowled.

He stared toward the bombre who 
had almost killed him, and nodded 
quickly.

“ Butch Ambler! Thet’s who yuh 
are, all right. 1 might ’a’ guessed 
the Splitrock gang would be in on 
any crookedness, Tnjun or other
wise.” Smoke bit his lip fiercely.

For a few seconds, he thumbed 
the hammer of his gun in grim si
lence. He debated whether to go 
back and tackle the entire bunch 
them and there.

The idea of white men masque
rading as Indians and preying upon 
other white men so enraged the 
young waddy that he almost lost his 
head for a few moments.

Even without the knowledge that 
that was part of the outfit’s terrible 
game, Smoke Walsh had reason 
enough to hate the Splitrock gang. 
These were the men who, a few 
weeks before, had kidnaped him in 
Julesburg to prevent his going to 
work for the Pony Express.

A t  le a s t ,  h e  w a s  q u i t e  s u r e  t h a t
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was the reason. At any rate, he had 
been taken to the gang’s headquar
ters and had escaped only by killing 
a couple of his captors.

The hideout of the crooks was in 
the Splitrock, a giaDt twin butte 
from which they took their name. 
The only route to the door of their 
cabin was through the pass between 
the two halves of the butte, which 
could be guarded by one man with a 
rifle.

Smoke suspected Shade Durant, 
the Pony Express superintendent at 
Julesburg, of plotting with the gang 
to get him out of the way. The 
rider had angered the local boss 
when he had gone over the latter’s 
head to get his job from “ Big Tim” 
Flanagan, the genial and square
shooting general manager of the sys
tem.

Smoke suspected that Shade was 
also capable of being in on any other 
activities of the gang. But he did 
not have one shred of proof against 
the superintendent, any more than, 
until that day, he had had evidence 
that the Splitrock gang and the 
raiding Arapahoes who had stolen 
the Flying W horses were one and 
the same outfit,

“ I know now whar to find them 
hoss thieves,”  thought the young 
waddy. “ But I reckon it'd jest be 
crazy suicide to go back thar an’ 
tackle ’em all at once now,”  he 
added sensibly.

The crooks were beginning to 
spread out from around Butch Am
bler. Evidently not hurt badly, the 
leader was sitting up, tenderly feel
ing his head.

“ Did yuh stop the kid?”  he 
snarled at. his men.

“ No,” one of them admitted after
a pause. “ Yuh see------ ”  lie  started
to add an explanation, but an oath 
from Butch cut him off.

“ Go git thet rider!”  the leader

shouted angrily. “ What the blazes 
do yuh mean, Iettin’ him escape?”

“ But, boss, yuh were hurt an’ 
------ ”  one of the men started de
fensively.

“ Shut up! Git the kid now!”  bel
lowed Butch.

Even though wounded and un
armed, the burly outlaw seemed to 
maintain his power over his follow
ers. Shifting their weapons in their 
hands, they turned and started run
ning toward Smoke Walsh.

The rider had another moment of 
temptation, when he saw them com
ing. He wanted to meet them with 
his guns blazing. But then he re
alized the impossibility of that.

The mail must go on without de
lay. It already had been held up 
long enough to throw off the sched
ules all along the line that stretched 
from the Missouri River to the Pa
cific coast.

“ I'll git every one o ’ them hoss 
thieves in my own time,”  declared 
the rider. “ White Injuns, bah! 
White coyotes are what they are.”

The crooks were running into rifle 
range. Smoke could not yet use his 
six-guns.

Z ip ! Bullets began to whiz by his 
head as the gang opened fire.

Some of the shots came uncom
fortably close, although the ambush- 
ers were too excited for expert 
marksmanship. Another slug raked 
the rump of the horse, making the 
animal plunge away faster than its 
master could have, even by the use 
of spurs.

Smoke let the critter go. His only 
thought then was to save the mail. 
But oven that soon appeared to be 
impossible.

Almost out of range of the rifles, 
the horse suddenly halted and reared 
up on ifs hind legs. The rider heard 
the dull thud of a bullet as it plowed 
into the deep chest of the animal.
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A wild, high-pitched scream of 
pain broke from the cayuse’s throat. 
Its forehoofs pawed the air franti
cally.

As abruptly as it started, the 
scream stopj>ed. Kicking in a spasm 
of terror, the horse dropped, simply 
wilting on the trail.

Smoke Walsh was almost caught. 
Kicking his feet out of his stirrups, 
he slipped from his saddle just as 
the cayuse rolled over on its side.

The ambushers shouted excitedly. 
They were running toward I heir vic
tim. Bullets began to shriek around 
the Pony Express rider again.

“ The danged killers!”  Smoke 
looked at his horse.

Its neck was stretched out 
strangely on the ground. It tried 
vainly to raise its head. Its eyes 
staled widely at its saddened mas
ter. A crimson-tinted froth bubbled 
from its distended nostrils.

A tremor shook the poor animal. 
With a low, sighing moan, it died.

Smoke’s teeth ground together 
savagely. Again he was tempted. 
Once more, he wanted to face the 
bandits with flaming guns— make 
them pay for the death and suffer
ing they had caused.

But there was the mail. His first 
duty was to get that through.

Jabbing the one .45 that he had 
drawn into its holster, so he would 
have both hands free, he stooped 
quickly and snatched the precious 
in o ch ila  from the saddle. Flinging 
the light leather sack over his left 
shoulder, he leaped over the rim of 
the ledge and began climbing 
swiftly down the sheer face of the 
cliff.

Handholds were few and far be
tween. An occasional shrub or a 
crevice in the rocks helped Smoke. 
But even if he had hud plenty of 
time, the task that he had set him
self would have been almost im

possible. His left arm, wounded by 
a bullet a little while before, was 
practically useless. And he had to 
grit his teeth against the pain.

The bandits ran to the edge of the 
trail above and started shooting 
down at the wnddy. The bullets 
flattened themselves on the rocks, 
hurling chips and dust into Smoke’s 
eyes. Letting go the precarious 
handhold he had, but clinging 
grimly to the pouch of mail, be Set 
himself drop and slide recklessly 
down the steep cliff.

When he reached the bottom, his 
clothes were nearly torn off. His 
breath was knocked out, and he lay 
still for several seconds, with bullets 
from above crashing about him.

Then he sprang to his feet, stared 
quickly about him and raced down 
the canyon into which he had 
dropped. A sharp turn put him out 
of view of his enemies. No more bul
lets came from the ledge.

“ Whew! Thet was kind o ’ close!” 
the waddy exclaimed, shifting the 
m o c h ila  from one shoulder to the 
other.

Within a few hundred yards, the 
gorge opened into Dynamite Can
yon, and Smoke got back on the 
trail that dropped down from the 
treacherous ledge. Dynamite Can
yon was a narrow, twisting defile, 
where the rock walls towered five 
hundred feet above rock-strewn 
floor.

Feeling the need of a moment’s 
rest, if he was to carry the mail on 
to Julesburg afoot, Smoke halted to 
lean against the cliff, listening for 
sounds of pursuit from the direction 
of the ledge on Mule Mountain.

W h a m !  A surprise bullet smashed 
against the stone cliff a few feet to 
his right.

Chips of rock rained into his face 
and eyes. His hand leaped toward 
one of his bolstered .45s.
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“ Is it another ambush?”  he 
thought, in the instant before he 
saw his newest enemy.

A single gunman, made up like 
the others in paint and feathers, 
leaped info the trail ahead of Smoke, 
lie  was the guard whom the outlaws 
had left with their horses.

The bandit was short and squat. 
A beak nose stood out prominently 
on his daubed face, and his black 
eyes were beady and set close to
gether.

He stood in the half crouch of the 
professional gunman— arm crooked 
at the elbow away from his body, 
shoulders hunched slightly, head 
and neck craning forward, thumb 
holding back the hammer of his out- 
thrust .45.

“ I ’ll-------”  He started to make a
threat.

W h a m !  The roar of a single six- 
gun interrupted the outlaw’s words.

But the shot was not from the 
weapon in his own hand. Smoke 
Walsh’s .45 flamed as its muzzle 
cleared the rim of the holster on his 
right hip.

An expression of blank amaze
ment swept over the painted face of 
the bandit. With a erimson spot 
spreading over his chest, he straight
ened up for a moment, staring glass- 
ily at the Forty Express rider.

The dying hombre attempted to 
raise his six-gun for a dying shot. 
But his strength was slipping away 
too rapidly. The hand that held his 
.45 dropped to his side. The weapon 
slipped from his fingers and fell to 
Lhe ground.

With a choking cry in his throat., 
the gunman took two staggering 
steps in Smoke’s direction, then 
pitched forward on his face. After 
a few spasmodic kicks, he lay still.

The young waddy blinked 
through the smoke of his six-gun at 
the body. The scar on his forehead

leaped out boldly as his bronzed face 
paled.

In spite of the fact that he was 
dealing with back-shooting skunks 
and murderers, Smoke Walsh did 
not. like to kill a man.

“ But I reckon yuh had it cornin’ 
to yuh, feller,”  he muttered. “ Any 
white man who’d paint himself up 
like an Injun an’ go out killin’ folks 
ought to figure he’s lucky to die by a 
bullet instid of a rope.”

Setting his jaw grimly, the Pony 
Express rider shoved his .45 back 
into its holster and stepped carefully 
over the bandit’s body. Smoke has- 
stened only a few yards farther on, 
around a turn in the canyon trail, 
when he came to another abrupt 
halt.

Ilis eyes popped. His set face 
relaxed with joy. There were the 
horses of the Splitroek gang that 
tlm lone outlaw had been guarding!

Smoke’s first thought was one of 
thankfulness that he would not have 
to walk to Julesburg. With a good 
horse beneath him, he might make 
up some of the time he had lost in 
his battle with the bandits. lie 
might even get the mail to the divi
sion point nearly on schedule.

The rider sprang toward the near
est cay use, a racy, sleek black ani
mal. He suddenly stopped, how
ever, and stared at the critter 
strangely.

“ Waal, I ’ll be dog-goned!”
Ilis brown eyes popped in intense 

surprise. He looked from one of 
the dozen horses to another.

“ They’re the critters ihct was 
stole from the Flyin’ W, the day dad 
was killed,”  he muttered. “ I’d rec
ognize our own bosses anywhar. I 
couldn’t be mistaken.”

If there had been need of any 
more proof against the Splitroek 
gang, Smoke had it in the discovery 
of the horses. •
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“ Ma won’t be so hard up, when 
I take the cayuscs back home,” 
thought Smoke thankfully,

Hurriedly leaping into a saddle, 
he rounded up the recovered ani
mals and hazed them ahead of him 
down the canyon.

CHAPTER TIT.
.TlTLKSBl'RG.

W AVIXG his hat and yelling, 
Smoke Walsh hazed the dozen 

half-wild ray uses through the main 
street of the little frontier town.

Jule.sburg, where the Tikes Peak- 
ers split off from the Overland Trail, 
was accustomed to strange and 
thrilling sights. Nevertheless, at the 
sound of so many hoofs, men dashed 
to the doors of saloons and gam
bling halls. After a quick glimpse 
at the cloud of dust kicked up by 
the horses, the curious turned hur
riedly back into the buildings.

The town, one of the most im
portant on the Overland Stage and 
Pony Express systems, was little 
more than a huddle of unpainted 
shacks. From it the South Platte 
led on toward Denver and the new 
gold camps, while the Oregon Trail 
and Overland Mail continued up 
Lorlgepole Crock to the Northwest.

The population of Julesburg was 
ns mixed as that of any place in the 
West. And most of its residents 
were drifters— miners, mule skin
ners, homesteaders, and ranchers. 
Blankeied Indians and gaunt, leath- 
erv-skinned army scouts mingled 
with the crowd. Gamblers were 
everywhere.

Smoke Walsh humeri his horses 
along without paying much atten
tion t o I he squat frame, buildings, 
until lie came to the Stage and Pony 
Express office, a square structure at 
the end of the street.

Since Julesburg was a division

point or home station for both of 
the Overland services, the of lice was 
as imposing a building as there was 
in town.

Smoke figured he might be a few 
minutes late in his arrival. Two 
men and .an impatient, saddled ea- 
yuse stood in front of the station, 
waiting for the young rider. One 
of the men was the slim, wiry rider 
who would take the mail on. The 
other was Bill Calkins, the local 
agent.

Calkins blinked near-sightedly at 
Smoke and his horses through a pair 
of heavy, steel-rimmed glasses, 
which he wore hooked over his dap 
ears. lie could not see the rider 
well enough to recognize him, until 
he was within a few feet.

The agent was short and slender. 
Ill's face was small and pinched and 
red, with a wrinkled forehead slop
ing up into a white dome of bald
ness. The thin hair fringing the 
sides and back of his head was a 
drab, dusty color.

Bill Calkins looked like a misfit 
in such a job. lie  did not wear a 
six-gun, having no need for one, in 
his purely clerical job.

Smoke spurred his cayuse along
side the wailing, saddled animal and 
leaped from his saddle. In a sec
ond, the other rider had transferred 
the m o c h ila  to his critter. Vaulting 
into his stirrups, he was galloping 
away before Smoke Walsh even had 
time to pass the time of day.

Smoke turned toward the agent.
“ Yo’re late,” Bill Calkins growled, 

scowling through the thick lenses of 
his spectacles.

“ Yeah? How much?" The rider 
smiled.

“ Hm-m-m!”  Calkins pulled a 
giant nickel-plated watch from the 
pocket of his pants and stared at it 
importantly. “ Eight minutes,”  he 
reported.
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Smoke Walsh laughed.
“ Is thet all?” he retorted. “ Y o’re 

lucky I ’m not eight hours late, or 
thet I got hyar at all.”

The agent was about to say some
thing else. No doubt he would have 
given Smoke an official bawling-out 
and allowed the matter to drop. But 
a harsh laugh sounded from the 
doorway of the station.

“ I don’t allow the Pony Express’d 
figure it much of a loss, if the Injuns 
h a d  got yuh,” came a snarling voice.

Smoke’s bronzed face flushed a 
deeper hue. His jaw tightened. His 
brown eyes grew narrow.

Almost tempted to reach for his 
six-guns, he sprang around to face 
the speaker. Shade Durant stood 
in the office doorway, rocking back 
and forth on his heels, with his 
thumbs hooked over his belt, close 
to the mouths of his holsters.

The division superintendent of the 
Pony Express was a tall man, with 
a wiry slimness like that of a rattle
snake. He was one of the most 
deadly gunmen of his day, although 
he looked more like an ordinary 
range-town dandy.

He wore black trousers stuffed 
into the tops of polished boots, a 
yellow shirt and crimson necker
chief. Over his left brow, a giant 
gray beaver hat was slanted rak
ishly.
. Shade’s face was bronzed, but un
healthily splotched from too much 
liquor. His features were thin and 
sharp, his nose resembling the beak 
of a hawk. When his thin lips drew 
back in a snarl, two rows of large, 
uneven teeth were bared.

A pair of slitted greenish-gray 
eyes stared out from under the 
broad brim of the beaver hat. Those 
eves gleamed with hatred, as they 
swept Smoke Walsh from the toes 
of his high-heeled boots to the tip of 
his old sombrero.

“ What yuh doin’ with them 
hosses?”  demanded the superintend
ent, glaring from the waddy to the 
bunch of loose animals that were 
now’ milling in the street.

“ Why, I------ ”  the rider started to
explain truthfully.

“ What do yuh think yuh are— a 
hoss hunter?”  Shade’s growl cut the 
younger man off. “ No wonder it’s 
so hard fer us ter keep the mail on 
schedule. When a young upstart 
figures he kin stop whenever he 
pleases an’ waste the company’s 
time, it’s a wonder the Pony Express 
kin operate at all.”

Smoke’s bronzed cheeks flushed at 
the unfair criticism. His finger nails 
dug into the calloused palms of his 
hands with his desire to lash out at 
the sneering, hawklike face of the 
boss.

“ Do yuh call fightin’ off a gang 
of ambushers wastin’ the company’s 
time?”  The waddy held his voice 
steady. “ Them hosses are the ones 
the crooks rode. It didn’t take me 
anywhere near as long to round up 
the critters an’ haze ’em on ahead 
o ’ me than it would have to hoof 
it in hyar after my own hoss was 
killed.”

The superintendent scowled, re
membering perhaps that Smoke had 
obtained his job directly from Big 
Tim Flanagan, the general manager.

The rider would not have been 
surprised if Shade had pounced 
upon the fact of his few minutes’ 
late arrival as an excuse to fire him. 
But the superintendent had other 
and more lasting ways of getting rid 
of persons he did not. like.

“Waal, since yuh got the cayuscs, 
what do yuh think yo’rc goin’ ter 
do with ’em?”  asked the beak-nosed 
man.

Smoke shrugged. “ Seein’ as how 
they’re the critters stolen from the 
Flyin’ W Ranch,”  he said, “ I ’low



62 Street & Smith’s Wild West Weekly
I ’ll take ’em home vvhar they belong. 
My mother an’ li’le brother, Jimmy, 
will be mighty glad to see them 
bosses.”

“ Oh, so thet’s yore plan!”  Shade’s 
greenish eyes flashed. “ I reckon I 
got somethin’ ter say ’bout thot.”

The rider’s mouth dropped open, 
and his brown eyes popped in blank 
amazement. For a long moment, he 
was speechless. Then tlie words 
seemed to tumble from his lips.

“ I don’t see how yuh figure yuh 
got a n y  s a y  a b o u t  the c a y u s e s .  
Unless------ ”  He stopped.

“ Unless what?”  the superintend
ent moved a step closer, his shoul
ders suddenly hunched, his elbows 
crooking away from his sides.

Smoke Walsh had seen enough to 
recognize that position. He knew 
Shade Durant’s reputation as a wiz
ard on the draw'. And he guessed 
that the superintendent would wel
come any excuse to shoot him.

But the Flying W waddy also re
membered his suspicion that Shade 
was tied up with the Splitrock gang. 
In such a case, the quicker he and 
the superintendent settled it, the 
better it would be.

Smoke did not want to kill the 
other man. But he realized there 
was practically only one way of set
tling an issue in Julesburg. That 
was in gun smoke.

“ What interest could yuh have in 
them bosses”— the rider’s voice was 
very low, with each syllable chopped 
off clear and sharp— “ unless vo’re 
tied up some way with the skunks 
what stole ’em?”

“ Arc yuh hintin’------ ” Shade
Durant’s face grew purple. “ Why, 
dang yore measly hide, I ’ll kill yuh 
fer them words!” he shouted.

Both of his hands moved so fast 
that their motions were just blurs. 
With his muscles already tensed for 
a quick draw, the superintendent

reached the handles of his guns in 
a small fraction of a second. In 
another fraction, almost sis small, 
those notched ,45s would have 
leaped out of their tied-down hol
sters, flaming ns they came.

But Smoke Walsh had not been 
ignorant of the effect his words 
might cause. His face a little paler 
than usual, so that the scar on his 
forehead stood out more lividly, his 
right hand moved with the speed of 
lightning. Since his left arm still 
pained from the bullet wound he 
had received in the hold-up on Mule 
Mountain, he did not try to draw 
his second weapon.

He did not need it. Down and 
up! His right hand tore the one six- 
gun from its holster.

With a long leap, he jabbed the 
muzzle of the weapon into the super
intendent’s midriff. A click sounded, 
as he jerked back the hammer.

“ Drop yore guns!”  The young 
rider’s tones were suddenly harsh, as 
his finger curled about the trigger of 
his ,45.

Shade gave a surprised grunt. He 
had not imagined that a kid like 
Smoke could beat him at the draw. 
And the .45 jabbing him in the 
stomach was not only dangerous— 
it hurt.

The superintendent knew when he 
was defeated. Even with his fingers 
gripping the notched handles of his 
twin guns, he could not raise their 
barrels and fire before the Flying W 
waddy could squeeze the trigger.

Letting go of his weapons, Shade 
raised his empty hands above his 
head. His guns did not fall to the 
ground, but merely settled back into 
the holsters, from which they had 
not been completely drawn.

Smoke stepped back a yard, still 
keeping his finger on the trigger of 
his gun, and the muzzle pointed to
ward his enemy’s waist line.
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“ Don’t think yuh kin put any

thing over on me, jest ’cause yuh 
happen to be runnin’ this division 
o ’ the Pony Express,”  snapped 
Smoke.

“ I ’ll git yuh fer this,”  snarled the 
superintendent. “ Nobody kin in
sult Shade Durant an’ git away with 
it. Hintin’ I might be mixed up 
with a bunch o ’ boss thieves, huh?”

“ Waal”— the Flying W waddy 
smiled thinly—“ if yuh ain’t mixed 
up with ’em, whv’d yuh git so mad?”

Shade looked for an instant as if 
he were going to try to grab for his 
guns again. Instead, his hawklike 
face purplish with rage, he chose to 
bluster.

“ Since yuh caught them bosses on 
company time, they belong ter the 
Pony Express,”  he said.

"Huh? Is thet yore claim?” The 
rider frowned thoughtfully.

“ Thet’s rnv claim,”  the superin
tendent sneered. “ An’ I kin make 
it stick.”

“ Supposin’ I don’t agree to it.” 
Smoke thumbed the hammer of the 
six-gun in his hand.

“ Yo’re fired!” Shade snapped.
The waddy gave a start. For a 

second, the .45 wavered in his fin
gers. To Smoke Walsh, the job with 
the Pony Express meant more than 
a livelihood for himself alone. To 
lose the position might mean suf
fering for his mother and brother.

But he could not back down be
fore Shade Durant now. His jaw 
tightened. His brown eyes hard
ened.

“ ATobhc I ’ll keep on ridin’ ,”  he 
retorted grimly.

“ Teacher’s pet, huh?” the division 
boss jeered. “ If yuh aim ter go over 
my head again, like yuh did ter git 
yore job, I'll spike tlict pronto. Big 
Tim Flanagan has got ter listen ter 
me about some things, I reckon, 
even if he is the general manager.”

Smoke bit his lip. “ In the mean
time,” he said slowly, “ I ’ll take thet 
bunch o ’ cayuses out home whar 
they belong.”

“ Y o’l! be sorry yuh ever seen a 
hoss in vorc life.”  Shade laughed 
meaningly, and started backing to
ward the office door, his arms still 
cautiously raised above his head.

In a moment, the superintendent 
disappeared within the building. 
The Flying W waddy stood, with 
gun in hand, .staring ruefully at va
cant space.

Things had not turned out, quite 
as he had ho]>ed they might. He 
had no more proof of any crooked
ness on the part of Shade Durant 
than he had ever had. For the time 
being, the superintendent held the 
npper hand.

Even the recovery of the dozen 
Flying W horses could not make up 
for the loss of Smoke’s Pony Express 
job.

A movement at, his left elbow 
pulled him out of his dazed thought
fulness. Turning with his six-gun 
in his hand, he looked down at the 
small, worried face of Bill Calkins.

“ Yuh—yuh shouldn’t ’a’ crossed 
Shade,”  declared the little local 
agent, blinking through his thick 
glasses. “ I wouldn't want to have 
him agin’ me.”

_ “ Aw!”  Smoke _ Walsh bolstered 
his six-gun and grinned with a con
fidence that he did not entirely feel. 
“ I ain’t worried. I ’m goin’ to take 
them hosses out home now like I 
said.”

“ S-s-so long.”  Calkins said it as 
if he never expected to see the 
waddy again.

“ Don’t yuh worry, old-timer.”  the 
younger man told him. “ .Shade 
might ’a’ fired me, but I ’ll be ridin’ 
fer the Pony Express again.”

With that, ho turned on his heel 
and strode away. He had to get his
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own horse— a sleek, long-winded, 
speedy animal, named Raven— out 
of the stable.

Then, springing into his saddle, 
yelling and waving his hat, he hazed 
the recovered Flying W cayuses out 
of Jnlesbnrg at a run. Glancing 
over his shoulder, he saw the scowl
in'.' Shade Durant, standing in the 
office doorway, watching his depar
ture.

CHAPTER IV.
SIIADk ’ s  ItlOVKXOE.

w  ITU cruel jabs of his spurs, the 
superintendent forced his big 

roan enyu.se up the steep trail in the 
Splitrock.

Like an enormous pair of mule 
ears, the twin buttes reared out of 
the plain north of Julcsburg, Far
ther north lay the wild, broken 
country where the outlaws ranged 
their rustled stock. No honest man 
had ever penetrated beyond the 
Splitrock.

The pass up which Shade Durant 
was riding was one that a single man 
with a rifle could guard against the 
strongest posse. But the. Pony Ex
press superintendent hurried upward 
with an assurance that could mean 
only one thing— he had traveled the 
same path many times before.

About five hundred yards up from 
the foot of the trail, Shade met the 
outlaw on guard and passed the 
time of flay with him.

“ Ts the gang at the shack?” asked 
the superintendent, jerking his 
horse to a halt.

“ Yeah.”  The sentinel of the pass 
laudied. “ An’ yuh never seen a 
sirker-lookin’ hunch o ’ homines in 
yore life. Somebody grabbed their 
bosses over on Mule Mountain, an’ 
they had tor walk all the way 
home.”

Shade laughed grimly and rode 
on. Gouged by its master’s spurs,

the roan cayuse reached the summit 
of the trail between the rocks in a 
few seconds.

The path dropped less steeply 
into a large, round valley, walled by 
cliffs. The grass was long and I he 
water abundant down there in the 
natural corral of the Splitrock gang, 
where nearly five hundred stolen 
horses moved like tiny specks 
against the green.

The Pony Express superintendent, 
gave a thin smile of satisfaction and 
spurred his roan down a short way. 
To the right of the trail, a large 
cabin, built of rough-hewn logs, 
hung dizzily on the side of the butte.

That was the hang-out of the 
gang. Shade scowled at the un
usual quiet, of the place.

Dismounting, the visitor left his 
cayuse with the reins thrown over 
its head and swaggered into the 
cabin. The reason for the strange 
quietness about the place was at 
once apparent.

Worn out by their walk home from 
Mule Mountain, the bandits were 
stretched out on bunks built along 
the walls. Most of them were snor
ing. Not more than half a dozen 
had taken the trouble to remove 
their Indian paint and disguises be
fore tumbling into their bunks.

Shade Durant sneered. Then he 
let out a loud yell:

“ Pile out, yuh nannies! A heck 
of a time this is for yuh ter be 
catehin’ up on yore beauty sleep.”

With startled grunts, the outlaw's 
sprang awake, grabbing for six-guns 
beneath their pillows.

“ Cut it out!”  shouted the visitor. 
“ I come up ter talk ter Butch.”

A tall, broad-shouldered hombre, 
with a crimson-stained rug tied 
about his bullet-shaped head, 
climbed out of his bunk and came 
forward.

Butch Ambler, the leader of the
W W —4 5
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gang that had attacked Smoke 
Walsh, was one of the few who had 
taken the trouble to wash the Indian 
paint from his face.

Thick-necked and heavy-featured, 
he stared at Shade out of small, 
deep-set black eyes. When lie forcer! 
a grin of welcome, his thick lips drew 
back over snaggly yellow teeth.

“ Howdy, boss.”  lie  raked his 
heavy hand through his coarse black 
hair.

“ A fine job yuh did of ambnshin’ 
thefc rider, Smoke Walsh,”  snarled 
the Pony Express superintendent. 
“ I never ’lowed yo ’d let a kid like 
thet beat yuh so bad.”

Butch Ambler scowled. Before he 
answered, he returned to his bunk, 
pulled a quart bottle of whisky from 
beneath the blankets, unstoppered 
it and drank deeply.

“ Want a swig?”  He offered the 
bottle to Shade.

The superintendent took a drink, 
lie  wiped the back of his hand 
across his mouth.

“ Bute!!,”  he growled, “ I got an
other job for yuh ter do. An’ T 
don’? want it messed up, neither.”

“ Do yuh want us tor do some
thin' right away?”  The lieutenant 
looked longingly at the bunk from 
which ho had been routed. “ The 
boys is tired. I got a powerful 
headache. An\ vuh know', we lost 
Pete Feeney. lie  was guardin’ the 
bosses, an’ Smoke Walsh shot him.”

“ I didn’t know thet.”  Shade’s 
greenish eyes narrowed. “ But it 
don’t make no difference. I got 
word thet. a special stagecoach, due 
in Juleshurg from Denver to-mor- 
rer morn in’, is bringin’ an awful big 
heap o' gold.”

“ I low much?”  The tiredness 
seemed to drop from tho brawny 
Butch.

“ Seventy thousand dollars,”  the 
superintendent replied. “ It’s a spe- 
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cial shipment, bound fer the East. 
The stagecoach won’t be carryin’ no 
passengers— jest the driver an’ two 
guards.”

“ An’ yuh want us ter grab off the 
gold?”  The other grinned. “ 1 don’t 
reckon the gang is too tired fer a big 
job like thet.”

“ Certainly T want yuh ter grab 
the gold,”  Shade snorted. “ Be 
shore yuh kill the two guards, too. 
But let the driver escape off inter 
the woods some place.”

“ Huh!”  Butch wrinkled his low 
brow, puzzled. “ If yuh don’t want 
no witnesses ter what happened, 
why do yuh want, the driver left 
alive? Don’t yuh think he’ll talk?”

The superintendent laughed craft
ily and helped himself to another 
swig out of the whisky bottle.

“ I know he’ll talk,”  he retorted. 
“ But he’ll say jest what J want him 
to. Tiie driver will be Joe Dollivcr. 
I’ve already got it fixed with him ter 
tel! a certain story fer a little share 
o ’ the gold.”

“ Thet ain’t so dumb,”  praised the 
lieutenant. “ What’s the story Dol- 
liver’s s’posed ter tell?”

“ Waal”— Shade hesitated, as if 
uncertain how much of the plot to 
let, his follower in on— “ after the 
holdup, bein’ the only survivin’ wit
ness, the driver is goin’ ter say he 
recognized Smoke Walsh as the 
hombre who killed the guards an’ 
stole the gold.”

Butch Ambler’s jaw dropped in 
surprise.

“ But thet kid ain’t likely ter be 
anvwhar nigh the scene o ’ the rob
bery,”  he said.

“ I know he ain’t, yuh fool.”  Shade 
sneered, “ But nobody will bo able 
ter disprove what Dollivcr says, as 
long as j-ou an’ me an’ the rest o ’ 
the gang keeps our mouths shot.”

“ I see.”  Butch Ambler nodded. 
“ Y o’re framin’ Smoke Walsh.”
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“ Yeah.”  Shade Durant’s beak

nosed face flushed angrily. “ I ’ll 
show the upstart thar’s more than 
one way ter git a man. lie  thinks 
he’s goin’ ter git back on as a Pony 
Express rider. But by the time I 
git through outlawin' him, he won’t 
even dare ride a lonesome trail on a 
cloudy night.”

Butch did not say anything, but 
took a drink.

“ Yuh fellers better git busy,”  said 
the superintendent. “ Yuh got a 
long ride south o ’ Julcsburg.”

“ Don’t worry,”  replied Butch. 
“ Us fellers’ll be waitin’ fer the stage
coach when it comes along. An’ no
body but the driver will live ter tell 
about it.”

Shade Durant did not worry. He 
knew that the greed for gold alone 
would practically insure the gang’s 
carrying out the holdup as planned.

But it was not the thought of the 
loot that twisted the superintend
ent’s hawkish face in a cruel grin, 
lie  was visioning Smoke Walsh, (he 
hated youth who had beaten him 
again and again, riding the outlaw 
trails.

With a feeling of satisfaction. 
Shade strode out of the cabin and 
mounted his roan horse. In a few 
moments, he was spurring the poor 
critter at a fast pace down the pass 
through the Splitrock and toward 
Julcsburg.

CHAPTER V.
THE nOLDUP.

TOE B O IJJV E Ii was an insignifi- 
J cant-looking little hombre, with 
a face that reminded one of a rat. 
Watery blue eyes stared shiftily out 
from under the sloppy brim of his 
gray slouch hat. A stubble of sandy 
beard covered his hollow, leathery 
cheeks and weak chin.

He was a good driver, however, 
especially when he had a six-horse

team as good as the one he was 
driving on that particular day. In 
order to haul the heavy shipment 
of gold to Julesburg, the stage offi
cials at Denver had supplied the 
best caynses that they could obtain 
■—critters almost as good as those 
used in the Pony Express service.

Beside Joe on the driver’s seat, 
rode one tall, lanky guard, with a 
rifle lying across his buckskin-clad 
knees. The second guard, an older, 
bullet-scarred man, sat on the sway
ing top of the stagecoach, behind 
the others, gripping a big-barreled 
shotgun in his horny hands.

In addition to their long weapons, 
each of the guards wore a pair of 
,45s strapped on their hips. And 
there was small doubt that they 
knew how to use the guns.

Both of the guards were dressed 
in the style of the veteran scouts 
and trappers, in fringed buckskin 
shirts and trousers, with homemade 
beaverskin caps on their heads. 
Moccasins, instead of boots, covered 
their feet.

At Sioux Springs, south of Jules- 
burg a dozen miles, the driver halted 
to water his horses. He was begin
ning to wonder if the holdup he had 
planned with Shade Durant was go
ing to occur, after all. Joe Dolliver 
had been watching for the bandits 
all the way from Denver,

While the driver was busy water
ing the tired and thirsty cnyuses, 
the two guards climbed down from 
their seats and walked around the 
stagecoach, warily watching for ene
mies. One of them inspected the 
fastenings of the “ boot”  on the back 
of the heavy coach, where the pre
cious shipment of gold from the 
Colorado mines was concealed.

“ Plenty o ’ fellers would like to 
have thet yailer stuff,”  observed the 
tall guard who had been riding be
side the driver.
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Iiis name was A1 Saunders. And 

he talked with a nasal twang that 
reminded one of the New England 
hills rather than the mountains of 
Colorado.

“ Yeah.” Jim Burns, the other 
guard, bit off a chew of tobaceo 
from a thick black plug and worked 
his jaws vigorously for several sec
onds. “ I reckon thar’s plenty of 
hombres thet would give their right 
arms for the dinero we got to-day. 
But wouldn’t yuh jest like to see any 
of ’em try an’ git it?”  he continued, 
punctuating his question by spitting 
a brown stream of tobacco juice 
against the hub of the stagecoach’s 
right rear wheel.

Saunders swept the trees sur
rounding Sioux Springs with experi
enced brown eyes. He shifted his 
rifle a little in his bands. His 
weather-beaten face hardened.

“Nobody likes a good fight better 
than 1 do,”  he admitted.

“ Don’t I know thet?”  Burns 
laughed. “ Do yuh remember the 
time we was scoutin’ fer the army 
down around Santa Fe an’ ran inter 
thet big bunch o ’ redskins? I recol
lect yuh was shootin’ so fast, the 
heat of yore rifie barrel almost blis
tered yore paws. If' it hadn’t been 
fer yuh------ ”

The old frontiersman would have 
gone on recalling incidents of an ex
citing life, but his partner inter
rupted him.

“ I was goin’ to say,”  said Saun
ders, “ thet, while I do cnj’y a good 
fight as well as the next man, I pre
fer to have, ’em on the level. I ’d 
rather have the odds about oven. 
An’ I don’t hanker none fer an am
bush.”

“ Do yuh think anybody would 
dare try to steal this gold, while me 
an’ yuh are on the stagecoach?” 
Bums patted the stock of his heavy 
shotgun affectionately.

“ This spot right hyar would be 
fine fer a holdup,”  Saunders replied, 
sweeping the muzzle of his rifle 
around to point at the trees.

He was right about the spot being 
a fine one for a holdup. Sioux 
Springs were located at the bottom 
of one of the small, round basins 
that are common in the plains coun
try east of the Rocky Mountains. 
A brook, fed by the springs, flowed 
through a gap to the south. Cotton
woods and aspens choked the gently 
sloping walls of the little valley to 
the rim.

Coming up from the south, the 
trail of the stagecoach followed 
along the tiny crock. But north- 
ward, the road climbed straight over 
the edge of the basin— a hard pull 
for a team, even though it was not 
very steep.

Jim Burns scoffed at the idea of 
a robbery, however.

“ Pshaw!”  he laughed. “ Do yuh 
think the three of us couldn’t stand 
off any gang o ’ coyotes thet wanted 
the gold?”

“ Three of us?”  Saunders frowned. 
“ Who else yuh countin’ on besides 
us two, pard?”

“ Why, the driver, of course.”  The 
other looked surprised.

“ I wouldn’t count too much on 
him, if I was yuh.”  The tall guard 
lowered his voice. “ Somehow I 
don’t trust him none too much.”

“ Huh!”  Burns nearly swallowed 
his chew of tobacco. “ Do yuh mean 
yuh think he might be a crook?”

The question went unanswered. 
Before Saunders could say anything, 
the subject of the discussion came 
around the back of the stage.

“ Waal,”  he announced, with a 
crooked grin, “ the hosscs have fin
ished drinkin’. I’m ready ter pull 
out, if yuh are.”

“ Can’t git movin’ any too quick 
to suit us,”  Saunders growled.
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Joe Dolliver climbed to his seat, 
picked up his lines and his whip. 
The guards quickly took their posi
tions. The stage coach lurched as 
the driver cracked his lash over the 
backs of the cayuses.

For a short distance, the horses 
went at a run. Then the hill out of 
the basin was reached. Gradually 
the pace slowed to a trot, then to a 
walk.

A1 Saunders’s glance darted from 
tree to tree on the hillside, his brown 
eyes narrow and hard. His lean, 
leathery face was grim with the ex
pectation of trouble.

Burns was not so worried, and 
consequently less cautious. Holding 
his heavy shotgun loosely across his 
knees, he chewed tobacco steadily.

Joe Dolliver grinned. He brought 
his whip down in a stinging blow 
across the backs of the horses.

T h u d ! The dull sound of a bullet 
striking into human flesh was almost 
smothered by the rumbling of the 
stagecoach.

But Saunders suddenly sprang 
from his seat beside the driver. For 
a second, the tall, lanky form of the 
frontiersman swayed there. From 
the trees to the left of the trail came 
the belated report of a rifle.

Saunders struggled to lift his own 
weapon. But it slipped from his 
gnarled hands and clattered clown 
under the wheels of the stagecoach.

With a sighing cry, the guard 
slumped forward. An instant more, 
and he would have followed his rifle, 
plunging down behind the cayuses.

But Jim Burns had recognized the 
meaning of the first tlmd of the bul
let. For a second, the smaller guard 
sat paralyzed by surprise.

His eyes popped. His weather
beaten features sharpened with 
amazement. He coughed violently 
to prevent swallowing his mouthful 
of tobacco.

A1 Saunders was pitching off the 
stagecoach. With a quick, darting 
clutch, old Jim seized the buckskin- 
clad shoulders of his friend. He 
pulled him back on top of the stage
coach. But Saunders slumped down 
there like an empty feed sack.

It took no more than a glance to 
see that he was already dead. A 
crimson stain, as broad as a man’s 
hand, spread over the left side of 
his chest.

“ A!!" Jim’s wailing cry was that 
of a person who has lost his best 
friend.

The smaller guard’s jaws clamped 
grimly over his quid of tobacco. He 
and Saunders had been pals for 
years, had faced death many times 
together.

No doubt, the first thought of the 
remaining friend was to stop and 
battle the murderer, or murderers, 
right then. But he realized the gold 
must be got to safety first.

A1 Saunders was already dead. 
Nothing could be done for him. 
Propping the body against the back 
of the driver’s box, so that it would 
not fall off, Jim Burns took on the 
entire job of guarding the precious 
gold.

Joe Dolliver jerked back on his 
lines, almost bringing the stage
coach to a complete stop. He was 
looking back over his shoulder at 
the body of Saunders, with a pecu
liar, excited expression on his ratlike 
face.

“ Keep goin’ !”  old Jim snapped. 
“ Whup yore hosses, yuh fool! Git 
io the open prairie, whar we got a 
chance fer a runnin’ fight.”

The driver did not obey. lie  
looked as if he wanted to leap from 
his seat and run for the cover of the 
trees.

Another gun roared. Another. 
And another.

Jim Burns heard the bullets hum
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ming around his head. One leaden 
slug plucked at his buckskin shirt, 
grazing his left shoulder. One 
picked off his beaver cap and sent 
it whirling across the trail.

The veteran fighter swung the 
muzzle of his shotgun around in a 
circle. But he could not see the at
tackers. Puffs of smoke showed 
where the muzzles of guns were 
thrust around trees. But the nra- 
hushers themselves were well hid
den.

Dolliver perched on the edge of 
his seat, like a small animal ready 
to jump and run for it at any in
stant. In spite of their fear of the 
shooting, the horses had halted.

Bullets were coming thicker 
around Burns. He could not stay 
where he was, exposed on top of the 
motionless stagecoach, more than a 
few seconds longer, without meet
ing the same fate as A1 Saunders.

“ Whop them hosses!”  he shouted 
to Dolliver again.

The driver still did not move, 
however. With an angry yell at the 
startled cayuscs, the guard seized 
the whip from Do!liver’s hand and 
brought it down furiously across the 
backs of the critters.

The stagecoach lurched ahead 
violently. Dolliver was almost 
hurled from his seat. But if he had 
wanted to leap, he must have lost 
the desire suddenly, because the 
vehicle was moving at a terrific 
speed.

White-faced and pop-eyed, he 
made no attempt to stop Burns, as 
the latter lashed the horses again. 
The driver held the lines, but he 
was powerless to use them.

“ I'll show the skunks how to 
fight,” shouted the guard, kneeling 
beside the body of his slain pal and 
dropping the whip to snatch up his 
shotgun again.

The skin of his face looked like an

old piece of saddle leather in the 
bright sunlight. The sears of several 
old bullet wounds criss-crossed his 
cheeks and forehead. His eyes 
blazed fiercely through a lock of 
iron-gray hair that tumbled down 
over his brows. Thumbing the 
hammers of his heavy shotgun, he 
spat a brown stream of tobacco 
juice over the side of the stagecoach.

Old Jim, who had fought Indians 
and bandits from the tops of speed
ing, swaying stagecoaches before, 
was using the right plan in making 
the horses race. But in this case, 
the run was a short one.

Halfway to the top of the hill, 
two of the bandits showed them
selves. Leaping in front of the 
madly plunging eavuscs, they com
menced shooting and yelling to 
frighten the team.

With snorts of fear, the leading 
horses swerved aside against the 
trees that hemmed the narrow trail. 
The barrier stopped the terrorized 
animals effectively. The stagecoach 
lurched violently, skidded around on 
two wheels, nearly overturning, then 
righted itself and came to a stand
still.

In an instant, the stage was sur
rounded by bandits. Jim Burns's 
eye fell on Butch Ambler and sev
eral other members of the Splitrock 
gang. Feeling that there was no 
need to disguise themselves, since 
the only witnesses they feared were 
to be killed, the crooks had not re
sorted to their usual Indian paint 
and feathers for the stage holdup.

“ Yuh skunk!”  Burns jerked the 
muzzle of his shotgun toward the 
leader of the gang. “ I ’ll make yuh 
pay for killin’ my pal!”

At that instant, one of the other 
outlaws fired at the guard with a 
six-gun. The bullet laid open a 
crimson gash across Burns’s left 
cheek.
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With un angry yell, the guard 
swerved the muzzle of his shotgun 
toward his attacker and squeezed 
the trigger. The explosion sounded 
like a blast of dynamite, in compari
son with the sharper reports of the 
rifles and six-guns.

The gunman did not even gasp. 
With nearly the whole front of his 
chest torn away by the heavy charge 
of buckshot from the shotgun, the 
robber pitched over on his back, 
glassy-eyed.

“ I ’ l l  s h o w  y u h  h o w  t o  f i g h t ,  y u h  
coyotes!”  Burns yelled, shifting the 
muzzle of his heavy weapon toward 
another of his enemies.

C ra sh !  The explosion of the sec
ond barrel of the shotgun shook the 
basin.

Another member of the gang 
dropped as the first hombre had 
done. The other outlaws looked 
paralyzed by fear for a moment.

“ Git the guard!”  Butch Ambler’s 
snarling voice thundered. “ Are yuh 
goin’ ter stand thar like a bunch o’ 
ninnies, waitin’ fer him ter shoot 
yuh?”

At the words of their leader, the 
bandits sprang forward over the 
bodies of their two fallen pards. A 
volley of shots rang from the 
muzzles of the gang’s guns.

Strangely, none of the bullets flew 
near enough to Joe DoIIiver to en
danger him. All of them were aimed 
at the guard.

Old Jim dropped flat beside the 
body of his murdered partner just 
in time to dodge the leaden hail. 
With his weather-beaten face 
flushed in anger, he let go of his 
empty shotgun and reached for the 
twin .45s on his hips.

C ra sh ! W h a m ! A s  fast as his 
knotty fingers could squeeze the 
triggers, he fired at the crooks.

Another one of the outlaws went 
down, wounded through his right

leg. For a few moments, the guard’s 
fierce shooting drove the rest of the 
gang back. But then they settled 
down to shooting in return.

Chips flew off the wooden top of 
the stagecoach as bullets felt for 
Jim Burns. Stretched flat on the 
roof, he was somewhat protected 
from direct fire. Nevertheless, it 
was only a matter of seconds until 
he was wounded severely in a dozen 
places.

His own six-guns clicked, empty. 
Tossing his gray hair back out of his 
eyes, he tore the .45s out of A) 
Saunders’s holsters and began firing 
them.

For hours, it seemed, although it 
could only have been a matter of 
minutes, the battle raged, with nei
ther side seeming to gain. It was 
beginning to look as if the lone 
guard might stand off the gang, 
after all.

“ Git him! Rush him!”  Butch 
Ambler shouted, mixing in violent 
oaths over the failure of his men to 
finish off one lone hombre.

“ Y o ’ll never take me!”  Jim Burns 
yelled, cramming new cartridges 
into the cylinders of his empty guns.

The bandits started forward, but 
hesitated in the face of a new burst 
of fire from the guard. Joe DoIIiver 
must have decided that the holdup 
was doomed to failure.

Although he had made no move 
to help the guard fight off the gang, 
the driver suddenly leaped to his 
feet and grabbed a six-gun from his 
hip. Whirling toward Burns, DoI
Iiver jabbed his weapon at the vet
eran battler and thumbed back the 
hammer.

“ I ’ll kill yuh, then!” the driver 
grunted.

“ Huh?”  The guard, who had 
been too busy to pay any attention 
to the other, jerked about. DoIIi
ver had the drop on him. The fin
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ger of the driver already was tight
ening on the trigger of his .45.

Behind the gun, the ratlike face 
of the little hombre was twisted in 
a cruel grin. Ilis watery blue eyes 
were narrowed.

Jim Burns tried to jerk his weap
ons toward Dolliver.

“ Yuh rat!”
W h a m !  The old guard did not 

have time to protect himself, as 
flame suddenly burst from the 
muzzle of the driver’s .45.

CHAPTER VI.
SMOKE SQUARES ACCOUNTS.

J-JAZING the bunch of recovered 
Flying W cayuses out of the 

corral and toward the long, rich 
grass at the big bend of Coyote 
Creek, Smoke Walsh’s feelings were 
strangely mixed that morning.

It was great to be home, wonder
ful to see his mother and brother 
again. But the loss of his Pony Ex
press job still worried the rider. 
Even with the return of a few of the 
stolen horses to the Flying W 
Ranch, it would be difficult for the 
Walsh family to eke out a living 
without Smoke’s salary.

The waddv realized that he might 
be able to go to Big Tim Flanagan, 
the general manager of the Pony 
Express, and get his job back. But 
he did not want to do that.

“ If T can’t hold down the place 
on my own merits, or show up Shade 
Durant as the crook I think he is, I 
reckon I ’ ll have to starve,”  he mut
tered soberly, as he loped along.

Ilis face reflected his thoughts. 
His brown eyes were clouded, but 
his square jaw set doggedly. The 
jagged scar across ilis forehead 
gleamed brightly in the sunshine.

Suddenly his whole attitude 
changed, however. He jerked more 
erect in his saddle. His eyes wid

ened and brightened. He drew his 
blaek horse, Raven, to a sliding stop.

“ What was thet?”  he cried, turn
ing his head as if better to listen for 
the repetition of some distant 
sound.

B o o m !  There it was repeated.
With his cay use halted, Smoke’s 

keen ears caught the sound plainer 
than they had a few seconds before. 
Instantly the rider’s mind sought to 
interpret the meaning of the explo
sion.

“ It sounded like a shotgun,”  he 
said. “ It don’t seem hardly pos
sible thet anybody could be huntin’ 
with a shotgun this fur from town.”

His ears strained. And as the 
loose Flying W horses raced on 
ahead, further sounds reached 
Smoke above the beating of the ani
mals’ hoofs.

“ Rifles an’ six-guns!” cried the 
waddy. “ It sounds more like a 
huntin’ party.”

For another moment, he sat mo
tionless, straining his ears to the 
sounds. Then his face flushed a 
shade darker. His brown eyes nar
rowed. The scar on his brow twisted 
as he frowned.

“ The shoutin’ is over toward 
Sioux Springs,”  he muttered. “ The 
stagecoaeh from Denver comes up 
that way. I wonder------ ”

He did not bother to complete his 
thought. With a sudden, quick jab 
of his spurs, he sent his surprised 
horse flying across the prairie in the 
direction of the shooting.

And that cayuse, Raven, could 
travel. Better even than any of the 
Pony Express animals, its white- 
stockingcd legs moved with the ease 
of a well-oiled machine. Its hoofs 
seemed barely to skim the tops of 
the grass.

It was several miles from the Fly
ing W Ranch to Sioux Springs. 
But Raven did not slow his pace.
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Bending low over the whipping 
mane of the horse, Smoke heard the 
sounds of the shots growing louder.

“ If it’s a holdup, the Splitrock 
gang must be in on it. An’ I ’ll give 
’em a big surprise, maybe,”  he said, 
but the wind swept his words be
hind him.

His jaw clamped grimly. His lips 
pressed into a thin, hard line. Loop
ing his reins over the horns of his 
saddle, he gripped the handles of the 
twin six-guns holstered on his hips.

Although Haven was running at 
breakneck speed, it seemed to the 
Flying W waddy as if lie never was 
going to reach his goal. Finally, 
however, he raced over the northern 
rim of the basin in which Sioux 
Springs was located. What he saw 
happening on the trail halfway up 
from the floor of the valley caused 
him to drag his cayuse to a sliding 
halt.

A stagecoach was wedged against 
the trees on one side of the road, its 
horses plunging wildly, but tangled 
in their harness and powerless to 
move the heavy vehicle. Surround
ing the coach were members of the 
Splitrock gang.

On top of the stage, the body of 
one dead man was stretched. But 
another hombre was standing off the 
bandits bravely with a pair of smok
ing ,45s. The driver, a rat-faced 
little fellow, was seated on his box, 
taking no part in the battle.

“ What’s the matter with him?” 
Smoke growled. “ Don’t he keor if 
a bunch o ’ coyotes rob the stage
coach?”

The waddy’s questions were an
swered partially at once. lie  saw 
the driver suddenly leap to his feet, 
jerk out his six-gun and whirl to
ward the guard.

“ I got yuh!”  The shout of the 
rat-faced hombre floated upward to 
the Flying W waddy.

The latter was too paralyzed by 
surprise to act for an instant.

W h a m !  The driver’s .45 cracked 
viciously.

Smoke saw the guard spring sud
denly upright on top of the stage
coach. A gaping crimson hole was 
in his chest.

For an instant, he tried to raise 
the muzzles of his hot six-guns to
ward his slayer. But life was ebb
ing too rapidly.

Without a sound, Jim Burns 
seemed simply to wilt. Still grip
ping his .45s. he plunged head-first 
over the side of the stagecoach. 
There on the trail, he lay still.

Smoke Walsh's face was drawn 
and white with horror. He saw 
Butch Ambler and the rest of the 
Splitrock gang swarming forward 
toward the stagecoach. Suddenly 
all the fury of justice was unleashed 
in the heart of the Flying W waddy.

“ Thieves! Murderers!”  Smoke 
shouted, kicking his spurs into the 
flanks of his horse.

Face grim, six-guns gripped in his 
hands, he bolted down the hill to
ward the holdup at reckless speed. 
If Raven should stumble------

But Raven was too sure-footed to 
stumble. Tearing down madly, he 
carried his master within easy six- 
gun range as the startled bandits 
jerked around from the richly loaded 
stagecoach.

Several of the outlaws gave cries 
of fear. The driver of the stage
coach whirled about, with his .45 in 
his hand. Ilis weak face paled. His 
watery blue eves nearly popped 
from liis head.

From his position, Joe Pollivor 
could have done as much as any of 
the bandits to stop Smoke. But the 
hombre with the face and spirit of 
a rat did not have that much cour
age. With a whining cry of fear, he 
let his murderous six-gun drop from
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his nerveless fingers, while he him
self dived head first into the thicket 
at the side of the stagecoach.

Smoke Walsh knew, of course, 
that the driver had played a part in 
the holdup plot. But he could not 
do anything to halt the fleeing man 
then. At least one of the Splitrock 
gang was recovering from his sur
prise rapidly.

“ It’s lliet dunged young Walsh 
liombrc!”  Butch Ambler bellowed at 
his men. “ Wc got ter kill him now

The rest of the words were 
drowned out by the explosion of the 
notched .45 in the hand of the burly 
gang leader. Smoke winced slightly 
as the bullet burned across his ribs, 
a few inches below his heart.

'Hie young waddy did not even 
slacken the speed of his horse, how
ever. Guiding the animal by the 
pressure of his knees, he raced 
straight toward his foes with his six- 
guns held steady in his hands.

Butch Ambler’s heavy face twisted 
in fury. Ills small black eyes 
gleamed.

“ What yuh doin’ hvar?”  lie 
snarled, jerking up the muzzle of his 
.45 as the rider came nearer.

Smoke Walsh’s face was flushed 
now. When he spoke, the words 
came between clenched teeth.

“ Yo’re goin’ to pay fer some o’ 
the crimes yo ’ve done, yuh skunk!”

Butch was squeezing the trigger 
of his .45. Smoke’s guns jabbed for
ward.

C ra sh ! W h a m !  Two shots rang 
out, so close together as to sound 
almost like one.

In reality, the Colt in Smoke 
Walsh's right hand flamed just a 
fraction of a second before Butch 
Ambler. And that brief interval of 
time was sufficient.

Butch Ambler lurched backward 
violently, jerking the muzzle of his

.45 upward, just as it exploded. 
The bullet whistled away harm
lessly, •several feet above the Fly
ing W  waddy’s head.

With a blank expression sweeping 
over his heavy features, Butch 
rocked on his feet for a moment. 
Then, with a crimson stain spread
ing over the left side of his shirt, he 
flopped backward to the ground. 
His eyes stared unsccingly at the 
blue sky.

“ The rest o’ yuh rannics, hoist 
’em!”  Smoke snapped at the other 
bandits.

One of them, less paralyzed by 
surprise than his pards, (“hopped 
down his Colt at the young waddy.

H7?rm/ Smoke squeezed the trig
ger of his left-hand six-gun.

The outlaw dropped as his leader 
had done, a few moments earlier, 
with Bis unfired .45 gripped in his 
dead hand.

That was too much for the re
maining bandits. With shouts of 
fear, they broke for the timlror. In 
a few seconds, before Smoke could 
halt them, they had disappeared.

With his bronzed face grim, the 
waddy sat motionless, listening to 
the crashing of the brush as the out
laws fled. IBs hands gripped his 
six-guns tightly. He wanted to 
chase the fugitives— round them all 
up. But then he shrugged,

“ I don’t reckon they’ll trouble 
this part o ’ the country much 
more,”  lie said. “ The only feller I 
ought to bother with now is the 
stagecoach driver, 1he murderin’ rat. 
I ’ll trail him and make him tell me 
what the plot was. And then, I 
reckon, Shade Durant won’t be sur
prised, maybe, to see me cornin’ 
back to Julosburg.”

Shade Durant had a visitor. 
Across the desk from the superin
tendent sat a massive man, well over
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six feet in height, and broad in pro
portion. lie  was not fat, but hard 
as iron, noth muscles bulging be
neath his silk shirt and expensive 
clothing.

His face was wide, red, and good- 
natured. But the manner in which 
he wore a .45 tied down low on his 
right thigh indicated that he would 
be a dangerous man to cross, 
whether he chose to use that weapon 
or his big, knotted fists.

He was Big Tim Flanagan, the 
fighting Irishman who had been 
mainly responsible for making the 
Pony Express the success that it 
was. Ills inspection visit to Jules- 
burg was as unexpected as it was 
unwelcome to Shade Durant.

“ Yuli won't find nothin’ wrong on 
this divsion, boss,”  Shade stated, in 
an oily tone.

“ No?”  The manager stared out 
of the window to the street, where 
night was falling. “ Y o’ve shore been 
losin’ enough bosses recently, Shade. 
An’ I don’t: mind tollin’ yuh, I figure 
yuh could have avoided some o’ the 
holdups yuh been havin’ lately.”

“ Can T help it, if Injuns run off 
the company’s stock, now' an’ then?” 
the superintendent asked. “ I can’t 
be everywhar at once, yuh know.”

“ What about thet stagecoach thel 
was due in from Denver to-day with 
the heavy shipment o’ gold?”  de
manded Big Tim.

“ Why, I ain’t seen it yet,”  replied 
Shade. “ Been expectin’ it ter pull 
up every minute.”

“ Yuh ought to ’a’ started out 
lookin’ fer it long ’fore this,” 
growled the big boss, drumming his 
knuckles on the desk thoughtfully.

The superintendent dodged a re
ply by busying himself with lighting 
a kerosene lamp, suspended from the 
ceiling. He was almost sorry that 
he had framed the holdup for that 
day.

If Big Tim even so much as sus
pected that Shade was in on the 
plot, the superintendent would fire 
him immediately. And the seventy 
thousand dollars that the stage
coach carried was only a tiny sum 
in comparison with the loot Shade 
expected to get, if he held his posi
tion a while longer.

“ What became o ’ thet kid, Smoke 
Walsh, I told yuh to put on as a 
rider?”  asked the manager suddenly 
as the superintendent finished light
ing the lamp anti sat down.

“ Huh!”  Shade was surprised 
that the other’s interest was so great 
in young Walsh. “ Why—er— I 
found thet the kid wasn’t worth a 
hang ter us—alius wastin’ time on 
the trail, an’ ridin’ inter more 
trouble than any feller yuh ever 
seen. So I fired him, jest yesterday 
inprnin’ .”

Big Tim frowned and shook his 
head, puzzled.

“ T’m sorry to hear thet about 
Smoke,”  he said. “ The only time I 
ever seen him, T figured he was a 
square-shooter if thar ever was one. 
Course, I reckon I might be wrong 
about my jedgment o ’ folks, once 
in a while.”

The tall superintendent grinned 
craftily. His greenish eyes gleamed. 
The manager would be plenty sur
prised, when he learned that the 
Flying W waddy had been identified 
as a stage robber and murderer.

“ But to come back to thet stage
coach thet’s bringin’ the gold,”  Big 
Tim growled. “ Don’t yuh ’low' yuh 
better hurry out an’ sec if anything 
has happened to it? If robbers git 
seventy thousand dollars in gold off 
us in one haul, it’ll cripple our busi
ness.”

“ Waal- — ” Shade was about to 
say that he would go at once, since 
he did not want to arouse the man
ager’s suspicions.



75The Holdup At Sioux Springs
But the sudden clatter of hoofs 

and the rattle of wheels on the street 
outside the office jerked both men to 
their feet.

“ I reckon thet’s the stagecoach 
now,”  cried Shade Durant, leaping 
toward the doorway.

“ We kin thank our lucky stars if 
it’s got the gold safe,”  grunted Big 
Tim, a step behind the superintend
ent.

They saw the anxiously awaited 
vehicle pull out of the shadows and 
come to a stop in the path of yellow 
lamplight in front of the doorway. 
But Shade Durant’s greenish eyes 
popped at sight of the driver.

The hombre on the box was 
Smoke Walsh, his scarred young 
face set in an expression of grim de
termination, On top of the coach 
belli ml the waddy perched Joe Dol- 
liver and a member of the Splitroek 
Rang.

Both of these hombres were se
curely bound with leather saddle 
strings. The bandit was groaning 
from the pain of a bullet wound in 
his leg.

The superintendent was dumb 
with surprise, for a few seconds. 
Then he stepped blusteringly toward 
the stagecoach.

“ What are yuh doin’ ?” he growled 
at Smoko Walsh. “ 1 thought I fired 
yuh.”

“ Yuh did.”  The waddy grinned 
mirthlessly. “ But I ’lowed yuh 
might hanker to see me again, on 
account o ’ the load I got inside the 
coach.”

“ The load yuh got?”  Shade 
grunted.

“ I don’t mean the gold.”  Smoke’s 
brown eyes narrowed. “ It’s safe in 
the boot on the back end o ’ the 
stagecoach. Yuh might open the 
door at the side, though, an’ see 
what else I brought.”

Mechanically, without the faint

est idea what to expect, the super
intendent sprang forward. Grasp
ing the handle, he jerked the stage
coach door open violently.

The body of Butch Ambler rolled 
out and dropped at Shade’s feet. 
The superintendent could see five 
other dead men— three Splitroek 
bandits and the two murdered stage 
guards— inside the coach.

Shade’s hawkish f;ice paled. His 
greenish eyes almost jumped from 
his head. Ilis jaw sagged for an in
stant.

Without Smoke Walsh’s words, 
the crooked superintendent realized 
what must have happened. lie  knew 
that he had to kill the waddy 
quickly, or the entire game would 
be up.

“ Yuh purty nigh framed one o ’ 
yore crooked plots on me,”  gritted 
Smoke Walsh from the top of the 
coach. “ But. I was lucky, even if I 
couldn’t save the two pore guards 
yore pals murdered. Dolliver, the 
little rat, told me everything about 
how yuh planned to steal the gold 
shipment, after 1 caught him in the 
brush out thar at Sioux Springs.”

Shade Durant gulped in sudden 
fear.

“ Yo’ll be lucky if vuh don’t hang 
on the same limb as him,”  added the 
Plying W waddy.

The superintendent's sharp face 
twisted with terror. His narrow 
green eyes gleamed.

“ Yuli won’t tell anything, yuh 
danged upstart!”  he snarled, his 
hands suddenly dropping toward the 
notched .4os on his hips.

Shade tore his weapons from his 
tied-down holsters with lightning 
speed.

C ra sh ! The two reports sounded 
as one, when the superintendent 
squeezed the triggers.

Smoke escaped death by suddenly 
leaping to his feet on top of the
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stagecoach. Even as Shade’s bullets 
sped by him, his hands darted to
ward the holsters at his slim waist.

His bronzed face was tense and 
set. The scar upon his forehead 
stood out white in the lamp light.

Down and up! His fingers tore 
six-guns from their leather holsters.

W h a m ! C ra sh ! The twin weap
ons flamed as their muzzles cleared 
the leather.

A wild scream burst from the su
perintendent's throat. He almost 
fell as the two bullets plowed into 
his chest. The notched .45s dropped 
from his hands.

He started to stoop and snatch 
for them. But he straightened tip, 
his hands empty. Staring glassilv 
at Smoke for a second, he stood reel
ing. Then nearly falling at every 
step, he staggered backward into the 
black shadows at the corner of the 
stage station.

Smoke Walsh sprang from the 
stagecoach and started in pursuit. 
But a gruff voice from the doorway 
of the station halted the young 
waddy.

“ Let the skunk go,”  said Big Tim 
Flanagan, stepping out of the build
ing where he had watched and heard 
everything. “ I don’t allow well 
have to worry about Shade Durant 
around Juiesburg any longer.”

“ I didn’t want to kill him,”  ex
plained Smoke. “ He was one hom- 
bre I aimed to save fer a noose, the 
dirty, double-crossin’ oovotc!”

The manager came closer and laid 
a friendly hand upon the waddy’s 
shoulder.

“ Don’t, yuh worry about thet,” 
advised the big man. “ Fellers like 
thet alius end up the same way. 
Y o’ve done enough fer justice in one 
day.”

Smoke Walsh’s brown eyes 
clouded at the thought of the killing 
he had been forced to do. He 
jabbed his six-guns into his holsters.

“ Thet’s all right,”  he said. “ But 
how about my ridin’ fer the Pony 
Express? Yuh see, Shade fired me 
yesterday.”

“ Fired yuh, eh!” Big Tim Flana
gan laughed heartily. “ Now listen 
hyar, son. Shade Durant ain’t 
workin’ fer the company any more. 
But you are. Yuh got a lifetime job 
if yuh want it.”

Even though Shade Durant is out o’ 
the way, we got a hunch thet Smoke’s job 
with the Pony Express ain’t goin’ ter be 
no cinch. Carryin’ Uncle Sam's mail 
across wild frontier country is plumb 
dangerous. A waddy’s li’ble ter find 
plenty of excitement doin’ it. Watch fer 
more Pony Express stories in cornin’ is
sues o’ Street & Smith’s Wild West 
Weekly.



Claim Jumpers 
Of Growling Mountain

A “Jim Hazel, Forest Ranger” Story

By Lee Harrington
Author of “ Outcasts of the Thunder Bird," etc.

JOCK” YAN'CY dropped to his 
knees in the prospect hole that 
he and his partner had dug in 

the side of Growling Mountain, 
which is one of the more lonely 
peaks of the mighty Thunder Bird 
Range.

Jn his gnarled right hand, the 
gray-must ached little prospector 
held ail open pocket knife, wit h 
which he proceeded to split the ends 
of three fuses which stuck out of the 
dynamite-loaded holes drilled in the 
rock. After a moment, he rose from 
his knees and blinked at a tall, bony 
scarecrow of a man, who leaned on

a long-handled shovel, watching 
him.

“ Better set the tools away, Mae.” 
said Yaney. “ She’s all ready to 
go.”

Angus MeGonigal, called “ Mae” 
for short, moved with the slow de
liberation of a man to whom time 
meant nothing at all. One by otic, 
he picked up the tools—a half dozen 
lengths of drill steel, two three-aml- 
ii-half-pound hammers, as many 
picks, and an iron “ spoon” used for 
cleaning rock dust out of the holes 
drilled in the rock, and two shovels.

Carefully he placed the tools he-



78 Street & Smith’s Wild West Weekly

hind a fallen log, which lay at some 
distance from the prospect hole. 
Then he slouched back to his part
ner.

“ Ye can light the fuses, Jock, me 
boy,”  he said, “ though I misdoubt 
’tis a waste of good powder.”

Yancy struck a match on the seat 
of his ragged blue overalls, stooped 
and held the flame to the end of a 
fuse. With a sharp hiss a pencil
sized streak of blue flame struck at 
the prospector’s hand.

When the three fuses had been 
lighted, the partners unhurriedly 
took safe positions behind two great 
pines.

A minute passed, with tiny 
wreaths of blue smoke curling up
ward from the sputtering fuses, the 
minute became ninety seconds, then 
the first charge of dynamite ex
ploded with a thunderous roar 
which caused a blue jay to shriek in 
terror.

Before the sound of the first ex
plosion had died away, it. was fol
lowed by two more in quick succes
sion. Hocks and dirt shot skyward 
in a great yellow cloud; then rattled 
earthward between the branches of 
the trembling pines.

When the last, fragment of rock 
had struck the ground, Jock Yancy 
stepped from behind his tree and 
walked leisurely toward the log be
hind which the tools had been hid
den. l ie  picked up a shovel and a 
pick and stood waiting for McGoni- 
gal to join him.

When a minute had passed with
out any sign of his partner, Yancy 
called him by name. Receiving no 
answer, be walked over to the tree 
behind which McGonigal had taken 
shelter.

McGonigal lay huddled on the 
ground, groaning with the pain of an 
arm which had been struck and 
broken by a fragment of falling rock.

Yancy stood staring a moment, 
then with a hoarse cry, he dropped 
to his knees beside the injured man.

“ Don’t tell me that yo ’rc hurt 
bad, Mac,”  said the little old pros
pector huskily. “ You wouldn’t die 
and leave me, Mac— not after bein’ 
partners for a matter of twenty 
years.”

McGonigal raised a face twasted 
with pain, and tried to smile into his 
partner’s fear-stricken eyes.

“ M y left arm is busted,”  he said 
shakily, “ You’ll have to take me 
down to the ranger station, Jock.”

Yancy glared at the rock which 
had struek his partner down. Then 
suddenly he uttered a startled shout. 
Rising to his feet, he stooped over 
the fragment of quartz.

“ We’ve struek it rich, Man!”  
shouted Yancy excitedly. “ The 
chunk of rock that busted yore arm 
is rich with gold!”

Picking up the fragment of 
quartz, he held it out for his part
ner to see.

“ That rock will go a dollar a 
pound in gold— two thousand dol
lars to the ton,”  said McGonigal, 
forgetful for the moment of his pain. 
“ That’s a lot o ’ siller, Jock. Go see 
if there’s more like it.”

There was more like it— several 
tons of rock which was worth thou
sands of dollars a ton. At last, after 
twenty years of prospecting, the 
partners had suddenly struck it rich.

“ You’d better fill a couple of sacks 
with the high-grade stuff,”  said M c
Gonigal. “ We’ll take it into town 
with us and trade it for enough grub 
and powder to go ahead with the 
work.”

“ I hate to leave the claim, Mac,”  
protested Yancy. “ Maybe some
body will jump it while were away.”

“ Not on your life, partner,”  said 
McGonigal. “ There is nobody but 
us on Growling Mountain.”
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An hour later, the partners were 
on their way to Thunderbolt. Me- 
Gonigal with his left arm bound 
tightly to his side led the way on 
an old brown horse. Behind him 
followed a pack animal loaded with 
two sacks of rich ore. Jock Yancy 
brought up the rear on an old black 
mule that flopped its ears to and fro 
at every step.

The prospectors had been gone a 
couple of hours when five heavily 
armed men rode up to the pros
pect hole. Flinging themselves from 
their horses, they examined the 
great: pile of rock broken out by the 
blast. Eagerly they passed chunks 
of the rich ore from hand to hand.

“ Lucky for us we heard the 
blast,” said a powerfully built man 
with an egg-shaped head. “ This is 
the richest strike that has been 
made since Growling Mountain was 
an ant hill.”

“ Let’s see if we can find the cabin 
of the fellers who made the strike,”  
suggested a weasel-faced little man 
with no chin. “ We’ll move in and 
jump the claim.”

Leaving their horses standing 
with trading reins, the five rascals 
searched until they found a floppy 
old tent, containing some blankets 
and a few provisions.

“ Them fellers must have been 
pretty near broke when thev struck 
it,”  said “ Egg-head.”  “ I ’ll bet a 
dollar the claim ain’t been re
corded. ”

“ That don’t need to make no dif
ference,”  said another man. “ There’s 
enough of us to hold the claim. If 
any one shows up, we’ll fill him full 
of lead before he has time to ask 
too many questions. Ain’t I right, 
Kruger?”

“ Scar-face” Kruger, leader of the 
gang of outlaws who for years bad 
had a hangout on Growling Moun-
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tain, thumbed his rcd-stubbled chin 
thoughtfully.

“ I wonder what became of the 
fellers who made the strike,”  he 
growled. “ It seems queer that 
they’d go off and leave it.”

“ Probably got all excited and 
went to Thunderbolt to tell every
body the news,” said Egg-head. 
“ There’ll be a stampede in here, the 
first thing we know.”

“ Let’s see if we can find any loca
tion stakes,”  suggested another des
perado. “ If there ain’t any, the 
claim is just as much ours as any
body clse’s.”

They found no location stakes, for 
MeGonigal and Yancy hadn’t 
thought it necessary to stake the 
claim until they found out whether 
it was worth while to do so.

“ Tell you what we’ll do,”  said 
Scar-face Kruger. “ Two of yuh 
spend the rest of the day staking 
the claim accordin’ to law. You, 
Egg-head, had better hit the trail 
for Thunderbolt City and record the 
claim. The other two of us will pick 
lip all the rich ore broken out by 
the blast and take it over to our 
hangout on the other side of the 
mountain.”

“ Suppose I run across the fellers 
who struck it rich,”  objected Egg
head. “ They’re likely to kick up a 
stink, if they learn that I've re
corded their claim.”

“  ’Tain’t their claim any more 
than it’s ours,”  said Scar-face Kru
ger. “ The claim will lac long to the 
feller who records it first. Anyway, 
yuh ran stop overnight at the Thun
der Giver ranger station and inquire 
if any prospectors have lately 
passed that way.”

“ I ain’t got any likin’ for rangers,” 
said Egg-head doubtfully. “ Besides, 
the ranger might ask a lot of ques
tions I ’d find it hard to answer.” 

“ Yuh won’t need to answer ’em.”
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said Scar-face, “ Keep yore mouth 
shut and yore ears open. Let the 
ranger do the talkin’.”

II.
Tt was after dark when Egg-head 

reached the Thunder River ranger 
station, but a light shining through 
the little four-paned window of the 
cabin showed that somebody was at 
home.

Dismounting from his horse, the 
outlaw stood looking at the lighted 
window, wondering what kind of re
ception he might expect. Though 
he was unknown to Jim Hazel, the 
forest ranger, Egg-head felt very 
much afraid, for he had committed 
more than one crime before he had 
come to Growling Mountain.

Twice he took a step forward, and 
twice he stopped. Then, with his 
right hand resting on the butt of his 
bolstered six-gun, he summoned 
courage enough to stride forward 
and knock at the cabin door.

Shuffling footsteps sounded inside 
the cabin, then the door opened. 
Framed against a background of 
yellow light stood a little old man 
with a gray mustache and near
sighted, {jeering eyes.

Taken aback at the sight of an 
old man where he had expected a 
stalwart, khaki-clad ranger, Egg
head fell back a step.

“ I— I ’m lookin’ for the ranger,” 
he stammered. “ Thought maybe 
he’d let me stay overnight.”

“ The ranger ain’t hyar, pardner,” 
said the old man in the doorway. 
“ But I reckon it’ll be all right for 
you to stay. M y name is Jock 
Yancy.”

Egg-hcad stepped into the cabin, 
closed the door behind him and 
sank into a chair. Yancy set a cof
feepot on the stove and thrust a 
stick of wood into the fire box.

“ On your way to town, I reckon,”  
said the old prospector. “ Too bad 
you didn’t get hyar sooner. Jim 
Hazel, the ranger, left a few hours 
ago with my partner.”

Remembering the advice given 
him by Scar-face Kruger, the des
perado merely nodded.

“ Yes, sir,”  went on Jock Yancy, 
“ my partner and me was prospectin’ 
on Growling Mountain, and a rock 
fell on M ac’s left arm and broke tbe 
bone. It'll be months afore he can 
swing a pick.”

Egg-head sat up straighter in his 
chair at the mention of Growling 
Mountain. Undoubtedly, he 
thought, Yancy was one of the men 
who had struck it rich. But all the 
outlaw said was:

“ A busted arm is bad medicine.”
“ Ain’t it?”  agreed Yancy. “ I ’ll 

have to hold down the claim alone 
until Mac gets back. Fact is, I ’m 
returnin’ to Growling Mountain in 
the mornin’.”

Egg-head ate the supper prepared 
for him by the old man, then he 
filled and lighted a corncob pipe and 
seated himself near the stove.

“ Strike anything?”  he asked, in 
what he thought to be a casual tone 
of voice.

Jock Yancy was about to admit 
that he had struck it rich, but he 
thought better of it as he remem
bered that the claim was not re
corded.

“ Nothing to speak of,”  he said. 
“ We’re just prospectin’ .”

Egg-hcad tried in vain to get the 
old man to admit that he had struck 
it rich. All the desperado’s ques
tions received only evasive replies. 
At last Jock Yancy suggested that 
it was time for bed.

Lying in his bunk, listening to the 
old prospector’s snoring, Egg-head 
wondered what Yancy would do 
when he found that the outlaw gang

W W - 5 8
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had jumped his claim. Show fight, 
probably, thought the desperado, 
and that would m?an the end of 
him.

For Egg-head knew Scar-face 
Kruger weii enough to be sure that 
he would not hesitate to murder the 
old prospector. Having come to 
that conclusion, the outlaw fell 
asleep.

He was awakened shortly after 
daylight by Jock Yancy, who had 
breakfast ready. An hour later, 
they both left the cabin,

“ If you should ever find yourself 
on Growling Mountain,”  said Yancy 
in parting, “ it might be a good idea 
to prospeet around a little. You 
might find something worth while.”

Egg-head arrived in Thunderbolt 
City a few minutes before the 
county recorder’s office closed for 
the day. After tying his horse to 
the wooden rail in front of the court
house, he hitched up his sagging belt 
and swaggered into the office.

“ I want to record a minin’ claim,” 
said Egg-head. “ It’s on Growlin’ 
Mountain.”

Joe Shanahan— the whitc-sliirtcd, 
narrow-shouldered, gray-haired rec
order—glanced up from his books.

“ Got a copy of your location no
tice with you?”  he asked.

Egg-head admitted that he had 
overlooked the matter, blit said that 
he eon Id describe the claim by land
marks.

“ (). K .,”  said the recorder. “ Fill 
out one of those blank forms you’ll 
find on the desk behind you.”

When Egg-head presented the 
fillcd-out form, the recorder read it 
with a swift glance. Then he exam
ined his book of records.

“ You’re out of luck,”  he said at 
last. “ The claim was recorded a 
year ago by the three Tigor boys, of 
Gunsight Lake.”

“ It can’t have been,”  said Egg-
WW-6B
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head. “ The assessment work was 
only finished yesterday.”

Joe Shanahan’s eyes grew cold, 
and he closed his book.

“ Sure you are not trying to jump 
somebody else’s claim, stranger?” he 
asked. “ You are the second man 
who has tried to record that claim 
during the past twenty-four hours.” 

“ Huh?” said Egg-head, “ m a t  
are yuh gettin’ at?”

“ Man by the name of McGonigal 
tried yesterday to record the same 
claim in the names of himself and 
a fellow called Yancy,”  said the 
recorder. “ Tt looks to me as if it 
needs a forest ranger to straighten 
things out: so I told Jim Hazel 
about it. He has promised to look 
into the matter.”

“ But I don’t see----------- ”  began
Egg-head.

The recorder came out from
around the counter and started to
ward the door of the office.

“ It ’s closing time,”  he said.
“ Sorry I can’t do any more for you. 
You’d better go talk to the Tigor 
brothers and the ranger. You’ll find 
them over at Cheerful Johnny’s ho
tel.”

In the office of “ Cheerful John
ny’s”  hotel, Egg-head found a group 
of men gathered around a heap of 
golden quartz which lay on the desk. 
Among them was a tail, blue-eyed 
young fellow wearing the uniform 
of a forest ranger. Standing beside 
him was Angus McGonigal. His 
left, arm was in splints and rested in 
a sling made from a black silk hand
kerchief.

Elbowing his way through the 
crowd. Egg-head picked up a piece 
of quartz ami examined it. Then 
he took from his pocket another 
piece of quartz, which he had 
brought with him, and compared 
the two. Undoubtedly they had 
both been broken off the same vein.
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Turning to the ranger, Egg-head 
laid a hand on his shoulder.

“ Looks like somebody has been 
stealing ore from my claim on 
Growling Mountain,”  said the out
law. “ Know anything about it?”

Talk ceased among the crowd, 
and like one man, they eyed the 
speaker.

Then a tall, hook-nosed moun
taineer stepped forward and shook 
a fist beneath Egg-head’s nose.

“ I ’m Bill Tigor,”  he drawled, 
“ and that heap of high-grade on the 
desk, as well as that chunk of quartz 
in yore hand, came off a claim on 
Growlin’ Mountain that belongs to 
me and my brothers, Curt, and 
young Gabe, Wc located the claim, 
and it's on record in the recorder’s 
office.

“ Wc never was able to find the 
vein, but wc done the assessment 
work accordin’ to law,”  lie went on. 
“ If yuh didn’t find our slakes and 
the location notice we left on the 
claim, that’s too bad, stranger.”

Angus McGoniga! nodded agree
ment.

“ I guess me and my partner, 
Jock Yancy, are out of luck, too,” 
he said soberly. “ We started dig- 
gin’ in the first likely place we 
found, without troublin’ to find out 
if we was on anybody else’s claim.”

Maddened at the thought that 
he and his companions would be 
thrown off the rich claim they had 
jumped, Egg-head lost his head 
completely.

“ Yuh just try to take our claim 
away from us, yuh hook-nosed old 
buzzard!”  he shouted at Bill Tigor. 
“ We’ll fill yuli so clanged full of lead 
that------ ”

B iff! Bill Tigor’s fist smashed 
Egg-head’s nose to a pulp, and with 
a hoarse cry, the outlaw staggered 
backward, with his right hand 
reaching for his gun,

B a n g !  Missing Bill Tigor’s head 
by a scant inch, the desperado’s bul
let struck another man squarely be
tween the eyes.

Before the miner’s body reached 
the floor, before Egg-hcad could fire 
another shot, Jim Hazel had 
knocked the six-gun out of his hand, 
twisted the outlaw’s arms behind his 
back and snapped handcuffs on his 
wrists.

“ Lynch him! Get a rope!”
“ Fill the dirtv skunk full of 

lead!”
“ He killed pore Mike Tierney!”
These and other shouts rose from 

the enraged miners as they tried to 
tear the handcuffed desperado out 
of Jim Hazel’s grip.

They might have succeeded, but 
the three Tigor boys stepped in 
front of the ranger and his prisoner, 
with six-guns leveled at the crowd.

“ Go easy, boys,”  drawled Bill 
Tigor. “ Xccktic parties is out of 
date up hyar in the Thunder Bird 
Range.”

III.
Muttering threats, the miners fell 

back before the leveled guns of the 
three mountaineers. And then the 
door opened, and the sheriff, who 
had heard the shooting, hurried into 
the office, with a drawn six-gun in 
his hand.

“ What’s all the shootin’ about?” 
he demanded. Then his face grew 
stern as he saw the dead man on 
the floor, the scowling prisoner, and 
the Tigor boys facing the angry 
crowd.

Jim Hazel explained what had 
happened, and the sheriff grasped 
Egg-hcad by a shoulder.

“ Come along, you,”  said the offi
cer. “ I arrest you on a charge of 
murder!”

Curious to see the outlaw thrown 
into jail, th.e crowd followed, leaving
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Jim Hazel, the three Tigor boys, 
Angus McGonigal, and Cheerful 
Johnny gathered around the body of 
the man who had been killed.

A few minutes later, the coroner, 
assisted by two men, removed the 
man’s body. Then Cheerful Johnny 
mopped up the crimson stains on 
the floor.

“ Waal, Jimmy,”  drawled Bill 
Tigor, “ tliar’s one claim jumper less 
in the Thunder Bird Range, as the 
bobcat remarked when it killed the 
hawk.”

“ How about me and my partner? 
What are you going to do about 
us?”  asked McGonigal. “ If we 
hadn’t struck it rich, you might 
never have found the vein.”

“ I wouldn't worry none about 
that, parriner,”  said Bill Tigor. 
“  ’Tain’t yore fault that yuh struck 
it rich on our ground. We’ll give 
yuh both an interest in the claim.”

“ Bet yuh, we will,”  said Curt 
Tigor.

“That goes for me,”  said young 
Gahe.

“Such being the case,”  said Jim 
Hazel to the Tigor boys, “you’d bet
ter load up your pack horses with 
supplies and join McGonigal’s part
ner on Growling Mountain.”

The ranger’s suggestion proving 
agreeable to all concerned, that 
afternoon, the three Tigor boys left 
for Growling Mountain. Jim Hazel, 
who had several matters to attend 
to, could not leave town until the 
following day.

Arriving at the Thunder River 
ranger station the next evening, 
Jim Ilazel unsaddled his horse and 
turned it loose to graze. Then he 
entered his cabin and began to cook 
his supper.

The ranger had been home only 
a short time, when he heard a horse 
coming toward the cabin.

Jim IIuzcl stepped outside just in

time to see old Jock Yancy clamber 
out of his saddle.

“ Back already!”  exclaimed the 
ranger. “ Didn’t you meet the Tigor 
boys? Did they tell you what hap
pened in Thunderbolt City?”

“ They did,”  replied Yancy. “ And 
I told ’em that a gang of tough hom- 
bres have jumped the claim.”

“ What’s that?”  asked Jim Hazel, 
who was hearing for the first time 
of the outlaw gang.

“ I seen the gang, but they didn’t 
see me,”  chattered old Jock Yancy. 
“ An’ not bein’ a fightin’ man, I high- 
tailed it away from tliar, figurin’ 
that I was lucky to get away with a 
whole hide.”

“ What did the Tigor boys say, 
when you told them about the claim 
jumpers?” asked Jim Haze!.

“ The Tigor boys was hoppin’ 
mad,”  replied the old man. “ They 
’lowed they’d go clean up the gang. 
Tried to get me to go along. But, 
shueks, ranger, I ’m no fighter.” 

“ There’ll sure be plenty of fight
ing if the claim jumpers try to make 
trouble with the Tigor boys,”  said 
Jim Hazel. “ I ’ll have to start for 
Crowding Mountain in the morn
ing.”

Jim Ilazel would have started 
that night, but he had ridden forty 
miles that day, and he knew that 
his horse needed food and rest.

I/caving Thunder River at dawn, 
the ranger reached Growling Moun
tain shortly after noon of the next 
day.

Before leaving Thunderbolt City, 
the Tigor boys hail told Jim Hazel 
exactly how to find the claim, which 
was on a level bench of land. At 
the back of the level land, a steep 
slope ran upward to the base of a 
thousand-foot cliff that was gashed 
by fissures and narrow defiles, 
among which grew thickets of 
scrubby fir and cedar.
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Reaching the claim, Jim Hazel 
dismounted and stood looking 
around him and listening. But he 
heard no sound save the singing of a 
bird. He saw no sign of either the 
Tigor boys or the claim jumpers.

Puzzled at not seeing anybody, 
the ranger walked over to a pile of 
broken rock which he saw about a 
hundred yards from where he stood. 
In a couple of minutes, he reached 
t he prospect, hole blasted out by Mc- 
Goniga! and Yancy.

A hasty examination showed Jim 
Haze! that the dynamite had only 
blown out a pocket of rich ore, 
which evidently had been gathered 
together and removed by the claim 
jumpers. For nowhere could Jim 
Hazel find a piece of rock which 
contained gold. It seemed evident 
that having stolen the high-grade, 
the outlaws had decided to abandon 
the claim.

Leaving the prospect hole, Jim 
Hazel searched until he found the 
spot on which had stood the tent 
belonging to Yancy and McGonigal. 
All that remained of it. was a patch 
of ashes, among which were a few 
tin cans.

Puzzled as to what had become 
of the Tigor boys, Jim Ilazel was 
about to return to his horse when 
a sudden clatter of rolling rocks 
caused him to glance toward the 
cliff at the back of the claim.

Hundreds of feet above where the 
ranger stood, four horsemen were 
slowly riding along what seemed to 
be a wide ledge of rock which wound 
its way around the face of the cliff. 
With the- riders were a dozen loaded 
pack animals. It was evident, that 
the outlaws were leaving the moun
tains with the high-grade gold ore, 
which they had stolen from the 
claim.

Glancing downward, an outlaw 
caught sight of the ranger. Before

Jim Hazel could draw his six-gun, a 
shot crashed out from the face of 
the cliff hundreds of feet above his 
head. It was followed by another 
and another. Then a bullet plowed 
a furrow through the ranger’s scalp. 
His brain seemed to explode in a 
burst of crimson flame, and he 
pitched face forward to the ground.

The ranger’s fall was greeted bv 
a burst of mocking laughter from 
the outlaws high up on the face of 
the cliff. Then it died to silence, 
as they slowly rode around a great 
curve in the trail.

Drops of water falling on Jim 
Hazel’s face restored him to con
sciousness. Opening his eyes, he 
saw that it was beginning to rain. 
The sky had clouded over, and 
thunder was muttering in the dis
tance. It seemed as if Growling 
Mountain was trying to act up to its 
name.

Scrambling to his feet, Jim Hazel 
stood swaying dizzily, one hand held 
to his aching head. While he stood 
there, the clouds above him were 
split by a flash of lightning, and a 
streak of blue flame zigzagged down 
the face of the cliff. It was followed 
by a tremendous clap of thunder 
which echoed und reechoed from 
peak to peak. Then the clouds 
opened, and a perfect deluge of ice- 
cold rain helped to relieve Jim 
Hazel’s dizziness.

As Jim Hazel’s glance roved 
across the flat, he saw his horse com
ing toward him. Frightened by the 
thunder und lightning, the intelli
gent animal was seeking the com
fort of human companionship.

Picking up the bridle reins, Jim 
Hazel started toward a great defile, 
hoping there to find some kind of 
shelter from the storm. To his sur
prise, there was a well-worn trail 
leading up the gorge.
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“ Guess there must be a cabin 

somewhere around, Barney,”  said 
the ranger to the blue roan. “ Let’s 
see if we can find it.”

Climbing into the saddle, Jim 
Haze! rode slowly up the trail, 
while around horse and rider light
ning played unceasingly, and above 
them mighty thunder rumbled and 
growled.

Presently the trail left the bottom 
of the gorge and began to wind its 
way upward. An hour after leaving 
the spot where he had been shot, 
Jim Hazel found himself riding 
along the wide ledge over which the 
outlaw gang had passed. Follow
ing it, the ranger at last reached the 
summit of Growling Mountain.

Already the rain had grown less. 
The lightning had ceased to flash, 
and with low growls, the thunder
clouds were drifting westward.

Sitting his horse, Jim Hazel gazed 
around and below him, but he could 
not see very far, for the canyons 
that ran downward from the sum
mit were covered with blankets of 
mist.

Puzzled as to which way to turn, 
Jim Hazel was listening intently 
when suddenly he heard voices drift
ing upward out of the fog.

Dismounting from his horse, the 
ranger strode across the summit un
til he found himself stopped by what 
seemed like a sheer drop-off into 
space that was filled with a sea of 
mist, out of which the tops of rocky 
crags rose like tiny tree-covered 
islands.

Somewhere beneath that sea of 
mist, men were talking, but in tones 
too low' for Jim Hazel to catch the 
words.

Returning to his horse, the ranger 
drew his rifle out of its saddle scab
bard.

“ Guess I ’ll have to picket you, 
Barney,”  he said to the animal.

“ You might lose your footing and 
break your neck, if I tried to take 
you with me.”

Leaving the blue roan picketed 
by a thirty-five-foot rope, Jim Hazel 
dropped over the rim of the moun
tain onto a narrow ledge, which 
scarcely afforded foothold.

Foot by foot, the ranger worked 
his way down the cliff until he found 
himself beneath the fog. Clinging 
to the side of the cliff, like a fly to 
a wall, he looked downward.

Far beneath him, he saw a large 
log building, in front of which stood 
four saddle horses and a dozen pack 
animals. Four men were busily un
loading the pack horses and carry
ing what seemed to be socks of rock 
into the building.

Jim Hazel had found the hang
out of the outlaws of Growling 
Mountain.

IV.
Waiting until the last outlaw had 

disappeared within the building, Jim 
Hazel dropped from ledge to ledge 
until he reached the bottom of the 
canyon. There he took a crouching 
position behind a boulder.

A few minutes passed, then a man 
came out of the building and began 
to unsaddle the horses. When he 
had unsaddled all but one animal, 
ho mounted it and began to drive 
the loose stock toward a fenced pas
ture which Jim Hazel could see 
about a quarter of a mile above the 
outlaw hangout.

Rifle in hand, Jim Hazel dodged 
from boulder to boulder us he fol
lowed the desperado who was rid
ing behind the loose horses. Pres
ently, reaching a set of wooden bars 
in the pasture fence, the man dis
mounted to  take them down. He 
had removed the two top bars and 
was stooping over to remove the 
bottom one, when Jim Hazel
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stepped out from behind a jumble 
of rocks twenty yards away.

“ Throw up your hands!”  ordered 
the ranger. “ You are under arrest!”

Instead of obeying, the outlaw 
whirled in his tracks. His right 
hand darted to his hip, came up with 
1he speed of a striking snake, and to 
the crashing report of the .45, a slug 
drilled Jim Ilazel’s hat.

Mingling with the echoes of the 
shot came the sharp report, of the 
ranger’s rifle, and, shot through tire 
heart, the desperado pitched back
ward across the lowest bar in the 
fence.

Frightened by the sudden burst 
of gunfire, some of the horses leaped 
over the dead man and galloped 
down the pasture. The saddled 
horse tried to follow, but stepped 
upon its rein and stumbled.

As the animal regained its bal
ance, Jim Ilazel leaped into the 
saddle and reined the beast, around 
so that it was facing the outlaw 
hangout.

Alarmed by the two shots they 
had heard, the three remaining out
laws charged out of the building. 
Howling with fury, they sent a vol
ley of lead toward the mounted 
ranger thundering down upon them.

Crouched over his horse’s neck, 
Jim Hazel drew his six-gun and an
swered shot for shot as, yelling like 
fiends, the three desperadoes tried 
to bring him down.

A bullet tore through Jim Hazel’s 
mackinaw. Another one splintered 
one of the wooden stirrups. A third 
knocked the ranger’s Stetson from 
his head. Then an outlaw dropped 
to one knee, with a slug through his 
left shoulder.

"Scatter for the rocks, boys!”  he 
howled, as he took deliberate aim at 
Jim Hazel, “ It’s yore only chance.”

Running toward the rocks, two 
men fired over their shoulders at Jim

Hazel, but both bullets missed the 
ranger as he reined his horse 
sharply around. Then a slug from 
the six-gun of the wounded desper
ado struck Jim Hazel’s horse 
squarely between the eyes.

Out of the saddle in an instant, 
Jim Hazel saw the horse fall on the 
desperado who had killed it. 
Crushed beneath the weight of the 
dead animal, the outlaw never knew 
what struck him.

Seeing the ranger afoot, Scar-face 
Kruger and the surviving outlaw 
charged toward him, with six-guns 
blazing, just as Jim Hazel threw 
himself down behind the body of the 
dead horse. Lying at full length be
hind the carcass, Jim Hazel leveled 
his six-gun at the oncoming desper
adoes.

“ Throw up your hands!” shouted 
the ranger. “ I’m telling you for the 
last time.”

Two crashing reports answered 
him, and two bullets sang their 
hymn of hate as they passed within 
an inch of Jim Hazel’s head. Then 
the ranger’s weapon spoke— once—  
twice!

Shot through the head, one out
law spun around in his tracks and 
dropped o n  his face, while Scar-face 
Kruger screamed with the pain of 
a bullet-shattered knee and rolled 
over and over on the ground.

Striding up to the wounded out
law, Jim Hazel knocked a six-gun 
out of the desperado’s hand as, sup
porting himself on one elbow, he was 
about to squeeze the trigger. Then 
the ranger jerked a pair of handcuffs 
from his pocket and snapped them 
shut on the outlaw’s wrists.

Leaving the wounded outlaw chief 
lying on the ground swearing at him, 
Jim Hazel entered the hangout. 
There he found the three Tigor boys 
lying bound hand and foot. After 
releasing them, Jim Hazel asked
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them to explain hmv they had let 
themselves be captured.

“ We was ambushed, before we 
reached the claim,” said Bill Tigor. 
“ We didn’t have a ehar.ee to resist.” 

“ Sear-face Kruger was goin’ to 
hold us as hostages in ease a sher
iff’s posse cornered him and his 
gang,”  explained Curt Tigor.

“ What's a hostage, Jimmy?” 
asked young Gabc. “ I don’t know 
as ever I heard the word before.”

“ A hostage is a sort of security,” 
explained Jim Hazel, “ held to insure 
the return of a valuable object. In 
this case, the outlaws evidently 
thought they would hold you three 
boys as security for their own lives 
and freedom.”

Bill Tigor looked at the two dead 
outlaws, the dead horse, and Sear- 
face Kruger groaning with the pain 
of his wound. Then the tall moun
taineer turned to Jim Hazel, with a 
twinkle in his eye.

“ Do yuh mean, Jimmy,”  he 
asked, “ that these liombrcs would 
have shot us to death, afore they’d 
have let themselves be captured by 
a sheriff?”

“ f guess that’s what they 
thought they’d do,”  said Jim Hazel. 
“ But they’d probably have weak
ened, if it had conic to a show
down.”

“ Jest the same, Jimmy,”  drawled 
Bill Tigor, as he tore a chew of to
bacco off his plug and spat at a 
wandering beetle, “ I ’m shore glad 
ynli ain’t a sheriff, as the rustler 
remarked when he met the hoss 
thief.”

It shore was tough tuck fer those two 
old prospectors thet they had ter file on 
the Tigor boys claim. But the way the 
Tigors acted about it jest goes ter show 
the kind o’ gents they are. No wonder 
Jim Hazel is a good friend o’ theirs! 
Watch fer another Jim Hazel story in 
Street & Smith’s Wild West Weekly 
right soon,

LEAF

W A R R I O R S ’ S E C R E T  T U N N E L  F O U N D
O v e r  five hundred years ago, be

fore the natives of Mexico and 
America had to fight white armies, 
they fought among themselves, and 
battles between enemy tribes were 
frequent and furious. The control 
of certain areas was the cause of 
continual warfare.

'Die Zapotec warriors, when hard 
pressed, often disappeared as if by 
magic, and would reappear in a more 
favorable position for attack on 
their foe, why believed that the 
Zapotecs possessed the miraculous 
power of making themselves invis
ible at will.

An ancient tunnel under Monte 
Alban, in old Mexico, which was 
discovered recently, seems to solve 
the mystery. Many battles were 
fought around Monte Alban, and

two smaller tunnels near the same 
place were discovered some time 
ago, but the one just explored is the 
most important and the most inter
esting of them all.

It was found on examination to 
have been used at a la ter period as a 
tomb for warriors. Skeletons were 
unearthed and small quantities of 
gold, red and white onyx beads were 
found near by.

The openings are very small and 
extremely difficult to find. The in
teriors of all three tunnels are small 
near the entrances, but. are much 
larger under the mountainside, so 
that a good-sized army could be 
sheltered there quite comfortably.

It is believed that Monte Alban is 
honeycombed with these engineering 
works of a vanished race of Indians.
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CHAPTER r.
HOLDIT.

M o t i i -e a t e n  bearskin vest
flapping wildly and grizzled 
mustache streaming back 

flat against leathery cheeks, “ Buck” 
Foster rode along the top of a rocky 
ridge at a fast gallop.

From beneath bushy brows, 
Ruck's popping brown eyes glared 
fiercely, and the tip of his thrice- 
broken and poorly mended nose 
twitched as he lifted one gnarled 
hand to feel a blue welt, that slanted 
across his stubborn chin. But as 
Buck's fingers probed the long 
bruise, he grinned suddenly, show
ing a double row of snaggly teeth.

Buck was remembering the per
fectly grand scrap he had had in the

little Arizona cow town of Alkali 
less than an hour ago. Burk had 
been coming out of a general store, 
lugging the gunny sack full of bun
dles that now rode behind his sad
dle, when a burly jasper had crushed 
head-on into him, then started call
ing him ornery names. But bump
ing into Buck Foster and calling him 
names was just about as healthy as 
whipping a flv-worried range bull 
across the nose with a red saddle 
blanket.

The burly hombre who had tried 
it soon found himself sprawled in 
the dust of the street, one ugly lit
tle red-rimmed eye swollen shut, and 
most of the liquor-laden breath 
thumped from his body by a pair of 
horny fists.

“ But the coyote shore handed me
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c h in  o n e  w a llo p , a n y h o w ,”  B u c k  
g ro w le d  as h e g a llo p e d  o n  in to  th e  
d e se rt . “ J is t  th e  sa m e , T lick e d  h im . 
I  w ish  B i l ly ,  J o e , a n ’  th e  h ea th en  
c o u ld  ’a ’ seen  m e lick  th e  cu ss . 
M e b b e ------ ”

B u c k  s p o t te d  a  w e ll-d e fin e d  trail 
f o r  w h ich  h e h ad  been  w a tch in g , 
sw u n g  h is  m o u n t  in to  it , a n d  h ead ed  
o f f  a t  r ig h t  an g les in to  a  s te e p -w a lle d  
d ra w . A s  th e  tra il tw is te d  in an d  
o u t  a m o n g  ta ll c lu m p s  o f  m e sq u ite  
a n d  s tu r d y  e a t ’s -c la w , th e  v e tera n  
ra n g e  r id e r  s lo w e d  h is m o u n t  t o  a  
j o g  t r o t  a n d  b e g a n  fish in g  fo r  a 
s tu b b y  b la c k  p ip e  a n d  t o b a c c o .

H e  w a s  ju s t  c u p p in g  a  m a tch  b e 
tw e e n  c a llo u s e d  p a lm s , r e a d y  t o  lig h t 
th e  b la c k  b o w l o f  t o b a c c o ,  w h en  h is 
m o u n t  sn o rte d  n e rv o u s ly , sh ied , 
th e n  c a m e  t o  a  s t iff-le g g e d  h a lt , ears 
p r ie k in g  sh a rp ly  fo r w a rd . B u c k  
b u rn e d  h is  fin gers o n  th e  m a tch , 
y o w lin g  a n g r ily .

“ W h a t ’s  e a t in ’  y u h , b o s s ? ”  he 
g ro w le d , s tu ffin g  his u n lig h te d  p ip e  
b a c k  in t o  a  p o c k e t  o f  h is w o o lly  v e st. 
“ E f  y u h  s to p s  e v e r y  tim e  y u h  
k e tch e s  s c e n t  o ’  a  c o y o t e ,  w e ’ ll n ever  
g it  b a ck  te r  c a m p . C o m e  a liv e , or  
b y  h e ife rs , I ’ll------ ”

“ H a n d s  u p , m ister ! L ift  th e m  
h a n d s p lu m b  h igh  a n ’ se t s t ill !”

T h r o u g h  th e  th o r n y  lim b s  o f  a  
m e s q u ite  c lu m p  ten  p a ce s  ah ead  
ca m e  a lo n g  and  v e ry  sh in y  tu b e  
th a t  e v e n  a  te n d e r fo o t  w ou ld  h a v e  
r e co g n iz e d  as th e  ba rre l o f  a la rge- 
c a lib e r  rifle . B u c k  F o s te r ’s lean  
ja w s  sa g g e d  w id e  o p e n , an d  his ey es  
g re w  as ro u n d  as  d o lla rs .

T h e n , as  he rea lized  th a t  som e  on e  
w as t r y in g  t o  h o ld  h im  u p , th e sur
prise  le ft  h is le a th e ry  fa c e , to  b e  re 
p la ce d  q u ic k ly  b y  a  s low  flu sh  o f  
a n g er. H e a d s tr o n g , an d  p ossess in g  
a  te m p e r  th a t  w as h o o k e d  t o  a  h air 
tr ig g e r , B u c k  F o s te r  n e v e r  s to p p e d  
t o  fig u re  th e  o d d s  a g a in s t h im  in a n y  
s o r t  o f  s c ra p .

“ W a a l ,  I ’ll b e  a  h o rn e d  t o a d !”  h e  
b a w le d . “ T r y in ’  te r  h o ld  m e  u p , 
h u h ?  I ’ ll l ’a rn  y u h ------ •”

B u c k ’s h ee ls  c u p p e d  in , a n d  h is  
la n k y  b o d y  d r o p p e d  fla t  o v e r  th e  
sa d d le  h o rn . H is  m o u n t , g o u g e d  
s h a r p ly  b y  sp u r row e ls , s h o t  s id e - 
w ise  in a  tw is t in g  le a p , e v e n  as 
B u c k ’s g n a r le d  r ig h t  h a n d  fla sh ed  
d o w n  t o  h is  th ig h  an d  c a m e  u p  w ith  
a  b ig  s in g le -a c t io n  .45 C o l t  n e a t ly  
p a lm e d .

N ow ' th a t  o ld  s ix -g u n  c h o p p e d  
d o w n , a n d  su d d e n ly  th e  d e s e r t ’s si
le n ce  w as sh a tte re d  b y  th e  h e a v y  
ro a r  o f  e x p lo d in g  sh ells . B u c k  k e p t  
h is  h orse  le a p in g  a n d  p ra n c in g , y e t  
th e  s lu gs fr o m  h is g u n  w e re  c ra s h 
in g  a c c u r a te ly  in t o  th e  c lu m p  o f  
m e s q u ite  w h e re  th e  h id d e n  r ifle m a n  
c ro u ch e d .

A t  B u c k ’s fo u r th  s h o t  th e  rifle  
ba rre l n o se d  sh a rp ly  u p w a rd , th e n  
slid  fr o m  v ie w , n e v e r  h a v in g  
b e lch e d  th e  fla m in g  d e a th  i t  th re a t
en ed . F r o m  th e  b u sh e s  c a m e  a  th in  
y e ll, th en  lo w  m o a n s  o f  p a in .

“ C o m e  o u t  o ’  th a r , y u h  s k u n k !”  
B u c k  ch a lle n g e d , s m o k in g  g u n  
p o ised  f o r  in s ta n t a c t io n . “ Y u h  
c a n ’t p u ll th e  w o o l o v e r  m e  e y e s , so  
s to p  y o r e  g r o a n in ’  a n ’ s ta n d  u p .”

B u t  th e re  wras n o  r e p ly , an d  e v e n  
th e  g ro a n s  h a d  c e a se d  b e fo r e  B u c k  
fin ish ed  sp e a k in g . M a n y  an  h o m b r e  
w o u ld  h a v e  r a m m e d  th e  h o o k s  t o  
h is b r o n c  a n d  g o n e  o n  a w a y  fr o m  
th ere , c o n t e n t  t o  le t  w ell e n o u g h  
a lon e .

B u t  n o t  B u c k  F o s te r . l i e  w a s  en 
tire ly  t o o  c u r io u s  t o  r id e  a w a y  w ith 
o u t  h av in g ' a  lo o k  a t  th e  w o u ld -b e  
h ig h w a y m a n , th o u g h  he rea lized  
th a t  a t  a n y  m o m e n t  a  b u lle t  m ig h t 
c o m e  c ra s h in g  a t  h im  fr o m  b e h in d  
th e  le a fy  b ra n ch e s .

D is m o u n t in g , ca re fu l t o  k e e p  h is 
gu n  tra in e d  o n  th e  m e s q u ite  a t  a ll 
t im e s , th e  v e te ra n  p u n ch e r  c ir c le d  
w a rily  t o  th e  le ft ,  c a llin g  r e p e a te d ly
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f o r  th e  h o m b r e  b e h in d  th e  b u sh es  t o  
c o m e  o u t  o r  g e t  sm o k e d  o u t . B u t  
ns n o  m o re  so u n d s  r e a ch e d  h is  ea rs , 
B u c k  d e c id e d  th a t  h e m u st h a v e  
drilled  th e  riflem a n  d e a d  ce n te r .

“ I f  h e ’ s j i s t  w o u n d e d , h e ’ ll sh ow  
fig h t , lik e  as n o t ,”  B u c k  g ro w le d  t o  
h im se lf, “ a n ’ I  d o n ’ t w a n t  t o  p lu g  
a w o u n d e d  ja s p e r  ’ less I  h a v e  t o .  
B u t  i f  th e  sk u n k  d o n ’ t  c o m e  o u t  o ’ 
th ar— —  ”

B u c k  ran  in to  a  t liick  ch a p a rra l 
o f  c a t ’s -c la w  a n d  h a d  t o  re tra ce  h is 
step s . N o w  lie  tr ied  c ir c lin g  th e  
o th e r  w a y , o n ly  t o  c o m e  u p  h ard  
a g a in s t a  s te p  c u tb a n k  th a t  he 
c o u ld  n o t  sca le . A n d  b y  n o w  his 
p a tie n ce  h a d  g iv e n  o u t  c o m p le te ly .

“ C o m e  o u t  o ’ th a r , fe lle r !”  he 
b a w le d . “ C o n ic  o u t ,  o r , b y  h eifers , 
I ’ m  co rn in ’  a fte r  y u h ! H e a r  m e ? ”

B u c k ’s tw is te d  n ose  tw itch e d  a t 
th e  t ip , a n d  fr o m  b e n e a th  th e  s la n t
in g  b r im  o f  h is b a tte re d  b la c k  S te t
son  h is e y e s  b la zed  lik e  tw in  co a ls . 
T h r o w in g  all c a u t io n  t o  th e  w in d s, 
h e  s ta lk e d  s tra ig h t to w a r d  th e  m es- 
q u ite  c lu m p , sm o k e -b la ck e n e d  g u n  
ju t t in g  o u t  fr o m  a  r o c k -s te a d y  h a n d , 
re a d y  t o  b la z e  a t  th e  first sign  o f  
tr o u b le .

B u t  n o th in g  h a p p e n e d  as B u c k  
lu n g ed  th r o u g h  th e  b ru sh  a n d  c a m e  
o u t  in to  a. t in y  c le a r  sp a ce . H e  
g la n ce d  s w if t ly  a b o u t  an d  g ru n te d  
su d d e n ly  as h e  sa w  a  cru m p le d  fo r m  
ly in g  h a lf  h id d en  u n d er  th o r n y  m es- 
q u ite  b ra n ch e s .

“ G o t  ’ im  ce n te r , I ’ ll b et a  b o s s !”  
th e  v e te ra n  g ro w le d , s h o v in g  h is g u n  
in to  lea th er. “ B u t  it. serves th e  
sk u n k  r ig h t  fe r  t r y in ’ te r  h o ld  m e  
u p . W o n d e r  w h o ------ ”

B u ck  stro d e  o v e r , g ra sp ed  th e  
ru s ty , w o r n -o u t  b o o t  th a t  w as s h o w 
in g , an d  tu g g e d  h e a v ily . T h e n  a 
ra sp in g , c h o k e d  sh ou t sq u eezed  fr o m  
h is  th r o a t , an d  he s ta g g e re d , le a th 
e r y  fa c e  su d d e n ly  p a le  b en ea th  th e  
su n  ta n . B u c k  ree led  lik e  a  d ru n k en

m a n , th e n  d r o p p e d  t o  h is  k n e e s  a n d  
re a ch e d  o u t  a  p a ir  o f  h a n d s  th a t  
sh o o k .

T h e re  o n  th e  g ro u n d  la y  th e  th in , 
ra g g e d  fo r m  he h a d  d ra g g e d  fr o m  
th e  bu sh es— th a t  o f  a  b o y  o f  tw e lv e  
o r  fo u r te e n . B u c k  s ta re d  in  h o rr o r  
a t  th e  p in c h e d  w h ite  fa c e — a n d  a t  
th e  g rea t c r im s o n  sta in  h igh  in  th e  
la d ’s r ig h t  te m p le .

C H A P T E R  I I .
BUCK ON TUB PROD.

Q N T O  a  f la t -to p p e d  r o ck  th a t  w as 
used as  a  ta b le , a  sm all C h in a 

m an  p iled  tin  p la te s  a n d  tin  c u p s , 
th en  b e g a n  p la c in g  th e m  h a s t ily . 
T h e  lit t le  c h in k ’s lo o s e -f it t in g  b la c k  
c o a t  a n d  p a n ts  fla p p e d  a b o u t  h is 
sk in n y  b o d y  as h e  m o v e d  s w ift ly  
a b o u t , g iv in g  h im  an a lm o s t  s p o o k y  
a p p e a r a n ce . B u t  th e re  w as c e r ta in ly  
n o th in g  s p o o k y  in th e  sm iles  th a t  
c r in k le d  h is  y e llo w  fa c e , o r  in  th e  
tw in k le  o f  h is  a lm o n d -sh a p e d  ey es .

“ M is t le e  B u c k  n o  g e te e  dinnn  if  
h e d o n ’  h u lly  c o m e  b a ck ,”  th e  litt le  
c h in k  c a lle d . “ H im  g o n e  t o o  lo n g  
n o w . M is t lc e  B i lly  a n ’  M is t le e  J o e  
c o m e  e a t . S o  b e .”

T h e  lit t le  C h in a m a n  h u rried  o v e r  
t o  a  fire , w h ere  he h ad  sev era l 
sm o k e -b la ck e n e d  p o ts  a n d  p a n s 
n ested  in  g lo w in g  c o a ls . B u t  n e i
th e r  o f  th e  t w o  c o w b o y s  sp ra w le d  
in th e  sh a d e  o f  a  lit t le  c lif f  m a d e  an 
a t te m p t  t o  r ise . O n e  o f  th e m — a  
la n k y , b ig -e a re d , b e a k -n o s e d , fr e ck le 
fa ce d  w a d d y  w ith  a  th a tch  o f  fla m 
in g -re d  h a ir— g rin n ed  b r o a d ly  a n d  
lo o k e d  t o w a r d  th e  litt le  C h in ese  
c o o k .

“ W e  o u g h t  t o  e a t  u p  e v e r y  sc ra p  
o ’ g ru b  in  s ig h t ,”  th e  red h ea d  c h u c k 
le d , “ a n ’ le a v e  o l ’ B u c k  w a it  o n til 
su p p e r  t im e . B u t  if  w e d id ------ ”

“ I f  w e d id ,”  th e  se co n d  c o w b o y  
c u t  in , “ th is  c a m p  w o u ld  n o t  b e  b ig  
e n o u g h  fo r  y o u ,  B u c k , a n ’ S in g  L o .
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N o p e , J c c ,  w e ’re  w a it in ’  fo r  B u c k . 
A n ’  y u h  tw o  b e t te r  n o t  h a v e  a n y  
fo o l  p r a n k  c o o k e d  u p  t o  p la y  o n  h im  
w h en  h e  g e ts  b a c k .”

T h e  r e d -h e a d e d  w a d d y , w h ose  
n a m e  w a s  J o e  S c o t t ,  g r in n e d  m o re  
b r o a d ly  th a n  e v e r , w in k in g  s ly ly  a t  
th e  c h in k  c o o k , S in g  L o .  B u t  n e i
th e r  o f  th e m  h a d  an  a rg u m e n t  to  
o ffe r , f o r  th e  m a n  w h o  h a d  sp o k e n  
w as B i l ly  W e s t , th e ir  boss.

B i lly  w a s  a  m e d iu m -s iz e d , h u s k y 
sh o u ld e re d  y o u n g  w a d d y  w h o se  firm  
m o u th , r u g g e d  fe a tu re s , a n d  k een  
g r a y  e y e  b ra n d e d  h im  as  a  m a n  u sed  
t o  g iv in g  ra th e r  th a n  ta k in g  ord ers . 
D re sse d  in  fla r in g  ta n  b a tw in g  c h a p s  
o f  fin e  le a th e r , g ra y  silk  sh ir t , an d  
e x p e n s iv e  c le a r  b e a v e r  S te ts o n , h e 
lo o k e d  lik e  ju s t  w h a t h e  w as— a 
p r o s p e r o u s  y o u n g  ra n ch m a n .

B u t  B i l ly ’s C irc le  J  sp rea d  w as a  
lo n g  w a y  n orth  o f  th is ar id  d e se rt , 
fo r  it  la y  in th e  fo o th ills  o f  th e  B it -  
t e r r o o ls ,  u p  in w estern  M o n ta n a . 
H o w e v e r , B i l ly ’s p re se n ce  in  A r iz o n a  
w as e a s ily  e n o u g h  e x p la in e d . F o r  
ea ch  y e a r , a fte r  th e  fa ll r o u n d -u p  in  
M o n t a n a , h e u su a lly  c a m e  d o w n  
in to  th e  S o u th w e s t  t o  b u y  u p  feed er  
c a t t le  t h a t  he w o u ld  sh ip  h o m e  t o  
M on ta n a - fo r  fa t te n in g  in th e  sp rin g  
an d  su m m e r  m o n th s . A n d  B illy  
n e v e r  m a d e  th o se  tr ip s  w ith o u t  h is 
th re e  p a rd s— B u c k  F o s te r , J o e  S c o t t ,  
a n d  S in g  L o ,  th e  o u t f i t ’ s c o o k  and  
h a n d y  m a n .

T h o s e  th ree  g a v e  B illy  n o  en d  o f  
t r o u b le , f o r  th e y  w ra n g led  a n d  flu n g  
in su lts  a t  o n e  a n o th e r  a lm o s t  c o n 
s ta n t ly . S in g  L o  an d  th e  re d -h e a d e d  
J o e  u su a lly  te a m e d  u p  a g a in s t  B u c k , 
p r o d d in g  th e v e te r a n  u n til h e  w e n t 
w ild  w ith  an ger.

B u t  a t h eart B i l ly  k n ew  th a t  th e  
q u a rre lso m e  th ree  w ere th e  firm e st 
o f  fr ie n d s  an d  w o u ld  g o  t o  a n y  
len gth  t o  a id  o n e  a n o th e r  in  t im e  o f  
da n g er.

B u t  th e re  w as o n e  th in g  t h a t  g a v e

B illy  real c a u s e  fo r  w o r r y , a n d  th a t  
w as B u c k  F o s t e r ’s a b il i ty  t o  g e t in to  
tr o u b le  th a t u su a lly  in v o lv e d  th e  
r e s t  o f  th e  C irc le  J  sa d d le  p a rd s . 
B i l ly  w as th in k in g  o f  th a t  v e r y  th in g  
n o w , a n d  w o n d e r in g  i f  h e  h a d  a c te d  
w ise ly  in  se n d in g  B u c k  t o  A lk a li  
a fte r  su p p lie s  th a t  m o rn in g .

B u c k  sh o u ld  h a v e  been  b a ck  a t  
lea st an  h o u r  b e fo r e , fo r  A lk a li w as 
n o  m o re  th a n  fiv e  m iles  d is ta n t . 
S till , th e v e te ra n  c o u ld  h a v e  ran  
in to  so m e  ta lk a t iv e  p u n ch e r  an d  
sp en t m o r e  t im e  in  to w n  th a n  h e  
h a d  m e a n t  t o .  O n  th e  o th e r  h a n d  
h e------

“ Y o n d e r  c o m e s  th e o l ’ g o p h e r !”  
J o e  S c o t t  s a n g  o u t ,  p o in t in g  a  fr e c k 
led  h a n d . “ A n ’ h e ’s sh o re  m a k in ’ 
h is b r o n c  s te p  liv e ly . L o o k s  lik e  
h e  m ig h t------ ”

B illy  a n d  J o e  b o th  g o t  t o  th e ir  
fe e t  an d  w a lk e d  d o w n  th e  d ra w  in  
w h ich  th e y  w ere  ca m p e d  t o  w h ere  
a  w e ll-d e fin e d  tra il c ro s se d  it . T h e y  
s to o d  te n se ly  w a tc h in g  a  b e n d  in  
th e  d ra w — a  b e n d  a ro u n d  w h ich  a  
h o rse m a n  w o u ld  so o n  a p p e a r . N e i
th e r  o f  th e m  s p o k e , fo r  th e y  h a d  
c a u g h t  b u t  a  b r ie f  g lim p se  o f  B u c k  
as he d ip p e d  o v e r  a  lo w  r id g e  a n d  
e n te re d  th e  d ra w  u p  w h ich  h e  w a s 
n o w  b o u n d  t o  b e  r id in g . Y e t  in  
th a t  b r ie f  g lim p se , b o th  B i l ly  an d  
J o e  h ad  seen  th e  lim p  fo r m  cra d le d  
in  B u c k ’s a rm s.

“ M i.stlee B u c k , h im  b lin g  s o m e 
b o d y ? ”  S in g  L o  q u e r ie d  fr o m  b e h in d  
B il ly  an d  J o e .  “ C h in a  b o y  n o t  su ah , 
b u t  m e b b e  so-— — ”

A r o u n d  th a t  b e n d  in  th e  d ra w  
lu n g ed  a  sw e a t-la th e re d  h o rse , n o s 
trils  red  a n d  fla rin g , e y e s  ro llin g . I n  
th e  sa d d le  sa t B u c k  F o s te r , a  lim p  
fo r m  in th e  c r o o k  o f  h is s t ro n g  r ig h t 
a rm , th e  b r id le  re in s g r ip p e d  in  h is  
le ft  h a n d .

B u c k  y e lle d  so m e th in g  as h is 
h orse  s h o t  p a st , a n d  B il ly  a n d  J o e  
c a u g h t  th e  terr ified  lo o k  in  h is  b u lg -
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m g  e y e s . B u t  B u c k  h ad  re in ed  t o  
a  h a lt  b y  th e  c a m p  fire n o w , a n d  
h is  th re e  p a rd s  c a m e  r a c in g  u p  ju s t  
as h e  d is m o u n te d  an d  g e n t ly  lo w 
ered  th e b o y  t o  th e  g ro u n d .

“ G o o d  g r ie f , B u c k !”  B i lly  cr ie d  as 
h e b e n t  o v e r  th e  u n m o v in g  fo r m . 
“ W h e re ’d  y u h  fin d  th is  y o u n g s te r ?  
A n ’  th is  lo o k s  lik e  a  b u lle t  b o le .”

“ I— I s h o t  ’ im , B i l ly ,”  B u ck  m a n 
a g ed  t o  g u lp , a n d  to ld  h o w  th e  lad  
h a d  tr ied  t o  h o ld  h im  u p  o n  th e  trail 
fr o m  A lk a li.

B illy  a n d  J o e  e x ch a n g e d  sw ift  
g la n ce s , th en  q u ic k ly  sp rea d  b la n 
k e ts  on  th e  g ro u n d  an d  lifted  th e  
b o y  o n t o  th e m . S in g  L o , d ra g g in g  
sev era l sm all p a ck a g e s  fr o m  a  c a p a 
c io u s  p o c k e t  in side  h is lo o s e -fitt in g  
b la c k  c o a t ,  ran  s w ift ly  t o  th e fire, 
lifte d  o f f  a  pan  o f  h o t  w a fe r  th a t  
h e  h a d  m e a n t t o  u se  fo r  m a k in g  
c o ffe e , a n d  p o u re d  part o f  it  in to  a 
c le a n  tin  pan .

N o w  h e  d u m p e d  ce r ta in  ch e m ica ls  
in to  th e  h o t  w a ter , p r o d u c e d  c lean  
ra g s  fr o m  a  w ar b a g , an d  h urried  
b a ck  t o  th e  b o y ,  c a r r y in g  th e  pan  
o f  c h e m ic a lly  tr e a te d  w a ter . B illy  
a n d  J o e  im m e d ia te ly  s te p p e d  b a ck , 
f o r  th e  lit t le  C h in a m a n  w as an  e x 
p e r t  a t  d re ss in g  w o u n d s .

“ I I o ! ”  S in g  L o  cr ie d  a fte r  w h a t 
seem ed  an  h o u r  t o  th e  te n se ly  w a it
in g  p u n ch e rs . “ L is b o y ,  h im  n o  h u rt 
b y  M ist lee  B u c k ’s b u lle t . H im  n o  
e a t in lo n g  t im e .”

A  th in  v o ic e  lifted  in p ro te s t , th en  
tw o  p it i fu lly  tiiin  h a n d s  c a m e  u p  to  
sh o v e  fe e b ly  a t  S in g J L o . N o w  the 
b o y  sat u p , fe ll th e  t ig h t  b a n d a g e  
th a t  h ad  been  d ra w n  a b o u t  h is  h ead  
t o  p r o te c t  th e sh a llow  sca lp  w o u n d , 
and sh ra n k  h a stily  b a ck  w ith  a  c r y  
o f  fr igh t as he. ca u g h t sigh t o f  th e 
fo u r  m e n  a b o u t  h im .

“ Y u h — y u h  h o m b re s  are so m e  o ’ 
B lu e  C r o n a n ’s sk u n k y  c r e w !”  th e  
y o u n g s te r  c h o k e d . “ B -b u t  y u h  b e t 
ter  le a v e  m e  b e . D a d ’ll c o m e  b a ck

fr o m  th e  d e s e r t  so m e  d a y , a n ’  th e  
h u ll l o t  o ’  y u h ’ll b e  so rry  th a t  y u h ’v e  
tre a te d  m e  a n ’ m a w  lik e  y u h  h a v e .

“ Y u h ’ ll a ll w ish  y u h  h a d n ’t s to le  
o u r  c o w s  a n ’ b o sse s , b u rn t o u r  h o m e , 
a n ’— a n ’ s ta rv e d  us lik e  y u h  h a v e ,”  
h e  went. o n . “ M a w ’s a w fu l s ick  
n o w , y u h  c o y o t e s ! T h a t ’s w h y  I 
tr ied  t o  h o ld  th e  o ld  fe lle r , th a r , u p . 
I f  I  c o u ld  g e t  s o m e  d in e ro  a n ’  b u y  
m a w  so m e  g ru b ------ ”

“ J u st  a  m o m e n t , p a rd ,”  B iilv  
W e s t  s p o k e , a n d  fo u n d  it  m ig h ty  
h ard  t o  k e e p  his v o ic e  a t a  n a tu ra l 
p itch . “ I  r e ck o n  y u h ’v e  s o r t  o ’ m is
read  o u r  b ra n d s . M e  a n ’ th ese  h o m 
bres w ith  m e d o n ’t  k n o w  a n y  on e  
n a m ed  B lu e  C r o n a n , a n ’ w e  sh ore  
h a v e n ’ t been  ou t s t ca lin ’  fr o m  p e o 
p le  a n ’  b u r n in ’ th e ir  h ou ses . J u st 
w h o  is th is  C ro n a n  ja s p e r ? ”

“ B lu e  C r o n a n  o w n s  th e  G ila  S a 
lo o n  a n ’ g a m b lin ’ h a ll in A lk a li ,”  th e  
b o y  a n sw ered  s w ift ly . “ B u t  y u h  a l
r e a d y  k n o w  th a t , o ’ c o u rse . Y o ’re 
j i s t  s tr in g in ’  m e — get t in ’ re a d y  l o  
p la v  som e  tr ic k . O r  m a y b e  y u h  a im  
te r -___ ”

“ H e lp  m e , H a n n a h !”  B u c k  F o s te r  
b e llo w e d . “ T h e t  B lu e  C ro n a n  sk u n k  
o w n s  th e  G ila  S a lo o n  in A lk a li , h u h ?  
B y  h e ifers ! H e ’s  th e  ca u se  o ’ m e 
n e a r ly  p lu g g in ’ th is  p o re  k id , a n ’ I ’ m  
sh ore  g o in ’ te r  ta k e  th e  sn ake 
a p a r t !”

A n d  b e fo r e  e ith e r  B il ly  o r  J o e  
co u ld  g r a b  th e  r a n ty  v e te r a n , he 
h a d  la n d e d  a s tr id e  h is s w e a ty  horse 
a n d  g o n e  c la t te r in g  b a c k  d o w n  th e  
tra il to w a r d  A lk a li, g n a rled  r igh t 
h an d  c la w in g  ou t a  sm o k e -b la ck e n e d  
.45 th a t  n e e d e d  re lo a d in g .

C H A P T E R  I I I .
J IM M Y  TALKS.

g I L L Y  a n d  J o e  b o th  m a d e  a  dash  
fo r  th e ir  o w n  h orses , te th e re d  

o v e r  b y  a  lit t le  p o o l  o f  w a te r  th a t  
w a s sh a d e d  b y  s iza b le  m e sq u ite s .
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B u t  b e fo r e  th e y  h a d  ta k en  m o re  
th an  a  d o z e n  p a ce s , th e  y o u n g  boss 
o f  C irc le  J  ca lle d  a  h a lt  an d  tu rn ed  
b a ck  to w a rd  w h ere  th e  p a le -fa ce d  
b o y  sat w a tc h in g  th e m  in  w id e -e y e d  
a m a z e m e n t .

“ B u c k ’ ll h a v e  t o  p a d d le  h is ow n  
c a n o e  f o r  a  w h ile , a t  le a s t,”  B illy  
g r it te d . “ C o m e  on , J o e , a n ’ w e ’ ll 
t r y  t o  g e t  th is  th in g  s tra ig h te n e d  
o u t .”

B u t  g e t t in g  th e  th in g  stra ig h t 
w as n o t  s o  h a rd , fo r  th a t  h a g g a rd  
y o u n g s te r  th e re  on  th e  b la n k e ts  w as 
n o b o d y ’s fo o l .  S ip p in g  a  s te a m in g  
b o w l o f  s t re n g th -g iv in g  h e rb  m e d i
c in e  g iv e n  h im  b y  th e  g r in n in g  S in g  
L o ,  th e  la d  to ld  a  s to ry  th a t m a d e  
B il ly  a n d  J o e  g r in d  th e ir  tee th  in  
s ile n t a n g e r , an d  m o re  th a n  o n ce  
th e ir  h a n d s  d r o p p e d  t o  th e  c u r v in g  
b u tts  o f  th e  g u n s  th a t  sw u n g  a g a in st 
th e ir  r ig h t  th igh s .

T h e  b o y ’s n a m e , h e to ld  th e m , w as 
J im m y  M a r t in , an d  h is fa th e r , T o m  
M a r t in , h a d  o n c e  o w n e d  a  sm all b u t  
r e a s o n a b ly  su ccessfu l ran ch  fa r th e r  
b a ck  in th e  d e s e r t  h ills . T h e n  T o m  
M a r t in  h a d  s tu m b le d  u p o n  a  rich  
g o ld  s tr ik e , a n d  th e  tr o u b le  h a d  
s ta r te d .

I t  se e m e d  th a t  T o m  M a r t in  h a d  
been  fo o lis h  e n ou g h  t o  sh o w  som e 
o f  h is g o ld  in  A lk a li an d  d r o p p e d  
th e  h in t th a t  ho k n ew  w h ere  there 
w as m o r e  o f  it f o r  th e  ta k in g . B u t  
M a r t in  h a d  q u ic k ly  rea lized  his e r 
ro r  w h en  a  g a m b le r  a n d  k ille r  b y  th e  
n a m e  o f  “ B lu e ”  C ro n a n  h a d  tr ied  t o  
g e t h im  d ru n k . B u t he h ad  m a n 
a g e d  l o  sn e a k  o u t o f  to w n  an d  r e 
tu rn  t o  h is m in e .

“ H e  to ld  m e  a n ’ m a w  th a t  h e ’d 
c o m e  b a c k  s o o n  as h e h a d  a  lo t  o ’ 
g o ld ,”  J im m y  fin ish ed  w e a r ily . “ B u t  
t h a t ’s b e e n  o v e r  a  y e a r  n o w , a n ’ B lu e  
C r o n a n  h a s  sh ore  g iv e  us fits . T h e  
d ir ty  c o y o t e  k e e p s  t r y in ’  t o  m a k e  
m a w  sa y  w h ere  d a d  w e n t  t o  g e t  
th a t  g o ld .  M a w  sa ys  i f  sh e te lls ,

C ro n a n  a n ’  h is gu n  slin gers w ill g o  
r o b  d a d  a n ' k ill h im . B u t— b u t  
w e ’re s ta r v in ’ , m a w  a n ’ m e are , M r ,
W e s t . T h a t ’s w h y  I— I  tr ied ------ ”

“ Y o* e a te e  lis , b o y ,”  S in g  L o ’s 
v o ic e  c u t  in , an d  B illy  w a s  s ile n tly  
th a n k fu l f o r  th e  b re a k . “ L is  v e lly  
g o o d  fio  y o ’ . S o  b e .”

T h e  lit t le  C h in a m a n  h eld  o u t  a  
la rg e  dish  o f  so m e  so r t  o f  s o ft  fo o d  
th a t  he h a d  p re p a re d , a n d  J im m y  
M a r t in ’s su n k en  b lu e  e y e s  g lo w e d  
e a g e r ly  as he to o k  i t  in  b o t h  h a n d s . 
B u t  in s te a d  o f  o f fe r in g  t o  e a t  it , he 
c lu tch e d  i t  c lo s e  t o  h is th in  ch e s t  
an d  s ta r te d  t o  h is fe e t .

“ M r . W e s t ,”  J im m y  ask ed  s u d 
d e n ly , v o ic e  tr e m b lin g  n o t ic e a b ly , 
“ w ill y u h  lo a n  m e  a  b o s s ?  I  w a n t 
t o  g o  n o w .”

B illy  h a d , o f  c o u rse , to ld  J im m y  
w h o  h e w a s , a n d  w h y  th e  C irc le  J  
p a rd s  w ere  in  th e  c o u n tr y .  S o  it  
c o u ld n ’t b e  a  su d d e n  re tu rn  o f  fear 
th a t  w as m a k in g  J im m y  M a r t in  
w a n t  t o  le a v e  s o  q u ic k ly .  F o r  if 
th ere  h ad  been  d o u b t  in th e  la d ’s 
m in d , h e n e v e r  w o u ld  h a v e  to ld  B illy  
a n d  J o e  th e  s to ry  o f  Iris stru g g les .

“ W h y ,  su re , J im m y .”  B illy  
sm iled . “ I ’ ll see th a t  y u h  g e t  a r id e  
w h en  y o ’r e  r e a d y  to  g o . B u t  sit 
d o w n , a m ig o , a n ’ e a t  th a t  c h o w . 
S in g  L o  is sh o re  a  m ig h ty  g o o d  c o o k , 
a n ’ y u h ’ ll lik e  th a t  s tu ff h e ’s f ix e d .”  

“ L ik e  i t ? ”  J im m y  c r ie d . “ M r . 
W e s t , i t  sm ells  s o  g o o d , I — I c o u ld  
e a t it a ll in on e  b ite , seem s like. 
B u t  m a w  is s ick , a n ’ a h ea p  h u n gr ier  
th a n  m e , ’ ca u se  she m a d e  m e ea t 
w hen  she d id n ’ t . I ’ m  ta lcin ' th is t o  
h er, i f  y u h ’ ll loa n  m e  a  b o s s .”

“ O h , g o s h !”  J o e  S c o t t  e x c la im e d  
h o a rse ly , a n d  s tro d e  s w ift ly  a w a y , 
m u tte r in g  th in g s  a b o u t  a  ja s p e r  
n a m ed  B lu e  C ro n a n .

B i l ly ’s lip s  t ig h te n e d  u n til a w h ite  
r in g  fo r m e d  a b o u t  his m o u th . B u t  
h e  fo r ce d  h im s e lf  t o  sm ile  a n d  la id  
a h an d  on  J im m y ’s sh ou ld er .
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“ E a t  th a t , s o n n y ,”  B i l ly  sa id  q u i
e t ly , “ S in g  L o  h as fixed  a  w h ole  
p o t  o f  i t  th a t  w e l l  ta k e  t o  yoy.r 
m o th e r . S it  d o w n  n o w  a n ’ c a t  th a t  
s tu ff. T h e n ------ ”

“ G e e , M r . W e s t !”  J im m y  cr ie d . 
“ Y u h — y u h  m ean  v u h  a n ’ M r . S c o t t  
are  g o in ’  te r  rea lly  ta k e  m a w  s o m e 
th in ’  to  e a t ? ”

“ S h o re , w e ’ re g o in ’ te r  see th a t 
y o re  m o th e r  g e ts  f o o d ,”  B illy  sa id  
q u ic k ly . “ A n ’ w e ’ ll g e t  a t  it  r igh t 
n o w , t o o .  S o  y o u  ea t th a t , s a v v y ? ”

B u t  J im m y  sh o o k  h is  h ead  u ntil 
s a n d y -b ro w n  lo ck s  o f  hair tu m b le d  
d o w n  o v e r  th e  w h ite  b a n d a g e . N o r  
c o u ld  IBilly p ersu a d e  h im  to  to u ch  
th e  fo o d ,  th o u g h  his ey e s  fa ir ly  
b u rn ed  a s  h e lo o k e d  d o w n  a t  it.

" A l l  r ig h t , J im m y ,”  B illy  fin a lly  
sa id . “ Y o ’ rc m a n , s o n n y — all m a n . 
J u st  ta k e  it  e a s y  a n ’ w e ’ ll s o o n  be  
on  o u r  w a y .”

J o e  S c o t t  c a m e  u p  le a d in g  tw o  
h orses— a ra n g y , lo n g -le g g e d  g ra y  
th a t  w as h is  ow n  m o u n t , an d  a b e a u 
tifu l c h e s tn u t  s ta llion  th a t  b e lo n g e d  
t o  B illy . T h e  y o u n g  b oss  o f  C ir 
c le  J  s te p p e d  u p  to  th e  ch e s tn u t , 
s t ro k in g  its  s ilk y  n eck  as lie  reach ed  
fo r  th e  lo o s e n e d  c in ch .

“ L o o k s  like tro u b le  a h e a d . D a n g e r  
h o ss ,”  B i lly  sp o k e  a lm o st  s o f t ly  t o  
th e  ch e s tn u t s ta llion  as he t ig h te n e d  
th e  c in c h . “ B u t T re ck o n  w e c a n ’t  
h e lp  it. T h a t  h a lf-s ta rv e d  b o y  a n ’ 
h is m a w  m u st b e  in  a  sh ore  to u g h  
fix .”

B illy  f in ish e d  w ith  his c in c h in g  
a n d  tu rn e d  to w a r d  c a m p , w h ere  J o e  
and  S in g  L o  w ere s w ift ly  fo r m in g  a 
p a ck  th a t  w as soon  se cu re ly  p la ce d  
o n  u s tu r d y  b a y  p a ck  h orse . N o w  
S in g  L o  c lim b e d  a b o a r d  a s te e p y - 
lo o k in g  litt le  p ie b a ld  eay u se , 
h u n ch e d  jo c k e y  fa sh io n  o v e r  th e  
sa d d le  h o rn , an d  k e p t  a w a r y  e y e  
on  th e  p a c k  h orse  lest th e  a n im a l 
d o d g e  o f f  in to  a  th ick e t .

“ D o  y u h  r e ck o n  th is  y o u n k e r  is

m e b b e  m is ta k e n  in  so m e  o ’  th e  
th in g s  h e  t o ld  u s, B i l ly ? ”  J o e  S c o t t  
w h isp e re d , c o m in g  a lo n g s id e  th e  
C irc le  J  b o s s . “ It  d o n ’ t seem  rea 
so n a b le  th a t  th a t B lu e  C ro n a n  ja s 
p e r  w o u ld  lie o rn e ry  e n o u g h  t o  
s ta rv e  a  w o m a n  a n ’ k id . I  w o n 
d e r—

“ I ’ m  w o n d e r in ’ , t o o , ”  B i lly  w h is 
p ered  b a c k . “ B u t  th e  w a y  t o  fin d  
o u t  is g o  see  J im m y ’s m o th e r .”

B illy  s t r o d e  o v e r  t o  w h ere  th e  p a le  
y o u th  sa t on  a r o ck , th e  b la n k e ts  
h a v in g  been  p u t in to  th e  p a ck . 
J im m y  h a d  p u t  th e  fo o d  S in g  L o  
h ad  g iv e n  h im  b a c k  in to  th e p o t , 
an d  w a tc h e d  w ith  sh in in g  e y e s  
w h ile  th e lit  Lie ch in k  e m p tie d  th e  
c o n te n ts  o f  th a t  p o t  in to  a  vesse l 
w h ich  h a d  a  lid th a t  w o u ld  fit 
t ig h t ly  e n o u g h  t o  p re v e n t a n y  sp ill
in g . T h e  vesse l o f  p re p a re d  fo o d  
w as n o w  in  th e  p a ck  on  th e  b a y ’s 
b a ck , r e a d y  fo r  u se th e  m o m e n t  th e 
h e a v y  lid  w a s  p r ie d  o ff.

“ W e ll , J im m y ” — B il ly  tr ied  to  
g rin  c h e e r fu lly  as he sp o k e — “ y u h  
ca n  ju s t  h o p  u p  in fr o n t  o ’ m e  n o w . 
D a n g e r — t h a t ’s m y  b o s s ’s n a m e—  
w ill c a r ry  u s b o th  w ith o u t  a n y  fu ss. 
H e re , I ’ ll g iv e  y u h  a b o o s t , a n ’ th en  
y u h  ca n  te ll us w h ich  w a y  t o  h ea d . 
Is  it  fa r  t o  y o u r  h o u s e ? ”

J im m y  M a r t in  w as p it ifu lly  lig h t, 
B illy  th o u g h t  as h e b o o s te d  h im  u p  
in to  th e  s a d d le , th e n  m o u n te d , h o ld 
in g  th e  y o u n g s te r  s te a d y  w ith  on e  
arm . B u t  J im m y  w as sm ilin g  h a p 
p ily  n o w  a n d  p o in t in g  on e  sk in n y  
h a n d  o f f  a c r o ss  th e h ills .

“ I t  a in ’ t fa r  t o  w h ere  m a w  is ,”  he 
rep lied  t o  B i l ly ’s q u e st io n . “ B u t  
th e  h o u se  a in ’t  ou rs— a in ’ t n o b o d y ’s, 
I  re ck o n . I t ’s j i s t  a o ld  d e se rte d  
d o b e — n o  g o o d  a -ta ll . B u t  i t  w as 
th e  o n ly  p la ce  w e ’v e  b e e n  a b le  t o  
g e t  h id  o u t  in w here B lu e  C ro n a n  
a n ’ h is g a n g  c o u ld n ’t  fin d  us. J is t  
h e a d  o v e r  th a t  r id g e  y o n d e r  a n ’ w e ’ ll 
b e  th e re  in  n o  t im e .”
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T h is  p r o v e d  t o  be  th e  ease , fo r  as 
so o n  as B i l ly  an d  J o e , r id in g  side  b y  
s id e , t o p p e d  th e  hill t o  w h ich  J im m y  
h a d  p o in te d , th e y  saw  a  m isera b le  
lit t le  a d o b e  sh a ck  in a  g u ich  b e lo w  
th e m — a  sh a ck  th a t  w as h a lf  h id 
d en  b y  m e s q u ite  an d  c a t ’s -c la w  
bu sh es . B u t  n o t  u n til th e  C ir c le  J 
p a rd s  h a d  sen t th e ir  h orses  d o w n  
th e  s te e p  s lop e  an d  d is m o u n te d  b e 
fo re  th e  p la ce  d id  th e y  d is c o v e r  th a t  
it h a d  p r a c t ic a l ly  n o  r o o f  an d  w as 
d oor less .

“ M a w !”  J im m y  M a r t in  c r ie d  as 
B illy  lo w e re d  h im  t o  th e g ro u n d . 
“ H e y , m a w , w e ’v e  g o t  s o m e  fr ien d s, 
a fte r  a ll. C o m e  o n  o u t , m a w , a n ’

T h e re  h a d  been  n o  sou n d  fro m  
w ith in  th e  h o u se . J im m y  b r o k e  o f f  
s u d d e n ly , a n d  th e  c o lo r  d ra in ed  
c o m p le t e ly  fr o m  h is a lre a d y  p a le  
fa ce .

H e  d a rte d  t o  th e d o o r , lea p ed  in to  
th e  sh a ck . B illy  an d  J o e  e x ch a n g e d  
g rim  g la n ce s  an d  s tro d e  fo rw a rd .

B u t  b e fo r e  th e y  c o u ld  e n ter , 
J im m y  s ta g g e re d  b a ck  in to  th e  y a r d , 
w h ite  lip s  m o v in g  s t iffly , o n e  h an d  
r e p e a te d ly  b ru sh in g  a t h is starin g  
e y e s , as i f  h e w o u ld  bru sh  aside  som e 
te rr ib le  s ig h t .

“ M a w !”  th e  b o y  g a sp e d  h o a rse ly . 
“ S h e — s h e ’s la y in ’  s o  a w fu l still, M r . 
W e s t . I — T r e ck o n  sh e m u st b e—  
d a id !”

C H A P T E R  I V .
TOUCH LUCK.

D U C K  F O S T E R  ca n te re d  in to  A l -  
J k a li, b u lg in g  e y e s  ra k in g  sw ift ly  

u p  an d  d o w n  th e  d o u b le  ro w  o f  
s c a ly  lo o k in g  a d o b e s . N o w  h e  S p o t 
ted  a b ig  sa lo o n , re in ed  h is la th ered  
e a y u sc  t o  a  sp ra d d le -le g g e d  h a lt , h it  
th e  g ro u n d , an d  s tro d e  s w ift ly  t o 
w ard  th e  green  sw in g in g  d o o r s  o f  
th e  sa lo o n .

B u c k ’s lea th ery  fa c e  w as m o ttle d  
w ith  a n g e r , an d  h is  g n a rled  r ig h t

h a n d  h o v e r e d  o v e r  th e  b u t t  o f  h is 
.45 as he c ra sh e d  in to  th e  s la t d o o r s  
w ith  m ore  th an  a lit t le  fo r ce . N o r  
d id  B u c k  p a y  a n y  a t te n t io n  to  th e 
d o z e n  o r  m o r e  h a r d -b it te n  h o m b re s  
w h o  w h ir led  s w ift ly  fr o m  th e  lo n g  
b a r  a t his n o isy  e n tra n ce . B u c k  w as 
on  th e  p r o d  an d  ru n n in g  tru e  t o  
form.

A c c o r d in g  t o  h is w a y  o f  th in k in g , 
th e re  w as d u e  t o  b e  a  sk u n k  n a m ed  
B lu e  C ro n a n  h a n g in g  o u t  in th e 
G ila , an d  B u c k  h a d  a  c r o w  o r  tw o  
t o  p ick  w ith  th e  ja sp e r . I f  J im m y  
M a r t in  a n d  h is  m o th e r  h a d n ’ t been  
s ta r v in g , th e  la d  n e v e r  w o u ld  h a v e  
tr ied  t o  h o ld  u p  a m an  on  th e  trail 
w h ich  led  o u t  o f  A lk a li.

A n d  s in ce  th a t m an  h a d  been  
B u c k , a n d  he h a d  c o m e  w ith in  an 
a ce  o f  k ill in g  J im m y , h e figu red  th a t  
he w o u ld  ju s t  n a tu ra lly  m o p  u p  th e 
to w n  o f  A lk a li  w ith  B lu e  C ro n a n . 
F o r  it w as C ro n  a n ’s fa u lt  th a t 
J im m y  M a r t in  a n d  his m o th e r  w ere 
s ta rv in g . S o  B u c k  h a d  rea son ed  as 
he g a llo p e d  m a d ly  in to  to w n .

H e  w as still re a so n in g  a lo n g  such  
lines as h e c la t te r e d  u p  t o  th e  b a r , 
e lb o w e d  a  leer in g  ja s p e r  o u t  o f  h is 
w a y , a n d . g la re d  h o t ly  a t a  s q u a t, 
f la t -fa ce d  b a r te n d e r  w h o  w as s lip 
p in g  o n e  th ic k  h a n d  b en ea th  his 
so iled  a p ro n .

“ G iv e  m e  a  sh o t  o ’ n o se  p a in t , f e l 
le r ,”  B u c k  g ro w le d , “ s o ’s I  k in  g it 
th is  a lk a li o u t  o ’ m e  g u lle t . T h e n , 
b y  h e ife rs , I  a im  ter  ast y u h  so m e  
q u e st io n s  th a t  y u h ’ d b e t te r  an sw er 
p r o n t o !”

T h e  b u r ly  b a rte n d e r  o p e n e d  h is 
th ic k  lips as i f  t o  sp ea k , an a n g ry  
flu sh  d a rk e n in g  his s c o w lin g  fa ce . 
B u t h e se em ed  t o  th in k  b e t te r  o f  
sa y in g  w h a te v e r  he w as th in k in g , 
an d  tu rn ed  to  th e b a ck  b a r , p ick in g  
u p  a b o t t le  a n d  g lass, w h ich  h e 
sh o v e d  a cro ss  th e  p o lish e d  m a h o g 
a n y  at B u c k .

T h e  C ir c le  J  v e te ra n  n e v e r  d ran k
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h im se lf d r u n k , th o u g h  h e d id  lik e  a  
n ip  n o w  a n d  th e n . l i e  sq u in te d  
su sp ic io u s ly  a t th e  ta ll b o t t le ,  u n 
c o rk e d  it  an d  sn iffe d , th en  p o u re d  
h im se lf a  s t iff  d r in k , g u lp e d  it , an d  
fish ed  a c o in  fr o m  th e  p o c k e t  o f  his 
m a n g y  b e a rsk in  v est.

“ N o w , fe lle r ,”  th e  b a rk e e p e r  
g ro w le d , s c o o p in g  u p  B u c k ’s m o n e y , 
“ w h at w a s  th a t y u h  sh o t o f f  ’b o u t  
q u e s t io n s?  Y u h  b e t te r  w a tch  th a t 
to n g u e  o ’  y o re s , o r  y u h ’ ll h u b  tr o u 
b le  a p le n t y .”

“ A m  th e t  s o ? ”  B u c k  fla red , g r iz 
zled  m u sta ch e  fa ir ly  b r is tlin g . “ N o  
m o n k c y - fa c e d  sw ill sp lash er  k in  
th re a te n  m e a n ’ g it  b y  w ith  it . B u t  
r ig h t  n o w  I ’ m  lo o k in ’ fer  a c o w -  
h o e k e d , fo u r -f lu sh in ’ sk u n k  w h a t 
ca lls  h isse lf B lu e  C ro n a n . W h a r  k in  
I  fin d  th e  v a r m in t? ”

H o a rse  y e lls  lifte d , b o o t s  p o u n d e d  
lo u d ly  o v e r  th e  floor , an d  s u d d e n ly  
th e  sw in g in g  d o o r s  w ere ra tt lin g  and  
g ro a n in g  as a k n o t  o f  m en  ja m m e d  
th ro u g h  t o  th e  d ir t  w a lk  o u ts id e . 
T h e r e  w ere  o n ly  tw o  m en  le ft s ta n d 
in g  in fr o n t  o f  th e  b a r— a p a ir  o f  
s l i l -e y e d , u n sh a ven  h o m b re s  w h o  
stared  a t B u c k  in b lan k  a m a ze m e n t .

T h e  s q u a t  b n rk eep  d r o p p e d  a b o t 
tle  an d  sw o re  lu rid ly  as it  b o u n ce d  
o f f  on e  o f  his fe e t . H e  sw a y e d  
a g a in st th e  b a ck  b a r , fa ce  p a lin g  as 
h e  stared  at th e  v e te ra n  p u n ch er .

“ W a a l, I ’ ll b e  a  h o rn e d  t o a d !”  
B u c k  ro a re d  th rou g h  th e  stra in ed  
s ilen ce . “ S o m e  o ’ y u h  sk u n k s b e t 
te r  s ta r t ta lk in ’ , o r  I 'l l  w o rk  th e  h ull 
b u n ch  o ’ y u h  o v e r . W h a r  am  th e t  
C ro n a n  sn a k e , h u h ? ”

T h e  u n sh a v en  pa ir  o f  to u g h s  b e 
fo re  th e b a r  e d g e d  s lo w ly  a p a rt, 
b la c k  s c o w ls  c o m in g  o v e r  th e ir  
fa ce s . T h e  b a rte n d e r  sn arled  an 
u g ly  o a th , lu n g ed  fo rw a rd , an d  m a d e  
a g ra b  at a sa w e d -o ff  sh o tg u n  w h ich  
la y  on  a sp e c ia lly  bu ilt sh e lf b e n e a th  
{lie  m a h o g a n y  to p .

“ S a y , y u h  o l ’ c o o t , ”  th e  d r in k  d is 

p en ser  sn a r led  th ic k ly , p u d g y  h a n d s 
c lo s in g  o v e r  th e  m u rd e ro u s  w ea p on s, 
“ n o  lo c o e d  g eezer  is g o in ’  te r  c o m e  
in  h y a r  c a l l in ’ th e  b o ss  n am es a n ’ 
g it  b y  w ith  it . I 'l l  learn  y u h  m a n 
n ers , y u h  o l ’------ ”

S m ack!  B u ck  h ad  seen th e  b a r - 
k e e p  r e a ch in g  u n d e r  th e  b a r  to p —  
g u essed  w hat, w a s  u p .

T h e  la n k y  v e te ra n  lu n g ed  fo r 
w a rd , g n a rle d  r igh t h an d  b a lle d  in to  
a k n o t ty  fis t . A n d  th a t  fist w h izzed  
o u t  s u d d e n ly . I t  c a u g h t  th e  b a r 
te n d e r  s q u a re ly  b e tw e e n  h is p ig g ish  
ey es .

M r . B a rk e e p  cra sh ed  b a ck w a r d  
a g a in s t th e  b a ck  b a r , y a n k e d  b o th  
tr ig gers  on  th e  d o u b le -b a rre le d  g u n , 
an d  fo ld e d  u p  in a g a sp in g  h e a p  as 
th e  b u tt o f  th e  w e a p o n  ra m m e d  h im  
sq u a re ly  in  th e  s to m a ch .

B u t  th e tw o  to u g h  ja sp e rs  w h o  
h a d  re m a in e d  b e fo r e  th e  b a r  w ere  
g e tt in g  in t o  a c t io n  n o w . O n e  o f  
th e m  d re w  a lo n g -b a rre le d  C o lt ,  
lea p ed  fo r w a r d , an d  b r o u g h t  th e  g u n  
d o w n  in a  c h o p p in g  m o t io n .

B u c k  h o w le d  in p a in e d  su rprise  as 
as th e  gun  ba rre l w h izze d  p a st h is 
te m p le , th en  cra sh e d  in to  h is sh o u l
d er . H e  sp u n , sw u n g  a  h a y m a k e r  
a t th e g u n  w ie ld e r ’s fa c e , a n d  m e a s
u red  h is le n g th  o n  th e  f lo o r  as th e 
se co n d  to u g h  sen t a  h a rd  fist in to  
h is ja w .

“ T r o m p  his h a id  o ff , b la s t h is 
h id e !”  on e  o f  th e  h a rd -ca se  h o m b re s  
sn arled . “ W e  b e tte r  n o t  p lu g  h im , 
’ca u se  B lu e ’ ll w a n t  te r  k n o w  w h a t 
i t ’ s all a b o u t .  B u t  w e k in  sh ore  
b e a t  th e  s o u p  o u t  o ’ th e  o l ’  sh eep - 
h e rd e r .”

S h e e p -h e rd e r ! N o t h in g  u n d e r  th e  
sun c o u ld  h a v e  r e v iv e d  th e  g r o g g y  
C irc le  J  v e te ra n  m o re  q u ic k ly  th an  
h e a r in g  so m e  o n e  ca ll h im  a sh eep - 
h erd er .

B a w lin g  in su lts , h e c a m e  t o  h is 
k n ees , sw a y e d  fa r  e n o u g h  t o  d o d g e  
a  fla sh in g  b o o t  to e , th en  g a in ed  h is

W W -6 B
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fe e t ,  h o r n y  fists  w o r k in g  lik e  p is to n s . 
H e  g o t  th e  ra sca lly  p a ir  on  th e  
m o v e , d r o v e  th e m  b a c k  a g a in s t th e  
b a r , a n d  h ad  th e m  s o  ra tt le d  th e y  
c o u ld  d o  n o  m o r e  th a n  d u c k  a n d  
d o d g e .

T h e n  th e  sw in g in g  d o o r s  c ra sh e d  
o p e n  a n d  h a lf  a  d o ze n  m e a n -lo o k in g  
ja sp e rs  ch a rg e d  in to  th e  r o o m , 
sw e a r in g  a t  B u c k  as th e y  ca m e . 
W in d e d , th e  v e te ra n  w h ir le d  t o  m e e t  
h is n ew  fo e s , sn a g g ly  te e th  sh o w in g  
in  a  fig h t in g  snarl.

“ C o m e  on , sk u n k s !”  h e  in v ite d . 
“ I  k in  lic k  th e  hull k it  a n ’  c a b o o d le  
o ’ y u h . T h e n , b y  d o g ie s , som e  o ’ 
y u h  am  g o in ’  te r  tell m e  w h ar y o r e  
f le a -b it  b o s s  is. C o m e  o n !”

C rash! B u c k  s ta g g e re d , c lu tch e d  
a t  th e  b a r , th en  sank  s lo w ly  d o w n  
t o  th e  f lo o r , e y e s  g la ze d  a n d  sta r in g .

B e h in d  th e  b a r  th e  f la t -fa c e d  b a r 
te n d e r  s t o o d  g r in n in g  e v il ly , a  h e a v y  
b u n g  s ta r te r  g r ip p e d  in  o n e  th ick  
h a n d .

“ T h a r 's  y o re  to u g h  g u y , all la id  
o u t  c o ld ,”  th e  b a rk e e p  sn eered  a t  
th e  s c o w lin g  to u g h s  w h o  h ad  b o ile d  
in to  th e  r o o m . “ A n y  tim e I  sm a ck s 
a  fe lle r  w ith  th is  h y a r  a u g e r , h e ’s 
o u t  c o ld .”

“ W h a t ’s  g o in ’  o n ? ”  a  s la b -s id e d , 
la n te rn -ja w e d  h o m b r e  d e m a n d e d  o f  
th e  b a rk e e p . “ W h o  is th is  o l ’ w a m 
p u s , T u b b y ?  M e  a n ’ th ese  b o y s  w as 
o v e r  to  th e  re sta u ra n t, w a it in ’ fe r  
th e  b o s s  te r  sh o w  u p  w hen  in ro m p s  
a  fe lle r  w h o  te lls  u s th a t  so m e  lo c o e d  
c o o t  is o v e r  h y a r  m a k in ’ f ig h t  ta lk  
a n ’  h u n t in ’ th e  b o ss . W h o  th e  b la zes  
is h e ? ”

“ D a n g e d  i f  I  k n o w , W a lt  T u rn e r , 
w h o  th e  o l ’ b i l ly  g o a t  is ,”  “ T u b b y , ”  
th e  b a rk e e p , g ro w le d . “ B u t  I  w ish  
y u h ’d  s ta y  a ro u n d  h y a r  m o re , b la s t 
it ! A in ’t  y u h  d r a w in ’ gu n  w ages 
j is t  te r  s m o k e  d o w n  w h o e v e r  c o m e s  
lo o k in ’ fe r  B lu e  w ith  gu n  ta lk ?  I ’ll 
b e t  th is o l ’ b u zza rd  is  s o m e  so r t o ’ 
la w ,”
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H o a r s e  g ro w ls  g re e te d  th a t  r e 
m a rk , an d  se v e ra l h a r d -fa c e d  ja sp e rs  
s te p p e d  to w a r d  B u c k , in te n d in g  t o  
g o  th r o u g h  h is c lo th in g  fo r  sign s o f  
th e  h a ted  la w  b a d g e . B u t th ere  w as 
a  su d d en  s te p  in side  th e  sw in g in g  
d o o rs , a n d  a  c o ld  v o ic e  je r k e d  the 
m o b  o f  to u g h s  a ro u n d  as if  th e y  
w ere  m o v in g  as o n e  m a n .

“ L a y  a  h a n d  o n  m y  p a rd  a n ’ I ’ll 
d rill y u h ! S k y  th e m  p a w s , gunniea. 
I f  B u c k ’s h u r t , i t ’ ll b e  y o r e  o w n  
fu n e r a l.”

J u st  in s id e  th e  d o o r  s t o o d  J oe  
S c o t t ,  a  c o c k e d  .45 in h is  fre ck le d  
r ig h t  h a n d , b lu e  e y e s  b la z in g  as he 
w a tch e d  th e  sn a r lin g  p a c k  m o v e  
s lo w ly  a p a r t , h a n d s  in ch in g  to w a rd  
b o ls te re d  g u n s  ra th er  th a n  lift in g . 
In  th e  n e x t  sp lit  s e c o n d  th e  G ila  S a 
lo o n  w o u ld  h a v e  b e c o m e  a  ro a r in g  
in fe rn o  o f  e x p lo d in g  g u n s , fo r  th ose  
to u g h  ja s p e r s  h ad  n o  in te n t io n s  o f  
su rren d er in g .

B u t  a t th a t m o m e n t  th e  b a ck  
d o o r  sh o v e d  s o ft ly  o p e n , a n d  B illy  
W e s t s t e p p e d  o v e r  th e  th resh o ld , 
s ix -g u n  c o c k e d  a n d  g r ip p e d  a t b is  
h ip .

“ B e lte r  r e a ch , g e n ts ,”  B i l ly 's  
v o ic e  c r a c k le d  c o ld ly .  “ W e ’v e  sh ore  
g o t  y u h  h o m b r e s  c o v e r e d . W a n t  t o  
g e t  c a u g h t  in  a  c ro s s f ir e ? ”

T h e  th o r o u g h ly  su rp rised  gu n  
slin gers in th e  r o o m  sn a rled  b it te r  
o a th s , th en  b e g a n  lift in g  th e ir  h a n d s . 
B u t  B illy  h a d  b a re ly  re la x ed  w hen  
th e  r o u n d , h a r d  m u zz le s  o f  t w o  g u n s  
ra m m e d  s o l id ly  a g a in s t h is b a c k , 
a n d  a  c o ld ,  w e ll-c o n tro lle d  v o ic e  c a r 
ried  p la in ly  in to  th e  ro o m .

“ Y o u  h a p p e n  t o  b e  c o v e r e d , to o , 
s tra n g e r ,”  th a t  v o ice  sa id . “ N o w  
d r o p  y o u r  g u n  o r  I ’ ll b lo w  y o u  lo o se  
fr o m  it . A n d  te ll y o u r  re d -h e a d e d  
fr ie n d  u p  fr o n t  t o  le t  g o  th a t  cu t te r  
h e ’s h o ld in g .”

“ T h e  b o s s !”  T u b b y ,  th e  b a rk e e p , 
w h o o p e d , a n d  sa v a g e  g rin s  o f  d e lig h t  
sp rea d  o v e r  th e  fa ce s  o f  B lu e  C r o n -
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an s g u n n ie s  as B i l ly  a n d  J o e  s lo w ly  
lo w e re d  th e ir  g u n s , th e n  d r o p p e d  
th em  t o  th e  floor .

C H A P T E R  V .
RUCK USES HIS HEAD.

" p H E U K  in th a t m ise ra b le  little  
tu m b le d o w n  sh a ck  fr o m  w h ich  

J im m y  M a r t in  h ad  s tu m b le d , sa y in g  
th a t  hi.s m o th e r  w as d e a d , B illy  and  
J o e  fo u n d  a  w o m a n  ly in g  h u d d le d  
o n  a fe w  o ld  gra in  sa ck s  in  o n e  c o r 
ner. B u t  J im m y ’s m o th e r  w as 
a liv e , th o u g h  in a c r it ica l c o n d it io n .

[ .c a v in g  S in g  T.o t o  a tte n d  t o  th e  
b o y  an d  the w o m a n . B illy  an d  J o e  
h ad  h it a lo p e  fo r  A lk a li , in te n d in g  
io  h u n t u p  a d o c to r  a n d  h u stle  h im  
o u t t o  th e  m isera b le  litt le  sh a ck  
w h ere  th e  s ick  w o m a n  la y . N o t  
k n o w in g  w h ere  th e  d o c t o r  m ig h t b e  
fo u n d , B i l ly  a n d  J o e  h ad  h ead ed  fo r  
th e  n e a re st  sa lo o n , in te n d in g  to  ask  
th e  b a rk c e p .

A n d  th e y  h a d  g o n e  i o  th e  G ila  
S a lo o n , jieered  o v e r  th e  sw in g in g  
d o o r s  ju s t  in tim e  t o  see th e  b u r ly  
b a rk c e p  c lo u t  B u ck  w ith  th e  b u n g  
sta rter . B illy  an d  J o e  h ad  n a tu ra lly  
tried  t o  c o m e  to  th e rescu e  o f  th e ir  
p a rd — a n d  h u b b e d  w h a t lo o k e d  lik e  
d isaster .

T h e y  s t o o d  th ere  n o w , J o e  a t th e  
fr o n t  a n d  B illy  a t  th e  rear, h a n d s  
a b o v e  th e ir  h e a d s , ey e s  g la r in g  h a te  
a t th e  g r in n in g , sw a g g e rin g  m en  
w h o  o c c u p ie d  th e  b a rro o m .

“ W a a l, B lu e , vtih  sh o re  sa v e d  ou r  
h id es th a t  t im e ,”  th e  fla t-fe a tu re d  
b a rk c e p  c h u ck le d  h o a rse ly . “ I  fig 
ure th ese  ja sp ers  is------ ”

“ I ’ ll d o  th e  fig u r in g , T u b b y , ”  th e  
c o ld  v o ic e  c a m e  a g a in  fro m  d ir e c t ly  
b e h in d  B il ly . “ J u st g a th e r  u p  y o u r  
sh o tg u n  a n d  w a tch  th is y o u n g  c u b  
a m in u te .”

T u b b y  flu sh ed  a t th e  sh arp n ess o f  
th a t  v o ic e ,  th e n  q u ic k ly  g a th e re d  u p  
th e  fa lle n  sh o tg u n , fish ed  a  c o u p le

o f  fa t  sh e lls  fr o m  a  c a r d b o a r d  b o x  
o n  th e  b a c k  b a r , an d  re lo a d e d  th e 
m u rd e ro u s  w e a p o n . B i l ly  w a tc h e d  
th e  b a r k c e p  lin e th e  g u n , g r in n in g  
e v il ly  o v e r  th e  tw in  tu b e s . But n o w  
B illy 's  a t te n t io n  w as ta k en  b y  a 
m an  w h o  s te p p e d  e a s ily  p a st  h im , 
th en  tu rn e d .

“ V u h 'd  b e  B lu e  C ro n a n , I  
r e c k o n ,”  B i l ly  d ra w le d , f ig h t in g  to  
k e e p  his v o ic e  leve l as h e e y e d  th e 
b ig . w e ll-b u ilt  h o m b r e  w h o  s t o o d  
g r in n in g  c o ld ly  a t h im .

B lu e  C r o n a n  sh o v e d  an  expensive 
g r a y  S te ts o n  fa r  b a c k  on  his b la ck  
h a ir , fa s te n e d  a  p a ir  o f  g lin t in g  
b la c k  e y e s  on  B i l ly ’s fa c e , an d  le t  
h is a lm o s t  lip less  m o u th  q u irk  in to  
a sa rc a s t ic  grin . l i e  d e lib e r a te ly  
b o ls te re d  a  p a ir  o f  s ilv e r -in la id , 
p e a r l-g r ip p e d  s ix -g u n s in  sh o u ld e r  
h o ls te rs  th a t  w ere  sw u n g  b e n e a th  
th e  lapels  o f  h is n e a t  g ra y  c o a t ,  th e n  
la u g h ed  a lm o s t  in B i l ly ’s fa ce .

“ Y e s , I 'm  B lu e  C r o n a n ,”  th e  g a m 
b le r  said in  th a t sa m e  fla t, c o ld  
v o ic e . “ A n d  ju s t  w h o  are y o u , a n d  
w h v  are v o n  m e d d lin g  in to  th is  a f 
fa ir ? ”

B illy  w a s  fig h t in g  m ad  n o w , fo r  
th ere  w as s o m e th in g  s o  c o ld ly  d a n 
g e ro u s  in th e  g ra y -c la d  g a m b le r ’s 
v e r y  m a n n e r  th a t  it a m o u n te d  t o  
an e v il th re a t . Y e t  th e  y o u n g  b o ss  
o f  C irc le  J  w as t o o  w ise  in th e  w a y s 
o f  d a n g e r  t o  fig h t B lu e  C ro n a n  a t  
th e  m o m e n t .

B illy  re a liz e d  th a t  h e w as u p  
aga in st a m a n  w h o  w a s  c a p a b le  o f  
th in k in g  a n d  a c t in g  w ith  sw ift  p r e 
c is io n — an  in te llig e n t h o m b re  w h o  
h a d , fo r  n o  te llin g  w h a t rea son , s e t  
h is  k een  m in d  t o  c r im e  ra th e r  th a n  
h o n o r a b le  th in g s . S u ch  a m a n  as 
B lu e  C r o n a n  w o u ld  b e  n o t  o n ly  d a n 
g e ro u s , b u t  m ig h ty  h a rd  t o  b e a t  in 
a n y  w a y .

B u t  it t o o k  B il ly  W e s t  o n ly  a 
v e ry  fe w  m o m e n ts  t o  d o  th a t  th in k 
in g . N o w  h e  sh ru g g e d , fo r c e d  a
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c a lm  s m ile  t o  liis lip s , a n d  q u ie t ly  
t o ld  B lu e  C ro n a n  w h o  h e  w as , w h o  
B u c k  a n d  J o e  w ere , a n d  w h a t  th e y  
w ere  d o in g  in A r iz o n a . N o r  d id  
B il ly  h e s ita te  to  sa y  th a t  h e h a d  
c o m e  t o  A lk a li fo r  a d o c t o r  w h o  
w o u ld  b e  w illin g  t o  ca re  fo r  M rs . 
M a r t in , J im m y ’s m o th e r .

“ S o  y u h  see, C r o n a n , J o e  a n ’ m e 
w ere  d o in ’ th e  n a tu ra l th in g — tr v in ’ 
t o  g e l  o u r  pare! o u t  o f  a  ja c k  p o l , ”  
B i lly  fin ish e d . “ Is  th ere  t o o  m u ch  
sn a k e  in y o r e  v e in s  t o  le t  us ta k e  
B u c k  a n ’ g o  o n  a b o u t  o u r  bu sin ess?  
I f  w h a t J im m y  M a r t in  tells is h a lf 
w a y  t r u e , I  r e ck o n  y o ’rc  t o o  y a lle r -  
b e llied  t o  le t  us g o  g e t  a  d o c t o r  fo r  
M r s . M a r t in .”

A  c h e a p e r  ty p e  o f  c r o o k  w o u ld  
h a v e  b lo w n  u p  a t B i l ly ’s in su lt in g  
rem a rk s. B u t n o t  B lu e  C ro n  an . 
T h e  b a rb s  s tu ck , fo r  a  s low  flush  
c r e p t  o v e r  h is ra th e r  sa llo w , lean 
fa c e , a n d  th e  n ostr ils  o f  h is th in , 
h o o k e d  n o s e  fla red  s lig h tly . Y e t  
B lu e  C r o n a n  m a n a g e d  t o  sm ile , 
th o u g h  th a t  sm ile  w as fa r  fr o m  
p le a sa n t t o  sec.

“ Y o u  a re  m e d d lin g , W e s t ,”  he 
sa id , w ith  n o  a p p a r e n t  a n g er . 
“ M e d d lin g  in m y  a ffa irs . T o m  
M a r t in ’s w ife  d e se rv e s  w h a t sh e  is 
g e tt in g . I f  she w o u ld  o n ly  g iv e  m e  
th e  in fo rm a t io n  fo r  w h ich  I  h a v e  
r e p e a te d ly  a sk e d , I ’d  sec  th a t  she 
w a s n o t  m o le s te d  fu r th e r .”

“ A n ’  y u h ’d  a lso  see th a t  h er h u s
b a n d , T o m ,  w as s h o t  d o w n  fo r  th e  
rich  m in e  h e ’s su p p o se d  to  h a v e  d is 
c o v e r e d ,”  B i lly  g r o w le d , a n g e re d  
m o re  th a n  e v e r  b y  th e  g a m b le r ’s 
c o ld  se lf-a ssu ra n ce . “ W h a t  y u h  
n e e d , h o m b r e , is a g o o d  h e m p  n e c k 
t ie .”

B lu e  C r o n a n  la u g h e d  u n p le a s 
a n t ly ,  tu rn e d  o n  o n e  h eel o f  h is 
h ig h ly  p o lis h e d  b o o t s ,  a n d  s tro d e  a l
m o s t  le isu re ly  to  th e  b a r .

“ Y o u ,  S c o t t ,”  h e flu n g  a t  th e  
s c o w lin g  r e d h e a d , “ m a rch  d o w n  th e

r o o m  a n d  jo in  W e s t .  T u b b y  ca n  
w a tch  y o u  tw o  b e t te r  i f  y o u  are  
c lo se r  t o g e th e r .”

J o e  S c o t t  g la n ce d  s w ift ly  to  r ig h t  
a n d  le ft ,  a s  i f  se e k in g  so m e  a v e n u e  
o f  e s ca p e , B u t  th e  le e r in g  g u n m e n  
b e fo r e  h im  w ere  w a tc h in g  n a r ro w ly , 
a n d  th e  re d h e a d  s tro d e  s t iffly  d o w n  
th e  r o o m  t o  sta n d  b e s id e  B illy .

“ W a lt ,”  B lu e  C ro n a n  a d d re sse d  
th e  s la b -s id e d  W a lt  T u r n e r  sh a rp ly , 
“ y o u  a n d  a  c o u p le  o f  th e  o th e r s  l ak e  
th ese  t w o  y o u n g  g e n t le m e n  u p  t o 
w a rd  th e  o ld  C r a z y  M a n  M in e . I f  
th e y  sh o u ld  g e t  to  s o m e  la w  J o h n n y  
a n d  d o  a  b i t  o f  ta lk in g ------ ”

T h e  la n k y  W a lt  T u rn e r  a n d  th e  
rest o f  th e  h a r d -fa c e d  cre w  sw o re  
a lm o s t  w ild ly  as th e y  g la red  at th e  
C irc le  J  p n rd s . T h o s e  ja sp e rs  k n e w  
o n ly  t o o  w e ll what, w o u ld  h a p p e n  if 
th o se  tw o  c o w b o y s  g o t  t o  an  o ffice r  
an d  to ld  w h a t  th e y  k n e w . B u t  B lu e  
C ro n a n  h a d  sa id  t o  ta k e  th e m  u p  t o 
w ard  the o ld  C r a z y  M a n  M in e .

“ W e  b e t te r  m a k e  a b re a k  fo r  it , 
p a r d ,”  J o e  S c o t t  w h isp e re d  h o a rse ly  
fr o m  o n e  co rn e r  o f  h is m o u th . 
“ T h a t  C r o n a n  jig g e r  m e a n t  fo r  h is 
g u n n ies  t o  ta k e  u s o u t  a n ’ p lu g  us, 
o r  I ’ m  lo c o .  W e  b e t te r ------ ”

J o e  g la n ce d  s id ew ise  a t  B i l ly —  
a n d  b r o k e  o f f  in m id -se n te n ce . 
B i l ly ’s fa ce  w as ten se , s lo w iv  flu sh 
in g  w ith  e x c it e m e n t  th a t sh o w e d  in 
h is c a r e fu lly  sq u in te d  e y e s . A n d  
J o e  a lm o s t  g u m m e d  th e  d e a l b y  
q u ic k ly  fo l lo w in g  B i l ly ’s g a ze .

O v e r  b y  th e  b a r , B lu e  C ro n a n  
s to o d  g r in n in g  h is  c o ld  g r in , th in  
lip s  p a r t in g  t o  sh o w  a  d o u b le  ro w  o f  
e v e n  w h ite  te e th . T h e  g a m b le r ’s 
h ea d  w as s l ig h t ly  in c lin e d , as i f  he 
w ere  t r y in g  h a rd  t o  h ear  w h a t  J o e  
h a d  b e e n  sa y in g . B u t  n e ith e r  B illy  
n o r  J o e  w a s  p a y in g  a n y  p a rt icu la r  
a t te n t io n  t o  th e  m u rd e ro u s  b o ss  o f  
th e  u g ly  c re w  o f  m en  w h o  w ere  a r 
g u in g  as t o  w h o  sh o u ld  g o  w ith  W a lt  
a n d  th e  t w o  C irc le  J  p a rd s .
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W h a t  B illy  a n d  J o e  w ere w a tc h 

in g  w as a  g n a r le d  h a n d  in ch in g  
s lo w ly  a c r o ss  th e  sa lo o n  flo o r  as 
B u c k  F o s te r  re a ch e d  w ith  u n a ccu s 
to m e d  s te a lth  to w a r d  h is h o ls ter . 
B lu e  C r o n a n  seem ed  t o  sen se th a t  
s o m e th in g  w as a b o u t  t o  h a p p e n , fo r  
he let h is  ow n  lo n g , th in -fin g e re d  
h a n d s d r i f t  s w ift ly  u p  t o  th e  lapels 
o f  h is c o a t .

J o e  S c o t t ’ s g la n ce  h a d  w a rn e d  
h im , a n d  h e w as o n  th e  v e r y  p o in t  
o f  s te p p in g  fa r th e r  b a ck  w h en  th e  
w h o le  h o u se  se em ed  t o  tre m b le  as a 
h oa rse  v o ic e  lifte d  in a  tr iu m p h a n t 
y e ll.

“ F re e z e , y u h  tw o -b it  c ro ss  b e tw ix ’ 
a sk u n k  a n ’ a  b u z z a r d !”  B u ck  F o s 
ter  r o a re d  w ild ly , c o m in g  t o  his 
k n ees. “ I  c o m e  h y a r  lo o k in ’ fe r  y u h , 
C ro n a n , a n ’ , b y  h e ifers , I ’v e  n a b b e d  
y u h ! L i f t  th em  p a w s  a n ’ te ll y o r e  
f ie a -b it  flu n k ie s  te r  le a v e  m e p a rd s  
a lo n e , o r  i t ’ ll b e  y o r e  fu n e r a l!”

A n d , t o  th e  u tte r  a m a ze m e n t o f  
b o th  B illy  an d  J o e , B u c k  h a d  th e  
g o o d  sen se  t o  rem a in  c ro u ch e d  o u t  
o f  sight o f  th e b a rk e e p  w h ile  lie  
r a m m e d  th e  m u zz le  o f  h is g u n  in to  
B lu e  C r o n a n ’s s id e  w ith  fo r ce .

B u c k  F o s te r  h ad  re a lly  u sed  his 
h ea d  that. t im e . F o r  C r o n a n ’s sn a r l
in g  k ille rs  d a red  n o t  m a k e  a h ostile  
m o v e  le s t th e ir  b o s s  su ffer  th e  c o n 
se q u e n ce s .

C H A P T E R  V I .
A PnU M R  ORNERY HORSE.

D I L L Y  W E S T  s to o p e d  s w ift ly  a n d  
s c o o p e d  u p  his fa lle n  g u n . J o e  

S c o t t  w a lk e d  q u ic k ly  b e h in d  th e 
b a r , sn a tch e d  th e  s a w e d -o ff  se a tto r 
g a n  fr o m  T u b b v ’s sh a k in g  h a n d s , 
a n d  sw u n g  th e  tw in  m u zz les  to w a r d  
th e  c lo s e ly  g ro u p e d  k ille rs  w h o  h a d  
b een  a rg u in g  o v e r  w h o  w o u ld  a c 
c o m p a n y  W a lt  T u rn e r . T u rn e r  an d  
th e  rest sq u a w k e d  in  g e n u in e  a larm  
a t  s ig h t  o f  th e  sh o tg u n , a n d  th e y  
lifte d  th e ir  h a n d s w ith  h a ste .

“ S h e d  y o r e  a r t i lle ry , y u h  b u z 
z a rd s !”  J o e  s n a p p e d , s e t t lin g  th e  
w a ln u t b u t t  o f  th e  sh o tg u n  f irm ly  
aga in st h is sh o u ld e r . “ C l im b  o u te r  
th e m  g u n  b e lts , o r  I ’ll p u ll th ese  
tr ig g e r s !”

J o e  w as o n ly  b lu ffin g , fo r  h e h a d  
n o  in te n t io n  o f  p u llin g  th e  tr ig g ers  
o f  th a t  m u rd e ro u s  w e a p o n  u nless 
a b s o lu te ly  fo r ce d  to . B u t  C r o n a n ’s 
h ire lin g s  d id  n ot k n o w  th a t . T h e y  
sh ed  th e ir  gu n  b e lts  as h a st ily  as if  
t iie  th in g s  h a d  su d d e n ly  b e c o m e  r e d -  
h ot a b o u t  th e ir  w aists . J o e  p r o d d e d  
th e  b u r ly  T u b b y  a n d  sen t h im  lu m 
b e r in g  o v e r  t o  jo in  th e  rest in th e  
c e n te r  o f  th e  flo o r .

“ Y o u , B lu e  C r o n a n ,”  B i l ly  W e s t  
sn a p p e d , s t r id in g  to w a r d  th e  g la r 
in g  c u t th r o a t ,  “ I  r e ck o n  w e ’ ll b e  ta k -  
in ’ v u h  fo r  a  litt le  tr ip  w ith  u s. I f  
y u h  s o  m u c h  as m a k e  a  fu ss------ ”

“ T h is  m a n g y  c o y o t e  is  m y  p r is 
o n e r , B i l ly ,”  B u ck  F o s te r  g ro w le d , 
c o m in g  s lo w ly  t o  h is fe e t . “ B u t  y u h  
k in  g u a rd  h im  a  m in u te  w h ile  l  
w h u p  th e  ta r  o u t  o ’ th e t m o n k e y -  
fa c e d  b a rk e e p . I t  w as th e t  sw ill 
sp la sh er  w h a t  w a llo p e d  m e o v e r  th e  
ha id w hen  I w a ’n ’ t  lo o k in ’ , a n ’ I ’m  
g o n n a ------ ”

B i lly  h a d  been  a fra id  th a t  B u c k  
w o u ld  n o t  b e  w illin g  t o  let. w ell 
e n o u g h  a lo n e  a n d  g e t  o u t  w h ile  th e  
g e tt in g  w as g o o d .  A n d  tr y in g  t o  
argu e  w ith  B u c k  w as w o rs e  th a n  
u seless. W h e n  th e  v e te ra n  p u n ch e r  
g o t  h is h e a d  se t o n  a  th in g , th e re  
w as lit t le  h o p e  o f  c h a n g in g  h is  m in d  
fo r  h im .

B u t B illy  fe lt  th a t  h e  h ad  t o  d o  
so m e th in g — h a d  t o  g e t  c le a r  o f  th is  
sa lo o n  w ith  h is p a rd s  as soon  as p o s 
s ib le . N o  te l lin g  w h en  so m e  o f  B lu e  
C r o n a n ’s fr ie n d s  m ig h t  sn ea k  u p  t o  
th e  fr o n t  o r  b a c k  d o o r  a n d  o p e n  fire  
w ith o u t  w a rn in g .

I t  s t o o d  t o  rea son  th a t  C r o n a n  
w o u ld  h a v e  fr ien d s b e s id e s  th o se  
sn a r lin g  ja s p e r s  w h o  w ere  tr e m b lin g
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u n d er  th e  th re a t o f  th e  se a tte rg u n  
in  J o e ’s h a n d s . A n d  i f  B u c k  p r o 
lo n g e d  e s c a p e  b y  s ta r t in g  a fis t  f ig h t 
w ith ------

“ L is te n , p a r d ,”  B i l ly  c a lle d , g ra sp 
in g  B u c k ’s a rm  w ith  h is free  h a n d . 
“ W e ’ ve  got. t o  g e t  o u t  o ’ h ere  p r o n to  
a n ’ ta k e  th is C ro n a n  sn a k e  w ith  us. 
Y u h  c o m e  on  n o w  a n ’  k e e p  an  e y e  
o n  th is  t r ic k y  cu ss . H e  m ig h t g e t 
a w a y  if m e  o r  J o e  tr ies  t o  g u a rd  
h im .”

A  b i t  o f  f la t te r y  w o u ld  d o  m o re  
w ith  B u c k  th a n  a w h o le  d a y ’s a r g u 
m e n t. H e  s t o p p e d , g la n ce d  su sp i
c io u s ly  a t  B illy , then  p o k e d  o u t  h is 
ch e s t  im p o r ta n t ly , tu r n in g  t o  g la re  
a t  J o e  S c o t t .  T h o u g h  s ta n ch  fr ien d s 
a t h ea rt, B u c k  a n d  J o e  a rg u e d  a l
m ost w ith o u t  le l-u p , f lin g in g  in su lts  
g a lo re  a t  e a c h  o th e r .

B u c k  fu lly  e x p e c te d  so m e  ta u n t 
in g  re m a rk  fro m  th e  re d h e a d  n o w . 
B u t  w h en  n o n e  c a m e , h e s tro d e  
s t iffly  u p  t o  B lu e  C r o n a n , ra m m e d  
his le ft  h a n d  b e n e a th  th e g a m b le r ’s 
coa t la p e ls , a n d  d r a g g e d  fo r th  th o se  
s ilv e r -in la id  .4a s o n e  a t  a  t im e .

“ N o w , s k u n k / ’ B u c k  g ro w le d , 
s h o v in g  th e  c a p tu r e d  g u n s in to  th e  
w a is tb a n d  o f  h is tro u se rs , “ y u h  sta r t 
r a t t l in ’ y o r e  h o ck s  fe r  th e t  b a ck  
d o o r  th a r . A n ’  s h o w  so m e  sp eed , 
t o o . ”

B lu e  C r o n a n  sh ru g g e d  h is b r o a d  
sh o u ld e rs , fla sh ed  a  h ard  g la n ce  o v e r  
h is  h u d d le d , w h ite -fa c e d  h ire lin gs , 
a n d  s t ro d e  to w a r d  th e  b a c k  d o o r , 
B u c k  p r o d d in g  h im  w ith  a  c o c k e d  
s ix -g u n . B u t  B lu e  C ro n a n  seem ed  
fa r  fr o m  w o rr ie d , f o r  th ere  w as th a t  
h a rd  sm ile  still tu g g in g  a t  h is th in  
lip s .

B illy  n o t ic e d  th e  a lm o s t  g lo a t in g  
sm ile , a n d  a fr o w n  c re a se d  h is  b ro w . 
H e  h a d  th e  u n c o m fo r ta b le  fe e lin g  
th a t  th e  c o ld -e y e d  g a m b le r  w as n o t  
b e a te n  y e t — fe lt  a lm o s t  su re th a t  
C ro n a n  h a d  so m e  tr ic k  u p  h is s leeve .

Y e t  w h a t  c o u ld  i t  b e ?  H o w  c o u ld

th e  g a m b le r  e s c a p e  w ith  B u c k  s ta lk 
in g  a lo n g  b e h in d  h im , s ix -g u n  r e a d y  
t o  fla m e  o r  c h o p  d o w n  in a  fla sh in g  
se co n d ?

“ R o o t  !h e  f lo o r , y u h  h o m b r e s !”  
J o e  S c o t t 's  v o ic e  sn a p p e d  h a rsh ly  
th ro u g h  th e  d e a d  s ilen ce  th a t  h a d  
fa lle n  o v e r  th e  r o o m . “ F la tte n  o u t  
o n  y o u r  s tu m m ic k s , fa ce s  o n  Lhe 
flo o r . O r  d o  y u h  w a n t  a  d o se  o ’ 
b u c k s h o t  t o  k n o c k  y u h  f la t? ”

B lu e  C r o n a n ’s h ire lin gs  e v id e n t ly  
h a d  n o  d e s ire  t o  b e  f la tte n e d  b y  
b u c k s h o t , fo r  th e y  v e ry  p r o m p t ly  
d r o p p e d  t o  th e flo o r , fa ce s  pressed  
c lo s e  to  th e  b o a rd s . N o w  J o e  slid  
fr o m  b e h in d  th e  b a r , jo in in g  B illy , 
w h o  h a d  s t o o d  w a it in g  fo r  h im .

T o g e th e r  th e y  m o v e d  h a st ily  
d o w n  th e  r o o m , th e n  s te p p e d  o u t  
in to  th e  lit le red  a lle y  b e h in d  th e  sa 
lo o n , w h ere  B u c k  w as g u a rd in g  th e  
still g r in n in g  g a m b le r . B u t  ju s t  as 
B i l ly  a n d  J o e  s te p p e d  o u ts id e , th e  
y o u n g  b o s s  o f  C irc le  J  tu g g e d  a t 
J o e ’s red  je r s e y ,  h a lt in g  h im .

“ T r o u b le  is sh ore  to  p o p  n o w ,”  
B i l ly  w h is jie re d  fie r ce ly , “ a n ’ w e ’ v e  
g o t  t o  a c t  p le n ty  fa s t. Y u h  a n ’ 
B u c k  ta k e  th a t g r in n in ’ cu ss  on  o u t  
t o  w h ere  J im m y  a n ’ M rs . M a r lin  
are. H o ld  h im  p r iso n e r , w h a te v e r  
y u h  d o .  T h a t ’s th e  o n ly  w a y  w e 
ca n  k e e p  th a t  p a ck  in sid e  th e re  fr o m  
ju m p in ' u s .”

“ S a y ,”  J o e  a sk e d  sh a rp ly , see in g  
th a t  B i lly  w a s  tu rn in g  a w a y , “ w here 
y u h  g o in ’ ? Y u h  b e t te r ------ ”

“ I ’m  h u n t in ’ u p  t h a t  d o c t o r  w e 
c a m e  a ft e r ,”  B i l ly  s n a p p e d . “ Y u h  
a n ’ B u c k  g e t  m o v in ’ .”

A n d  b e fo r e  th e re d h e a d  c o u ld  o f 
fe r  fu r th e r  a rg u m e n t , B i lly  w a s g o n e  
a t  a  s t iff  ru n  to w a r d  w h e re  D a n g e r  
s t o o d  b e s id e  a  sm all sh ed . J o e  
w o u ld  h a v e  c a lle d  o u t , o n ly  a t  th a t  
m o m e n t  B u c k  F o s te r  g ro w le d  d is 
g u s te d ly , f ix in g  th e  red h ea d  w ith  
w h a t w a s m e a n t  t o  b e  a  w ith e r in g  
stare .
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“ B illy  k n o w s  w h a t h e ’s d o in ’ , y u h  
b r o c k le - fa c c d  n u is a n ce !”  th e  v e te ra n  
sn o r te d . “ Y u h  h o o f  it  ro u n d  fr o n t  
a n ’ fe tc h  m e  m y  h oss. A n ’ y u h  kin  
ru stle  o n e  fe r  th is sk u n k  I  k e tc h e d , 
t o o .  G i t  a  m o v e  o n , y u h  la zy  c r it 
te r !”

J o e  S c o t t ’ s fr e ck le d  fa c e  tu rn ed  
b e c t -r e d , a n d  his e y e s  fa ir ly  p o p p e d  
o u t . B u t  fo r  o n c e  he h ad  to  ta k e  
B u c k ’s  o r d e rs , b e ca u se  th ere  w ere 
a lre a d y  so u n d s  c o m in g  fr o m  in side  
th e  sa lo o n  w h ich  to ld  J o e  th a t  C ro n - 
a n ’s h ired  g u n m e n  w ere  g e t t in g  o v e r  
th e ir  s ca re .

T h e  re d h e a d  g la red  o v e r  on e  
sh o u ld e r  a t th e  p u ffe d -u p  B u c k , 
th en  d a rte d  a ro u n d  th e  c o rn e r  o f  th e  
sa lo o n , t o  re tu rn  v e ry  q u ic k ly , le a d 
in g  B u c k ’s s w e a ty  m o u n t  a n d  a  
k n o b b y -k n e e d  lit t le  sorre l th a t  h e 
h a d  fo u n d  a t  a h itch  ra il.

B lu e  C r o n a n  sq u in te d  a t  th e  so rry  
m o u n t  w h ich  w as t o  ca r ry  h im , th en  
sw u n g  h is  e y e s  o v e r  t o  w h ere  J o e ’s 
h orse  s t o o d ,  n ear  w h ere  D a n g e r  h a d  
been  n o t  lo n g  a g o . J o e ’s e y e s  fo l 
lo w e d  th e  g a m b le r 's  g a ze , th en  his 
fr e ck le d  fa c e  p u lle d  in to  a. t ig h t  g r in .

“ Y e a h ,”  h e  d ra w le d , r e a d in g  th e  
g a m b le r ’s  th o u g h ts  c o r r e c t ly , “ m y  
h oss is a  h e a p  fa s te r  th a n  th is  h ere  
sorre l sk a te , fe lle r . S o  i f  y u h  h a d  
a ry  n o t io n  a b o u t  lig h t in ’ a sh u ck  
soon  as  y u h  h it  lea th er , g it  o v e r  it. 
T r y  t o  ru n  a n ’ I ’ ll ro p e  y u h  o u t  o ’ 
th e  s a d d le . N o w ------ ”

“ H e lp  m e , H a n n a h !”  B u c k  ro a red , 
lean  ja w  p o k in g  o u t  sa v a g e ly , 
“ W h o ’s t e n d in ’ te r  th is p r ison er , y u h  
c a r r o t -t o p p e d  sage  h o u n d ?

“ C ra w l th e t fle a b it  n ag , sk u n k .”  
H e  tu r n e d  sh a rp ly  b a ck  to  B lu e  
C ro n a n . “ A n ’ i f  y u h  try  a n y  fu n n y  
b u s in ess , y u h ’ ll g it sh o t , n o t r o p e d . 
G it  a m o v e  o n !”

B lu e  C r o n a n  g la n ce d  o n ce  to w a rd  
th e  b a e k  d o o r  o f  th e  sa lo o n , w h ere  
a g r im y , h a te -c o n to r te d  fa ce  w as 
s h o w in g  a ro u n d  th e  ja m b . B u t

th o s e  h o m b r e s  in  th e re  c o u ld  d o  
n o th in g , a n d  C ro n a n  rea lized  it.

H e  s t e p p e d  u p  to  th e  s o r r y - lo o k -  
in g  sorre l a n d  p o k e d  a  b o o t e d  to e  
in to  a s t ir ru p  t o  sw in g  u p , a b a f 
fle d , a n g ry  lo o k  o n  h is c o ld  fa c e  fo r  
th e  first t im e . T h e n  s o m e th in g  h a p 
p e n e d  th a t  w as as m u ch  o f  a  su r
prise  to  th e  g a m b le r  as it  w as t o  
th e  C irc le  J  w a d d ics .

B lu e  C r o n a n  h ad  b a re ly  se tt le d  
h im se lf in th e sa d d le  w h en  th a t  
s o r r v -Io o k in g  sorre l sq u e a le d  sh r illy , 
b o g g e d  its h a m m e r  h e a d , a n d  w e n t 
in to  a fit  o f  b u c k in g  t h a t  w o u ld  h a v e  
d ra w n  w h o o p s  o f  d e lig h t  fr o m  a n y  
r o d e o  c r o w d . A n d  th e  b r o n c  h ad  
b a re ly  ta k e n  th e  se co n d  ju m p  w h en  
s a v a g e -fa ce d  m en  c a m e  h u rtlin g  
fr o m  th e  sa loon  b a c k  d o o r ,  gu n s 
c h o p p in g  d o w n  t o  flin g  a  w ith e rin g  
sh e e t o f  b la z in g  lea d  a t  B u c k  a n d  
J o e .

B lu e  C r o n a n  w a s  o u t  o f  lin e n o w , 
a n d  h is  g u n n ie s  c o u ld  ta k e  a  h a n d .

C H A P T E R  V IT .
RILLY PLAYS I>RAD.

T H I E  m o m e n t  th a t B i lly  W e s t  w a s  
a s tr id e  h is b ig  s ta llio n , h e sh o o k  

o u t  th e  re in s  a n d  q u a r te re d  to w a rd  
th e  m a in  stree t a t  a fa s t  g a llo p . H is  
la st g la n ce  b a c k  sh o w e d  J o e  S c o t t  
h u rry in g  to w a r d  th e  fr o n t  o f  th e sa 
lo o n , a n d  B i l ly  k n e w  th a t  th e  re d 
h ead  w o u ld  b e  g o in g  a fte r  B u c k ’s 
h orse , as w elt as o n e  fo r  C ro n a n  to  
r ide .

A ft e r  th a t  B i lly  tu rn e d  h is  a t te n 
tion  t o  th e  ru t te d  s tre e t , g la n ce d  a t 
a b ig  fe e d  b a rn  d ir e c t ly  o p p o s ite  th e  
p o in t  w h o re  he h a d  e n te re d  th e  
w h e e l-r u tte d  ro a d , a n d  t ick le d  D a n 
g e r 's  fla n k s w ith  d u ll row e ls .

T h e r e  w a s  a  s lo v e n ly  c la d ,  ra t
fa ce d  lit t le  ja s p e r  s ta n d in g  s lo u ch e d  
in th e  w id e  d o o r w a y  o f  th e  b a rn , 
an d  B il ly  h e a d e d  s tra ig h t  to w a r d  
h im , le t t in g  h is h a n d  d r o p  c o m fo r t 
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a b ly  c lo s e  t o  th e  b u t t  o f  h is  s ix -g u n . 
B u t  as  th e  M o n t a n a  vvaddy re in ed  
t o  a h a lt ,  th e  s lo u c h in g  figu re  ca m e  
fo r w a r d , a n d  B i l ly  fo u n d  h im se lf 
lo o k in g  d o w n  in to  a p a ir  o f  s q u in ty , 
e v i l - lo o k in g  e y e s  th a t  w ere  set in a 
p in c h e d , m ean  fa ce .

“ S ta b le  y o r e  b o s s , s tra n g e r? ”  the 
r a t -fa ce d  litt le  l io m b r e  a sk e d , s h o w 
in g  a d o u b le  r o w  o f  sn a g g ly , t o -  
b a c c o -s fa in e d  tee th  in  a sm ile  th a t  
w a s  fa r  fr o m  p le a sa n t to  sec . 
“ T h e t ’s  s h o r e  a m ig h ty  g o o d - lo o k in ’ 
h u n k  o ’  h oss flesh y o ’re fo r k in ’ . 
W o u ld n 't  sell h im , w o u ld  v u h ? ”

B illy  s h o o k  his h e a d , e y e s  p u ck e r 
in g  su sp ic io u s ly . T h e r e  w as s o m e 
th in g  so  th o r o u g h ly  m e a n -lo o k in g  
a b o u t  tire s ta b le m a n  th a t h e f e l l  h is 
a n g e r  r is in g  in s ta n t ly . B u t B il ly  
g o t  h o ld  o f  h is te m p e r  a n d  to ld  h im 
se lf th a t  h e h a d  n o  fig h t  w ith  th is 
o r n e r y - lo o k in g  lit t le  h o m b r e .

“ I ’m  n o t  s ta b lin ’ m y  b o s s  r igh t 
n o w , a n ’  I  sh ore  w o u ld n ’t  th in k  o ’ 
se ltin ’ h im ,”  B i l ly  r e p lie d  a lm o st 
sh a rp ly . “ A ll  f w a n t  t o  k n o w  is 
w h e re  c a n  I fin d  a sa w b o n e s?  I  
r e ck o n  th e r e ’s o n e  a ro u n d  th is  to w n  
so m e  p la c e .”

“ S o m e b o d y  s ick , h u h ? ”  th e  u g ly  
lit t le  ja s p e r  p ip e d  a  b it  sh rilly . 
“ W a a l, n o w , y u h  j is t  ta k e  th e t  lo n g  
r id g e  y o n d e r ,  s tra n g e r , a n d  r id e  
sm a ck  u p  th e  t o p  o ’ it . T w o -th r e e  
m ile  b a c k  y u h ’ ll c o m e  ter a  fo r k  in 
a  tra il. T a k e  th e  r ig h t-h a n d  on e , 
sw in g  o f f  in ter  a  d e e p  w ash , a n ’ 
y u h ’ ll see  a  h o u se  se t t in ’  thus*. 
T h e t ’ ll b e  D o c  C a r te r ’s  p la ce . I f  he 
a in ’ t te r  h o m e , j i s t  wait------- ”

B u t  B il ly  w as a lre a d y  le a v in g  
th ere  a t a h a rd  g a llo p , h e a d in g  fo r  
a  ta ll r id g e  th a t  h a d  been  p o in te d  
o u t  n v  th e  s ta b le  k e e p e r . B illy  w as 
fa r  fr o m  p lea sed  a t th e  p r o s p e c t  o f  
h a v in g  t o  r id e  sev era l m iles  a fte r  a  
d o c to r ,  f o r  h e  w a n te d  t o  g e t  th e  
m e d ic o  t o  M r s . M a r t in  as s o o n  as 
p o s s ib le .

H e  w o n d e r e d  b it te r ly  w h y  a  d o c 
to r  w o u ld  g o  s o  fa r  o u t  in  th e  h ills  
t o  liv e . O n c e , as D a n g e r  ca rr ie d  
h im  d o w n  in to  a d e e p  a r r o y o  th a t  
s lice d  a lo n g  b e s id e  th e  ta ll r id g e , he 
th o u g h t  th a t  h e  h eard  y e lls  c o m 
in g  fr o m  th e  to w n  b e h in d  h im . 
T h e n , o n ly  a m o m e n t  la ter, h e h ea rd  
th e  u n m is ta b le  ro a r  o f  g u n s , a n d  he 
t ig h te n e d  th e  b r id le  re in s , b r in g in g  
D a n g e r  t o  a h a lt .

T h a t  w o u ld , h e fig u re d , b e  B u c k  
a n d  .Joe h u b b in g  so m e  s o r t  o f  t r o u 
b le  in g e t t in g  o u t  o f  to w n  w ith  B lu e  
O ro n o n . N a tu ra lly , B illy  h a d  n o  
w a y  o f  k n o w in g  th a t  k n o b b y -k n e c d  
sorre l b ro n e  w as th r o w in g  a  b ig  
h itch  in tilin g s .

“ t r e c k o n  B u c k  a n ’ J o e  ca n  h a n 
d le  th e  d e a l, all r ig h t ,”  h e  m u tte re d  
a lo u d , a g a in  se n d im ; D a n g e r  fo r 
w a rd  a t a io p e . “ C r o n a n ’s b u n ch  
w ou ld  n a tu r a lly  d o  so m e  s h o o t in ’—  
try  t o  b lu ff  B u ck  a n ’ J o e . B u t  as 
lo n g  as th e ir  b oss  is a p r iso n e r , th e y  
w o n ’t d o  t o o  m u ch  s h o o t in ’ . S till 
1------ "B i l ly ’s v o ic e  tra iled  o ff , a n d  h e  
w a s o n  th e  p o in t  o f  tu rn in g  b a ck  
a g a in . B u t  th e  m e m o r y  o f  se e in g  a  
p a le , s u n k e n -e y e d  w o m a n  h u d d le d  
o n  a p ile  o f  o ld  ra g s  o u t  in  a  tu m b le -  
d o w n  sh a ck  sen t h im  o n . F o r  M rs . 
M a r t in  w a s  sa d ly  in n eed  o f  a  d o c 
to r ’s a t te n t io n . N e v e rth e le ss , th o se  
c ra sh in g  g u n s  m a d e  h im  d e c id e d ly  
u n e a sy , a n d  he h a d  a hard t im e  re 
s is tin g  th e  te m p ta t io n  t o  w h irl D a n 
g er  a n d  g a l lo p  b a ck  t o  m a k e  sure 
th a t  h is  p a rd s  w ere  all r ig h t .

T h e n  th e  w ash  u p  w h ich  he h a d  
been  r id in g  n a rro w e d  su d d e n ly , a n d  
B il ly  fo u n d  h im se lf m o re  th a n  a  lit 
t le  b a ffle d . T h e re  w as n o  s ig n  o f  
a  tra il, y e t  th a t  b o r n m a n  h a d  sa id  
th ere  w o u ld  b e . S till , B i lly  r e a 
so n e d , h e c o u ld  h a v e  r id d en  p a st the 
p la ce  w h e re  th e  tra il s la n te d  u p  t o  
th e  r id g e  c re s t .

“ C o m e  o n , D a n g e r  b o s s ,”  h e
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u rg e d , r e in in g  to w a r d  a  r o c k y , 
b r u s h -g r o w n  h ills id e . “ W e ’ v e  g o t  
to  g e t  u p  o n  t o p  o ' th a t  r id g e , p a w l. 
M e b b e  s o  th a t  sa w b o n e s  w ill k n o w  
a  b e tte r  tra il a w a y  fro m  th is  p la ce .”

D a n g e r  to o k  th e  s te e p  in clin e , 
sn o r tin g  an d  s c r a m b lin g  as t r e a c h 
e ro u s  r o c k s  ro lled  b e n e a th  h is  fe e t . 
T h e n  B il ly  w as fr o w n in g  m o re  th an  
e v e r  as h e cre s te d  w h a t p r o v e d  t o  
b e  a lo n g  d iv id e  in a ran ge  o f  h ills , 
fo r  there w as n o  sign  o f  a tra il. A n d  
th e  sh a rp  r id g e  line that led a w a y  
b e fo r e  h im  w as so  g row n  w ith  m es- 
q u ife  a n d  h u m p e d  w ith  o u t c r o p 
p in g s  o f  ja g g e d  bou lders ' th a t  it 
lo o k e d  c o m p le t e ly  b lo ck e d .

“ T h a t  ra t -fa ce d  sk u n k  lied  t o  
m e !”  th e  M o n ta n a  w a d d y  cr ied  su d 
d e n ly . “ H e 's  to ld  m e t o  c o m e  th is 
w a y , th in k in ’ it. w as a  g o o d  jo k e . 
J u st  w a it , D a n g e r  b oss , u n til I  g e t 
h o ld  o ’ th e  little  cu ss ! N o w ,  i f  w e  
ca n  o n ly  sp ot th e  real tra il------ ”

B u t  sea rch  as lie w o u ld , B illy  
c o u ld  lo c a te  n o  w in d in g  w h ite  sca r  
th a t  w o u ld  be  a tra il ru n n in g  
th ro u g h  th e  h ills w h ich  s tre tch e d  
a w a y  b e lo w  h im . W h a t  h e d id  n o t  
k n o w  w a s  th a t th e  b a rn in a n  h ad  
d o n e  w o rs e  th an  ju st lie. a b o u t  th e  
lo ca t io n  o f  th e  tra il.

T h e  e v il -e y e d  lit t le  ja s p e r  h ad  
s to o d  ju s t  o u ts id e  the h a ck  d o o r  o f  
th e  G ila  S a lo o n , on e  u n w a sh e d  e a r  
c o c k e d  t o  c a tc h  e v e r y th in g  th a t  had 
been  sa id  w hen  B lu e  C’ro n a n  h a d  
g o t  th e  d r o p  o n  B illy . S o  it w as 
th a t  th e  u g ly  b a rn in a n  k n e w  w h o  
B illy  w a s , a n d  w h y  he h ad  c o m e  t o  
A lk a li lo o k in g  fo r  a  d o c to r .  B u t 
w hen  B u c k  F o s te r  h a d  tu rn ed  th e 
ta b les  b y  g e t t in g  th e  d r o p  on  
C’ron a n , th e  c ra v c il-h e a r te d  s ta b le 
m an  h a d  s lu n k  a w a y , t o o  c o w a r d ly  
ev en  t o  ta k e  a p o t  sh ot at th e  M o n 
ta n a n s  fr o m  b eh in d .

B u t  h is  w a rp ed  bra in  h a d  c o n 
c e iv e d  a  c o w a r d ly  sch e m e  w hen 
B illy  h a d  c o m e  a sk in g  th e  w h ere 

a b o u t  o f  th e  d o c to r .  B i l ly , h o w 
e v e r , d id  n o t  d is c o v e r  th a t  tr ick  u n 
til h e h a d  sp en t tw o  s lo w  h o u rs  
c ro s s in g  th e  r id g e , th en  d r o p p e d  o ff  
in to  a c a n y o n  w h ere  a  d im  tra il 
fo r k e d — a n d  c o m e  u p o n  a sh eep - 
h e rd e r ’s c a m p .

T h e  h e rd e r  p r o v e d  t o  be  a g n a rle d  
o ld  fe llo w  w h o  ca lle d  a fr ie n d ly  
greet m g  h u t  k e p t  a  w a r y  e y e  o n  
B illy  as h e  b r o u g h t  D a n g e r  t o  a  
s lid in g  h a lt  b e fo r e  th e  sm all b u t  
neat -a ppea  r in g  c a b in .

“ W h e re — w h e re ’s D o c t o r  C a r 
t e r ? ”  B i lly  a sk e d , an d  fe lt  h is fa c e  
flu sh , fo r  th e  q u e s t io n  so u n d e d  a l
m ost s illy , s in ce  th is w as a sh eep 
m a n 's  h o u s e , a n d  n o t  th a t  o f  a  d o c 
to r .

B u t B il ly  fe lt  th at h e h ad  t o  sa y  
s o m e th in g , a n d  th e  q u e s t io n  w a s  a ll 
th a t  h e  se e m e d  c a p a b le  o f  u tte r in g  
a t th e  m o m e n t .

“ D o e  C a r t e r ? ”  th e  g n a rle d  o ld  fe l
lo w  e c h o e d , g e t t in g  s lo w ly  t o  h is fe e t  
fr o m  a se a t on  c le a n  s to n e  step s . 
“ W h a t v u li t l y in ’ tu h  d o , son —  
str in g  m e a lo n g ? ”

B illy  sa w  th e  o ld  m a n ’s lev e l g ra y  
ey e s  fla sh in g , an d  o n e  o f  th o se  
k n o t t y  h a n d s  w a s c re e p in g  s lo w ly  
to w a r d  h is  w o rn  b u t  d e a n  b lu e  
d e n im  tro u se rs .

“ N o p e , a m ig o ,”  B i l ly  sa id  q u ie t ly , 
“ I ’m  n ot t r y in ’ t o  b e  fu n n y .”

A s q u ic k ly  as p o s s ib le , h e to ld  
h o w  h e h a d  been  sen t t o  th is lo n e ly  
lit t le  c a b in .  A n d  b y  th e  tim e  B illy  
fin ish ed , th e  o ld  sh e e p m a n  w as 
g ro w lin g  a n g r ily  d e e p  in h is le a th e ry  
th r o a t .

“ D o e  C a rte r  liv e s  r ig h t  th a r  in  
A lk a li, s o n ,”  the sh eep m a n  g ro w le d . 
“ T h a t  r a t - fa c e d  F d  D o a k ,  th e  b a rn  
k ee p e r  w h o  sen t y u h  o u t h y a r , is u p  
t o  s o m e th in ' c r o o k e d . H e ’s o n e  o ’
B lu e  C r o n a n 's  g a n g , s o  I ’ ll b e t------
W h e n  I s h o o t , fa ll o f f  th a t  h o ss  lik e  
y u h  w as h it ! ”

W h am !  T h e  sh e e p m a n ’s b ig  c e 
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d a r -b u t te d  C o l t  s lid  s w ift ly  o u t  a n d  
filled  th e  lit t le  v a lle y  w ith  its  ro a r 
in g  b la s t .

B i lly  h e a rd  a  b u lle t  h u m  s o m e 
w h e re  o v e r  h is h e a d , th en  ree led  
fr o m  th e  sa d d le  a n d  d r o p p e d  lim p ly  
t o  th e  g r o u n d .

“ N o w  m o v e  y o r e  h a n d  rea l ca re fu l 
a n ’ sn a k e  y o r e  cu t te r  o u t , s o n ,”  
c a m e  th e  sh e e p m a n ’s lo w  v o ic e . 
“ S o m e  r id e rs  is c o in in ’ , a n ’ th e y  m a y  
a im  to  m a k e  sh ore  y o 'r e  d a id .”

C H A P T E R  V I I L
BUCK GETS A SPILL.

T O E  S C O T T  lea p e d  s id ew ise , era sh - 
J in g  s o l id ly  in to  B u ck  F o s te r  ju s t  
as th e  sw e a r in g , sn a r lin g  g u n m en  
ra n  o u t  o f  th e  sa lo o n  b a c k  d o o r  an d  
puller! o u t  th e ir  g u n s . B u c k  roa red  
m ig h tily  at th e  re d h e a d , lo s t  h is 
fo o t in g ,  a n d  w en t d o w n , J o e  o n  t o p  
o f  h im .

B u t  a  m o m e n t  la ter  th e  roa r  o f  
g u n s a n d  w h in e  o f  lead  c u t  sh o rt 
B u r k ’s ra n tin g , an d  h e b eg a n  
sq u irm in g  a ro u n d , g u n  r e a d y  fo r  a c 
t io n . T w e n t y  y a r d s  d o w n  th e  lit 
tered  a lle y , B lu e  C ro n a n  w as p ic k 
in g  h im s e lf  u p  h a st ily , h is u su a lly  
ca lm  fa c e  tw is te d  in to  a  m a sk  o f  b i t 
ter  b a le  as  h e w a tch e d  th e  tw o  C ir 
c le  J  c o w b o y s  w h ir l o n  th e  o v e r 
a n x io u s  g u n m en  w h o  h ad  c o m e  
p lu n g in g  fr o m  th e  sa lo o n .

B u c k  an d  J o e  w ere  b o th  fir in g  
n o w , a n d  tw o  o f  C r o n a n ’s m e n  w ere 
a lre a d y  d o w n , scre a m in g  in pa in . 
T h e  rest w ere m illin g , t r y in g  t o  g e t 
t o  c o v e r .  B u t  B lu e  C ro n a n  w as 
s ta y in g  t o  see n o  m o re . R e m e m 
b e r in g  th e  s a w e d -o ff  sh o tg u n  th a t 
J o e  S c o t t  h a d  le ft  le a n in g  a g a in st 
o n e  en d  o f  th e  b a r , C ro n a n  d a rte d  
s w ift ly  b e tw e e n  tw o  b u ild in g s , h e a d 
in g  fo r  th e  m ain  stre e t . B u c k  F o s 
te r  h a p p e n e d  t o  see h im , a n d  let o u t  
a  w ar w h o o p .

“ S to p , y u h  sk u n k !”  th e v e te ra n

h o w le d . “ C o m e  b a c k  h y a r , y u h  o r 
n e ry ------  O w !”

B u c k  h a d  lea p e d  u p  fr o m  b e h in d  
th e  tw o  o ld  e m p ty  b e e r  k egs  th a t  
h a d  p r o te c te d  h im  a n d  J o e  fr o m  th e  
sn a r lin g  s lu gs fired  b y  C r o n a n ’s 
m e n . B u t  th e m o m e n t  th e  ra n ty  
v e te ra n  s h o w e d  h im se lf, o n e  o f  th o se  
p a id  g u n m e n  s te a d ie d  a  s m o k in g  
w e a p o n  a g a in s t  o n e  c o rn e r  o f  th e  
sa lo o n  an d  fired  ca r e fu lly .

B u c k  s ta g g e re d , tr ie d  t o  w h ir l, 
a n d  d r o p p e d  fla t to  th e  g ro u n d , 
le a th e ry  fa c e  p a le  a n d  d ra w n .

“ W a a l. I 'l l  b e  a  h o rn e d  t o a d !”  h e 
m u tte re d  th ic k ly . “ T h e t  c o y o t e  
m u st V  b u s te d  m e  leg . I f  I  k e tch e s  
s ig h t  o ’ th e  p o le c a t , I ’ll d rill h im  so
fu ll o ’ h o le s ------  H e y , w h a t  y u h
tr y iir  te r  d o , y u h  flo p -e a re d  n u i
s a n c e ? ”

J o e  S c o t t  h a d  su d d e n ly  lea p ed  
o v e r  th o se  t w o  b e e r  k egs , gun  sp it
t in g  a s tre a m  o f  s m o k in g  lead  t o 
w a rd  th e  co rn e r  o f  th e  b u ild in g  fr o m  
w h ich  th e  h id d e n  ja s p e r  h a d  sh o t 
B u c k . The* tw o  w o u n d e d  m en  
c ro u ch e d  c lo s e  to  th e  w a ll, t o o  s ick  
t o  o ffe r  f ig h t , as Jon  d r o v e  th e  la st 
o f  th e ir  fr ie n d s  o u t  o f  s igh t.

N o w  th e  red h ea d  ja m m e d  his 
sm o k in g  g u n  in to  le a th e r , s to o p e d  
an d  lifte d  B u c k  F o s te r , s lin g in g  h im  
o v e r  o n e  sh o u ld e r . B u c k  h o w le d  
p r o te s ts  a n d  sq u irm e d  as J o e  m a d e  
fo r  th e  C irc le  J  h orse  th a t  h a d  t r o t 
ted  o u t  o f  gun  ran ge .

“ H e lp  m e , H a n n a h !”  B u c k  F o s te r  
sn a r le d . “ Y u h  s t o p  it , J o e  S c o t t ,  o r , 
b y  h e ife rs . I ’ll b e n d  m e  g u n  o n  y o r e  
h ard  h aid ! A n y  tim e  y u h  has ter  
c a r ry  m e a r o u n d ------  H u ll !”

B u c k  fo u n d  h im s e lf  a s tr id e  h is 
o w n  horse b e fo r e  he k n ew  ju s t  w h a t 
w as h a p p e n in g . l i e  still c lu t c h e d  
his p o w d e r -w a rm e d  g u n , a n d  w as 
t r y in g  t o  h ip  a ro u n d  t o  get a lo o k  
a t th e  sa lo o n  w h en  J o e  g r a b b e d  th e  
p o n y ’s re in s  a n d  led  it s w ift ly  t o  
w h ere  h is o w n  m o u n t  s to o d .
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“ I  see  y o ’re  h it  in  th e  le g , p a rd ,”  

th e  re d h e a d  p a n te d , a s  he e lim h e d  
q u ic k ly  in t o  h is o w n  sa d d le . “ K in  
y u h  r id e ?  R e c k o n  v u h  k in  s ta n d  it  
i f  w e  h a v e  t o  run  th ese  b o s s e s ? ”

B u c k ’s  fa c e  w as still p a le  an d  
d ra w n  fr o m  th e  p a in  in h is le ft  h ip , 
b u t  h e  s c o w le d  fie r ce ly , sh o w in g  his 
sn a g g ly  te e th  in a  sn arl o f  a n g er . 
H e  g la n ce d  d o w n  at. th e  s w ift ly  w id 
e n in g  c r im s o n  sta in  o n  h is  leg , th en  
sn o rte d  in  d isgu st .

“ S h o re  I  k in  r id e , y u h  ca rro t*  
to p p e d  p e s t !”  h e g ro w le d . “ A n ’ I ’m  
rid irt’ r ig h t  s m a ck  in tu h  th e  b a ck  
d o o r  o ’ th a t  sa lo o n  y o n d e r .  T h a r 's  
w h ere  th e t  C ron a ti v a r m in t  w ill b e  
h o le d  u p , a n ’ I 'm  g o in ’ ter  sm o k e  
h im  o u t . N o  d a n g e d  c r o o k  k in  g iv e  
m e  th e  s l ip . I ’ m  g o in ’------ ”

“ L is te n , fa th e a d ,”  J o e  c u t  in  
h o l ly .  “ W e ’v e  g o t  t o  git o u t  o ’ th is  
to w n  w h ile  th e  g it t in ’ is g o o d . 
J im m y  M a r t in  a n ’ h is  m o th e r  a rc  
o u t  in th e  h ills y o n d e r , n e e d in ’ 
s o m e b o d y  t o  see th a t  su ch  ja sp e rs  
as C r o n a n  a n ’ h is g a n g  d o n ’ t b o th e r  
’em  a n y  m o re . S o  w e ’ re g o in ’------ ”

B u c k  c u t  in h o t ly  a t th a t  p o in t , 
an d  th e a rg u m e n t  m ig h t  h a v e  la sted  
n o  te l lin g  h o w  lo n g , i f  T u b b y ,  th e 
b a rk e e p , h a d n ’ t ta k en  a  h a n d  ju s t  
th e n . T u b b y  h a d  e v id e n t ly  b e e n  

.p e e r in g  o u t  o f  th e  b a c k  d o o r ,  w a it
in g  fo r  a  ch a n ce  t o  g e t  in a  c o w 
a r d ly  s h o t  a t  th e  tw o  C ir c le  J  w a d - 
d ies . N o w  th e  b u r ly  d r in k  d isp en ser  
s te p p e d  in to  v ie w , h is sa w e d -o ff  
sh o tg u n  w h ip p in g  u p .

T h e  sw in g in g  d o o r s  a t  th e  fr o n t  
o f  th e  b u ild in g  cra sh e d  a t  th e  sa m e 
m o m e n t , a n d  B lu e  C r o n a n ’s v o ic e  
lifte d  in a  p ro fa n e  o rd e r  fo r  th e  b a r- 
k e e p  to  w a it . B u t  th e  g a m b le r ’s 
v o ic e  sp e e d e d  u p  ra th er  th an  
c h e c k e d  T u b b y ’s a lre a d y  n e rv o u s  
fin gers, a n d  th e  d o u b le -b a r re le d  
sh o tg u n  ro a re d  d e a fe n in g ly  as b o th  
b a rre ls  wre n t o ff .

B u t  T u b b y  h a d  fa iled  t o  ta k e  in to

c o n s id e r a t io n  th e  fa c t  th a t  th e  s h o t 
g u n  h a d  b e e n  ru in e d  fo r  d is ta n ce  
w h en  its  b a rre ls  h a d  b e e n  sa w ed  o ff . 
J o e  S c o t t  fe lt  th e  s ca r in g  b u rn  o f  
a  b ig  sh o t  th a t la id  h is  c h e e k  o p e n , 
th en  he a n d  B u c k  w ere  b o th  m ore  
th a n  b u sy  t r y in g  t o  c o n t r o l  th e ir  
sq u e a lin g , lu n g in g  m o u n ts .

T h o s e  h orses  h a d  fe lt  th e  s t in g  o f  
sh o t , h o w e v e r , a n d  n o w  th e y  w ere  
b o lt in g  m a d ly ,  b its  lo ck e d  in  s t ro n g  
te e th , e y e s  r o llin g  in  te r ro r . B u ck  
y e lle d  am i sa w ed  fr a n t ic a lly  a t  th e  
re in s , a lm o s t  u n sea ted  b y  h is 
m o u n t ’s s u d d e n  a n tics .

J o e  tr ie d  t o  sw in g  h is o w n  h orse  
o v e r ,  h o p in g  t o  s lo w  B u c k ’s m o u n t  
b y  g r a b b in g  th e  b r id le  b it .  T h e  
re d h e a d  k n e w  th a t  th a t  p o u n d in g  
run  w as se n d in g  s ca r in g  p a in s  
th ro u g h  th e  v e te r a n ’s w o u n d e d  leg , 
an d  h e tr ied  d e s p e ra te ly  t o  c o m e  t o  
h is p a r d ’s a id .

B u t th o s e  sh o t -s tu n g  h o rse s  w ere 
ru n n in g  w ild , a n d  w o u ld  k e e p  a t  it  
u n til fa t ig u e  o v e r r o d e  th e ir  fea r . 
J o e  g a v e  u p  th e  id e a  o f  re in in g  his 
m o u n t , a n d  g la n ce d  b a ck . H e  w as 
ju s t  in tim e  to  see th re e  o r  fo u r  r id 
ers r o c k e t  a ro u n d  th e  side  o f  th e  
sa lo o n , W in c h e s te r s  in  th e ir  h an d s.

T h e  re d h e a d  h a d  gu essed  th a t  
C r o n a n ’s m e n  w o u ld  g iv e  ch a se , y e t  
h e h ad  h a r d ly  e x p e c te d  t o  sec  th em  
c o m in g  s o  s o o n . B u t  c o m in g  th e y  
w ere , a n d  a t a  d e a d  ru n . J o e  
g ro u n d  h is te e th  in a n g e r , tr ie d  o n c e  
m o r e  t o  c h e c k  th e  h e a d lo n g  flig h t  
o f  h is h o rse . H e  w as h e a d e d  fo r  th e  
h ills , all r ig h t , b u t  a t sh a rp  righ t 
a n g le s  f r o m  th e  c o u r se  h e  w ish ed  t o  
ta k e .

J o e ’s a im  h ad  b e e n  t o  g e t  b a c k  t o  
th a t  tu m b le d o w n  sh a ck  w here 
J im m y  M a r t in  a n d  h is m o th e r  w ere , 
fo r  he fe a re d  th a t  B lu e  C r o n a n ’s 
h ire lin gs  m ig h t  d is c o v e r  th e  w o m a n  
an d  b o y  a n d  d o  th e m  fu rth e r  h arm . 
A n d  n o w  J o e ’s w o rs t  fears  w ere  c o m 
in g  tru e , f o r  h is  r u n a w a y  h orse  w as
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b e a r in g  h im  s te a d ily  o ff  th e  c o u rse  
h e s h o u ld  h a v e  been  ta k in g .

“ I ’ ll k ill th is c r it te r  e f  he d o n ’t 
le t  g o  th e  b i t !”  B u c k  F o s te r ’s v o ic e  
lifte d  a b o v e  th e  sq u e a lin g  c re a k  o f  
s tra in in g  sa d d le  lea th er  a n d  p o u n d  
o f  sh o d  h o o fs . “ T h is  fo o l b oss  am  
lo c o e d , t h e t ’s w h a t. E f  h e d o n ’ t b e 
h a v e ------  H e y , w h a t th e------ ”

B u c k ’s  v o ic e  e n d e d  in  a  fr ig h t 
e n e d  w a il a s  his h orse  sq u e a le d  in  
su d d en  fe a r , a t  th e  sam e t im e  c a t a 
p u lt in g  h e a d lo n g  th ro u g h  th e  a ir. 
T h e n  th e  fr ig h te n e d  c a y  use la n d ed  
in  a  k ic k in g  h e a p , for  its  p o u n d in g  
fo r e h o o fs  h a d  c ra sh e d  in to  a r a b b it  
b u rro w .

O v e r  o n e  sh o u ld e r  J o e  S e o t t  sa w  
w h a t  w a s  h a p p e n in g — saw  his p a rd  
g o  d o w n  in a c lo u d  o f  r e d d is h -b ro w n  
d u s t  th a t  rose  fr o m  th e  g ro u n d . 
B u t  J o e ’ s h o rse  still h a d  th e  b it  in  
its  te e th  a n d  w a s ru n n in g  w ild .

H e  y a n k e d  sa v a g e ly  o n  th e  o iled  
lea th er  re in s , fe lt  o n e  te a r  lo o se  fr o m  
th e  b it  r in g . F r o m  b e h in d  c a m e  
th in  y e lls  o f  tr iu m p h  as B lu e  C ro n - 
a n ’s k ille r  p a ck  c lo se d  in  on  th e  
lu ek less B u c k . A n d  J o e , w h ite  w ith  
b a ffle d  r a g e , h a d  t o  s it th e  h u rr ica n e  
d e c k  o f  a  ru n a w a y  h orse  a n d  h ear  
th o se  k ille rs  c lo s e  in  o n  his a lre a d y  
c r ip p le d  p a rd .

C H A P T E R  I X .  
b i l l y ’s  r e t u r n .

p A R  t o  th e  g ro u n d , B i l ly  W e s t  
c a u g h t  th e  d ru m  o f  h o o fs— h eard  

th e  ra tt le  o f  d is lo d g e d  s to n e s  as r id 
ers c a m e  te a r in g  d o w n  th e  s lo p e  b e 
h in d  h im . B i lly  h a d  h is g u n  o u t 
n o w , g r a y  e y e s  sq u in t in g  to w a r d  th e  
g n a r le d  o ld  sh e e p m a n , w h o  s t o o d  a 
p a ce  o r  tw o  in  fr o n t  o f  h im , s m o k 
in g  C o lt  still in h a n d .

T h e  o ld  fe l lo w ’s fa ce  w as tu rn e d  
to w a r d  th e  s lo p e  th a t  s la n te d  d o w n  
fr o m  t h a t  r o c k y  r id g e  a b o v e  th e  l it 
tle  v a lle y ,  a n d  B il ly  th o u g h t  th a t

h e  c o u ld  se c  a n g er  g lin t in g  in  th o se  
p u ck e r e d  e y e s  as th e  b e a t  o f  h o o fs  
g re w  s t e a d i ly  n earer. A n d  h e w as 
su re  th a t  th e  C o lt  in  th e  o ld  m a n ’s 
h a n d  g re w  ten se  a t h ip  le v e l, s in o k e - 
b ia e k e n e d  m u zz le  s la n tin g  u p  o n  an 
a n g le  th a t  w o u ld  b e  in lin e w ith  a 
m a n  o n  h o rs e b a c k .

B il ly  h a d  a lo t  t o  w o n d e r  a b o u t  
in  th o se  fe w  sw ift  m o m e n ts  as he 
la y  th e re , te n se ly  g r ip p in g  his o w n  
c o c k e d  C o lt .  T h a t  o ld  fe llo w  b e 
fo re  h im  h a d  a c te d  q u e e r ly , to  b e  
sure. Y et. th e re  w as s o m e th in g  in 
th e  s h e e p m a n ’s s te a d y  e y e s , s o m e 
th in g  in  h is  ta n n e d , h o n e s t  fa c e  that- 
h ad  w o n  B i l ly ’s a d m ir a t io n  fr o m  th e  
v e r y  first.

S o  w h en  th e  o ld  m an  h a d  h a u led  
ou t th a t  c e d a r -b u t te d  h o g lc g  a n d  
ca lle d  h is s tra n g e  r e q u e st  fo r  B i l ly  
t o  d r o p  a t th e  g u n ’s r e p o r t , th e 
y o u n g  b o s s  o f  C irc le  J  h a d  o b e y e d  
w ith o u t  a s k in g  a  lo t  o f  s illy  q u e s 
t io n s . B i l ly  w as a  g o o d  e n o u g h  
ju d g e  o f  h u m a n  n a tu re  t o  k n o w  
th a t th e le a th e ry  o ld  sh e e p m a n  w as 
n o t  th e  s o r t  t o  p u ll a  lo w -d o w n  
tr ick , s o  h e  h a d  c o m p lie d  w ith  th e  
o ld  fe l lo w ’s w ish es  w ith o u t  w a s tin g  
v a lu a b le  t im e .

A n d  h e  w a s  b e g in n in g  t o  g e t  th e  
d r if t  o f  th in g s  n o w , fo r  th ree  r iders 
h ad  s t o p p e d  d ir e c t ly  b e h in d  h im  
an d  w ere  a d d re s s in g  th e  o w n e r  o f  
th e  sh eep  c a m p .

“ W a a l, S a m  H a z e n , lo o k s  lik e  y u h  
g o t  k e lc h e d  c o ld  tu r k e y  th is t im e ,”  
s o m e  ja s p e r  w a s  sa y in g  in a  th o r 
o u g h ly  u n p le a sa n t v o ic e . “ M e  a n ’ 
th ese  tw o  h o m b r e s  h y a r  w a s w a tc h -  
in ’ w h en  y u h  p lu g g e d  th is  h ere  c o w 
p o k e . I  r e c k o n  y u h  a im s te r  s h o o t  
a n y  p u n ch e rs  w h a t c o m e s  n igh  y o re  
p la ce , h u h ? ”

S a m  H a z e n , th e  le a th e ry  o ld  
sh e e p m a n , s p a t  d is g u s te d ly , an d  
B il ly  saw  h is  k n u ck le s  w h ite n  as  he 
g r ip p e d  th e  c e d a r -b u t te d  C o l t  m o re  
t ig h t ly .
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“ L is te n , y u h  th re e  so n s  o ’ S a ta n ,”  
H a z e n  r a sp e d  sh a rp ly . “ T r o t  o n  
b a c k  t o  A lk a li a n ’  m in d  y o r e  ow n  
b u sin ess . I f  I  ta k e n  a  s h o t  a t  th is  
h ere  s tra n g e r  fe lle r , th a t ’s m y  b u s i
n ess. Y u h  c o y o t e s  c le a r  o u t  a fo re  
I  a d d s  tw o -th r e e  o ’ y o r e  p e lts  t o  m y  
gu n  t a l ly .”

S t r o n g  ta lk  fo r  a  sh e e p m a n . B u t  
t o  B i l ly ’s  su rp rise , th e re  c a m e  n o  
v io le n t  r e p ly .  T r u e  e n o u g h , th ere  
w ere m u tte re d  o a th s , an d  a  sa d d le  
sq u e a k e d , as if  s o m e  ja s p e r  w as 
d r o p p in g  fa r  to  o n e  sid e . B u t  p res 
e n t ly  th re e  h orses w ere  s ta m p in g  
an d  tu rn in g  u n d e r  tu g g in g  reins.

“ D o n 't  g it  h u ffy , H a z e n ,”  so m e  
fe llo w  c a lle d  in a  su rly  to n e . “ H a p 
p en s  w c  d o n ’t  g iv e  a d a n g  i f  y u h  d id  
k ill that s tra n g e r . F a c t  is, w e  a im ed  
ter  d o  it  ou rse lv e s . E d  D o a k  sen t 
’ im  o ff  ou t h y a r , then  ro u te d  u s b o y s  
o u t  o ’ th e  h a y lo ft  w h ere  w c  w a s 
s lo e p in ’ o il ’ a ja g .  Y u h  sa v e d  u s th e  
tr o u b le  o ’ p lu g g in ’ th is  y o u n k e r , so  
w e ’re g o in ’ on  b a c k . B u t k e e p  a 
c iv i l  t o n g u e  in  y o r e  h a id , o l ’  fe lle r , 
o r  y u h ’ ll b e  s o r r y .”

H o o fs  p o u n d e d , th en  th e  sou n d  
g ra d u a lly  fa d e d  a n d  d ie d . S a m  H a - 
z e n ’s k een  e y e s  w a tch e d  th e  last 
h o rse m a n  d isa p p e a r  o v e r  the r id g e , 
th en  sw u n g  d o w n  t o  B i l ly ’s  p ro n e  
fig u re .

“ A ll r ig h t , s o n ,”  th e  o ld  fe llo w  
sa id , c a lm ly  s h o v in g  his C o lt  b a ck  
ben ea th  th e  w a is tb a n d  o f  his t r o u 
sers. “ B lu e  C r o n a n ’s p la y m a te s  
h a v e  g o n e , s o  I  r e ck o n  y u h  b e tte r  
b e  h u n t in ’  a tra il o u t  o ’  h ere . I f  
y u h  still w an t t o  fin d  D o c ------ ”

B illy  g o t  u p , b o ls te re d  h is g u n , 
a n d  s w ift ly  e x p la in e d  w h o  h e  w as 
a n d  ju s t  w h y  h e w as so  a n x io u s  t o  
fin d  th e  d o c to r .  O ld  S a m  H a z e n  
w a s sw e a r in g  lik e  a  p ira te  b y  th e 
tim e  B i l ly  h a d  fin ish ed , an d  g la r in g  
a n g r ily  to w a r d  th e  r id g e  w h ere  
C r o n a n ’s th ree  h ire lin gs  h a d  v a n 
ish ed  n o t  lo n g  a g o ,

“ T o m  M a r t in ’s w ife  a n ’  k id  h a v e  
b e e n  su ffe r in ’ , h a v e  th e y ? ”  h e 
g ro w le d  th ic k ly .  “ W is h  y u h  h a d  
to ld  m e  th a t  so o n e r , W e s t . T h e m  
th ree  s k u n k -s ce n te d  son s th a t  w as 
ju s t  h ere  n e e d  a  d o s e  o ’ h o t  lead  fo r  
t r y in ’ t o  s t o p  y u h . B lu e  C ro n a n  
n eed s  w u ss  th a n  k ill in ’ . I ’ ll r ide 
w ith  y u h .”

B u t  B il ly  w a s  a lre a d y  sw in g in g  
a b o a r d  D a n g e r ,  an  a n g ry  set t o  h is 
ja w s . I t  h a d n ’t  b e e n  e a s y , ly in g  
th e re  a n d  le t t in g  p e p p e r y  o ld  Sam  
H a z e n  h a n d le  th o s e  th ree  h u m a n  
v u ltu re s  w h o  r o d e  on  a m u rd e r  m is
s io n .

B u t  B i l ly  h a d  h a d  th e  c o m m o n  
sen se t o  rea lize  th a t  m ix in g  in  a g u n  
fig h t  w ith  th e  th re e  ja s p e r s  w o u ld  
n et h im  e x a c t ly  n o th in g . O f  c o u r se , 
he w o u ld  h a v e  g o n e  t o  H a z e n ’s a id  
if  th e  th re e  rasca ls  h a d  sta rte d  a 
fig h t . N o w ,  h o w e v e r , th e  th re e  k il l 
ers w ere fo g g in g  it  b a ck  t o  A lk a li, 
th in k in g  B i l ly  d e a d .

T h a t  w o u ld  h e lp  h im  g e t  b a ck  
in to  th e u g ly  litt le  to w n  a n d  h u n t 
u p  th e  d o c t o r  w ith o u t  t r o u b le . B u t 
B illy  w as fig h t in g  m a d  n o w , a n d  he 
s ile n tly  re so lv e d  t o  te a ch  B lu e  C r o n 
a n ’s h ired  g u n m e n  a  m u c h -n e e d e d  
lesson  as s o o n  as he h a d  M rs . M a r 
tin  sa fe ly  in  th e  h a n d s  o f  a  d o c to r .

“ A d io s , H a z e n ,”  h e ca lle d , w h ir l
in g  D a n g e r  to w a rd  th e  h ills  a g a in . ■ 
“An’ th a n k s  fo r  b e in ’ a  fr ie n d . I 
re ck o n  th e  tra il th a t  s lan ts th r o u g h  
th a t  sa d d le  y o n d e r  le a d s  t o  A lk a li, 
e h ? ”

T h e  sh e e p m a n  n o d d e d  v ig o r o u s ly , 
sa id  s o m e th in g  a b o u t  “ th e  s h o r te s t  
c u t . ”  B u t  B illy  w as a lre a d y  h e a d 
in g  fo r  th e  lo w  p a ss , o r  s a d d le , th a t  
c u t  th r o u g h  th e  ta ll r id g e , le t t in g  
D a n g e r  s tr ik e  o u t  a t  a  lo n g  lo p e . 
N o r  d id  B i l ly  c h e e k  h is p o w e r fu l 
m o u n t  u n t il th e  s q u a t ty  b u ild in g s  
o f  A lk a li h o v e  in to  v ie w .

T h is  re tu rn  tr ip  h a d  b e e n  m u ch  
ea s ier , h o w e v e r , a n d  D a n g e r  w as
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n o t  t ire d  a t all w h en  B illy  le ft  h im  
in  a  th ic k e t  o f  m e s q u itc  a n d  a p 
p r o a c h e d  th e  lit l ie to w n  on  fo o t .  
T h e  y o u n g  M o n ta n a  w a d d v  a p 
p r o a c h e d  w ith  th e u tm o s t  c a u t io n , 
k e e p in g  t o  a d ry  g u lly  th a t s la n ted  
a lo n g s id e  th e  first b u ild in g s .

l i e  w as su rp rised  a t th e  q u ie tn e ss  
o f  t lie  to w n , an d  w o n d e re d  w h y  
th ere  w e re  n o  h orses a t th e  h itc h  
ra ck s  as he g a in e d  a v ie w  o f  th e  o n e  
m a in  s tre e t . T h e n  B illy  saw  E d  
D o n k , th e  r a t -fa c e d  lit t le  s ta b le m a n  
w h o  h a d  sen t h im  on  a  w ild -g o o se  
ch a se  o u t  in to  th e h ills .

B i l ly ’s  b ro w n  h a n d s b a lle d  in to  
h ard  fists  as lie w a tch e d  th e  s ta b le  
o w n e r  s a u n te r  a lo n g  th e  d ir t  w a lk , 
th en  h e a d  fo r  th e  liv o r v  b a rn .

“ J u st  to  te a ch  th a t  o r n e r y  little  
b a d g e r  a  lesson , I  th in k  I 'l l  g o  c o l 
lar h im ,"  B illy  m u tte re d , a n d  slid  
in to  th e  sh a d o w e d  p a ssa g e w a y  th a t  
led  b e tw e e n  tw o  b u ild in g s .

B ut ju s t  as B illy  W e s t  w as p re 
p a r in g  fo r  a d a sh  a cro ss  th e  m ain  
stree t , a so u n d  re a ch e d  h is ea rs  th a t  
ca u se d  h im  to  d o d g e  q u ic k ly  b a ck  
in to  th e sh a d o w s . T h a i  sou n d  w as 
th e  c la t te r  o f  sh od  h o o fs , a n d  as 
B illy  w a tch er!, h e sa w  a d o ze n  o r  
m ore  h orsem en  sw in g  in to  th e  far 
en d  o f  th e  street.

T h e n  a sigh t m e t h is e y e s  th a t  
left h im  g a sp in g . F o r  on  th e  fo re 
m ost h orse , s lu n g  erossw ise  an d  b o b 
b in g  lim p ly , w as B u c k  F o s te r !

C H A P T E R  X ,
C O T .D  S T E E L .

J X  th e  m id s t  o f  a fla m e  o f  m a n y  
co lo rs , th e g rea t ro u n d  sun s lip p e d  

s lo w ly  d o w n  beh in d  flic  ja g g e d  rim  
o f  ru g g ed  h ills , le a v in g  a tra il o f  
cr im so n  lig h t  t o  sta in  th e w estern  
e d g e  o f  th e  h u g e  b lu e  d o m e  o f  sk y . 
B illy  W e s t  w a tch e d  th a t  sun  g o  
d o w n — w a tch e d  th e m a n y  b r ig h t  
co lo r s  fa d e  s lo w ly  in to  a  p u rp le

m istin ess  th a t s lo w ly  e n v e lo p e d  th e  
ru g g e d  la n d s ca p e .

C lu m p s  o f  th e  w ick e d  w h ite  e h o lla  
— o r  ju m p in g  c a c tu s , as so m e  ca ll it 
— to o k  o n  a d e c e p t iv e  s o f t  lo o k  
th e re  in  th e  last g lo w  o f  fa d in g  d a y 
lig h t . O f f  in a d e e p  a r r o y o ,  b lu e  
q u a il c r ie d  w a ilin g iy  as th e y  h u n ted  
a p e rch  in  so m e  le a fy  bu sh . A  
g ro u n d  o w l set u p  its c h u c k l in g  c a ll , 
a n d  th e  y a p p in g  “ Y a -y a -y a -e - c - c - e !”  
o f  a c o y o t e  c a m e  fr o m  so m e w h e re  
o u t  in th a t  n o w  p u rp le  w aste  lan d .

B u t B i l ly  W e s t  g a v e  lit t le  h eed  
to  th e  b u rs t  o f  c o lo r s  in th e  w est 
o r  th e  ca ll o f  b ird  a n d  a n im a l. H e  
sat th ere  b e n e a th  a  sp re a d in g  c a t ’s - 
c la w , g ra y  e y e s  s litted  a n d  w a tc h fu l, 
a c o c k e d  .45 C o lt  b a la n c e d  a cro ss  
h is right k n e e .

F o r  n e a r ly  tw o  h ou rs  n o w  B illy  
h ad  sat th e re , w a tc h in g  th e  sh ap es  
o f  th e  a d o b e  b u ild in g s  in A lk a li 
g ro w  d im , th en  fa d e  t o  th e  c o lo r  o f  
th e  su r ro u n d in g  so il. B u t  fr o m  
th o s e  a d o b e s , g re a t y e llo w  e y e s  w ere 
n o w  b e g in n in g  to  w in k , an d  B illy  
g o t  s lo w ly  t o  his fe e t . l i e  flexed  his 
m u sc le s , sw u n g  his a rm s s h a r p ly  t o  
d r iv e  th e  ch ill o f  th e  d e se rt  n ig h t  
fr o m  his b o d y .  N o w , g lid in g  like 
th e  sh a d o w s  th at w ere  g ra d u a lly  
d e e p e n in g , h e slid  a w a y  to w a r d  
th o se  lig h te d  b u ild in g s , m o v in g  w ith  
th e  s te a lth  o f  an  In d ia n . H e  h ad  
left sp u rs  a n d  b a tw in g  c h a p s  h o o k e d  
o v e r  th e  h orn  o f  D a n g e r ’s sa d d le  so  
th at lx- w o u ld  m a k e  n o  n o ise  in h is 
m o v in g .

B il ly  k n e w  th a t th ere  w ere a  
d o ze n  o r  m o re  k illers  s ta t io n e d  
a b o u t  th e  to w n , fo r  he h a d  w a tch e d  
th e m  p la ce d  on  th e ir  p o s t  sh o r t ly  
a fte r  h e h a d  seen  B u ck  F o ste r  
h au led  in n e a r ly  tw o  h ou rs  earlier .

In  fa c t ,  B i l ly  h ad  b a re ly  h ad  lim e  
t o  d o d g e  in to  th e bru sh  th a t  g rew  
w ith in  a fe w  ro d s  o f  th e  b u ild in g s  
b e fo r e  th o se  g u a rd s  h ad  b e e n  p la ce d . . 
H e  h a d  seen  B lu e  C ro n a n  s t ru tt in g
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a b o u t  th e  s tre e t , e v en  h eard  th e  
g a m b le r  c a llin g  o rd e rs  as th e  g u a rd s  
w ere  p la ce d .

S o  B i l ly  h ad  ta k en  h is  sta n d  th ere  
in  th e  e a t ’s -c la w , w a it in g  fo r  th e  
d u sk  th a t  w as n o w  s e t t lin g  d o w n . 
B u c k  hac! been  ca rr ie d  in to  th e  G iia  
S a lo o n , w h ich  in fo rm e d  B illy  th a t 
th e  v e te r a n  w as n o t  d e a d , e lse  th e  
C ro n a n  p a c k  w o u ld  n o t  h a v e  fo o le d  
w ith  h im .

B u t w h a t h a d  h a p p e n e d  to  J o e  
S c o t t ?  H o w  h ad  B lu e  C ro n a n  m a n 
a g ed  t o  b e s t  B u ck  an d  J o e , ta k e  th e  
v e te ra n  c a p t iv e ?  H a d  J o e  been  le ft  
s o m e w h e re  o u t  in tlie d esert , k ille d , 
o r  s e r io u s ly  w o u n d e d ?

B illy  W e s t  th o u g h t  o f  th ose  
th in g s  as  he s to le  s ile n tly  u p  t o  the 
rear o f  th e  G ila  S a lo o n , fla tte n e d  
a g a in s t th e  g 'r ittv  w all. F r o m  w ith in  
ca m e  h arsh  la u g h te r , th e  c lin k  o f  
g lasses , an d  a c o n s ta n t  h u m  o f  
v o ice s . B illy  e d g e d  c lo se r  to  th e  
b a ck  d o o r ,  rea ch ed  o u t  an d  g ra sp e d  
th e  k n o b  s ile n tly .

H e  tw is te d  th e  iro n  k n o b  s lo w ly , 
p u sh e d  g e n t ly .  T h e  d o o r  g a v e  si
le n t ly , a n d  s u d d e n ly  a th in  slice  o f  
y e llo w  la m p lig h t  c u t  th e d a rk n ess  
a ro u n d  B i l ly ’s fe e t . H e  m o v e d  
s w ift ly  a s id e , th en  p ressed  an e y e  to  
th e  c r a c k  in th e  d o o r .

T h e  lo n g  b a rr o o m  seem ed  fu ll o f  
m en  w h o  sm o k e d  an d  la u g h ed  an d  
d ra n k . B i l ly  g r it te d  his tee th  as he 
c a u g h t  s ig h t  o f  B lu e  C r o n a n , s ta n d 
in g  a t  o n e  e n d  o f  th e  b a r , a filled  
g lass  in o n e  lo n g -fin g e re d  h a n d , a 
s lim  c ig a r  s tu ck  in on e  co rn e r  o f  his 
m o u th . B i l ly  r e m e m b e re d  h a v in g  
seen  a p a r t it io n e d -o f f  r o o m  ju s t  t o  
th e  le ft  o f  th is b a c k  d o o r  th ro u g h  
w h ich  h e  now1 p e e re d . I f  he c o u ld  
g e t  t o  th a t  p r iv a te  r o o m ------

A  b o o t e d  f o o t  s tru ck  n o is ily  
a g a in st a  tin  ca n , an d  a  m a n  g ru n te d  
ra sp in g ly . B illy  w h ir le d , d u ck e d  
h a lf  o v e r .  H is  g u n  ju t t e d  o u t , h a m 
m e r  r o ll in g  b a ck  u n d e r  th u m b  p re s 

su re . N o w  a  ta ll fo r m  c a m e  fr o m  
th e  sh a d o w s , s tu m b lin g  fo r w a rd . 
B illy  h e ld  h is b r e a th , w a ite d  u n til 
th e  s h a d o w y  figu re  d re w  a b rea st .

’ ’ R e a c h , h o m b re i O n e  sq u a w k  
a n ’ J ’ ll p u ll th is  tr ig g e r . M a k e  a 
fu ss  a n ’ B lu e  C ro n a n  loses a h eel 
d a w g !”

T h e  sh a d o w  seem ed  t o  len g th en , 
g ro w  s u d d e n ly  s tiff. T h e n  a lo w  
c h u ck le  re a ch e d  B il ly , a n d  lie  lo w 
ered  his g u n  w ith  a  g a sp  o f  a m a z e 
m e n t as a fa m ilia r  v o ic e  so u n d e d  in 
a  w h isp er .

“ E a s y , p a re !,”  th a t  v o ic e  ca lle d . 
“ I  b een  lo o k in ’ a ll o v e r  fo r  y u h . 
F ig u re d  yuh V I s h o w  u p  h ere  so o n e r  
o r  la te r .”

“ J o e !”  B i l ly  w h isp e re d  h o a rse ly . 
“ G o s h , a m ig o ! I ’v e  d o n e  som e  ta ll 
s te w in ’ f o r  a  c o u p le  h ou rs . W h a t  
h a p p e n e d ?  H ow V i C ro n a n  a n ’ h is 
c r o w d  g e t  B u c k ?  W h e re  y u h  
b e e n ? ”

J o e  e x p la in e d  h a st ily  h o w  B lu e  
C ro n a n  h a d  e sca p e d  o n  th e b u c k in g  
h o rse , th en  to ld  h o w  th e  b a rk e e p  
h a d  s ta m p e d e d  h is an d  B u c k ’s 
m o u n ts  w ith  th e  s a w e d -o ff  sh o tg u n .

“ W h e n  B u c k 's  h oss p ile d  u p , 
C r o n a n  a n ’ h is g a n g  n a b b e d  h im  
a fo re  I c o u ld  g e t  m y  n a g  u n d e r  c o n 
t r o l , ”  th e re d h e a d  fin ish ed . “ T h e n  
I  tra ile d  ’e m  b a ck  h ere , fo u n d  D o c  
C a rte r  a n ’ sen t h im  o u t  to  see M rs . 
M a r t in ,  a n ’ h a v e  been  s t ie k in ’ 
a ro u n d , w a it in ’ fo r  a  c h a n c e  t o  k e tc h  
sigh t o ’ y u h .  N o w , i f  w e  w o rk  c a re 
fu l, m e b b e  s o  w e k in  g it  B u c k  o u t  
o ’ th is  s a lo o n .”

“ K n  o w in ’ th a t th e  d o c  h as g o n e  
o u t  t o  sec M rs . M a r t in  sh ore  is a  
r e lie f ,”  B i l ly  s ig h ed  a lm o s t  w ea r ily . 
“ N o w  w e ’ ll t r v  g e t t in ’ B u c k . I  w o n 
d e r - — ”

B illy  B r o k e  o ff ,  fo r  th ere  c a m e  th e  
p o u n d  o f  h o o fs  fr o m  o u t  in th e m a in  
stree t , th e n  a  lo u d  y e ll. B i lly  
p ressed  h is e y e  t o  th e  c ra ck  h e h a d  
o p e n e d  in  th e  d o o r , J o e  fo llo w in g
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su it  b y  d r o p p in g  to  h a n d s a n d  k n ees 
a n d  p e e r in g  in ju s t  o v e r  th e  b a c k 
d o o r  s te p .

N o w  th e  C irc le  J  p a rd s  saw  th e  
sw in g in g  d o o r s  flin g  o p e n  a t th e  
fr o n t  o f  th e  r o o m , an d  a  s q u a t ty , 
e v il - fa c e d  h o m b r e  ch a rg e d  u p  t o  th e  
b a r , y e ll in g  so m e th in g  th a t in s ta n tly  
h u sh ed  all o th e r  n o ises . B lue 
C r o n a n ’s  v o ic e  c u t  sh a rp ly  th ro u g h  
th e  s ile n ce . “ I f  y o u  a rc  t r y in g  t o  
m a k e  a g ra n d -s ta n d  p la y ------ ”

“ I ’m  I d l i n ’ ’e r  s tra ig h t , b o s s ,”  th e 
fe llo w  a d d re sse d  as  N o r to n  a n 
sw ered  q u ic k ly .  “ I jis t  s tu m b le d  u p  
on  th a t  o l ’ sh a ck , th a t 's  a ll. B u t  
w hen  I lo o k e d  in a w in d e r , I  seen  
th a t  M a r t in  k id , J im m y , a n ’ h is 
m a w . D o c  C a rte r  a n ' a fu n n y - lo o k 
in ’  little  fe ller  th a t  I  figu re  w as a 
C h in e e  w a s  in  th a r , t o o .  I f  w e 
h u rry ------ ”

“ H u r r y ? ”  B lu e  C ro n a n  la u g h e d  
th in ly . “ T h a t  M a r t in  w o m a n  an d 
h er son  h a v e  su c ce e d e d  in  s ta y in g  
h id d en  fo r  th e  p a s t  th re e  w eek s. 
B u t  n o w  th a t y o u ’ v e  s tu m b le d  u p on  
th e ir  h id in g  p la ce , N o r to n , I  sh all 
p a y  th e m  a litt le  ca ll. A n d  i t 's  g o 
in g  t o  b e  so m e th in g  b e s id e s  p le a d 
in g  an d  c o a x in g  th is  t im e . I  im a g 
in e M rs . M a r t in  w ill ta lk  ra th e r  
th an  w a tch  h er so n 's  toes  ro a ste d . 
G e t  h orses , y o u  fe llo w s . W e ’ re 
p a y in g  th e  M a r t in s  a little  c a ll .”

B illy  w h ir le d  a w a y  fr o m  th e  d o o r , 
p u llin g  J o e  S c o t t  to  his fe e t  w ith  a  
q u ick  tu g .

" G e t  y o r e  b o ss , J o e .”  B i lly  g r it 
te d , “ a n ’  get o u t  t o  th a t sh a ck  as 
fa s t  as  y u h  ca n  r ide . Y u h  a n ’ S in g  
L o  ca n  ta k e  M rs . M a r t in  a n ’  J im m y  
b a ck  in to  th e  h ills s o m e  p la ce . 
M o v e !  I ’ ll lo o k  a fte r  B u c k .”

W it h o u t  a w o rd  o f  p r o te s t , J o e  
tu rn ed  a n d  m erg ed  s w ift ly  in to  th e  
d a rk n e ss . B illy  w a ited  u n til he 
h eard  th e  c re a k  o f  a sa d d le , th en  
th e  p o u n d  o f  h o o fs . H e  tu rn ed  n o w , 
slid  along th e  saloon wall, a n d  e n 

te re d  a  p it c h -b la c k  p a ssa g e  th a t  led  
b e tw e e n  t w o  b u ild in g s . H e  t o o k  
tw o  s te p s— th en  c a m e  t o  a  r ig id  h a lt  
as s o m e th in g  c o ld  an d  d a n g e ro u s ly  
sh a rp  p ressed  ag a in st h is th ro a t .

“ M a k e  o n e  m o re  m o v e ,”  c a m e  a  
h iss in g  v o ic e , “ a n ’ I w eel h a v e  the 
grea t e x tr e m e  p lea su re  o f  c u t t in g  
o p e n  th e  th r o a t . I ,  P a b lo  C o r illo ,  
ca n  see b y  th e  d a rk n ess  lik e  a  c a t ,  
se n o r .”

C H A P T E R  X I .
TUBBY GETS A JOB.

C H I V E R S  o f  d re a d  co u rse d  
th r o u g h  B il ly  W e s t ’s  su d d e n ly  

ta u t  b o d y ,  ca u s in g  n e rv e s  l o  c ra w l 
b en ea th  h is sk in . B u t  h e h ad  th e  
g o o d  sen se t o  m a k e  n o  su d d en  m o v e 
m e n t, fo r  th e  d e a d ly , c o ld  b la d e  o f  
a k n ife  w a s  p ressed  a g a in s t h is 
th ro a t .

H e  c o u ld  m a k e  o u t  th e  d im  o u t 
lin e  o f  a m an  th ere  b e fo r e  h im —  
saw  th e  e x te n d e d  sh a d o w  o f  th e  arm  
th at w as r e a ch in g  o u t  a n d  h o ld in g  
th a t  th r e a te n in g  k n ife . C o u ld  th a t  
m an  w h o  ca lle d  h im se lf P a b lo  C o 
r illo  rea lly  see in th e  n igh t lik e  a 
c a t?  B illy  w o n d e re d  sw ift ly  a b o u t  
th at as he te n se d  his m u sc le s , c a s 
in g  b a ck  fr o m  th e  p ressu re  o f  th e 
k een  b la d e .

B u t as  lie  m o v e d  b a ck  s lo w ly , th e 
sh a d o w  o f  th e  m a n  b e fo r e  h im  a d 
v a n c e d , a n d  th e c o ld  stee l b la d e  re 
m a in ed  to u c h in g  his flesh .

F ro m  so m e w h e re  ou t in fr o n t  o f  
th e  sa lo o n  c a m e  la u g h te r , th en  th e  
sn ort o f  h orses  as h a lf-d ru n k e n  m en  
sw u n g  u p  t o  sa d d les . B illy  g r it te d  
his te e th , re a liz in g  that. B lu e  C ron a n  
a n d  h is h e a rtle ss  p a ck  o f  k illers  w ere  
p r e p a r in g  t o  r ide  o u t  t o  th a t little  
sh a ck  in th e  d e se rt  w h ere  M rs . M a r 
tin  la y  su ffe r in g  fr o m  th e ra v a g e s  
o f  h u n g e r  a n d  e x p o su re .

B u t  a t  th e  sa m e tim e  th ose  
th o u g h ts  p o u n d e d  th ro u g h  B i l ly ’s 
m in d , o th e r s  c a m e — c o o l ,  d a n g e ro u s
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th o u g h ts  th a t  h a d  to  d o  w ith  th a t  
m a n  th e re  b e fo r e  h im . F o r c in g  a  
g ra t in g  la u g h  fr o m  h is th r o a t , he 
seem ed  t o  s ta g g e r  b a ck  a h a lf s te p .

“ P a b lo ! ”  h e  g ro w le d , m a k in g  his 
v o ic e  u n u su a lly  th ic k . “ P u t u p  th a t 
k n ife , v u h  lo c o e d  fo o l .  W h a t ’s th e 
id ee  in try  in ’ te r  b u tc h e r  y o u r  
fr ie n d s?  I f  th e  boss k e te h e d  y u h  
s t o p p in ’ m e------ ”

A  S p an ish  o a th  h issed  th ro u g h  th e 
n ig h t, a n d  th e  k n ife  m o v e d  s l ig h t ly  
a w a y  fr o m  B i l ly ’s th r o a t . E v i 
d e n t ly  P a b lo  c o u ld  n o t  are in t lie 
n igh t lik e  a  c o t ,  fo r  he lea n ed  fo r 
w a rd , sn a r lin g  s o m e th in g  in h is n a 
t iv e  to n g u e .

A s th e  c ir c u la r  sh a d o w  o f  a  g re a t  
h a t c a m e  fo r w a rd , B illy  W e s t ’s r ig h t  
fist w h izze d  u p  a n d  o u t  w ith  his 
w h o le  m u sc u la r  w e ig h t b e h in d  it . 
I f  lie  m issed  th e  M e x ic a n 's  ch in  or  
fa c e ------

C rack !  B i l ly ’s r igh t fo rea rm  w en t 
n u m b  a lm o s t  t o  his e lb o w , an d  lie  
s ta g g e re d  s l ig h t ly  fr o m  th e  so lid  im 
p a ct o f  a b low ' th a t  h a d  la n d ed  
sq u a re ly .

T h e r e  c a m e  a p a in ed  grunt, fro m  
th e  M e x ic a n , then  a lim p  fo rm  t o p 
p le d  a g a in s t  B i lly  as h e  s te p p e d  fo r 
w a rd , le ft  fist sm a sh in g  o u t . N o w  
th e  to p p l in g  fo rm  lu rch ed  c ra z ily , 
s c ra p e d  d o w n  a  g r it ty  w all, a n d  b e 
c a m e  a sh a p e le ss  m o u n d  a t  B i l ly ’s 
fe e t .

l i e  g r in n e d  m irth le ss ly  in to  th e  
d a rk n e ss , b lew  g e n t ly  o n  sk in n ed  
k n u ck le s , a n d  s tro d e  o n  d o w n  th e 
d a rk  p a ssa g e w a y , gu n  o u t  an d  re a d y  
t o  a n sw e r  th e n e x t  h o m b re  w h o  
ca lle d  a h a lt .  B u t th ere  w as n o  o n e  
else th ere  in th e  d a rk n ess , a n d  B illy  
s o o n  c a m e  out. o n to  (h e  h a rd  d ir t  
s id ew a lk .

H e  h ea rd  th e  m u ffled  p o u n d  o f  
sh od  h o o fs ,  a n d  g la n ce d  d o w n  th e 
s tre e t ju s t  in  t im e  t o  see a s h a d o w y  
g ro u p  o f  r id ers  w h irl p a s t  lig h te d  
w in d o w s  a n d  h ea d  in to  th e  d esert.

“ B lu e  C r o n a n . a n ’ h is sk n n k y  
c r e w ,”  B i l ly  sn arled  s o f t ly .  “ I ’ v e  
g o t  t o  g e t  B u c k  a n ’ m a k e  tra ck s  
fr o m  h ere . I  w o n d e r  w h ere------ ”

'F lie  G ila  S a lo o n ’s sw in g in g  d o o r s  
bu rst o p e n , an d  a. g a n g ly  ja sp er  w h o  
w as rm ieh th e  w o rse  fo r  l iq u o r  ca m e  
re e lin g  o u t .  T h e  fe llo w  c o llid e d  
w ith  B illy  a n d  sta r te d  sn a r lin g  in 
su lts , o n e  h a n d  y a n k in g  fr a n t ic a lly  
a t a b o ls te r e d  s ix -g u n .

B u t  th e  y o u n g  b o ss  o f  C irc le  J  
w as ta k in g  n o  ch a n ce s  on  h a v in g  a  
fuss ra ised  n o w . H e  w h ip p e d  his a l
r e a d y -d ra w n  gun  u p , b ro u g h t it  
clow n in  a sh o rt, c h o p p in g  m o t io n . 
T h e  d r u n k  g ru n te d  g u s t ily , th e n  
sp ra w le d  fo r w a r d , la n d in g  w ith  a  
d u ll th u m p .

“ T o o  b a d , sertor,”  B i lly  m u tte re d . 
“ B u t y u h  ask ed  fo r  it . N o w  y u h  ’ll 
h a v e  a  h e a d a ch e  fr o m  so m e th in ’ b e 
sides b o o z e .”

B illy  s lid  fo rw a rd  n o w , c o c k in g  
h is g u n . In  th e  b r ie f  in sta n t w hen  
th ose  sw in g in g  d o o r s  h ad  been  flu n g  
b a ck  a m o m e n t  b e fo r e , he h ad  h a d  
a  g o o d  c h a n c e  to  g lim p se  th e in 
te r io r  o f  th e  sa lo o n . A n d  w h a t he 
h ad  seen w a s  T u b b y ,  th e  b a rk e e p , 
w a d d lin g  u p  a n d  d o w n  b e h in d  the 
lo n g  b a r , s e r v in g  six  o r  e ig h t  r a t ty -  
lo o id n g  ja s p e r s  w h o  lo o k e d  lik e  
sh e e p -h e rd e rs .

B illy  sh r e w d ly  g u essed  th a t  B lu e  
C ro n a n  h a d  ta k e n  m o s t  o f  h is g u n  
s lin gers  w ith  h im — ta k en  th e m  o u t 
th e re  in th e  sca rred  d e se rt  h ills  t o  
fr ig h te n  a n d  p e rh a p s  a b u se  M rs . 
M a r t in  a n d  her son , J im m y . A n d  
as B illy  th o u g h t  o f  th a t , h e lea p e d  
ag a in st th e  sw in g in g  d o o r s  w ith  su ch  
v io le n ce  th a t  o n e  o f  th e m  lo s t a  
h in ge  a n d  sa gg ed  d e je c te d ly .

“ R e a c h !”  B i lly  y e lle d , g u n  w e a v 
in g  sw ift ly  fr o m  sid e  t o  s id e . “ G ra b  
a  ra fte r , h o m b r e s , or  y u l i ’ ll b e  d ra w - 
in ’ h o t - le a d  t ick e ts  t o  B o o t  H ill. 
L i f t  ’e m !”

T u b b y  sq u a w k e d  as i f  s o m e  o n e
W W -7B
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h a d  d o u s e d  h im  w ith  liv e  c o a ls , 
d r o p p e d  a  q u a r t  o f  l iq u o r  a n d  t w o  
g lasses , th e n  m o v e d  as if  t o  d iv e  h is 
p u d g y  h a n d s  b e n e a th  th e b a r  to p .  
B u t  T u b b y  c h a n g e d  his m in d  w h en  
B i l ly 's  .4,5 sp a t  fla m e -sp lit  th u n d e r . 
N o w  th e  b u r ly  b a rk e e p  lean ed  
w e a k ly  a g a in s t th e  b a c k  b a r , o n e  
h a ir y  c a r  d r ib b lin g  c r im so n , a lo o k  
o f  g e n u in e  a larm  on  h is e v il  fa ce .

“ M a k e  a n o th e r  fo o l  m o v e  like 
th a t , b a r k e e p ,”  B i l ly  d ra w le d  u n 
p le a s a n t ly , “ a n ’ y u h ’ ll w a k e  u p  w ith  
a  h a rp  in  y o r e  h a n d s  ’ s te a d  o ’ th a t  
se a tte rg u n  y u h  w a s r e a c h in ’ fo r . 
W h e r e ’s B u c k  F o s te r  b e in ’  h e ld ? ”  

T h e  r a g g e d - lo o k in g  c u s to m e r s  h ad  
c o w e r e d  a g a in st a fa r  w a ll, h a n d s 
h ig h  in m u te  te s t im o n y  th a t  th e y  
h a d  n o  f ig h t  w ith  th is  c o ld -e y e d  
y o u n g  s tra n g e r  w h o  c o u ld  b u lle t - lo p  
a  m a n ’s ea r  a t  ten  o r  m o r e  p a ce s . 
B i l ly  g a v e  th e  c o w e r in g  m en  a swdft 
g la n ce , sm ile d  c o ld ly  a t  th e m , a n d  
je r k e d  h is e y e s  b a c k  to  th e sh ak en  
T u b b y .

N o w  B i l l y ’s g u n  ro a re d  th e  se c 
o n d  t im e , a n d  T u b b y  y e lle d  in a larm  
as h e fe lt  a  c h u n k  o f  s c o r ch in g  h o t  
lead  c o m b  th ro u g h  h is  g re a sy  hair.

“ W h e r e ’s B u c k  F o s t e r ? ”  B i l ly  
sn a p p e d . “ Y u h  a im  t o  ta lk , o r  d o  I  
n o tch  th a t  o th e r  e a r ? ”

T u b b y  sw a llo w e d  h a rd , w ig g le d  
h is  th ick  ja w s  a m o m e n t , th en  m a n 
a g e d  t o  g e t  iiis to n g u e  je r k e d  lo o se  
fr o m  th e  r o o f  o f  h is m o u th .

“ T h - t h a t  oF  F o s te r  g e n t  is  in th e  
b o s s ’s p r iv a te  o ffice  y o n d e r ,”  he 
g u lp e d . “ B u t  h o n e s t  te r  g o sh , W e s t , 
I  c a in ’t. g i t  h im  o u t .  T h a t  d o o r  is 
a w fu l s t o u t ,  a n ’ th e  b o s s  ta k en  th e  
k e y  w ith  h im . T— T n e v e r  h a d  n o th 
in ’ ter  d o  w ith ------ ”

“ Y u li  n e v e r  h a d  n o th in ’  t o  d o  
w ith  honest, w o rk  in  y o r e  m issp e n t 
life , l ik e ly ,”  B i l ly  c u t  in . “ B u t  
h e re ’ s w h ere  y u h  m e n d  y o r e  w a y s , 
fe lla . W a lt z  o u t  fr o m  b e h in d  th a t  
bar a n d  s ta r t  b u t t in ’ th a t  door. I 

W W -8 B

re ck o n  y o r e  h e a d  m u s t  b e  h a r d e r  
th a n  a n y  o r d in a r y  w o o d .”

T u b b y  s ta r e d , f id g e te d  u n e a s ily , 
th e n  c a m e  r e lu c ta n t ly  a r o u n d  th e 
e n d  o f  th e  b a r , c a s t in g  a  b a le fu l lo o k  
to w a r d  th e  th ic k  d o o r  w h ich  led  in to  
B lu e  C r o n a n ’s p r iv a te  o ffice .

“ Y o ’ re c r a z y ,  d a n g  th e  lu c k !”  h e 
sn arled  a t B i l ly . “ I to ld  y u h  I  
c a in ’ t g it  in te r  th a t r o o m . A n ’ if 
I  d id — — ”

“ T r y  i t , ”  B i l ly  a d v is e d . “ T a k e  
a g o o d  ru n  a n d  ram  y o r e  sh o u ld e r  
in to  th a t  d o o r .  H u s k y  as y u h  are, 
y u h  ca n  b u st  th a t  d o o r  p lu m b  
d o w n .”

T u b b y  sn iffe d  a n g r ily , g la re d  v e n 
o m o u s  h a te  a t  B i l ly , a n d  m o v e d  
d o w n  th e  r o o m  a t  a sh u fflin g  w a lk , 
in so le n t ly  s h o w in g  th a t  h e h a d  n o  
in te n t io n  o f  la u n ch in g  a rea l a t ta c k  
o n  th e  s o l id - lo o k in g  d o o r . B u t  ju s t  
as th e  s q u a t  ja s p e r  w a s le a n in g  fo r 
w a rd , r e a d y  to  la y  h is s h o u ld e r  to  
th e  d o o r ,  B i l ly ’s  C o l t  c ra sh e d  lo u d ly . 
T u b b y  s c re e ch e d  w ild ly , th en  la n d e d  
a g a in s t t h a t  d o o r  w ith  a w a llo p  th a t 
ja rre d  th e  w h o le  h o u se .

B i l ly ’s b u lle t  h a d  c u t  th e  s la ck  
o f  T u b b y ’s tro u se rs , b a re ly  m iss in g  
sk in . N o w  th e b u r ly  h o m h re  w as 
p ic k in g  h im s e lf  u p  fr o m  th e  flo o r , 
e y e s  g la z e d  fr o m  th e  jo l t  he h ad  g o t  
b y  b u t t in g  th e  d o o r  h e a d  o n , o a th s  
d r ib b lin g  p a s t  w r ith in g  lip s.

T h e  r a g g e d  c u s to m e r s  w h o  h a d  
c r o u c h e d  a g a in s t  th e  w a ll w ere  
la u g h in g  lo u d ly ,  th o u g h  th e y  w ere  
ca r e fu l t o  k e e p  th e ir  h a n d s  u p .

“ I — I ’ll k ill y u h  fe r  th is , W e s t !”  
T u b b y  sn a r le d , fe e lin g  h is b u lle t -  
to rn  h ip  p o c k e ts . “ J is t  w a it ------ ”

“ W a it ,  n o th in ’ ,”  B i lly  s n a p p e d , 
c o c k in g  h is  g u n  d e lib e r a te ly . “ I  
seen  th a t d o o r  sh a k e  w h en  y u h  h it  
it . N o w  b u t t  it s o m e  m o r e , o r  g e t  
b lis te re d  w ith  a  b u lle t . H o n e s t  la 
b o r  w o n ’ t h u r t  y u h , s o  g e t  b u s y ,  o r  
I ’ ll------ ”

Billy lifted his gun— and Tubby
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lu n g ed  to w a r d  th e  d o o r . B u t  th is  
t im e  he s to p p e d  sh o r t , ja m m e d  o n e  
h a n d  d e e p  in to  a  tro u se rs  p o c k e t ,  
a n d  h a u le d  o u t  a b ig  iron  k e y . l i e  
p o k e d  th e  k e y  in to  th e  lo c k , tu rn e d  
it , a n d  f lu n g  th e  d o o r  b a c k  w ith  a 
te r r ib le  o a t h .

B u t  th e  n e x t in s ta n t T u b b y  w as 
fla t on  h is  b a ck , a  d a ze d  e x p re ss io n  
o n  h is fa c e . O u t  o f  th a t  w in d o w lcss  
ro o m , B u c k  F o s te r  h ad  le a p e d  lik e  
a c a ta m o u n t ,  h o rn y  fists w o rk in g  
lik e  w e ll-o ile d  p is to n s .

“ W a - h o o - o - o ! ”  th e  C irc le  J  v e t 
eran  ro a re d . “ T h a r ’s y o r e  n eed  in 's , 
y u h  s w ill-sp la sh in ’ c o y o t e !  'X o w ,  b y  
h e ife rs , I ’ ll w h u p  th e  rest o ’ th e 
g a n g . W h e r e  a m  th e  b u zza rd s , 
B i l ly ? ”

“ T h is  w a y ,”  B illy  ca lle d , w h ee lin g  
to w a rd  th e  b a ck  d o o r . “ A n ’  g e t  a  
g u n  ofFn th a t b a rk c e p  i f  l ie ’s g o t  
on e . W e ’re  lo c k in ’  h orn s  w ith  B lu e  
C ro n a n  a n ’  h is hull b u n ch — on less 
t h e y ’v e  a lre a d y  w ip e d  o u t  J o e  a n ’ 
S in g  L o .  S h a k e  a  leg , B u c k !”

C H A P T E R  X IT .
DYN AM ITE.

^  E A R L Y  tw e n ty  m en  fo g g e d  
d o w n  a  s lo p e  an d  re in ed  s w e a ty  

h orses  to  a  h a lt th ere  b e fo r e  a tu m 
b le d o w n  lit t le  sh a ck  th a t sh o w e d  
m a n y  s trea m ers  o f  y e llo w  lig h t fr o m  
its b r o k e n  w all. B lu e  C ro n a n  sm iled  
w o ifish ly  as ho left, his h orse  and 
s te p p e d  fo r w a r d , a  s ix -g u n  g r ip p e d  
in each  s in e w y  h an d ,

A  g r iz z le d  h e a d  h ad  sh o w n  a ro u n d  
th e  c r u m b lin g  d o o r  fra m e  fo r  a  m o 
m e n t, th e n  d isa p p e a re d  h a st ily . 
B lu e  C r o n a n  la u g h ed  g lo a t in g ly  an d  
c o c k e d  h is  g u n s . C ro n a n  h ad  r e c a p 
tu red  th o se  s ilv er -in la id  w ea p on s  
w hen  he h ad  ta k en  B u c k  F o s te r  
p r ison er  e a r lie r  in th e  d a y . N o w  he 
h e ld  h e m  r e a d y  to  d ea l in sta n t d e a th  
as h e  e d g e d  to w a rd  th e  ra m sh a ck le  
h o u se  in  m in c in g  ste p s .

“ C o m e  o u t  o f  th ere , D o c  C a r te r ,”  
C ro n a n  c a lle d  h a rsh ly . “ I saw  y o u  
p e e k  o u t ,  a n d  I k n o w  th a t  y o u  ca n  
h ear  m e. I ’m  g iv in g  y o u  a  c h a n c e . 
C o m e  o u t  a n d  y o u ’ ll n o t  be  
h a r m e d .”

S ile n ce  a n sw e re d  C r o n a n ’s h arsh  
v o ic e .  H e  sw o re  ra sp in g ly  a n d  a d 
v a n ce d  u n til he w as fla t  aga in st a  
so lid  s la b  o f  th e  o ld  h ou se  w a ll. H is  
h ire lin gs , sn a r lin g  a n d  m illin g  n e rv 
o u s ly , s ta r te d  c ir c lin g  th e  p la ce .

O n e  o f  th e m , m a d e  b o ld  b y  t o o  
m u ch  raw  w h isk y , s tro d e  u p  to  a  
w in d o w  a n d  p o k e d  a  g u n  in s id e , 
th u m b  r a k in g  a t th e  k n u r le d  h a m 
m er. B u t b e fo r e  th a t ja s p e r  c o u ld  
tr ig g er , th e re  c a m e  a  shrill y e lp  o f  
te r ro r , th e n  th e  cra sh  o f  a  g u n .

T h e  h o m b r e  w h o  h a d  p o k e d  his 
g u n  th ro u g h  th e  w in d o w  tu m b le d  
b a ck w a r d  w ith  a  g u r g in g  scre e ch , 
legs th r a sh in g  w ild ly  as he s tru ck  
th e  g ro u n d .

“ T h a t ,  C r o n a n , is o u r  a n sw er  to  
y o u r  d e m a n d  th a t I  c o m e  o u t ,”  
ca m e  a  le v e l v o ic e  fr o m  w ith in  th e  
o k ! a d o b e . “ T o m  M a r t in ’s w ife  is 
in h ere , s ick  fr o m  e x p o su re  a n d  
s ta r v a t io n — th a n k s  to  y o u r  c o w 
a r d ly  d e a lin g s . W h y  d o n ’ t y o u  
sh o w  y o u r  h ead  in on e  o f  th e  w in 
d o w s , y o u  fo u r -flu sh in g  s n a k e ? ”

B lu e  C r o n a n  st iffe n e d  th e re  
a g a in st th e  g r it ty  w a ll, a n d  b itte r  
o a th s  d r ib b le d  p a s t  h is su d d e n ly  
w h ite  lip s . H e  saw  his h ire lin g  d ie  
b e n e a th  th a t  w in d o w , re co g n ize d  
th e  d e a d ly  c a lm  v o ic e  o f  lean  o ld  
D o c t o r  C a rte r .

B u t th e c o ld -e y e d  g a m b le r  w as 
n o t  t o  b e  b u ffa lo e d  in to  lo s in g  h is 
te m p e r . F o r c in g  a c o n te m p tu o u s  
la u g h , he s lid  fa r th e r  a lo n g  th e  w a ll 
u n til ho c o u ld  ca ll th ro u g h  th e  d o o r  
w ith o u t  e x p o s in g  h im se lf.

“ T h e r e  a re  tw e n ty  o r  so  o f  us o u t  
h ere , C a r t e r ,”  h e ca lle d  sh a rp ly . 
“ Y o u  k n o w  w h a t  w e c a n  d o  if  w c  
h a v e  to . B u t  I ’m  a  re a so n a b le  m a n .
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J u st  h a v e  y o u r  p a t ie n t  te ll us w h ere  
h e r  h u s b a n d  w e n t  t o  g e t  th a t  g o ld  
a n d  w e ’ ll  b e  on  o u r  w a y . I ’ ll g iv e  
y o u  th re e  m in u te s . T h e n ------ ”

“ T h e n ,”  e c h o e d  J o e  S c o t t 's  v o ic e  
fr o m  in s id e  th e  a d o b e ,  “ y u h ’ il te ll 
y o r e  m e n  t o  rush th e  p la ce . M y  
ch in k  fr ie n d , S in g  L o ,  jis t  n o w  ta l
lied  o f f  o n e  o ’ y o r e  c re w . H o w  
m a n y  m o r e  m e n  w ill y u h  sen d  to  
th e ir  d e a th  b e fo r e  y u h  g it  u p  n e rv e  
e n o u g h  t o  sh o w  y o r e  o w n  h e a d ? ”

J o e  S c o t t  h a d  b e a te n  C r o n a n  a n d  
h is  m en  t o  th e  o ld  a d o b e  b y  n o  m o re  
th a n  th re e  m in u te s . N o w  th e  r e d 
h e a d  c r o u c h e d  th e re  in sid e  th e  d o o r , 
a  c o c k e d  s ix -g u n  g r ip p e d  a n d  re a d y  
f o r  in s ta n t a c t io n .

S in g  L o ,  a lm o n d -sh a p e d  e y e s  
w id e , fa c e  a  s ic k ly  c o lo r ,  w a s a cro ss  
th e  r o o m  fr o m  J o e , g r ip p in g  a sh o r t -  
b a rre le d  .44  th a t  still tr ick le d  
sm o k e . D o c t o r  C a rte r , lea n  fa c e  set 
in  g r im  lin e s , w as k e e p in g  an e y e  o n  
M r s . M a r t in  a n d  J im m y , se e in g  th a t  
th e y  s ta y e d  in  th e  b e s t  p r o te c te d  
co rn e r  o f  th e  h o u se .

“ G o s h , M r . S c o t t !”  J im m y  M a r 
t in  c a lle d  e x c it e d ly . “ D o  y u h  
re ck o n  th ere  are re a lly  a  lo t  o ’ h o m - 
b r e s  o u t  th e re , o r  is C ro n a n  jis t  
ly in ’ ? I f  I  h a d  a g u n , m e b b e  I  
c o u ld  s o r t  o ’  h e lp  o u t . I  w ish ------ •”

M r s . M a r t in  w as a th in  litt le  
w o m a n  w h o s e  su n k e n  e y e s  h e ld  a  
s t ra n g e ly  h a u n te d  lo o k  as sh e  g a ze d  
fir s t  a t th e  g ra y -h a ire d  d o c t o r  b e 
s id e  h er, th e n  a t  h e r  son . B u t M a r y  
M a r t in  w a s  a  w o m a n  o f  tru e  p io 
n eer  s t o c k — o n e  w h o  d id  n o t  
fr ig h te n  e a s ily . S h e  sm iled  w a n ly  
n o w  a t h er  son , re a ch e d  o u t  a pa le  
h a n d , a n d  p a tte d  h is  sh o u ld e r .

“ N e v e r  m in d , J im m y ,”  she sa id  
q u ie t ly  e n o u g h . “ M r .  S c o t t  a n d  
S in g  L o  ca n  ta k e  ca re  o f  th o s e  m e n  
o u ts id e . I f  T o m  w ere  o n ly  h ere , 
h e ------ ”

“ Y o u  h a v e  a b o u t  o n e  m in u te  
left,”  Blue Cronan’s voice drifted

in s id e  th e  o ld  a d o b e .  “ J u st t o  sh o w  
y o u  th a t  I  m e a n  b u s in e ss , I ’m  g iv 
in g  y o u  a  c h a n c e  to  lo o k  th is  o v e r . 
T h e  n e x t  o n e  w ill b e  p la ce d  a g a in s t  
th is  w a ll— w ith  a fu se  b u r n in g .”

P lop !  A lm o s t  at J o e  S c o t t ’s fe e t  
th e  o b lo n g  y e llo w  th in g  la n d e d  w ith  
a  s o f t  th u d .

T h e  re d h e a d  sta re d  in g e n u in e  
h o rr o r , a  g a sp  p a ss in g  h is lip s  as he 
lo o k e d . D o c t o r  C a rte r  g ro a n e d  in  
a la rm . S in g  L o  y e lp e d . F o r  th ere  
o n  th e  f lo o r  la y  a  fa t ,  g re a sy  c y l in 
d e r— a s t ic k  o f  d y n a m ite !

J o e  g r a b b e d  th e  th in g , h u r le d  it  
b a c k  o u ts id e , sh iv e r in g  as if  h e w as 
c h il lin g . T h e n  B lu e  C r o n a n ’s v o ic e  
so u n d e d  a g a in , a n d  th e  g a m b le r  w as 
la u g h in g  g r a t in g ly .

“ D o n ’ t lik e  th e  lo o k s  o f  th a t  p o w 
d e r , e h ? ”  h e  c a lle d . “ I  d o n ’ t  b la m e  
y o u . T h is  o ld  sh a ck  w ill c ru m b le  
e a s ily . R e a d y  t o  ta lk , M rs . M a r 
t in ? ”

J o e  S c o t t  sn a r led  s o m e th in g  a n d  
le a p e d  t o  h is  fe e t .  B u t  D o c t o r  C a r 
te r  g r a b b e d  h im  a n d  p u lle d  h im  
b a c k . M r s .  M a r t in  c r ie d  o u t  o n c e ,  
th en  b e c a m e  d e a th ly  w h ite  as sh e 
rea lized  th e  m e a n in g  o f  th e  th re a t.

“ J im m y !”  she g u s p e d . “ I f  th e y  
so t o f f  d y n a m it e  a g a in s t  th ese  w alls, 
d o c t o r ,  m y  son  w ill b e— b e  k ille d ! 
S u re ly  t h e y  w o u ld  n o t  d a re  d o  su ch  
a th in g . P e r h a p s  I h a d  b e t te r ------ ”

“ T im e ’s u p ,”  B lu e  C r o n a n  y e lle d  
fie n d is h ly . “ I ’m  lig h t in g  th is  fu se  
r ig h t  n o w . Y o u  c a n 't  gay  th a t  y o u  
d id n ’t  h a v e  fa ir  w a rn in g . I f  a n y  o f  
y o u  t r y  t o  ru n  o u ts id e , m y  m en  
w ill— ”

“ W a it ,  y u h  s k u n k !”  J im m y  M a r 
t in  s c r e e ch e d  sh r illy . “ Y u h  c a n ’ t 
k ill m a w  lik e  th is . I ’ ll tell w h ere  
d a d ’s m in e  is . G o  ten  m iles  n o r th  
— fin d  th e  ol* Y e l lo w  B ir d  M in e .  
T h e n  fo u r - f iv e  m iles  s o u th  t o  a  
ra n g e  o ’  b la c k  h ills . T h e re ------ ”

F r o m  o u ts id e  c a m e  a g lo a t in g  
c h u ck le , th e n  B lu e  C r o n a n ’s  v o ic e
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o r d e r in g  b is  m en  t o  m o u n t . H o rse s  
p lu n g e d  a n d  sn o r te d  a b o u t  th e  y a r d  
fo r  a  m o m e n t . T h e n  s o m e th in g  
c a m e  w h iz z in g  th ro u g h  an  e n d  w in 
d o w  a n d  ro lle d  sm o k in g  a n d  h iss in g  
a cross  th e  floor .

J o e  S c o t t  le a p e d  fo r  th a t  s m o k in g  
b u n d le , g r a b b e d  it  u p  a n d  h e a v e d  it  
s tra ig h t th ro u g h  th e  o p e n  d o o r  w ith  
all h is m ig h t . A  m o m e n t  la ter , th e  
w h o le  e a r th  seem ed  t o  r o ck  a n d  ro ll 
u n d e r  a  m ig h ty  e x p lo s io n .

C H A P T E R  X I I I .
GUN TRAP.

'T H E  fir s t  red  ra y s  o f  th e  r is in g  
sun  sh o w e d  th ree  g r im -fa c e d , 

h e a v y -e y e d  c o w b o y s  s q u a tt in g  o n  a 
h igh  r id g e  th a t o v e r lo o k e d  a ran ge  
o f  b la c k  la v a  h ills . B i lly  W e s t  
ru b b e d  a t h is  sm a rtin g  e y e s  an d  
tu rn e d  t o  B u c k  a n d  J o e , w h o  w ere 
b o th  n o d d in g  as th e y  sa t s h iv e r in g  
in th e  e a r ly  d a y lig h t .

“ T in 's m u st b e  th e  p la c e , J o e ,”  
B illy  g r it te d . “ T h o s e  h ills  y o n d e r , 
I  m ea n . N o w ’s y o r e  ch a n c e  t o  d o  
som e tr a ilin ’ . I f  C r o n a n  a n ’ h is 
p a ck  h a v e  fo u n d  T o m  M a r t in  b y  
n o w ------ ”

B illy  sh ru g g e d , tu rn in g  to w a r d  
D a n g e r  a n d  th e  o th e r  tw o  h orses 
th a t s t o o d  in a  lit t le  h o llo w  b e lo w  
th e  rim  o f  th e r id g e . B i l ly  an d  
B u c k  h a d  a rr iv e d  a t th e  tu m b le -  
d o w n  a d o b e  less th a n  fiv e  m in u tes  
a fte r  B lu e  C ro n a n  h ad  tr ied  t o  b lo w  
M rs . M a r t in .  J im m y , S in g  L o ,  D o c 
t o r  C a r te r , an d  J o e  S c o tt  t o  sm ith e r 
een s wit h d y n a m ite  th e  n ig h t b e 
fo re .

T h e  d o c t o r  an d  S in g  L o  h ad  been  
le ft  t o  ta k e  M rs . M a r t in  a n d  J im m y  
to  so m e  sa fe  p la ce , w h ile  B illy , 
B u c k , a n d  J o e  t o o k  th e tra il o f  th e  
c o w a r d ly  C ro n a n  g a n g .

N o w  th e  th ree  C irc le  J  sa d d le  
p a rd s  w ere  s tu d y in g  th e  ru g g e d  
la n d s ca p e  th ro u g h  b lo o d s h o t  e y e s .

tr y in g  to  p ic k  o u t  certa in  la n d m a rk s  
th a t  h ad  b e e n  d e s c r ib e d  t o  th e m  b y  
J im m y  M a r t in  a n d  h is  m o th e r .

B u t  th o se  tu m b le d  b la c k  h ills  
d o w n  th e re  all lo o k e d  a lik e , a n d  
B illy  lo s t  lit t le  t im e  in w o n d e r in g  
w h a t t o  d o  n e x t . J o e  S c o t t  w as an  
e x p e r t  a t  r e a d in g  sign , a n d  h e  c o u ld  
sa v e  th e  C ir c le  J  w a d d ie s  m u ch  tim e  
b y  fo l lo w in g  C r o n a n ’s tra il in to  
th o s e  b la c k  h ills .

It w as n o t  n e ce ssa ry  fo r  J o e  e v e n  
so  m u ch  a s  to  lo o k  fo r  s ign . B illy  
w as ju s t  tu rn in g  a w a y  fr o m  th e  
crest o f  th e  r id g e  w hen  h is ey e s  
cau gh t, a  m o v e m e n t  on  a  fla t a g o o d  
h a lf  m ile  t o  th e  s o u th . N o w  th e  
y o u n g  b o s s  o f  C irc le  J  s to o d  r ig id ly  
e r e c t , w a tc h in g  th a t  m o v in g  d o t  
w ith  th e  u tm o s t  care .

“ T h a t  lo o k s  lik e  a  m a n  o n  f o o t —  
s o r t  o ’ c r a w lin ’  a lo n g , in  fa c t , ”  h e 
sa id , p o in t in g . “ O r  a m  I  g o in ’ lo c o ?  
W h a t  an h o m b r e  w o u ld  b e  c ra w lin ’ 
o u t  th ere  in  th a t  c h o lla  fo r  is s o m e 
th in ’ I c a n ’ t s a v v y . I  w o n d e r ------ ”

“ I I u li !”  B u c k  F o ste r  sn o r te d . 
“ I ’ ll bet t h o t ’s o n e  o ’ C r o n a n ’s g a n g  
t r y  in ’ to r  sn e a k  u p  on  us. O r  m e b - 
b e  i t ’ s o n e  o ’ th e  sk u n k s  I  c r ip p le d  
y e s te r d a y , h im  h a v in ’ n o  b e t te r  
sen se th a n  ter  tr y  r id in ’  o u t  h y a r  
w ith  th e  r e s t .”

“ A ll v illi c r ip p le d  w as y o r c s e lf ,  
y u h  w a lru s ,”  J o e  sn a p p e d . “ A n ’ 
w h a t in th u n d e r  w o u ld  an  h o m b r e  
b e  c ra w lin ’  ou t in p la in  s ig h t  fo r , if 
h e w as t r y in ’ t o  sn eak  u p  on  u s?  
Y o r e  b ra in s , i f  a n y , are  sh o re  g it t in ’  
r u s ty .”

“ A m  th e t  s o ? ”  B u c k  c a m e  b a c k , 
e y e s  b e g in n in g  t o  sn ap . “ Y u h  
b r o c k le - fa c e d  pest, I  sa v v ie s  k e t c h -  
in ’  c r o o k s  a h e a p  b e t te r  th a n  y u h  
d o e s . I f  it  w a ’n ’ t fe r  m e , C r o n a n  
a n ’ h is h u ll g a n g  w o u ld  g it  a w a y . 
N o w  I ’m  g o in ’ d o w n  th ar  a n ’ n a b  
th e t w a llo p e r  w h a t ’ s  t r y in ’ te r  sn e a k  
u p  on  u s .”

B u c k  tu rn e d  as i f  t o  g o ,  b u t  a
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sh a rp  w o r d  fr o m  B i l ly  h a lte d  h im . 
T h e  b o s s  o f  C irc le  J  h a d  b e e n  
w a tc h in g  th a t  c ra w lin g  fig u re  b e lo w  
th e m , a n d  so m e th in g  in th e  m a n ’s 
p a in fu l ly  s lo w  p ro g re ss  to ld  B illy  
th a t  th e re  w a s  s o m e th in g  d e c id e d ly  
am iss .

Y e t  h e  rea lized  th a t th e  fe llow  
d o w n  th e re  in th e  c h o lla  fla ts  m ig h t 
b e  c ra w lin g  s im p ly  t o  a t tr a c t  a t te n 
tio n  w h ile  th e  rest o f  B in e  C r o n a n ’s 
g a n g  c r e p t  u p  w ith in  s h o o t in g  d is 
ta n ce  u n o b s e r v e d . A n d  B illy  h a d  
b a re ly  th o u g h t  o f  th a t  p o s s ib ility  
w h en  th e  sh a rp  b la s t  o f  a h e a v y -  
ca lib e r  r ifle  sp lit  th e  m o r n in g  si
le n ce , w a k in g  e c h o e s  fr o m  th e  
sca rre d  h ills .

B i l ly  a n d  h is p a rd s  d u ck e d , 
th o u g h  th e y  w o u ld  h a v e  fe lt  or  
h ea rd  th e  b u lle t  b e fo r e  th e  e ch o e s  
o f  th e  g u n  c o u ld  h a v e  re a ch e d  th e ir  
ears.

“ S k u n k !”  B u c k  F o s te r  sn a r led , 
c la w in g  o u t  h is g u n  a n d  g la r in g  
a b o u t . “ 1 lcn ow ed  th e t  ja s p e r  w as 
u p  te r  s o m e th in ’ ,”

N o w  c a m e  th e  ro a r in g  b e llo w  o f  
m a n y  g u n s , a n d  th e  C irc le  J p a rd s  
w ere su d d e n ly  on  th e ir  fe e t , ra c in g  
d o w n  th e  s te e p  h ills id e  as fa s t as 
t h e y  d a re d . T h a t  h o m b r e  w h o  h ad  
been  c ra w lin g  a cro ss  th e flat g rou n d  
b e lo w  w a s  s u d d e n ly  d o d g in g  an d  
sq u irm in g  a b o u t  c ra z ily , w h ile  
sp o u ts  o f  san d  a n d  d ir t  lifte d  all 
a b o u t  h im .

O n c e  th e  fe l lo w  d r o p p e d  fla t, la y  
still fo r  at m o m e n t , th en  b e g a n  th a t  
s lo w  c ra w lin g  a g a in , h e a d e d  th is  
t im e  to w a r d  a sh a llow  g u lly  th a t  
tw is te d  a cro ss  th e  fla t.

“ S o m e b o d y  is try  in ’ ter  kill th a t  
p o o r  fe lle r ,”  J o e  S c o t t  g r it te d . “ I 'l l  
b e t  a b o s s  B lu e  C ro n a n  a n ’ h is m en  
are h a n d lin ’ th e m  rifles, th e  lo w - 
d o w n  sk u n k s !”

“ J is t— a  t r ic k ,”  B u c k  p a n te d , t r y 
in g  t o  k e e p  u p  w ith  B i l ly  a n d  J o e . 
“ T h e t  s k u n k  w ill o p e n  u p  o n  us in

a  m in u te . A n ’  w h en  h e  d o e s , I ’m  
p lu g g in ’  h im  ce n te r . I ’ ll l ’a rn  th e  
v a r m in t------ ”

F a in t  y e lls  lifte d  fr o m  so m e w h e re  
b e y o n d  th e  c h o lla  fla t , th e n  s lu gs o f  
h o t  lead  w e re  sn a r lin g  a n d  h u m m in g  
a b o u t  th e  C ir c le  J  p a rd s . N o w  B i l ly  
saw  a  b a n d  o f  h orsem en  c h a rg in g  
o u t  o f  th e  m o u th  o f  a  litt le  c a n y o n  
th ree  h u n d re d  y a r d s  a w a y .

In  th e  le a d , r o llin g  cru e l sp u rs  
d o w n  th e  sides o f  h is  stra in in g  
m o u n t , c a m e  B lu e  C r o n a n , a  s ix -g u n  
g r ip p e d  in  e a c h  h a n d . B e h in d  
C ro n a n  c a m e  tw e lv e  o r  fo u rte e n  
rid ers , s e v e ra l o f  th e m  le v e r in g  W in 
ch e s te rs  as th e y  r o d e .

“ Q u ic k , y u h  tw o !”  B i l ly  y e lle d  t o  
h is p a rd s . “ W e ’ ll get t o  th a t  h o m 
b re  y o n d e r — try  t o  h e lp  h im  t o  th a t  
b ig  d it c h  y o n d e r .  I f  th a t  g a n g  g e ts  
us s u rro u n d e d  h ere  in th e  o p e n ------ ”

N o w  th e  th ree  C ir c le  J  w a d d ie s  
r e d o u b le d  th e ir  e ffo r ts  a n d  soon  
re a ch e d  th e  m a n  w h o  h a d  been  
c ra w lin g  s o  p a in fu lly  o v e r  th e  
b u r -c a r p e te d  g ro u n d . T h e  m a n  w as 
c ro u ch e d  in  th e  sh a llo w  d it c h — a 
stock iJy  b u ilt  fe llo w , w h o  tu rn ed  
h a te -fille d  b lu e  e y e s  o n  th e  C ir c le  J  
p a rd s  as th e y  ra ced  t o  h is s id e .

C r im so n  tr ic k le d  fr o m  a fresh  
w o u n d  on  th e  m a n ’s le ft  c h e e k , a n d  
h is legs w o re  s tre tch e d  s t iffly  b e h in d  
h im , b o u n d  t o  th e  k n ees in w id e  
s tr ip s  o f  h e a v y  ca n v a s .

“ P lu g  m e , y u h  v a rm in ts , a n ’ g it  
it  o v e r  w it h !”  c a m e  a ra sp in g  v o ic e  
as B i l ly  a n d  J o e  d r o p p e d  t o  th e  fe l
lo w ’s s id e . “ I  s p o tte d  y u h  a n d  y o r e  
m a n g y  b o s s ,  B lu e  C r o n a n , s n o o p in ’ 
to w a r d s  m y  c a b in  j is t  a t  d a y lig h t . 
T h o u g h t  m e b b e  I  c o u ld  c ra w l o f f  
a n ’ h id e , b u t  lo o k s  lik e------ ”

T h e  fe l lo w  re a ch e d  o u t  a  b ig , 
h a rd e n e d  h a n d , a n d  J o e  S c o t t  
g ro a n e d  in  p a in  as  th ick  fin gers 
w re n ch e d  a n d  b i t  in to  h is  sh o u ld e r  
m u sc le s . T h e  re d h e a d  tu m b le d  
b a c k , tr ied  t o  p u ll fre e . B u t  th a t
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h a n d  h e ld  lik e  th e  g r im  ja w s  o f  a  
h ea r  tr a p .

“ E a s y ,  fe lla !”  B i l ly  W e s t  sn a p p e d  
sh a rp ly . “ L e t  g o  J o e ’s sh o u ld e r . 
H e a r  m e ?  W e ’ re fr ie n d s , a n d  w e ’re 
sh ore  n o t  a n y  o ’  B lu e  C r o n a n ’s b u z 
za rd  c re w . I ’v e  g o t  a  h u n ch  th a t 
y o ’ re J im m j ' M a r t in ’s d a d . An* i f  
y u h  are------ ”

P lop !  D u s t  flew  fro m  th e  side  o f  
B i l ly ’s sh ir t , an d  h e  s ta g g e re d , 
d r o p p e d  t o  h is kn ees.

T h r o u g h  g la ze d  ey es  h e sa w  riders 
w h ir lin g  t o  th e  r ig h t an d  le ft—  
h eard  B lu e  C r o n a n ’s v o ic e  lift  in a  
g lo a t in g  sh o u t.

B i l ly ’s  h an d  lifte d  t o  h is s ide , 
ca m e  a w a y  sta in ed  w ith  c r im so n , 
l i e  sa w  J o e  w re n ch  lo o se  fr o m  th e  
c r ip p le d  m a n — saw  th e  red h ea d  
c la w  out. h is g u n  an d  th u m b  b a ck  
th e  h a m m e r . B u ck  F o s te r  w as a l
r e a d y  in a c t io n , h u r lin g  b la z in g  lead 
a n d  in su lts  a t  th e  rid ers w h o  w ere 
b e g in n in g  t o  c ir c le  In d ia n  fa sh io n .

N o w  B i l ly ’s o w n  h an d  d ro p p e d  
anti c a m e  u p  g r ip p in g  h is g u n . H e  
set h is te e th  a g a in s t th e  pain  in h is 
s id e , a n d  fired  a t  a r id er  w h o  h ad  
s to p p e d  su d d e n ly  t o  a im  a rifle . T h e  
riflem a n  er ied  o u t  sh r illy , fo ld e d  a t  
th e  m id d le  a n d  tu m b le d  t o  th e  
g ro u n d  as  h is h orse  lea p ed  in a la rm . 
B il ly  g r in n e d  m irth le ss ly  an d  d e lib 
e r a te ly  c o c k e d  h is sm o k in g  gu n .

“ T h e y ’ ve— g ot us— in a  to u g h  
s p o t ,”  h e g r it te d  th ro u g h  p a in - 
w h ite n e d  lip s. “ B u t  I r e ck o n — w e 
ca n  b lis te r  a  fe w  h id es , a n y w a y . 
P lu g  C r o n a n — if  y u h  see— th e  sn a k y  
cu s s !”

C H A P T E R  X I V .
A BULLET SHOW -DOW N.

J O E  S C O T T  tu rn e d  a n g ry  e y e s  o n  
*» th e  c r ip p le d  m an  w h o  la y  th ere  
in th e  d it c h .  T h e  re d h e a d  p o k e d  
o u t  sp e n t  shells a n d  re lo a d e d  a  p o w 
d e r -h e a te d  C o lt .

“ I f  y u h  h a d n ’ t  g ra b b e d  m e  a n ’

s ta rte d  a c t in ’ th e  f o o l , ”  J o e  g ro w le d , 
“ w e ’d  ’a ’  h a d  t im e  t o  g e t  y u h  o v e r  
t o  th a t b ig  d itch  y o n d e r .  D o  y u h  
still fig u re  th a t  m e  a n ’ m y  p a rd s , 
h ere , are  C r o n a n ’s fr ie n d s? ”

“ I — I ’m  sh o re  s o r r y , b o y s ,”  th e  
b lo e k y  m a n  sa id  th ic k ly , g e n u in e  
so rro w  in h is e y e s . “ I ’v e  sh ore  
m essed  th in g s  u p , l re ck o n . W h e n  
y u h  m e n tio n e d  m y  b o y ,  J im m y , I  
b e g u n  t o  s a v v y  r ig h t  th en ------ ”

“ T h e n  y u h  are  T o m  M a r t in , e h ? ”  
J o e  a sk e d , s o r r y  n o w  t h a t  he h a d  
sp o k e n  so  s h a r p ly  t o  th e  c r ip p le . 
A n d  t o  c o v e r  u p  h is e m b a rra ss m e n t, 
J o e  to ld  w h o  h e an d  h is p a rd s  w ere  
a n d  h o w  t h e y  h a p p e n e d  t o  b e  o u t  
th e re  in th e  h ills . A t  th e  n ew s o f  
h o w  his w ife  a n d  son  h a d  su ffered  
T o m  M a r t in  g ro a n e d  as i f  h e  
h ad  re ce iv e d  a  p h y s ic a l b lo w , a n d  
great, b e a d s  o f  m o is tu re  d a m p e n e d  
h is  p a le  fa ce .

“ I ’ ll k ill B lu e  C ro n a n  fe r  w h a t 
h e ’s d o n e !”  M a r t in  sn a r le d . “ T h e  
d ir ty , s id e w in d in ’ th ie f  n eed s  t o  b e  
s ta k e d  in th e  su n  u ntil h e  c o o k s .  I  
b u ste d  b o th  m y  a n k le s  th re e  m o n th s  
a g o , o r  I 'd  ’a ’ been  h o m e , p u t t in ’ a  
s to p  t o  C r o n a n ’s d e v il in ’  m y  fa m ily . 
G o t  m v  legs c a u g h t  in a  b o u ld e r  
slide— sm a sh ed  b o th  a n k le s  b a d .”

T o m  M a r l in  h ad  seen  a  b it  t o o  
m u ch  o f  su ffe r in g  a n d  th e  s ilen ce  o f  
th e  la va  h ills . H e  b a b b le d  a lm o s t  
c h ild ish ly — ta lk e d  o f  th e  fo r tu n e  in  
ra w  g o ld  h e  h a d  c a c h e d — ca lle d  t o  
h is w ife  a n d  son  as  i f  h e e x p e c te d  
th em  to  c o m e  s tr id in g  t o  h is s id e .

B illy  a n d  J o e  le t  th e  m an  ra m b le  
o n , re a liz in g  th a t h e  w o u ld  b e  all 
r igh t as s o o n  as h e  h a d  h a d  a  fe w  
d a y s  w ith  his fa m ily .

B u t  w o u ld  T o m  M a r t in  see h is 
fa m ily  a g a in ?  B i l ly  g r it te d  h is  teeth  
as h e re a liz e d  a n e w  th e  a lm o s t  h o p e 
less ta sk  b e fo r e  h im . H e  co u ld  ta k e  
B u c k  a n d  J o e ,  m a k e  a  ru n  fo r  c o v e r ,  
a n d  in  all p r o b a b i l i t y  th e y  w o u ld  
e sca p e  f r o m  th is  g u n  tr a p  in  w h ich
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t h e y  n o w  fo u n d  th e m se lv e s . B u t  
d o in g  t h a t  m e a n t le a v in g  T o m  M a r 
t in — a h e lp less  c r ip p le  a n d  u n a rm ed  
— i<> th e  sa v a g e  h u m a n  w o lv e s  w h o  
w ere  e v e n  n o w  c re e p in g  s te a lth ily  
th ro u g h  th e  d e se rt  g r o w th  th e re  on  
th e  lit t le  fla t.

T w o  o f  C r o n a n ’s m en  w ere  n o w  
m o t io n le s s  h ea p s  o u t  th ere  in th e 
b r ig h t su n , a n d  a t lea st tw o  m o re  
h a d  ca rr ie d  C irc le  J  lead  b a c k  fr o m  
th a t  first m a d  ch a rg e . X o w  C ro n a n  
a n d  h is  g u n n ie s  w ere o f f  th ere  in th e  
eh olln  a n d  grease-w ood  d u m p s ,  t r y 
in g , jje rh a p s , t o  figu re  o u t  ju s t  h o w  
th re e  c o w b o y s  h a d  sen t th e m  s c o o t 
in g  fo r  c o v e r  so  q u ic k ly .

J o e  S c o t t  h ad  d ra w n  a h a s ty  b u t  
e f fe c t iv e  b a n d a g e  o f  k n o tte d  n e c k 
e r ch ie fs  a b o u t  th e  flesh  w o u n d  in 
B ill v ’s s id e . B u c k  F o s te r , g ro w iin g  
a n d  fu m in g  at th e su d d e n  q u ie t 
a fte r  th e  b r ie f b u t  h o t  b a tt le , w as 
p e e r in g  su s p ic io u s ly  to w a rd  c lu m p s  
o f  c h o lla  a n d  grea se  w o o d , .4.5 c o c k e d  
an d  r e a d y  t o  fla m e  a t sh ort n o t ic e .

“ I f  w e ’d  h a d  sen se e n o u g h  t o  r id e  
d o w n  h e re , 's tea d  o ’ co rn in ’ on  f o o t , ”  
B i l ly  g ra te d , “ w e 'd  h a v e  a t  least an 
e v e n  b re a k  o ’ g e l t in ' M a r t in  o u t  o ’ 
h ere . B u t as it  is------ ”

“ S a y , w h y  c a n ’ t I  g o  g it  o u r  
b o s s e s ? ”  J o e  S c o t t  ask ed  q u ic k ly , 
“ B y  g o l lv ,  B illy ! I c o u ld  d ro p  o v e r  
in to  th a t  b ig  d itch  th e re , w o rk  u p  
t o  th e  h ills  y o n d e r  a n ’ h a v e  o u r  
b r o w s  d o w n  here in  n o tim e . I ’ ll 
start n o w , t o o .”

“ T h a r  y u h  g o , sw ip in ' m e id ea s, 
ytill flo p -ca re t ! p e s t !”  B u c k  F o s te r  
y e lp e d . “ I w as j is t  g i f t in ’ r e a d y  ter  
start a ft e r  I h em  b o sse s  m y se lf . I  
k in  d o  it a  h e a p  b e tte r ------  O w !”

A  w asp ish  so m e th in g  tu g g ed  a t 
Buck's m a n g y  b ea rsk in  v e st, p lu c k 
in g  ou t a tu ft  o f  h a ir  th a t  se ttled  
la z ily  d o w n  in  th e  s till a ir. N o w  
th ere  c a m e  th e  c ra ck  o f  a rifle fro m  
a c lu m p  o f  ch o lla  o f f  to  th e  le ft , and  
B u c k 's  s ix -g u n  b o u n ce d  in to  fla m in g

life . F r o m  b e h in d  th e  c a c tu s  c a m e  
a  sq u a ll o f  a la rm , a n d  th e  riflem a n  
w as seen  t o  g o  s c o o t in g  fo r  a h e a lth 
ier s p o t .

“ H e y , W e s t !”  c a m e  a h a il fro m  
s o m e w h e re  o u t  in th e  w h it is h -g ra y  
c h o lla  fo r e s t .  “ T h is  is C ro n a n  
sp e a k in g . C a n  y o u  h e a r ? ”

“ S h ore  k in  h e a r ,”  B u ck  F o ste r  
ro a re d  b e fo r e  B illy  c o u ld  a n sw er  th e  
g a m b le r . “ A n ’ , b y  h e ife rs , l i v a r ’s 
w here  I ta k es  y u h  p r iso n e r  a g ’ in! 
I ’ m  c o in in ’ !”

B illy  m a d e  a  m o t io n  w ith  h is le ft  
h a n d , a n d  J o e  S c o t t  p o u n c e d  o n  
B u c k , d r a g g in g  th e  r a n ty  v e te ra n  
q u ic k ly  d o w n  in to  th e  sh a llo w  d it c h . 
N  o w  B i l ly  sq u a tte d  o n  h is  heels, 
m o s t  o f  h is  b o d y  p r o te c te d  fr o m  
b u lle ts  b y  th e  rim  o f  th e  g u lly .

“ I ’m  lis te n in ’ , C r o n a n ,”  h e  ca lle d . 
“ W h a t ’s o n  y o r e  m in d ? ”

“ T a k e  y o u r  tw o  p u n ch e rs  a n d  g e t  
o u t  o f  th e r e ,”  c a m e  th e  b r it t le  r e p ly . 
“ M y  m e n  a n d  I  h a v e  th e a d v a n ta g e  
o f  o d d s , a n d  w e ’ ll s o o n  se ttle  all o f  
y o u . B u t I ’ ll g iv e  y o u  a n d  y o u r  
p u n ch e rs  a  ch a n c e  t o  sa v e  y o u r  
sca lp s . G e t  o u t  o f  th ere  as fa s t  as 
y o u  c a n , a n d  I ’ ll k ill th e  m a n  w h o  
tries t o  s t o p  y o u . M a r t in  is th e  
m a n  I w a n t , n o t  y o u  M o n ta n a n s . 
W h a t ’s y o u r  a n sw e r? ”

B u ck  a n d  J o e  h ad  been  g la r in g  
a n d  sn a r lin g  in su lts  a t e a ch  o th e r , 
B u c k  still in s is tin g  th a t  h e w as g o 
in g  o u t  a n d  drill B lu e  C r o n a n . B u t  
th e  t w o  p u n ch e rs  f o r g o t  th e ir  p r i
v a te  q u a rre l n o w , a n d  w ere  b o th  
tu rn in g  t o  B illy , fu lly  e x p e c t in g  h im  
to  tel! B lu e  C ro n a n  a fe w  th in g s  fo r  
su g g e s tin g  th a t  C irc le  J  ru n  o u t  on  
a h elp less m a n .

A n d  th e n  B u c k  an d  J o e  g o t  th e  
su rp rise  o f  th e ir  liv es . F o r  B illy  
W e s t  s t o o d  u p  su d d e n ly , ja m m in g  
h is  gun  in to  its  h o ls te r .

“ Y o r e  r ig h t , C r o n a n ,”  B illy  
c a lle d , a n d  his t w o  p a rd s  g a sp e d  
lik e  fish  o u t  o f  w a te r . “ Y u h  h o m -
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bres shore have got us outnumbered 
bad, so I reckon I ’ll take yore advice 
about doin’ some movin’. This 
Martin hombrc is unarmed, so T’ll 
just, leave him lyin’ here In the 
ditch.”

“ Waal, I ’ll be a horned toad!” 
Buck Foster croaked hoarsely. “Am 
yuh loco, Billy? Shorely yuh don’t
aim------  By heifers! I ’ll not go an’
leave Martin hyar fer them buz
zards. Yuh an’ Joe Scott kin go, if 
yuh wants to, but I ’m stayin’ right 
hyar.”

Tom Martin turned a stricken 
face toward Billy. Then a look of 
utter contempt crept slowly into his 
eyes.

“ I couldn’t blame yuh. West, if 
yuh went on an’ left me fight this 
out alone,” he said steadily. “ But 
if yuh was half a man, yuh’d leave 
me a gun or two an’ some shells. If 
Cronan lays his hands on me, I— 
I’m a goner.”

“ I’ll be hyar,” Buck Foster began, 
face still mirroring surprised anger 
at Billy’s decision. “An’ Cronan
will git a bullet if he tries------  Hey,
what the------  Ouch!”

Billy had stepped swiftly forward, 
grabbed Buck’s gun wrist and forced 
the veteran’s hand back and up in 
a secure lock. Xow Billy plucked 
Buck’s gun from numbing fingers 
and tucked it inside his own shirt.

And with a sharp, sudden shove. 
Billy was taking the veteran out of 
the ditch and heading him toward 
the larger and deeper ditch about 
seventy yards away. Joe Scott 
strode beside Billy, a- puzzled, ques
tioning look in his blue eyes. Buck 
roared and faunched, but he dared 
not try escaping, lest he wrench his 
shoulder and arm.

“Lively! Step along!” Billy 
hissed, and forced Buck into a stum
bling run.

“This settles it,”  the veteran

growled. “ I ’m drawin’ me time 
pronto. I ain’t workin’ fer nobody 
------  Awk!”

Billy had shoved suddenly, then 
released his hold on Buck’s arm. 
The fuming old ranny cried out in 
alarm, then landed feet-first in a 
ditch that hid him completely. 
Now Billy and Joe leaped into the 
ditch, and the young boss of Circle J  
turned to Buck with a friendly 
smile.

“Buck,” he chuckled, “ yuh shore 
are a good actor, Wc fooled Cronan 
an’ his gang easy. An’ I’ll bet Joe 
didn’t even savvy the play.”

Buck looked thunderstruck. He 
didn’t, savvy at all, and was on the 
point of saying so in no uncertain 
terms when he happened to glance 
suspiciously at Joe Scott. The red
head was staring blankly, as if he 
were completely taken by surprise.

But in reality, Joe was doing a bit 
of acting for Buck’s benefit. The 
redhead had never believed for an 
instant that Billy West would go 
away and leave crippled Tom Mar
tin to Blue Cronan and his killers. 
And Joe had gumption enough to 
see that Billy was simply smoothing 
troubled waters by pretending that 
Buck had been in on some bit of 
teamwork.

“ I didn't have time out there to 
tell yuh ninnies all my plan.” Billy 
smiled thinly, passing over Buck's 
gun. “ If we’d stood there jawin’ for 
even a minute, Cronan an’ his gang 
would have been suspicious of us. 
But I thought mebbe by grabbin’ 
Buck an’ havin’ him act us, we 
could fool ’em.”

“Shore we fooled the coyotes, 
Billy.”  Buck nodded, giving Joe 
Scott a withering look. “ I savvied 
right off what yuh was doin’. 
Thet’s why I set up a holler. But 
it’s a wonder this flop-eared pest 
didn’t gum the works by------ ”
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“ N o w ,”  B illy  g r it te d , “ w e l l  g iv e  

C ro u a n  a n ’ h is g u n n ies  a ta ste  o ’ 
th e ir  o w n  m e d ic in e . L o o k  a t  ’e m  
fa ll fo r  o u r  t r ic k !”

B u c k  an il J o e  le a p e d  to  B il ly 's  
s id e , p e e r in g  c a u t io u s ly  o v e r  th e  rim  
o f  th e  d it c h .  A n d  w h a t th e y  saw  
set th e m  g ro w lin g  in  a n g er. F o r  
B lu e  C r o n a n  a n d  his g u n m e n  w ere 
s w a rm in g  to w a rd  T o m  M a r t in  like 
w o lv e s  m a k in g  fo r  a  h a m stru n g  
m o o se .

B illy  w a tc h e d  u ntil th e  e v il  g a n g  
h a d  b u n c h e d  a ro u n d  th e  flo u n 
d e r in g  c r ip p le ,  th en  g a v e  a lo w - 
v o ic e d  c o m m a n d . L ik e  th ree  sh a d 
o w s , h e  a n d  h is tw o  p a rd s  rose  a b o v e  
th e  r im  o f  th e  d itch  an d  d a rte d  fo r 
w ard  a t a  h ard  ru n . N o r  d id  B lu e  
C ro n a n  an d  h is u g ly  c re w  sense 
th e ir  d a n g e r  u n til th e  C irc le  J  p a rd s  
w ere  w ith in  tw e n ty  y a r d s  o f  th e m , 
c o o k e d  g u n s  o u t  a n d  g r ip p e d  fo r  a c 
t io n .

T h e n  an u n d ersized  litt le  ja s p e r  
lo o k e d  u p , y e lle d  w ild ly — an d  set 
in to  m o t io n  a  ro a r in g  c y c lo n e  o f  
b la z in g  gu n s an d  sh o u tin g  m en . 
C ro n a n  s p a ck  d id  th e  n atu ra l th in g  
— tried  t o  ru n . B u t th e y  cra sh e d  
in to  o n e  a n o th e r  an d  fo u g h t  a m o n g  
th e m s e lv e s  in sh eer p a n ic .

B illy  a n d  h is tw o  sa d d le  p a rd s  
a d v a n c e d  in to  th e  v e r y  m u zz les  o f  
fla m in g  g u n s , th e ir  ow n  w ea p on s  
h u r lin g  d a m e -la  n eed  rep lies to  the 
b u lle ts  th a t  sa n g  a b o u t  th e m . 
T h e n , c o m in g  fr o m  alm ost, th e  c e n 
ter o f  th a t  m illin g  m ass o f  sw ea rin g , 
y e llin g  m en , B i l ly  saw  B lu e  C ro n a n .

B illy 's  lips je r k e d  in to  a hard  line 
as lie h a ile d , g u n s w h ip p in g  d o w n . 
H e  h ad  c o u n te d  hi.s sh ots , k n ew  th a t 
in* hail o n ly  o n e  u n fired  ca r tr id g e  
le ft . A n d  if he m issed , o r  o n ly  
w o u n d e d  C ro u a n  s lig h tly ------

“ I ’ m  k ill in g  y o u , W e s t !”  B lu e  
C r o n a n ’s h arsh  sh o u t  lifte d  a b o v e  
th e tu rm o il. “ Y u h  tr ick e d  m e , 
made a f o o l  o f  me. So------ ”

C r o n a n  c a m e  t o  a  h a lt , s ilv e r -in 
la id  gu n s w h ip p in g  d o w n  in  a  c h o p 
p in g  m o t io n . B illy  W e s t  c r o u c h e d , 
sn a p p e d  a  th u m b  t o  h is o w n  h a m 
m er. O n e  sh ell------

W ham ! B ra -aa -ng! B ang! T h r e e  
sh o ts  b le n d e d  as on e .

B illy  s ta g g e re d  b a c k , an  u g ly  red 
w ell a p p e a r in g  a lo n g  h is n eck  as if  
b y  m a g ic . B u t  h is o n e  sh ell h a d  
been  p le n ty .

B lu e  C ro n a n  sw a y e d  d iz z ily  fo r  a  
m o m e n t , th en  cra sh ed  o v e r  s id e - 
w ise , a r e d -e d g e d  h o le  s q u a re ly  b e 
tw een  his e v i l  e y e s . B illy  la u g h ed  a  
b i t  s h a k ily , tu rn ed  on  on e  h eel—  
th en  sta red  in a m a ze m e n t .

H e  h a d n 't  n o t ic e d  u n til n o w  h o w  
still it h a d  g ro w n . B u t  a  s in g le  
g la n ce  to ld  h im  w h y . T h o s e  o f  
B lu e  C ron sin ’s m en  w h o  w ere still 
a b le  t o  s ta n d  w ere  re a ch in g  g r im y  
h a n d s  sk y w a r d , th e ir  e v il fa ces  p a le  
w ith  fear.

B e fo r e  th e  s u r v iv in g  k ille rs  s to o d  
J o e  S e o ll  a n d  B u c k  F o s te r , b o th  
s h o w in g  s ign s o f  s lig h t w o u n d s , b u t  
b o th  a b le  t o  h o ld  s te a d y  gu n s.

“ W e s t , I sh ore  want, t o  a p o lo g iz e  
t o  y u h , a m ig o ,”  T o m  M a r t in  ca lled  
in  a h a p p y  v o ic e . “ I th o u g h t—  
th ou g h t y u h  tu rn e d  y a lie r , t o o k  o u t  
a n ’ left m e w ith o u t a g u n  tu h  sa v e  
v o re  o w n  h id e . B u t  n o w ------ ”

“ B u t n o w ,”  B illy  la u g h e d , “ I ’ ll 
hel]i m y  p a rd s  tie  u p  th ese  p o le c a ts  
t h e y 'v e  got b a y e d , a n ’  w e ’ ll soon  be  
h e a d in ’ b a c k  fo r  A lk a li. M e b b e s o  
th e re  w o n ’t b e  q u ite  s o  m a n y  sk u n k  
tra ck s  a r o u n d  th a t  to w n  a fte r  th is .”

Buck Foster may be a hot-headed ol’ 
gopher, but his courage an’ gun savvy 
shore come in handy when his Circle J 
pards are in a pinch. An* nothin’ sets 
him on the prod quicker than a crooked 
deal handed out ter folks thet cain’t de
fend theirselvcs proper. An’ Billy West, 
Joe Scott, an’ Sing Lo are right with 
him in battlin’ fer the under dawg. 
Watch fer ’em ter be back soon in an
other thrillin’ Circle J story in Street &  
Smith’s Wild West Weekly.



One Use fer a
Squirrel Gun

A “ Lum Yates” Story

By Collins Hafford
Author of “Two Bags Of Christmas Grub,” etc.

T H E  h o a rse  h o llo w  o f  a s ix -g u n  
fo l lo w e d  th e  sh a rp er  b a rk  o f  
a rifle . O n c e — tw ic e — th roe  

tim e s  th e  h e a v y -c a lib e r  sh ort gun  
roa red  its  ch a lle n g e . A n d  th e b it in g  
an sw er o f  th e  rifle fo llo w e d  sw ift ly .

It s o u n d e d  as if  an  im p o rta n t  
a r g u m e n t  w as b e in g  se ttled  in  gu n  
sm o k e , th ere  a cross  th e  a b ru p t , 
r o c k y  h ill, b e y o n d  th e  d e e p -o u t  nr- 
r o y o . A n d  in  tru th , th a t v e r y  th in g  
w as h a p p e n in g .

L u m  Y a te s — slim  a n d  d a rk -h a ire d  
p u n ch e r  fro m  th e B a r  M — h eld  th e  
s t o c k  o f  h is  lo n g -b a r re le d  sq u irre l

rifle t ig h t  a g a in s t  h is sh o u ld e r  as  h e 
sq u e e z e d  th e  tr ig ger .

A n d  “ S p o t ”  H e r n d o n — fre ck le - 
fa c e d , s t o c k y  M o n ta n a  r id e r— c u d 
d le d  th e  b u t t s  o f  h is s ix -g u n s  in h is 
s tu b b y -lin g e r e d  h a n d s. J lis  u su a lly  
sm ilin g  fa c e  w as g ra v e  as lie  m a d e  
th e  sh ort g u n s ta lk .

Z e k o  O lr o y d , g a n g ly  ra n ge  b u d d y  
o f  b o th  y o u n g  p u n ch e rs , w as th e  re f
eree  o f  th e  a rg u m e n t , a n d  a rea l j o b  
i t  w as . F o r  th e a rg u m e n t w as on e  
o f  a  h u n d re d  y e a r s ’ s ta n d in g , a n d  it  
h a d  n e v e r  been  se tt le d  y e t .

Spot Herndon, a newcomer to the
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B a r  M ,  c o n te n d e d  th a t s ix -g u n s  
w ere  m u ch  m o re  e ffic ie n t th a n  a rifle, 
L u m  Y a te s , th e  slim  M isso u r i 
p u n ch e r , t o o k  e x c e p t io n . T h e y  w ere  
s e t t lin g  it , h ere  in th e  fo o th ills .

B u t  th e y  w ere  n o t  g o in g  at it in  
th e  re g u la r  m a n n e r  o f  tra in in g  th e ir  
w e a p o n s  o n  each  o th e r . T h e  a rg u 
m en t w a s  fr ie n d ly . T h e  c o w p o k e s  
h u d  u n b o u n d e d  r e sp e c t  an d  a ffe c 
tion  fo r  e a ch  o th e r .

F o r  ten  m in u te s , th e  g u n s  h ad  
been  b a r k in g  a n d  ro a r in g . A t  la st 
S p o t  H e r n d o n  h o ls te re d  h is s ix -g u n s, 
a n d  L u m  d r o p p e d  th e  b u tt  o f  h is 
rifle  to  th e  g ro u n d .

“ I ’v e  d o n e  u sed  th e m  tw e n ty  c a r 
tr id g e s  I  b r o u g h t  fr o m  c a m p , L u m . 
A n ’ T r e ck o n  y o ’re r tm n in ’ sh o rt , 
t o o . ”  S p o t  I le r n d o n  tu rn ed  t o  
Z e k e . “ W h a t  d ’y u h  sa y , Z e k e ?  
W h ich  w o u ld  v u li ra th e r  fa c e —  
L in n ’s r ifle , o r  m y  sm o k e  w a g o n s ? ”  

Z e k e  s h o o k  his h ead  s lo w ly . 
“ T h e t  a ll d e p e n d s , S p o t . A n y w h e re  
fa r th e r  th an  tw e n ty  y a rd s , I  
w o u ld n 't  b e  m u ch  sca red  o f  y o r e  
gu n s, a n d  L u m  ca n  drill v o r c  h a t a t 
a fu ll t w o  h u n d re d . B u t  r ig h t c lo se , 
y o ’ re p le n ty  p iz e n .”

“ T h o t ’s  je s ’ w h a t I a lw a y s  
’ lo w e d ,”  sa id  L u m , w ith  a g r in . 
“ T h e re  a in ’t n o  c o m p a r is o n . B o th  
is r igh t sm a h t h a n d y — in lh e ir  p la ce . 
W e ’ v e  b e e n  t r y in ’ to  se ttle  s o m e th in ’ 
th e t ’s been  arg u ed  e v e r  s in ce  o l ’ 
C o lo n e l C o l t  w h a ck e d  th e  e n d  o f f  a 
gu n  b a r 'l ,  a n ’ p u t  a o n e -h a n d  g rip  
o n to  it .”

S p o t  H e r n d o n  an sw ered  th e  grin . 
“ Y u li k e e p  y o r e  p e a -sh o o te r , L u m , 
:m ’ I ’ll k e e p  th ese  h ere  sm o k e  w a g 
on s . W e ’ ll g e t  ’e m , g o in ’ a n ’ c u m 
in .”

“ Y e p .  B ut r ig h t n a o w , w e 'd  b e t -  
teh  lie b o ld in ’ b a ck  f o ’ th e t h erd  o f  
c o w  c r it te r s . W e ’v e  d o n e  been  n e g 
le c t in ’  ’ e m , w h ile  w e w as h o ld in ’ th is 
h ca h  s h o o t in ’  m a tc h .”

T h e  th re e  B a r  M  p u n ch e rs  w o u ld

n o t  h a v e  b e e n  so  ca re fre e  a n d  
h a p p y , h a d  th e y  seen  th e  s t o c k y , 
h a r d -e y e d  m a n  w h o  sp ra w le d  o n  th e  
fla t t o p  o f  a h u g e  r o c k , f ifty  y a r d s
a w a y .

T h e y  w o u ld  h a v e  been  e v e n  m o re  
w o rr ie d , h a d  th e y  c a u g h t  th e  e v il 
sm irk  o f  th e  b r o a d , f la t  fa c e . A n d  
th e y  w o u ld  h a v e  raced  a t  t o p  sp eed  
b a ck  t o  th e ir  lit t le  c a m p , h a d  th e y  
k n o w n  th at th e ir  w o rd s  h a d  ca rr ie d  
t o  th e m a n 's  ears a n d  b r o u g h t  a 
g rea t sa t is fa c t io n  t o  h is e v il ,  tw is te d  
m in d . ■

B u t  th e re  w as n o  reason  t o  su s
pect th e  p re se n ce  o f  e v il ,  o u t  th ere  
w h ere  th e  fo o th ills  b e g a n  t o  g iv e  
w a y  to  th e  h ig h e r  p e a k s , p ile d  w a v e  
u p on  w a v e , as fa r  as th e  e y e  c o u ld  
see to  the" w e st.

S ix  d a y s  a g o , th e y  h a d  le ft  th e  
B a r  M ,  d o w n  on  th e  fla t c o u n tr y . 
T h e y  w ere  h e a d in g  fo r  P a ra d ise  
V a lle y , h a z in g  f i f t y  g ra ss -fa t  steers 
a h e a d  o f  th e m . T h e  B a r M  ra n g e  
w as ju s t  a little  c r o w d e d , an d  
“ S a n d y ”  M c C lu r e ,  th e  p e p p e r y  o ld  
o w n e r  o f  th e  sp re a d , re m e m b e re d  
th e  sn u g  l i l t le  v a lle y .

H e  h a d  b o u g h t  it sev era l y e a rs  
a g o  an d  h a d  u sed  it  o fte n  t o  fin ish  
f o r  m arket th o se  steers th a t  he w a s 
su re h e  c o u ld  sell u p  in th e  h igh  
c o u n tr y .

'r h e  y o u n g  p u n ch e rs  w ere  ta k in g  
th e ir  t im e . F iv e  o r  six  h o u rs  a d a y  
w ere  as lo n g  as t h e y  p u sh e d  the 
steers. T h e y  p la n n e d  o n  g e t t in g  
th em  t o  P a ra d ise  V a lle y  in as g o o d  
c o n d it io n  as  w h en  th e y  le ft  th e B a r  
M  ran ge .

T h a t  d a y ,  th e y  h a d  s t o p p 'd  in 
th e m id d le  o f  th e  a fte rn o o n . A  lit t le  
v a lle y , g reen  w ith  lush grass a n d  
w a tered  b y  a sw ift m o u n ta in  s trea m , 
o ffe re d  a p e r fe c t  p la ce  t o  g ra ze  th e  
steers fo r  th e  n ig h t.

A n d  th a t  w as w h en  th e y  d e c id e d  
t o  se ttle  th e  a rg u m e n t b e tw e e n  
sq u irre l rifle  an d  s ix -g u n . A n d  th a t
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w a s w h e n  d a n g e r  a n d  e v il s ta lk e d  
th e m , u n k n o w n  a n d  u n a n n o u n ce d .

F o u r  p a irs  o f  k een  e y e s  h a d  been  
w a tc h in g  th e m , fr o m  th e  v e r y  m in 
u te  th e y  e n te re d  th e  fo o th ills . F o u r  
m en  w a n te d  th a t  h erd  o f  fa t  steers .

T h r e e  o f  th e  e v il sk u lk ers  w ere 
w illin g  e v e n  t o  c o m m it  m u rd e r  t o  
secu re  th e  a n im a ls . T h e y  h ad  d is 
cu ssed  it  th e  n ig h t  b e fo r e . B u t  
“ F aro* ’ G u n th e r , th e le a d e r  o f  the 
h a r d -b it te n  o u t f it ,  h a d  v o te d  clow n 
th e  su g g e s tio n .

“ R u s t l in ’ c o w  s tu ff  is a l! r ig h t, 
h o m b r e s ,”  h e  h a d  r a sp e d . “ B u t 
k ill in ’ is s o m e th in ’  e lse  a g a in . I f  
w e ’d  p lu g  th e m  y o u n g  c o w p o k e s , 
w e ’d  h a v e  th e  w h o le  ra n g e  o n to  o u r  
n e ck s . W e ’ ll je s t  tra il a lo n g  a n ’ 
w a it fo r  s o m e th in ’ t o  h a p p e n .”

“ W h y  n o t  je s t  r ide  d o w n  o n to  ’em  
a n ’ b lu f f  ’e m  o u t ? ”  g ro w le d  “ B la ck  
J a c k ”  R ig g s .  “ T h e y  a in ’ t n o th in ’ 
b u t  k id s .” '

“ W h ic h  sh o w s  y u h  a in ’ t u p  on  
y o r e  h is t o r y ,”  g ru n te d  F a r o  G u n 
th er . “ T h c t  th a r  s lim , b la ck -h a ire d  
r a n n y  is L u m  Y a te s ,  fr o m  the 
B a r  M .  H e ’s th e  w a d d v  th e t  
d o w n e d  S lash  L u k e y , a  c o u p le  o f  
y e a rs  a g o . P le n ty  sm a rt a n ’ a  h ea p  
o f  sa n d , th c t  Y a te s  l io m b r e .”

T h e n  that, a fte r o o n  h a d  brou gh t, 
th e  c h a n c e  F a r o  G u n th e r  w as w a it
in g  fo r . l i e  h a d  sp ied  on  th e  B a r  M  
r id ers fo r  t w o  d a y s , b u t  it  w as 
w o rth  it.

A s  L u m  an d  h is  tw o  c o m p a n io n s  
h e a d e d  b a c k  fo r  c a m p , F a r o  G u n 
th e r  w as sp e e d in g  to w a r d  th e  h id e 
o u t  n o t  a h u n d re d  y a r d s  fr o m  w h ere  
th e  B a r  M  p u n ch e rs  w ere  ca m p e d .

B re a th le ss , F a r o  G u n th e r  raced  
u p  t o  h is  th ree  m en . T h e  w o rd s  
fa ir ly  tu m b le d  o v e r  o n e  a n o th e r  as 
h e b a rk e d  h is o rd e rs :

“ G r a b  y o r e  sm o k e  w a g o n s , h o m 
bres! W e ’re g o in ’  a fte r  th e m  steers ! 
T h o s e  c o w p o k e s  are a  h a lf  m ile  fr o m  
c a m p — a n ’  o u t  o f  a m m u n it io n !”

• T h e y  le a p e d  t o  th e ir  fe e t .  T h e re  
w as n o  fu r th e r  e x p la n a t io n  n e ce s 
sa ry . T h is  w as th e o p p o r tu n ity  
th e y  h a d  w a ite d  fo r . A  ch a n ce  t o  
ru n  o ff  th e  s to e k , w ith o u t  th e  n e ce s 
s ity  o f  s w a p p in g  lea d  w ith  th e  
B a r  M  p u n ch e rs .

W h e n  L u m , Z c k c ,  a n d  S p o t  H e r n 
d o n  t o p p e d  th e  la st r id g e  a n d  lo o k e d  
d o w n  in to  th e  g reen  lit t le  v a lle y , 
th ere  w as n o th in g  t o  tell th e m  o f  
d a n g e r  a h e a d .

T h e  c a t t le  g ra ze d , w e ll b u n ch e d  
a n d  p e r fe c t ly  c o n te n te d . T h e ir  
h orses s t o o d  la z ily , c r o p p in g  an o c 
ca s io n a l m o u th fu l  o f  g ra ss. T h e ir  
b e d  ro lls  w e re  ju s t  as th e y  h a d  le ft  
th e m .

N o  sign  o f  d a n g e r— e x c e p t  th e  
s tra n g e  b e h a v io r  o f  th e  lit t le  y e llo w  
d o g  th a t  tr o tte d  a t  L u m ’s h eels . 
B u t  L u m  a n d  Z e k e  k n e w  w h a t  th o se  
d e e p -th r o a te d  g ro w ls  m e a n t . A n d  
S p o t  H e r n d o n  h a d  h e a rd  th e m  o n ce  
b e fo r e .

T h e  t in y  a n im a l h a d  b e e n  a  b it  
n e rv o u s  fo r  th ree  d a y s . B u t  L u m  
h a d  la id  i t  t o  th e  stra n g e  s u r ro u n d 
in g s . N o t h in g  b u t  d a n g e r , v e r y  
c lo se , in d e e d , w o u ld  b r in g  th ese  
w a rn in g  g ro w ls  fr o m  J o b ’s th r o a t , 
h o w e v e r .

L u m  h a lte d  a b r u p t ly  a n d  d r o p p e d  
t o  h is k n e e s  b e s id e  th e  litt le  d o g . 
H is  h a n d  re s te d  on  J o b ’s h e a d , a n d  
h e  fe lt  th e  h air rise e r e c t  b e n e a th  
his fin gers .

“ Y o 'r e  sm e llin ’  d a n g e h , J o b ,”  h e  
b r e a th e d . “ Y o ’  a in ’ t n e v e h  g iv e  m e 
a fa lse  w a r n in ’ .”

J o b ’s g ro w ls  b e c a m e  d e e p e r  a n d  
still m o re  ferocious. H e  s t o o d , s t iff-  
le g g e d , o n  th e cre s t  o f  th e  h ill. H is  
u su a lly  s o f t  b r o w n  e y e s  fa ir ly  b la z e d  
h is  w ra th .

L u m  g o t  s lo w ly  t o  h is fe e t .  l i e  
lo o k e d  a t  Z c k c ,  n o w  r o u n d -e y e d  an d  
ten se . H is  g a ze  s w e p t  t o  S p o t  
H e r n d o n . T h e  fr e c k le -fa c e d  y o u n g  
wa-ddy was caressing th e  b u t t s  of
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h is  s ix -g u n s , an d  h is b lu e  e y e s  w ere  
b r ig h t w ith  e x c ite m e n t .

L u m  s h o o k  h is h ea d  s lo w ly . H is  
o w n  fa ce  w as g ra v e , a n d  h is b r o w  
w as fu rro w e d  w ith  th o u g h t .

“ T h e a h ’s d a n g e h  m ig h ty  c lose , 
w a d flies . B u t  f o ’ th e  life  o f  m e , I  
d o n ’ t k n o w  w h e a h . Tt lo o k s  p e a ce 
a b le  a n ’ q u ie t , d o w n  th e a h  in  th e  
v a lle y . A n ’ w e a in ’ t seen  a  sou l 
s in ce  w e le ft th e B a r  5 1 .”

“ 5 1 c , I  w o u ld n ’t m in d  a litt le  e x 
c ite m e n t , je s t  t o  b re a k  th e  m o n o t 
o n y , ”  c h u c k le d  S p o t  H e rn d o n .

“ Y o ’re lia b le  to  g e l  i t , ”  sa id  L u m  
e v e n ly . “ B u t  I ’d  b e  a h e a p  h a p p ie r , 
ifn  T k n o w e d  w h ich  d ire c t io n  it  w a s 
co rn in ’ f r o m .”

“ A n ’  I ’d  fee l b e t te r , i f  I  w as w h ere  
I  c o u ld  g e t  th e t  L ig h tn in ’ h oss  b e 
tw een  m y  k n e e s ,”  sa id  Z e k e  s o ft ly .

“ Y o u ’re r ig h t , s o n ,”  an sw ered  
L u m . “ L e t ’s m a k e  tra ck s  f o ’ ca m p , 
p r o n t o .”

T h e y  ra ced  d o w n  th e  s lo p e  a n d  
o u t  o n to  th e  flat f lo o r  o f  th e  lit t le  
v a lle y . N o t h in g  h a d  h a p p e n e d  y e t . 
E v e r y th in g  lo o k e d  ju s t  as it h a d  tw o  
h o u rs  a g o . L u m ’s r o v in g  e y e s  h ad  
n ot d is co v e r e d  a m o v e m e n t  l o  m a rk  
th e  p re se n ce  o f  d a n g e r .

T h e y  sp e d  fo r  th e ir  b ed  ro lls , s e v 
e n ty  y a w ls  flow n  th e  v a lle y . W ith  
L u m  in th e  lea d , th e y  c ir c le d  a h u g e  
b o u ld e r  th a t  ba rred  th e ir  p a th .

T h e n  th e y  s to p p e d  sh o rt , as a  
h oarse  v o ic e  b a rk e d  an  o rd e r :

“ S ta y  p u t , h o m b re s— a n ’ h o is t  
y o r e  h a n d s !”

ir.
A  d e e p  b re a th  h issed  fr o m  L u m ’s 

lip s , as h e  lo o k e d  in to  th e  g litte r in g , 
e v il e y e s  ol‘ F a r o  G u n th e r . A s  he 
s lo w ly  ra ised  h is h a n d s , h is g a ze  
sw e p t th e  o th e r  th ree . T h e y  w ere 
ju s t  as  h a r d -b it te n  a n d  e v il  as th e ir  
lea d er.

B u t  o d d s  seem ed  t o  m a k e  little  
d if fe r e n c e  t o  f ire -e a t in g  S p o t  H e r n 

d o n . H e  re lie d  on  th e  sp eed  o f  h is  
d r a w  a n d  h is  a c c u r a c y  w ith  h is s ix - 
gu n s. M o r e  th a n  o n c e  h e  h a d  fa c e d  
as  m a n j? fa ir ly  g o o d  g u n m e n  a n d  
c o m e  o u t  v ic t o r io u s .

O f  th ese  fo u r ,  o n ly  F a r o  G u n th e r  
re a lly  h a d  g u n s d ra w n  a n d  r e a d y . 
A n d  th e  le a d e r  seem ed  t o  d ir e c t  h is  
w h o le  a t te n t io n  t o  L u m .

S p o t  H e r n d o n ’s h a n d s  d a rte d  t o  
h is h o ls te rs . A n d  a t th e  m o m e n t  o f  
th e  d ra w , h e  c r o u c h e d  lo w . I l l s  gu n s 
sn a p p e d  in t o  h is h a n d s w ith  lig h t
n in g  sp e e d . H is  lip s w r ith e d  in k ill
in g  w ra th  as  he sq u e e ze d  th e  tr ig 
g ers^

C lick !  T h e  h a m m e rs  c lic k e d  on  
e m p ty  ch a m b e r s . A n d  F a r o  G u n 
th e r ’s h o a rse  lau gh  e c h o e d  in th e  
h ills .

“ Y u h  d r a w  m ig h ty  p r e t ty ,  h o m 
b re . B u t  sp eed  d o n ’t  c o u n t  w hen  
y o r e  gu n s are e m p t y .”  T h e n  h is 
laugh  d ie d , a n d  h is v o ic e  h e ld  d e a d ly  
m e n a ce . “ N o w  y u h  b e lt e r  g ra b  fo r  
a c lo u d , lik e  y o re  p a rd n e rs , unless 
v u h ’re h o n in ' t o  s to p  a  s lu g !”

Spot: H e r n d o n  ja m m e d  h is u seless 
g u n s  b i t te r ly  in to  th e ir  h o ls te rs . 
W ra th  at h is  o w n  ca re lessn ess , as 
w ")l as a t th e  ru stlers , fla red  u p  in 
h is b ra in . T h e n  h is h a n d s  w e n t 
h igh .

L u m , Z e k e ,  an d  S p o t  H e rn d o n  
w ere  fo r ce d  to  s ta n d  h e lp le ss ly  b y  
as th e  ru s tle rs  lo o te d  th e ir  b e d  ro lls . 
S p o t  I le r n d o n  g ru n te d  b it te r ly  as h e 
w a tc h e d  F a r o  G u n th e r  c ra m  his 
stove o f  ca r tr id g e s  in to  his o w n  p o c k 
ets .

W h e n  th e  o u t la w s  h a d  ta k en  
e v e r y th in g  o f  v a lu e , F a r o  G u n th e r  
tu rn e d  t o  L u m .

“ Y o ’r c  lu c k y , a fte r  a ll,”  h e  ra sp e d . 
“ M e b b e  y o r e  gu n s b e in ’  e m p t y  
sa v e d  y o r e  liv e s . W e  d id n ’ t w a n t 
to  p lu g  y u h ,  b u t  w e ’d  h a v e  d o n e  it , 
ra th e r  th a n  lose  th e m  ste e rs .”  

“ Y o ’— y o ’  a in ’ t ru s t lin ’ ou a h  h e rd ,
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are y o ’ ? ”  q u e r ie d  L u m , b is  h e a rt  
s in k in g ,

“ W h a t  d id  y u h  th in k  w e ju m p e d  
y u li  f o r ?  J u st  fo r  th e  fe w  th in g s  
y u h  h a d  in  y o r e  b e d  ro lls ?  O ’ c o u rse  
w e ’re  ta lc in ’  th e  steers . K n o w  w h ere  
w e ca n  g e t  th ir ty  d o lla rs  a h e a d  fo r  
’e m . T h e m  h osses— th e y  lo o k  r ig h t 
g o o d . R e c k o n  w e ’ ll k e e p  th e m  fo r  
o u rs e lv e s .”

“ N o t — n o t  th e  b osses , t o o ! ”  
g a sp ed  L u m . “ Y o ’ a in ’ t a im in ’ t o  
se t us a fo o t ,  w a y  o u t  heah  in th e  
h ills !”

F a r o  G u n th e r  g r in n ed  w ic k e d ly . 
“ R e c k o n  y u h  ca n  m a k e  it b a ck  in 
t im e . W e ’re h o n in ’ fo r  a  g o o d , lo n g  
s ta r t , a n y w a y .”

“ R u t th e t  b lu e  b oss  o f  m in e — h e ’s 
an  o u t la w . T h e r e  e a in ’t n o b o d y  b u t  
m e  r id e  h im . H e ’ll k ill y u h , sh o \ ”

O n ce  m o r e  F a ro  G u n th e r  g r in n ed . 
“ I ’ ll ta k e  n iv  ch a n c e s  on  ta m in ’ th e t 
c r it te r . I ’v e  r o d e  ’em  as b a d  as th e y  
c o m e .”

N o w  he tu rn ed  t o  h is  m en . 
“ H u stle  th e m  b osses  o f  ou rs  fr o m  
b e h in d  th e  r o ck s , h o m b re s . L e t ’s 
g e t  g o in ’ . E a ch  on e  o f  us w ill lead  
o n e  o f  th e se  B a r  M  b o sse s , a fte r  w e 
g e t  th e  steers  s ta r te d .”

H e lp le ss , an d  s tr ick e n , th e three 
B a r  M  w n d d ies  w a tch e d  tL c  o u t 
la w s h a ze  th e  steers o u t  o f  th e litt le  
v a lle y  a n d  h e a d  th e m  in to  th e  hill 
tra il. L u m  fa ir ly  b o ile d  w ith  w ra th  
w h en  th e  le a d e r  h im se lf d a llied  th e  
b lu e  h o rs e ’s h a lte r  ro p e  a ro u n d  his 
sa d d le  h o rn .

“ Y o ’ ca n  ta k e  h im .”  lie  m u tte re d  
b e n e a th  h is b re a th . “ B u t  y o ’ o a in ’ t 
k e e p  h im — m u ch  less ride h im ! 
T h e r e  a in ’ t n o p ic k e t  r o p e  th e t  ca n  
h o i ’  S n a k e , o n c e  h e h eah s m y  
w h is tle .”

A s  th e y  t o p p e d  th e  n o tc h  in th e  
r id g e , F a r o  G u n th e r  tu rn e d  in h is 
sa d d le  a n d  y e lle d  b a c k  d e r is iv e ly :

“ W h e n  y u h  g e t b a c k  t o  th e  
B a r  M ,  g iv e  o ! ’ S a n d y  M c C lu r e

F a r o  G u n th e r ’s c o m p lim e n ts ! A n ’ 
te ll h im  h e ’d b e t te r  sen d  m en —  
p le n ty  o f  ’e m —-n e x t  t im e !”

T h e n  th e  o u t la w s  d r o p p e d  d o w n  
th e  o th e r  s lo p e  a n d  w ere  g o n e . L u m  
tu rn e d  t o  h is  tw o  c o m p a n io n s . H is  
w o rd s  w e re  low  a n d  e v e n , bu t a 
th rea d  o f  steel ran  th ro u g h  h is 
v o ic e :

“ T h c t ’s w h a t  w e g e t  f o ’  a c t in ’ lik e  
tw o -y e a  r - o l ’ s-— o u t  s h o o t in ’ a t  a 
m a rk  a n ’  u s in ’  all ou a h  a m m u n i
t io n ! I f  t h e y  h a d n ’ t k n o w e d  y o r e  
gu n s w as e m p t y ,  S p o t ,  t h e y ’d  n e v e h  
h a v e  ju m p e d  u s .”

“ B u t  h o w  a b o u t  y o r e  g u n , L u m ?  
Y u h  u sed  a ll y o r e  ca r tr id g e s , t o o ! ”  

L u m  s h o o k  his h e a d . “ N o t  th et 
it m a k es a n y  d iffe re n ce , b u t th e r e ’s 
still o n e  b u lle t  in th e t oP  rifle . M y  
p a p  u sed  t o  sa y  th e t  a  sm a llt m a n  
a lw a y s  sa v e s  o n e  sh o t . B u t  it  
w a sn ’t  sm a h tn e ss  w ith  m e— je s ’ 
h a b it .”

“ Y u h  g o t  o n e  b u lle t  l e f t ? ”  b a rk e d  
S p o t  H e r n d o n . “ T h e n  w h y  d id n ’ t 
y u h  le t ’e m  h a v e  it?  W h y  d id n ’ t 
y u h  p lu g  th e t  u g ly  F a r o  G u n th e r ? ”  

“ T h e t  VI been  p le n ty  fo o lis h , S p o t . 
L ik e ly  g o t  us all p lu g g e d . T h e y  
d id n 't  w a n t  t o  s h o o t  u s , e lse  th e y  
w o u ld n ’ t h a v e  h u n g  o r o u n ’ a s  lo n g  
as th e y  d id ,  w a it in ’ t o  get u s d e a d  
t o  r igh ts . B u t  th e y ’d  h a v e  d o n e  it 
ifn  w e 'd  h a v e  p u sh ed  ’e m .”

S p o t  H e r n d o n  n o d d e d  s lo w ly . l i e  
rea liz ed  th e  w isd o m  o f  L u m ’s w o rd s , 
e v e n  th o u g h  h is  f ie ry  te n q je r  w ou ld  
h a v e  fo r c e d  h im  t o  s h o o t  if  h e h ad  
h e ld  a lo a d e d  rifle .

“ R e c k o n  th ere  a in ’ t n o th in ’ to  d o  
b u t  h e a d  b a c k  to w a rd  th e  B a r  M , ”  
sa id  Spot, H e r n d o n  w ea r ily .

“ T h c t ’s w h a t  th e m  ru stlers  th in k , 
a n ’  tb e t 's  je s ’  w h y  w e a in ’ t  g o in ’ t o  
d o  i t , ”  a n sw e re d  L u m  s lo w ly . “ W e ’ re 
fo lle r in ’ ’ e m  a n ’ w a it in ’ f o ’ a  c h a n ce , 
je s ’ lik e  th e y  d id . S a n d y  M c C lu r e  
t o ! ’  us t o  h a z e  th e m  steers t o  P a ra 
d ise  V a lle y , a n ’ w e ’v e  g o t  t o  d o  i t . ”
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“ B u t  t h e y  g o t  g u n s , L u m , a n ’ all 

w e ’v e  g o t  is  je s ’ o n e  b u lle t  in  y o r e
------ ”  Z e k e  s to p p e d  his w o rd s
a b r u p t ly . H is  e y e s  w id e n e d  as he 
saw  th e  e x p re s s io n  on  L u tn ’s fa c e .

A  d o z e n  tim es  o r  m o re , Z e k e  h ad  
seen  th e  sa m e  fa r -a w a y  e x p re ss io n  
in  L u m ’s e y e s , h ad  n o te d  th e  o u t -  
th ru st lo w e r  lip , a n d  th e  fu rro w s  o f  
th o u g h t  o n  h is  b ro w . A n d  h e  k n ew  
e x a c t ly  w h a t it m e a n t .

L u m ’s k een  b ra in  w a s b u s y  on  
so m e  p la n  t o  tu rn  th e  ta b le s  u p on  
th e  fo u r  o u tla w s . A n d  Z e k e  h ad  
p e r fe c t  fa ith  in L in n ’s a b il i ty — fa ith  
fo u n d e d  o n  ex p e r ie n ce .

S p o t  H e r n d o n  o p e n e d  his m o u th  
t o  sp e a k , b u t  Z e k e  s to p p e d  h im , 
w ith  a  fin g e r  t o  h is lips. T h e  tw o  
y o u n g  p u n ch e rs  s to o d  s ilen t, u n til 
L u m  b e g a n  to  ta lk  s lo w ly , as if 
sp e a k in g  h is th o u g h ts  a lo u d :

“ T h e m  h o m b r e s ’ ll su p p o s e , o f  
c o u rse , th e t  w e ’re h e a d in ’ b a c k  f o ’ 
th e  B a r  M .  T h e y ’ re w a tc h in ’ fr o m  
so m e  r id g e  r igh t n o w , 1 d o n ’ t d o u b t , 
a n ’ w e ’ ll h a v e  t o  m a k e  o u t  lik e  w e 're  
ta k in ’ th e  b a ck  tra il.

“ B u t  a f l c l i  w c  s ta r t , th e y 'l l  f o ’g e t 
a b o u t  u s. L ik e ly  th e y ’v e  g o t  a 
h id e o u t w h ea h  th e y  k e e p  th eir  
s to le n  c a t t le  u n til th e y  fin ' a g o o d  
m a rk e t f o ’ ’ e m , a n ’ th e y 'l l  m a k e  f o ’ 
it.

“ W e ’ ll g iv e  ’em  a  fu ll d a y ’s s ta h t, 
a n ’  th en  w e ’ ll tra il ’e m . I t ’ s r ig h t  
cu r io u s  h o w  m u ch  o d d s  a su rprise  
g iv e s  y u li .  T h e m  ru stlers  p r o v e d  
thel: w h en  th e y  ju m p e d  us. N o w  
m o b ile  w e  ca n  su rprise  th e m .”

“ B u t  w o n ’t  w e lose  tra ck  o f  th em  
in th e  r o c k s  ifn  w e w a it a d a y ? ”  
q u er ied  S p o t  H e rn d o n  im p a t ie n t ly .

L u m  s h o o k  his h e a d . “ W e  ca n  
tr a c k  ’e m  je s ’ as w ell a  w eek  from  
n o w  as w c  c o u ld  to -m o rr e r  m a w n - 
in ’— w h ich  a in ’ t a n y  at a ll. B u t  
w e ’v e  g o t  th e  lie s ’ tra ck e r  o n  th e  
ra n g e .”  H is  g aze  d r o p p e d  t o  th e  
lit t le  y e l lo w  d o g  a t h is fe e t .

“ T h e t ’s r ig h t ! I  n e v e r  th o u g h t  o f  
J o b ,”  a n sw e re d  S p o t . “ I ’ m  w illin ’ 
t o  fo ile r  y o r e  le a d .”

“ A ll r igh t . T h e n  m a k e  u p  a  p a ck  
o f  w h a t y o ’ ca n  c a r r y  r ig h t  c o m 
fo r ta b le . W e ’ ll le a v e  th e  rest u ntil 
w e  g e t b a c k — w ith  th e  steers a n ’ 
o u a h  h o s s c s .”

In  a s c a n t  ten  m in u te s , th e  th ree  
B a r  M  p u n ch e rs  w ere  r e a d y  t o  ta k e  
th e  tra il. A s  L u m  h o is te d  th e  f i f t y -  
p o u n d  p a ck  t o  h is sh o u ld e rs , he 
g rin n ed  at S p o t  H e r n d o n .

“ If th in g s  w o rk  o u t , S p o t , m e b b e  
w e l l  b e  a b le  t o  p r o v e  w h ich  is  b e s t  
— n iv  r ifle -g u n  o r  y o r e  sm o k e  w a g 
o n s .”

“ Y u h — y iih  m ea n ------ ”
“ M e b b e  w e 'll ea ch  g e t  to  d o  a 

litt le  tr ick  s h o o t in ’ , i f  w e ’re lu c k y .”
“ B u i I a in ’t g o t  n o  c a r tr id g e s , 

L u m ,”  a n sw e re d  S p o t , b e w ild e re d .
“ T h cL 's  a f a r ’ . S p o t . B u t  w e l l  

h a v e  t o  te n d  to  th e t. I ’m  in ns’  s h o ’ 
I  read  th e t  th ca h  F a r o  G u n th e r  
r ig h t, a n ’ I  k n o w  h e p a ck s  a A 5. 
I ’v e  lo o k e d  in to  e n o u g h  s ix -g u n  
m u zz les  to  te l l.”

“ B u t m in e  are .44s, L u m . H is  
ca r tr id g e s  w o u ld n ’ t fit: m y  g u n , n o  
m o re  th a n  m in e  w o u ld  fit  h is .”

“ T h e t ’s w h a t  I w as th in k in ’  o f , ”  
sa id  L u m  s lo w ly .

B u t  as m u ch  as S p o t  H e r n d o n  
q u e s t io n e d  L u m  o n  th e  m e a n in g  o f  
h is w o rd s , L u m  d id  n o t  e x p la in  fu r 
th er. “ I  m ig h t h a v e  g u essed  w ro n g , 
S p o t , a n ’ th en  y o 'd  laugh  a t m e .”

T h e  B a r  M  p u n ch e rs  t o o k  th e  
b a c k  tra il. T h e y  w a lk e d  s lo w ly  a n d  
m o r e  th a n  a litt le  a w k w a r d ly . T h e y  
w ere  not a c c u s to m e d  t o  th is m o d e  
o f  tr a v e l, a n d  h igh  b o o t  h eels  w ere 
n o t  m a d e  fo r  w a lk in g .

A lth o u g h  S p o t  H e r n d o n  c o m 
p la in ed  a t th e  d is ta n ce  L u m  led  
th e m  b a ck  to w a rd  th e  fla t c o u n tr y , 
L u m  c o n t in u e d  d o g g e d ly .

“ W e  d o n ’ t k n o w  h o w  lo n g  th e y ’ ll 
b e  w a tc h in ’ , S p o t , a n ’ w e c a in ’ t  a f 
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fo r d  t o  ta k e  c h a n ce s . O u a h  w h o le  
c h a n c e  rests  on  su rp rise .”

B u t w h en  a  h a lf d o z e n  r id g es  an d  
as  m a n y  v a lle y s  h ad  u n ree led  b e 
h in d  th e ir  la g g in g  ste p s , h u m  tu rn e d  
fr o m  th e  tra il an d  b eg a n  c irc lin g . 
S p o t ’s a n d  Z c k e ’s sp ir its  rose . T h e  
tire so m e  b a c k -t r a c k in g  w as fin ish ed .

W h e n  n igh t fin a lly  d r o p p e d  o v e r  
th e  ja g g e d  p ea k s  f o  th e  w e st , th e  
B a r  M  p u n ch ers  w ere  b a c k  even, 
w ills th e  little  v a lle y  w h ere  th e y  h ad  
c a m p e d . B u t  it w as a fu ll m ile  to  
th e ir  l ig h t  an d  h id d e n  b eh in d  a  sa w 
to o th  g ra n ite  r id g e .

A n o th e r  m ile , an d  th e y  c ir c le d  t o  
th e  r ig h t t o  p ic k  u p  th e fra il o f  th e 
sto len  c a i i l o .  b’ o  fa r , L u m  h ad  been  
g u id e d  b y  his sense o f  d ire c t io n  and  
d is ta n ce . B u t  n o w  h e c o u ld  tru st 
th o se  sen ses n o  fu rth e r .

H e  ca lle d  th e  lit t le  y e llo w  d o g  to  
h is  sid e . “ G o  fin ’ th e  h erd , J o b ! 
F in ' ’e m , fe lle r !”

In  th e  d e e p e n in g  d u sk , J o b  
c ir c le d , n ose  t o  ih e  g ro u n d . T,uni 
w as su re th e y  m u st b e  v e ry  c lo s e  t o  
th e  pa th  th e  ru stlers h ad  ta k e n , n or 
w as he m is ta k e n .

In  a sca n t fiv e  m in u tes . J o b ’s 
d e e p -th r o a te d  g ro w l to ld  L u m  th a t 
th e  lit t le  a n im al h ad  p ick e d  u p  th e 
tra il. T h e  slim  p u n ch e r  h e a v e d  a 
sigh  o f  re lie f.

“ W e ’ll bed  d o w n  f o ’ th e n ig h t, 
w a d d ie s ,”  h e sa id  s o ft ly . “ A n ’ c o m e  
su n u p , w e 'll  ta k e  t o  th e tra il. I got, 
a  h u n ch  it w o n 't  b e  a lo n g  o n e , a n ’ 
w e l l  n eed  ou a h  rest w h en  w e c o m e  
t o  its e n d .”

T h e  y o u n g  p u n ch e rs  c o u ld  h a r d ly  
w a it to  sp rea d  th e ir  b la n k e ts . T h e  
m iles  o f  t ru d g in g  a fo o t  o v e r  th e  h ills 
a n d  v a lle y s  h ad  a lm o s t  ex h a u s te d  
th e m . H a r d ly  h a d  th e y  sp ra w led  
b e n e a th  th e ir  tn rp s  w h en  th e y  fell 
sou n d  a s leep .

B u t  L u m  w as w id e  a w a k e  as th e  
first fa in t  strea k s o f  p in k  p a in te d  
th e  e a s te rn  fo o th ills . H e  p r o d d e d

Z e k e  a n d  S p o t  H e r n d o n  in to  h e a v y -  
e y e d  w a k e fu ln e ss .

“ T im e  t o  b e  m o v in ’ , h o m b r e s , a n ’ 
I  h o p e  y o r e  fe e t  a in ’t  as te n d e h  as 
m in e .”

Z e k e  a n d  S p o t  g ru n te d  a n d  
g ro a n e d  ns th e y  p u lled  on  th e ir  
b o o t s .  T h e ir  feet, w ere  sw ollen  a n d  
b lis te re d  w ith  th e  to u g h  g o in g  o f  
th e  d a y  b e fo r e . A n d  it  lo o k e d  lik e  
still h a rd e r  g o in g  o n  th e  p resen t 
d a y .

I I I .
“ G o s h , I  h o p e  it  a in ’ t  m u ch  fa r 

th e r ,"  g ro a n e d  S p o t . “ M y  fe e t  are 
b ig  e n o u g h  f o r  th r e e -fo u r  p a irs , a n ’ 
th e y  fe e l lik e  I ’d  w a lk e d  b a r e fo o t  
th ro u g h  a c a c tu s  b e d .”

“ F o 'g e f. y o r e  fe e t .”  L u m  g rin n e d  
w r y ly . “ K e e p  y o r e  m in ’ on  th e t 
n ex t s h o o t in ’ m a tc h  w e ’ ll h a v e .”

S p o t  s h o o k  his h e a d . “ I  m ig h t  
b e  a b le  t o  d o  th e t, L u m , i f  I  h ad  a n y  
ca r tr id g e s . B u t  a  s h o o t in ' m a tch
w ith  e m p t y  g u n s------ ”  l i e  lo o k e d
q u e s t io n !u g ly  a t L u m , b u t  th e  d a rk - 
h a ired  p u n c h e r  d id  n o t  o ffe r  t o  e x 
p la in .

M ile  a fte r  w e a r y  m ile  u n ro lle d  b e 
n eath  th e  th re e  p a irs  o f  sw ollen  fee t. 
J o b  tr o t t e d  a h e a d , h is n ose  to  th e  
h a rd , r o c k y  g ro u n d . S o m e tim e s  th e  
y o u n g  p u n ch e rs  c o u ld  m a k e  ou t th e  
tra ck s  o f  th e  c a t t le .  B u t  m o re  o fte n  
th e y  h a d  t o  t r u s t  t o  th e  lit t le  d o g ’s 
n ose .

T h e  h ills  b e c a m e  h ig h e r  an d  
s teep er , a n d  th e  tu m b le d  ro ck s  g rew  
in size . I t  seem ed  a lm o s t  im p o s 
s ib le  th a t  a h erd  o f  steers co u ld  
h a v e  c o m e  th ro u g h  th is  rou g h  c o u n 
tr y .

B u t  g ra d u a lly  it g ro w  on  L u m  
th a t  th e  ru stle rs  h ad  fo llo w e d  a d im  
b u t p la in ly  m a rk ed  p a th . P r o b a b ly  
th e y  h a d  d r iv e n  m a n y  h u n d red  
s to le n  c a t t le  to  th e  sa m e  h id e o u t .

T h e  su n  w as a  fu ll tw o  h o u rs  h igh  
w h en  th e y  c a m e  t o  a  h a lt b e s id e  th e
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d e a d  e m b e r s  o f  a c a m p  fire . B e 
y o n d ,  n o t  m o re  th an  a h u n d re d  
y a r d s , a  t in y , r o c k -in c lo s e d  v a lle y  
re v e a le d  tra m p le d  a n d  c lo s e -c r o p p e d  
grass.

“ T h e y  ca m p e d  h eah  la s ’ n ig h t ,”  
sa id  h u m  e v e n ly . “ A n ’ n o w  I ’ ll see 
w h e th c h  m y  g u ess  w a s  r ig h t .”

S lo w ly  h e  c ir c le d  th e  h e a p  o f  
ash es , h is  ey e s  o n  th e g ro u n d . W h e n  
th e  c ir c le  h a d  w id e n e d  t o  tw e n ty  
fe e t  o r  m o r e , h e s to p p e d  u n ce rta in ly . 
A  baffler! lo o k  c a m e  in to  h is e y e s .

F o r  a lo n g  m o m e n t , h e  s t o o d  in 
silen t th o u g h t , as th e  o th e r  tw o  
p u n c h e rs  w a tch e d  h im . T h e n  a  grin  
sp lit  h is fa c e . l i e  w h ir le d  a n d  s tro d e  
b a ck  to w a r d  th e  ashes.

H e  e x a m in e d  th e  g ro u n d  n ear  
th e m  c lo s e ly . H e  s to o p e d , w h ere  
th ere  w a s a c le a r  im p rin t o f  a m a n ’s 
b o d y  o n  th e  so ft  ea rth .

“ T in s  h ea h  is th e  s o fte s t  p la ce , a n ’ 
I  r e ck o n  F a r o  G u n th e r  to o k  it f o ’ 
h im s e lf ,”  h e m u tte re d , h a lf  t o  h im 
self.

S lo w ly  h e  tr a c e d  th e  im p rin t  
w h ere  th e  b e d  roll h a d  la in . H e  
re a ch e d  th e  sp ot w h ere  th e  ru stle r 's  
h ead  h a d  b e e n . A  lit t le  c lu m p  o f  
grass m a rk e d  th e  s p o t .

“ A  m a n  used t o  th e  tra il u ses h is 
p a n ts , r o lle d  u p , f o ’  a  p il lo w ,”  he 
m u tte re d .

H e  s t o o p e d  b e s id e  th e  grass 
c lu m p , a n d  h is fin gers th re a d e d  in to  
it . T h e n  h e  d re w  a lo n g  b re a th  as 
h e  p u lle d  o u t  a  h a lf  d o ze n  .44 c a r 
tr id g e s . H e  h e ld  th e m  u p  fo r  S p o t  
H e r n d o n  t o  see.

W ith  a y e lp  o f  j o y ,  S p o t  re a ch e d  
fo r  th e m . “ H o w  in th e w o r ld  d id  
y n h  find th e m ? ”  h e a sk e d .

A s  th e  fr e ck le -fa ce d  p u n ch e r  filled  
th e  c y lin d e r  o f  h is r ig h t-h a n d  six - 
g u n . L u m  e x p la in e d :

“ I k n o w e d  th e t  th e m  c a r tr id g e s  
w o u ld n ’t  fit F a r o  G u n th e r ’s .45 . A n ’ 
I  fig g e re d  th e t  if  h e u sed  h is p a n ts  
f o ’ a p il lo w , h e ’d  ta k e  th e m  o u t  o f  
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his p o c k e ts . I  w a s h o p in ’ h e ’d  le a v e  
’e m  c lo s e , a n ’  h e d id .”

“ Y e a h , h e  d id !”  sa id  S p o t  a d m ir 
in g ly . “ B u t  it  t o o k  a  h e a p  sm a rte r  
b ra in s  th a n  m in e  t o  fig u re  i t  o u t! 
I f  y u h ’ v e  d o n e  as g o o d  a  j o b  o n  fig 
u r in ’ o u t  a  p lan  t o  g e t  th e  b e s t  o f  
th e m  ru stle rs , th e y  a in ’ t g o t  a  
c h a n c e !”

L u m  s h o o k  his h e a d . “ W e l l  h a v e  
t o  w a it a n ’ see w h en  th e  t im e  co m e s . 
M c b b e  w h a t  I ’ v e  g o t  k in d  o ’ w o rk e d  
o u t  w o n ’t  b e  w o rth  a c e n t .”

T h e  th re e  y o u n g  p u n ch e rs  to o k  
t o  th e  tra il o n c e  m o re . S in ce  L u m  
h ad  d is co v e r e d  th e  d im  p a th , th e y  
m a d e  fa s te r  t im e . J o b  s t ill sped  
a h ea d  o f  th e m , h is n ose  t o  the 
g ro u n d , a n d  th e y  fo l lo w e d  as fa s t  as 
th e ir  a c h in g  m u scles  w o u ld  a llo w .

L u m  h o p e d  th a t th e  ru s tle rs ’ h id e 
o u t  w as n o t  fa r  a w a y , bu t he k n e w  
that it  w as o n ly  a h o p e . T h e  c o u n 
tr y  w as e n t ir e ly  n ew  to  h im , fo r  th e  
P a ra d ise  V a lle y  tra il h a d  b ra n ch e d  
o f?  c le a r  h a ck  w h e re  th e  ru stlers  h a d  
ju m p e d  th e m .

T h e re  w a s  n o  te llin g  w h en  th e y  
w o u ld  c o m e  u p o n  th e h id e o u t . I t  
m ig h t b e  o n ly  a  m ile  a h e a d , o r  it 
m ig h t  h e tw o  o r  th ree  d a y s ’  jo u r n e y , 
L u m  w as in clin e d  t o  b e lie v e  that, it  
w as c lo s e , fo r  o th e rw is e  th e  ou tlaw 's 
w o u ld n ’ t h a v e  been  d o w n  n e a r  th e  
P a ra d ise  V a lle y  tra il.

A n d  n o w , as  th e  ru g g e d  h ills  b e 
c a m e  ste e p e r , a s  th e y  p ile d  h ig h e r  
a n d  h ig h e r  t o  th e  w est, L u m  k e p t  
h is k een  e y e s  a lert . E v e r y  r id g e  
m ea n t a c a r e fu l s c o u t in g  b e y o n d , 
n o r  d id  th e  B a r  M  p u n ch e rs  a p p e a r  
u p o n  th e  s k y  lin e , u n til th e y  w ere  
su re th e re  w e re  n o  e n e m ie s  in  s igh t.

A n d  th is c a u t io n  p r o v e d  its  w o rth  
b e fo r e  th re e  m iles  w ere  b eh in d  th e m . 
I f  th e y  h a d  n o t  been  so  a le rt , th e y  
m ig h t  h a v e  s tu m b le d  r ig h t  d o w n  
u p o n  th e  h id d e n  c a b in  b e fo r e  th e y  
k n e w  it  w a s  a n y w h e re  n ear.

I t  w as th e  sigh t o f  a  h a lf  d o ze n
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g ra z in g  s teers  th a t  first to ld  L u m  
th e y  w ere  n ea r  th e ir  d e s tin a t io n . 
A n d  it  w a s  a lm o s t  an a c c id e n t  th a t  
th ese  h a lf  d o ze n  c a u g h t  h is  g a ze .

O rd in a r ily  th e  th ic k  s cru b  sp ru ce  
that a lm o s t  c h o k e d  th e  t in y  v a lle y  
b e lo w  w o u ld  h a v e  h id d e n  a n y  s to ck  
that g ra ze d  on  th e  lu sh  grass. B u t  
th ese  fe w  h ad  w a n d ered  w ell u p  th e  
fa r th e r  s lo p e , w h ere  th e  trees  w ere  
not. so  p le n tifu l.

“ T h e a h ’s s ix -sev en  steers in th e t  
v a lle y . S p o t !”  b re a th e d  L u m , as th e  
th ree  p u n ch e rs  la y  sp ra w led  u p on  
th e  erest o f  th e  r id g e . ‘ 'A n ’ I ’d  b e t  
m y  last d im e  th e y ’ re B a r  M  s to ck . 
B u t  I  d o n ’t  se c  h id e  n o r  h a ir  o f  a  
c a b in .”

Z o lce ’s n ose  h a d  been  c r in k lin g  a t  
a p u n g e n t  o d o r ,  e v e r  s in ce  he 
c ra w le d  u p  b es id e  L u m . B u t  n o w  
it d a w n e d  u p o n  h im  w h a t th e  sce n t 
w as.

“ I  sm ell p in e  sm o k e , L u m !”  he 
e x c la im e d  e x c ite d ly . “ S eem s lik e  
i t ’ s k in d  o ’ d r if t in ’ u p  fr o m  b e lo w  
th e t  o v e r h a n g in ’ le d g e . I ’v e  g o t  a 
h u n ch  th e t  th e  c a b in  is o u t  o ’  s ig h t 
b e n e a th  i t . ”

L u m  lea n ed  fo rw a rd  e a g e r ly , b u t  
he c o u ld  n o t  see th e  fo o t  o f  th e  a l
m o s t  sh eer  d r o p . T h e  le d g e  th a t  
Z e k e  h a d  p o in te d  o u t  h id  it  m o s t  
e f fe c tu a lly . H e  n o d d e d  s w ift ly .

“ T h e t ’s  it ,  a n ’ a  r ig h t  sm a h t g o o d  
p la ce  f o ’ it ! Y o ’  w a d d ies  s t ick  h eah , 
w h ile  I  d o  a lit t le  s c o u t in ’ !”

S p o t  H e r n d o n  p le a d e d  to  g o  
a lo n g , b u t  L u m  w o u ld  n o t  lis ten  t o  
it . It w as a o n e -m a n  jo b ,  an d  h e 
k n e w  h e w as th e  b e s t  s c o u t  o f  th e  
th ree .

“ T h e n  ta k e  m y  s ix -g u n , L u m ,”  
said S p o t  a t  la st.

“ N o  g u n s ,”  sa id  L u m  e v e n ly . 
“ T h c a h ’s f o ’  o f  th e m , a n ’ n o  m a tte h  
i f  I  c o u ld  s h o o t  as  fa s ’  a n ’ tru e  as 
y o ’ , S p o t , t h e y ’d  d o w n  m e . T h is  
t im e , I ’m  h u n tin ’ fr o m  c o v e h .”

H e  s lip p e d  d o w n  th e  s lo p e  a n d

d is a p p e a re d  t o  th e  le ft . F o r  a  fu ll 
h a lf  h o u r , th e  t w o  p u n ch e rs  la y  
sp ra w led  o n  th e  r id g e , w a it in g  fo r  
L u m ’s re tu rn .

T h e ir  p a t ie n c e  w as a lm o s t  w orn  
o u t , w h en  th e  d a rk -h a ire d  B a r  M  
w a d d y  a p p e a r e d  o u t  o f  th e  r o c k s  b e 
sid e  th e m . T h e y  e y e d  h im , th e ir  
m o u th s  o p e n  w ith  s ta rtled  a m a z e 
m e n t.

L u m  g r in n e d  a t  th e m . “ I f  I  h a d  
been  th e m  ru stle rs , I ’ d  s h o ’ h ad  th e  
d r o p  on  .yo ’  h o m b r e s .”

“ B u t th e re  a in ’t  n o  o th e r  w a d d y  
on  th e  ra n g e  o r  in th e  h igh  c o u n tr y  
thet ca n  T n ju n -p ro w ! lik e  y u h !”  e x 
c la im e d  Z e k e . “ W e  w o u ld  h a v e  
h eard  th e m  c o m e .”

“ M e b b e — m e b b e ,”  sa id  L u m  Y a te s  
e v e n ly . “ B u t  w e a in ’ t g o t  t im e  t o  
a rg u e  th e t  p ’ in t. W e  g o t  a  j o b  a h e a d  
o f  us. T h e t  s h o o t in ’ m a tch  w e w as 
ta lk in ’ a b o u t  is r e a d y  to  ta k e  p la ce . 
A n ’ I  r e ck o n  Z e k e  ca n  h a v e  a  h a n d  
in it , u s in ’ a  sa d d le  ro p e  f o ’ h is 
w e a p o n .”

“ H u h ? ”  S p o t  a n d  Z e k e  g a v e  th is 
s ta r tle d  e x c la m a t io n  to g e th e r .

O n ce  m o re  L u m  a llo w e d  a  sm ile  
t o  flick  a c ro ss  his fa ce . In  sp ite  o f  
h is c a lm , e x c ite m e n t  b o ile d  th ro u g h  
h is  v e in s . B u t  it  w a s lik e  h im  to  
fa ce  im m e d ia te  d a n g e r  w ith  iron  
n erv es  a n d  s te a d y  b ra in ,

“ T h e t  c a b in  is b u ilt  r ig h t  a g a in s t 
th e  w all o f  r o c k ,  je s ’  lik e  y o ’ g u essed , 
Z e k e . S q u a r e  b e lo w  us, it is, a n ’ 
th is  heah  le d g e  sh elters  it  fr o m  
a b o v e .  B u t  th c a h ’s a p a th  th e t  a  
c o u p le  o f  s te e l-n e rv e d  w a d d ie s  ca n  
ta k e  th e t ’ ll b r in g  ’e m  t o  a sh e lf je s ’ 
f i f le c n -tw e n t y  feet a b o v e  th e  r o o f .”  

“ A n ’ y u h  w a n t m e an* Z e k e  t o  
ta k e  th e t p a t h ? ”  b r o k e  in S p o t , e x 
c ite m e n t sh in in g  in h is ey es .

L u m  n o d d e d ! “ T h e t ’s i t . ”  H e  
ta lk ed  s w ift ly  fo r  a  fu ll ten  m in u te s , 
e x p la in in g  th e  p la n  h e  h a d  w o rk e d  
o u t . A n d  th e  tw o  lis ten ers n o d d e d  
th e ir  e x c it e d  a g re e m e n t.
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TV .
W i l l i  h is  rifle  o v e r  th e  c r o o k  o f  

h is a rm , L u m  Y a te s  s ta r te d  b a ck  
d o w n  th e  s lo p e . H is  last w o rd s  
s o ft ly  c a m e  t o  S p o t  a n d  Z e k e :

“ R e m e m b e h , I ’v e  g o t  o n ly  on e  
b u lle t  in m y  rifle  g u n . A ft e h  i t ’ s 
g o n e , I ’ ll b e  d e p e n d in ' o n  y o ’ f o ’ m y  
l i f e .”

T h e n  h e  w a s g o n e . I l i s  p a th  t o o k  
h im  in a  w id e  c ir c le  o f  th e  o v e rh a n g 
in g  le d g e . A n d  a fte r  fifte e n  m in u tes  
o f  th e  m o s t  c a r e fu l s ta lk in g , h e 
c ro u ch e d  b e h in d  a  th ic k  c lu m p  o f  
b ru sh , a fu ll h u n d re d  y a r d s  in  fr o n t  
o f  th e  s q u a t  lo g  c a b in .

H e  w a tc h e d  fo r  ten  m in u te s  o r  
m o re . A l l  fo u r  o f  th e  ru stlers  h a d  
b e e n  in s id e  w h en  h e h a d  s co u te d  th e  
c a b in  a  litt le  w h ile  b e fo r e , b u t  h e 
m u st b e  sure th e y  w ere  still th ere . 
A t last lie  g ru n te d  t o  h im se lf:

“ C e le b r a t in ’ , m o s t  lik e . P r o b a b ly  
la p p in ’ u p  a h e a p  o f  b a d  liq u o r . 
B e tte h  f o r  u s , th o u g h , i f  th e ir  b ra in s  
are k in d  o ’  fu d d le d .”

N o w  h e  lifte d  his w id e  S te ts o n  
fr o m  his h e a d . W ith  it  o n  th e  e n d  
o f  h is g u n  ba rre l, h e th ru s t  it  h ig h  
a b o v e  th e  b ru sh . F o r  o n ly  a sca n t 
m in u te  d id  he le a v e  it  th ere— ju s t  
lo n g  e n o u g h  f o r  Z e k e  a n d  S p o t  t o  
see it.

T h e n  h e  c r o u c h e d  lo w  ag a in  an d  
k e p t  his a lert g a ze  o n  th e  fa c e  o f  th e  
r o ck  w a ll. H a r d ly  h a d  a m in u te  
p a sse d , w h e n  he sa w  th e  t w o  B a r  M  
p u n ch e rs  in ch  o v e r  th e  cre s t.

C a u t io u s ly  b u t  s w ift ly  th e y  m a d e  
th e ir  w a y  d o w n  th e  w in d in g  p a th  he 
h a d  d e s cr ib e d  t o  th e m . A ft e r  ten  
b re a th le ss  m in u te s , t h e y  la y  s id e  b y  
side  o n  th e  n a rro w  sh e lf, tw e n ty  
fe e t  a b o v e  th e  r o o f .

N o w , a fte r  a  m o m e n t ’s p a u se , 
L u m  sa w  th e  e n d  o f  a  r o p e  s lith er  
d o w n  th e  s te e p  d r o p . I t  to u c h e d  
th e  r o o f  a n d  s to p p e d . T h e n  th e  
s lim  f o r m  o f  Z e k e  a p p e a re d .

H a n d  o v e r  h a n d , h e m a d e  h is  w a y  
d o w n w a rd . H is  fe e t to u c h e d  th e  
s la b  r o o f .  N o w  h e u n co ile d  th e  r o p e  
th a t  h u n g  o v e r  h is sh o u ld e r  a n d  
flip p e d  o u t  a  lo o p . T h e n , tre a d in g  
as lig h t ly  as a p a n th e r , lie  in ch ed  
to w a r d  th e  e d g e  o f  th e  r o o f .

W h e n  h e  w as d ir e c t ly  a b o v e  th e  
w in d o w , h e  h a lte d . H is  h a n d  lifted  
in  a  s ign a l to  L u m  th a t  all w a s 
r e a d y . S p o t  th rust th e  h an d  th a t  
h e ld  th e  s ix -g u n  o v e r  th e  e d g e  o f  the 
sh e lf. T h e n  h e  s ig n a led , t o o .

L u m  d r e w  a  d e e p  b r e a th . T h e  
test h a d  c o m e . H e  s t o o d  erect b e 
h in d  th e  c lu m p  o f  b ru sh . S lo w ly  h e  
w a lk e d  a r o u n d  it . N o w  th ere  w as 
n o  c o v e r  a n y w h e re  in th e  h u n d re d  
y a r d s  th a t  sep a ra ted  h im  fro m  th e  
c a b in .

H e  lifte d  th e  rifle a n d  c u d d le d  th e  
s t o c k  a g a in s t  h is c h e e k . H e  tra in ed  
th e  s igh ts  o n  a- sp o t at th e  v e ry  t o p  
o f  th e  d o o r .  S lo w ly , c a r e fu lly , h e  
sq u e e ze d  th e  trigger.

C rnck!  T h e  rifle  b a rk e d  sh a rp ly .
S pat! T h e  b u lle t  b o r e d  its w a y  

th ro u g h  th e  h a lf-in c h  s la b , t o  b u ry  
it s e lf  in th e  c e ilin g  o f  th e  c a b in .

T h e  n e x t  m in u te  w as o n e  o f  th e  
ten sest th a t  L u m  h a d  e v e r  e x p e r i
e n c e d . 'W o u ld  th e  ru stlers  d o  w h a t 
h e h a d  e x p e c te d  o r  w ere  th e y  t o o  
fa r  g o n e  w ith  liq u o r?

T h e n  h e  sa w  th e  d o o r  o p e n  a  
c r a c k . H e  c o u ld  a lm o s t  m a k e  o u t  
th e  g lit te r in g  e y e s  t h a t  lo o k e d  o u t  
a t  h im  fr o m  th e n a r ro w  o p e n in g . 
T h a t  w as th e  s ign a l fo r  L u m ’s s e c 
o n d  a c t .

“ Y o ’ , F a r o  G u n th e r ! I ’v e  c o m e  
f o ’ y o ’ !”  h e  c a lle d  lo u d ly . “ C o m e  
o u t  a n ’ s w a p  lead  w ith  m e !”

A n o th e r  p a u se  o f  ten  se co n d s . 
T h e n  h e  ra ised  h is  rifle  t o  h is s h o u l
d e r  a g a in . H e  le v e le d  it  a t  th e  d o o r . 
O n ce  m o re  h e  p u lle d  th e  tr ig g e r , b u t  
th e  h a m m e r  d r o p p e d  o n  th e  e m p ty  
c h a m b e r .

A s  i f  s ta r t le d , h e  o p e n e d  th e
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b re e ch  h u r r ie d ly . T h e n  h e  th ru st 
h is h an d  in  h is p o c k e t ,  as i f  s e a rch 
in g  fo r  a n o th e r  ca r tr id g e . H e  
c r o u c h e d  in a fr ig h te n e d  a t t itu d e . 
H e  to s se d  th e  g u n  as id e , as i f  he 
k n e w  it w as e n t ir e ly  useless. U n 
a rm e d , h e  s to o d  in p la in  s igh t o f  th e 
c a b in .

A n d  F a r o  G u n th e r  t o o k  th e  b a it ! 
T h e  d o o r  cra sh e d  o jie n , an d  tire r u f 
fian le a p e d  o u t ,  s ix -g u n  in h a n d . 
L u m  fe lt a  sh iv e r  o f  fea r  ch a se  itse lf 
u p  an d  d o w n  h is  sp in e , a lth o u g h  he 
k n e w  it w o u ld  he o n ly  th e  w ild e s t  
k in d  o f  a c c id e n t  i f  th e  ru stle r  c o u ld  
get h im  a cro ss  th a t  d is ta n ce .

“ S ta y  p u t , b last y o re  sk in n y  
h id e !”  b e llo w e d  F a r o  G u n th e r . 
“ M o v e  an  in ch , a n ’ I ’ ll fill v u h  fu ll 
o f  le a d !”

T u rn ’s h a n d s w on t h ig h , an d  he 
s to o d  m o t io n le ss . A  h o a rse  la u g h  

. c a m e  fr o m  F a r o  G u n th e r ’s th ro a t . 
T ic k n e w , as w ell as L u m , th a t  a  
b u lle t  c o u ld  n ot reach  th e  slim  
p u n ch e r . B u t h e b e lie v e d  th e 
w a d d y  w a s  t o o  fr ig h te n e d  t o  rea l
ize  it .

l i e  ra ce d  to w a rd  L u m , c a llin g  t o  
h is m en  as h o ran . B u t  h e h a d  c o v 
e re d  n o  m ore  th an  a d o ze n  feet., 
w h en  th e  ro a r  o f  a  s ix -g u n  sp lit  th e  
air.

F a r o  G u n th e r ’s gu n  w h irled  fr o m  
h is n u m b e d  a n d  torn  fin gers. H e  
b e llo w e d  in  p a in , a s  h e  g ra sp e d  h is  
in ju re d  h a n d  w ith  th e  o th er .

B u t  a lre a d y  his th re e  m en  w ere  
w ell o u ts id e  th e  c a b in . A n d  a p p a r 
e n t ly  th e y  w ere s ta r tle d  o u t o f  th e ir  
w its  b y  th e  sh o t . T h e y  s to o d  m o 
tion less  a n d  u n d e c id e d  fo r  a  sp lit  
se co n d .

T h e n  B la c k  J a ck  R ig g s ,  th e  m o s t  
in te llig e n t o f  th e  th ree , seem ed  t o  
rea lize  th a t  th e y  h ad  been  tr ick e d . 
H e  sn a tch e d  his s ix -gu n  fr o m  its 
h o ls te r  a n d  w h ir led  t o  fa c e  th e  n ew  
d a n g e r .

O n c e  m o r e  a  s ix -g u n  b a rk e d , a n d

R ig g s ’s w e a p o n  h u rtle d  fr o m  h is 
h a n d . W it h  a  b u lle t  th ro u g h  h is  
w ris t, B la c k  J a c k  sa t d o w n  on  th e  
g ro u n d , d a z e d  a n d  s h o ck e d .

T h e  o th e r  tw o  h a d  m o re  th a n  
th e y  c o u ld  s ta n d . T h e y  tu rn e d  a n d  
ra ce d  fo r  c o v e r .  O n e , a  g a n g ly , la n 
te r n -ja w e d  h o n ib re , m a d e  fo r  th e  
c a b in  d o o r .  H e  re a ch e d  it a n d  
s la m m ed  it  b e h in d  h im .

T h e  o th e r  sp ed  a rou n d  the c a b in , 
h u g g in g  its  w all. H e  seem ed  t o  
k n o w  th a t th ere  h e  w o u ld  b e  o u t  o f  
ran ge  o f  th a t h id d e n  s ix -g u n .

B u t w h a t h e d id  n o t  k n o w  a b o u t  
w as th e  d a n g e r  a b o v e  h im . F o r  h e  
s to p p e d  d ir e c t ly  b e n e a th  th e  slim  
B a r  M  p u n c h e r  w h o  c ro u ch e d  o n  
th e  r o o f .  A  ro p e  h issed  d o w n , b u t  
th e  ru stler  w as t o o  a m a ze d  t o  sense 
it , u n til it d r o p p e d  a b o u t  h is b o d y  
a n d  t ig h te n e d , p in n in g  h is a rm s a t 
h is  sides.

A n d  n o w  L u m  r a c e d  to w a r d  th e  
c a b in . H is  p la n  h a d  w o rk e d  p e r 
fe c t ly .  w ith  o n e  e x ce p t io n . T h a t  
w a s th e  s in g le  ru ffia n  w h o  h a d  sp ed  
in to  th e  c a b in .

A n d  as  L u m  ran , h e sh o t  a  g la n ce  
a t th e  s h e lf  o f  r o ck . A lr e a d y  S p o t  
H e rn d o n  w a s  c la m b e r in g  d o w n  th e  
r o p e  th at w a s  still fa s te n e d  t o  a r o c k  
a b o v e  th e  sh e lf.

L u m  h a lte d  a  sp lit  s e co n d  b e s id e  
F a r o  G u n th e r , w h o  w a s  still t o o  in 
te n t  u p on  h is h u rts  t o  rea liz e  w h a t 
h a d  h a p p e n e d . L u m  s to o p e d  a n d  
sn a tch e d  th e  ru ffia n ’s s e c o n d  s ix -g u n  
fro m  its  h o ls te r .

N o w  h e m a d e  s tra ig h t  f o r  th e  
c a b in . H e  c a u g h t  a  g lim p se  o f  
Z e k e , th r o w in g  a  h itch  in th e  r o p e  
a b o u t  a  p r o je c t io n  on  th e r o o f  t o  
h o ld  th e  r u s t le r  p r iso n e r . A n d  h e  
saw  S p o t  H e r n d o n  d r o p  b e s id e  Z e k e .

T h e n  lie  re a ch e d  th e  c a b in  d o o r . 
H e  d id  n o t  h e s ita te  a  se co n d . T h e  
a d v a n ta g e  o f  s ta r tle d  su rp rise  w a s 
h is  a t th is  in s ta n t, b u t  he d id  n o t  
k n o w  h o w  lo n g  it  w o u ld  last.
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He smashed the door open and 
hurtled inside. For a second, he 
could hardly see in the half gloom. 
Then his eyes became accustomed 
to it. A swift glance revealed the 
form of the fourth rustler, cowering 
in I he corner.

But like a cornered rat, the man 
was desperate. He lifted his six-gun 
waveringly and pulled the trigger. 
But Lum had thrown himself aside 
at the first movement. The bullet 
zipped past, missing him by a foot.

Like the rock from a catapult, 
Lum hurled his sinewy body 
straight at the man. The ruffian 
straightened to meet the charge. 
There was no time for gun play now. 
It would have to be hand to hand.

The man’s arms curled to meet 
Lum. But the slender puncher 
ducked low and came up beneath 
the rustler’s guard. His granite- 
hard fist streaked up and landed 
with a thud on the outlaw’s chin.

The man grunted as his head 
jerked back from the impact. Then 
his knees gave way beneath him. 
Slowly he slumped to the floor. Lum 
knew he was out, and would be for 
a long time.

He whirled to the door again. He 
knew the other three were not badly 
hurt, and Spot and Zeke might be 
needing help. But out in the bright 
light again, he stopped. And a tri
umphant smile crossed his face.

For Spot and Zeke had already 
tied the man beside the cabin. And 
Spot was standing guard with ready 
six-gun over Faro Gunther and 
Black Jack Riggs as Zeke bound 
them expertly.

Spot Ilerndon shot a lightning 
glance at Lum. Then he drew a 
long breath.

“Gosh! I ’m glad to see yuh, 
Lum! When I heard thet shot, I 
was afeard yuh’d got yoreself 
plugged. Thet other hombre------ ”

“ He’s waitin’ fo’ the rest of yore 
rope, when yo’ finish with Gunther 
art’ Riggs,”  Lum said evenly. “ But 
there ain’t no hurry. He’s dreamin’ 
pleasant dreams, an’ won’t mind 
waitin’.”

And when the four ruffians were 
tied with knots that would baffle 
their best efforts to escape, Zeke 
turned to Lum.

“ Now we’ve got these here rus
tlers, reckon we'll have to back
track with ’em to the Bar M. An’ I 
was shore honin’ to see Paradise Val
ley again.”

Lum shook his head, with a grin. 
“ Nope. We ain’t goin’ to let Sandy 
McClure know nothin’ about it un
til we return. We’ll leave these 
here hombres hcah in their own 
cabin. An’ while yo’ an’ Spot 
gat hell them steers an’ haze ’em onto 
the Paradise Valley trail. I ’ll ride 
ahaid to Lamey an’ tell the sheriff 
where he can fin’ ’em. Lamey ain’t 
more’n twenty miles.”

Spot Ilerndon turned his freckled 
face to Lmn, and a wide grin spread 
across it. IIo shook his head slowly.

“ What gets me, Lum, is why a 
waddy with yore brains wastes his 
time proddin’ cow critters. Me, I ’ll 
give lip. Thet rifle of yores, backed 
by yore set of brains, is worth a 
dozen six-guns in the hands of wad- 
dies like these here rustlers—or like 
me.”

Lum smiled. “ But yo’ won the 
shoot in’ match, Spot. An’ even 
Zeke, with his rope, bested my rifle. 
For both of yo’ got yore men, while 
I had to use my fist on mine. All I 
hit with the rifle was the door.”

Thet is mebbe so, but— i£ Lum hadn’t 
’a’ hit thet door with his rifle, thereby 
bringin’ the rustlers out inter the open, 
Spot an’ Zeke would ’a’ had plenty 
trouble. An’ did Lum's trick take nerve 1 
Watch fer another thrillin' story about 
the three friends in an early issue of 
Street & Smith’s Wild West Weekly.
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W A A L ,  fo lk s , h a v e  y u h  been  
fin d in ’  a n y  g e m s d u r in ’ th e 
w e e k ?  I h o p e  so ! A n y w a y , 

h y a r ’s s o m e  tuh  a d d  lu h  y o r e  c o l 
le c t io n .

B y  th is  t im e  y u h  m u st h a v e  
p r e t ty  th ic k  s c r a p b o o k s , o r  e lse  b e  
m a k in ’ s e co n d  v o lu m e s ! S o m e  re a d 
ers h a v e  c o m p la in e d  th e t  w ith  son g s  
p r in te d  o n  b o th  sid es o ’ th e p a p e r , 
som e  a lw a y s  h a v e  tuh  b e  lo s t  in  
p a s t in ’ ’e m  in y o re  b o o k s . B u t th e  
th in g  tu b  d o  is tuh p a ste  th e  in n er 
e d g e  o f  th e  w h o le  \Y. VV. W . p a g e  t o  
y o r e  s c r a p b o o k , le a v in ’  th e  rest: o f  
it free  a n ' c le a r , so  th et y u h  k in  tu rn  
it a n ’ rea d  it lik e  in  th e m a ga z in e .

W a a l, le t ’s b e g in  w ith  th is  s o n g  
t h e t ’s fu ll o ’ th e  ie e lin ’ o ’ th e  W e s t .  
I t ’ s b y  o u r  o i ’ fr ien d  E . A .  B r in in - 
s to o l,  w h o  h as  g iv e n  us p e rm is s io n  
tu h  p u b lish  so m e  o ’ th e  son g s  fr o m  
h is b o o k  c a lle d  “ T r a il  D ust, o f  a 
M a v e r ic k .”

THE SHORT-GRASS COUNTRY.
By E. A. Brisinktooj,

Out in the short-grass country.
Out where the greasrwood grows,

Out where the coyote hollers.
Oof where the blizzard blows!

Thai is the place I'm sockin’
That is the land for me!

Hidin' a-sl raddle
A t'ow-punel] saddle,

Over the sagebrush sea!
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Out in the short-grass country,

Out on the mesas brown,
Far from the rusli and worry,

Far from the haunts of town;
Whore it's serene and quiet,

Restful and ea’m and free,
Ridin’ a-straddle 
A eow-puneh saddle,

Over the sagebrush sea!

Out in the short-grass country,
Out where your pals are true;

Drinkin’ the glorious sunshine 
Under the skies of blue!

Out of your tnvp at daylight 
Frisky as you can be!

Ridin’ ,-i-xtraddle 
A cow-punch saddle,

Over the sagebrush sea.

Out in the short-grass country,
Out where there’s room to spare,

Out where no smoke’s pollutin'
The fresh-blown prairie air!

Out where no street ears bother,
Out where you're safe, by gee!

Ridin’ a-stradd'e 
A cow-punch saddle,

Over the sagebrush sea!

Out in the short-grass country! 
l ’ardner—say, ain't it line?

Livin’ in jwrfect freedom 
Out where the air’s like wine;

Nothin’ you bet can't beat it!
Life is a jubilee

Ridin’ a-straddle 
A cow-punch saddle.

Over the sagebrush sea!

I  r e ck o n  a n y b o d y  w h o ’s been  
o u t  in th e  rea l W e s t  w ill sp e a k  a  
h e a r ty  s e c o n d  tu b  th e t  o n e !

H y a r ’s a  fa m o u s  oP  s o n g  th e t  I ’v e  
b e e n  g e t t in ’ a  lo t  o f  re q u e sts  fo r  re 
c e n t ly .  W a y  b a ck  in the first issue 
o ’ th e  S o n g  C o r ra l, 1 p u b lish e d  it ; 
b u t  I  r e ck o n  m a n y  o f  y u h  w e re n ’ t 
r e a d in ’  th e  m a g a z in e  th e n , a n ’ w ill 
b e  g la d  tu b  h a v e  it  n ow .

“ T h e  C h is h o lm  T r a i l”  is o n e  o ’  th e 
o ld e s t  a n ’ m o s t  p o p u la r  son g s  o ’  the 
W e s t , T r e ck o n  it h as as m a n y  
v erses  as  that* are  c o w b o y s .  E v e r y 
b o d y  m a d e  u p  th a r  o w n  lit t le  b it  
tu h  a d d  tu b  it . I  c a n ’ t  p o s s ib ly  g iv e

’ e m  a ll tu h  y u h  b e ca u se  i t  w o u ld  b e  
t o o  lo n g . I t ’s a  s o n g  th e t  k in  ta k e  
th e  r h y th m  o f  a  h oss  t r o t t in ’  p e a ce 
fu l ly  a lo n g , n ig h t -h e r d in ’ ; a n ’ i t ’ s 
u su a lly  s o r t  o ’  c r o o n e d :

T H E  OLD CHISHOLM  TR AIL.

Come along, boys, and listen to my talc. 
I’ll tell you of my trouble on the old Chis

holm Trail,

Coma ti m ymipy, you pi/ ya, youpy ya 
Coma ii yi you/yy, youpy ya.

I started up the trail October twenty-third 
I started up the trail with the 2 U herd.

Oh, a ten-dollar hoss and a forty-dollnr sad
dle—

And I'm goiti’ to quit punchin’ Texas cattle

1 wake up in the mornin’ afore daylight 
And afore 1 sleep the muon shines bright

Old Ren Bolt was a blamed good boss.
But he’ll go to see the giris on a sore- 

backed hoss.

Old Ben Bolt was a fine old man,
And you’d know there was whisky wherever 

he’d land.

Mv hoss throwed me off at the creek called 
Mud,

My boss throwed me off around the 2 U 
herd.

Last time I saw him, he was goin’ cross 
the level

A-kickin’ up his heels and a-ruunin’ like the 
devil.

It’s cloudy ill the West, a-lookin’ like rain, 
And my danger] old slicker’s in the wagon 

again.

Crippled my boss, I don’t know how, 
Ropin' at the horns of a 2 U cow.

We hit Caldwell and we hit her on the fly, 
We bedded down the rattle on the hill 

close by.

No chaps, no slicker, and it’s pouring down 
rain,

And I swear, by gum, I ’ll never night herd 
again.
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Feet in the stirrups anri seat in the saddle, 
I hung and rattled with them longhorn 

cattle.

Last night I was on guard and the leader 
broke the ranks,

I hit my horse down l he shoulders and I 
spurred him in (lie flanks.

The wind commenced to blow and tbe rain 
began to fall,

It looked, by grab, like we was goin’ to 
lose ’em all.

1 jumped in the saddle and grabbed holt the 
horn,

Lest blamed eow-pimclier ever was born.

I don’t give a dang if they never do stop; 
I'll ride as long as an eight-day clock.

Foot in the stirrup and hand on the horn, 
liesl blamed cowboy ever was born.

Stray in the herd, and the boss said to 
kill it,

So I shot him in the rump with the handle 
of the skillet.

We rounded ’em up and put ’em on the 
ears,

And that was the last of the old Two liars.

fill, it’s bacon and beans ’most every day, 
I'd as soon be ealin’ prairie hay.

I'm on my horse and I’m goin’ at a run, 
I'm the quickest-shootiii’ cowboy that ever 

pulled a gun.

I went to the wagon to get my roll,
To come back to Texas, dad-burn my soul.

I went to the boss to draw my roll;
He had figgered me out nine dollars in 

the hole.

I'll sell my outfit just as soon as I can,
I won’t punch cattle for no danged man.

Goin’ back to town to draw my money, 
doin’ back home to see my honey.

With my knees in the saddle and my seat 
in the sky,

I’ll quit punehin’ cows in the sweet by 
and by.

Coma ti yi youpy, youpy ya, youpy ya, 
Coma ti yi youpy, youpy ya.

When the West was first bein’ set
tled, thar was a continuous war goin’ 
on between the grangers, or fanners, 
an’ the cattlemen, ilyar’s a parody 
on the subject, written a long time 
ago by an author who didn’t give 
his name:

TH E  GRANGER’S CONQUEST.

Up from the South comes every day, 
Bringing to stockmen fresh dismay,
The terrible rumble and grumble and roar, 
Telling the battle is on once more.
And the granger but twenty miles away.

.'ml wider still these billows of war 
Thunder along the horizon’s bar;
And louder still, to our ears hath rolled 
The roar of the settler uncontrolled, 
Making the blood of the stockmen cold, 
As he thinks of the stake in this awful fray, 
And the granger but fifteen miles away.

And there’s the trail from fair Dodge town, 
A good broad highway, leading down;
And there in one flash of the morning light, 
(Joes the mar of the granger black and 

white,
As on to the Mecca they take their flight. 
As if they feel their terrible need.
They pus!) their mule to Ins utmost speed; 
And the longhorn bawls by night and day, 
With the granger only five miles away.

And the next will come the groups 
Of grangers like an army of troops.
What is done? What to do? A glance tells 

both,
Up into the saddle with scowl and oath; 
And we stumble o’er plows and harrows and 

hoes,
As the roar of the granger still louder grows, 
And closer draws, by night and by day, 
With his cabin a quarter section away.

And when under the Kansas sky.
We strike a year or two that is dry 
The granger, who thinks he’s awful fly, 
Away to the kin of his wife will hie:
And then, again, o’er the Kansas plains, 
Uncontrolled, our cattle will range.
As we laugh at the granger who came to 

stay
But now is one thousand miles away!

W a a l, fo lk s ,  t h e t ’s a ll I  k in  g iv e  
y u h  t u h -d a y . S o  lo n g !



W e r te m  P e n p a k r
CJsffisfestoS Rrftmarter

Some day you’re going out West yourself to the Western outdoors. It will 
be a nice thing to have friends out West when that time comes— friends who’ll 
extend a hand o’ welcome and put you onto things.

You can make these friends through this department of Wild West Weekly. 
The idea is to exchange information about different parts of the W est— about 
ranches and camps, getting work, prospecting, and learning to rope and ride.

Letters are exchanged only between men and men, and between women and 
women. Let’s get together and make this department a real help to readers of 
Wild West Weekly. I ’ll do my part by forwarding letters between parties 
likely to be interested in writing to one another. You do yours by always print
ing your whole name and address carefully on every letter you send to this 
department; and by giving the name and State of the Pen Pal you choose, as tt 
appears in the magazine, as well as the date of the magazine in which you find 
him or her.

Address your letters to Sam Wills, care of Street & Smith’s Wild West 
Weekly, 79 Seventh Avenue, New York, N. Y.

Hr, tluir, folks! Hyar wc are 
with plenty o’ letters waitin’ 
tuh see daylight, as per usual. 

Step up an’ take yore pick among 
these. All kinds o’ folks tuh suit 
idl kinds o’ readers. I reckon yuh 
each ought tuh succeed in findin’ 
jest the right kind o’ real friend in 
this batch.

Don’t forget, the rules, however. 
They’re right important, folks. 
Otherwise I wouldn't f>e takin’ the 
time each week tuh repeat 'em tuh 
yuh, see?

Don't forget tuh write yore full 
name an’ address plainly on every 
letter yuh send tuh a Pen Pat or 
tuh this department; an’ don’t for
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get thet if yuh ask me tuh publish 
a letter for yuh, I ’m naturally ex
pectin’ yuh tuh answer any letters 
thet the Pen Pals write tuh yuh. 
Seems tuh me thet’s a good bargain, 
ain’t it?

Now let’s git down tuh business! 
Tuh begin with, hvar’s a letter

O FFER IN ’ IN FO

D ear Sa m : I am a girl of seventeen 
and live oil one of the largest cattle ranches 
in Wyoming. I follow the c-alf round-ups 
and beef round-ups every year. I have 
blond hair and blue eyes, I  can tell all 
about life on a eattle ranch the year round.

F. S., op Wyoming.

H U N T IN ’ JOBS

I sure hope yuh kin give these.. 
folks a few helpful tips about work- 
in’ conditions out West an’ else
where. Tips from people who live 
right on the premises, so toll speak, 
is the most valuable sort for any one 
lookin’ for work:

Dr.as; Sam  W ills: I am a boy of eight
een years and would like to gel a job on 
a ranch in New Mexico or Arizona, if pos
sible. I can ride a horse pretty well, but 
I ’m not quite a pro at it. I guess I had 
better give you a little info about myself, 
I am six feet tall, weigh one hundred and 
forty-eight pounds, and have black, curly 
hair and blue eyes. I hope I’m enough of 
a waddy to be having a letter telling me 
of a job right soon.

Harmon Burns, op T exas.

D ear M r, W ills: I am a girl of twenty- 
two years and am willing to do any kind 
of work. I would like to get a job in 
California or any part of the West. I would 
like to work on a ranch or with a family, 
as I am very fond of children. I would 
work for small wages, as I need the money 
and am very far away from home.

Josephine Burke, op N ew Jersey,

D ear Sam  Wills: I am a boy of eight
een and live on a farm, but I like all kinds 
of sports, sucl) as ftshiug, hunting, and trap
ping, and would like some Pen Pals from 
the West. I am interested in securing em
ployment on a ranch anywhere between

Texas and Oregon. I  am five feet ten 
inches tall and weigh a hundred and forty- 
five pounds. I ’m in good health and am 
a hard worker, if I do say so myself. Will 
positively answer all letters that are sent 
to me. I can furnish full references as 
to my character and ability. So, Sam, help 
me to get a job, doing something.

Sam  Y oonu, op North C arolina.

HOBBIES

I reckon practically every one has 
some special interest in his life, 
stamps or coins, or songs, or quilts, 
or relics, or somethin’. An’ it’s a 
good thing, too. It’s a good way 
tuh spend hours thet might be lone
some or borin’ otherwise. Hyar 
some letters from folks who are col
lectin’ things and would like tuh 
exchange with Pen Pals, an’ folks 
vvho’d like tuh share thar interests:

D ear Sa m : I am a boy of fourteen sum
mers, and I read cowboy and Indian stories 
all the time. My hobby is collecting cow
boy songs, and studying animals. I like to 
read anti write about lions, tigers, and 
snakes. My favorite sports are football, 
swimming, hunting, and fishing. I would 
like to get some ietters from all over the 
world, and especially in Texas. Colorado, 
and Montana. So come on. Pen Pals of the 
3W, and write to me. I’ll answer all let
ters as fast as they come in,

Boots, of New Jersey.

D ear Sa m : I  would like to have some 
Pen Pals from everywhere. I am a married 
man, and I have been down for several 
months with my leg broken in several 
places, and sure would like some letters to 
help fill in my time. I will trade an elec
tric, greaseless, doughnut machine in A-l 
condition for an electric combination hot- 
dog-and-btin-warmer machine in as good 
condition.

L. E, T hacker, of Virginia.

D ear Sam  W ills: I have read a good 
many of your W. W. W .’s, and 1 sure do 
enjoy them. I  would like to have some 
Pen Pals. I  am especially interested in 
hearing from the Lone Star State, if possi
ble. I also want to get hold of some cow
boy songs— for example. Kid Wolf’s song, 
“The Rio.” I sure would like to have a 
Tea Pal who knows a lot of songs—cow
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boy, camp-fire, round-up, and all other 
kinds of songs. I am fourteen years old.

Edward Costello, ok Pennsylvania.

D ear W estern Pen Pals: Many hob
bies I’ve had these twenty-five years. 
Stamps, coins, view cards, curios, pets. 
Now I’m riding a new one. Please help me 
out. I ’ll swap yarns, poetry, books, maga
zines, stamps, coins, Indian relics, cards, let
ters— anything, in fuel— for curious plants, 
especially cactus plants. Many of you des
ert dwellers live within spitting distance of 
a spiny denizen. I need quite a number to 
nestle down between these thousands of 
rocks I ’ve lugged for my new desert gar
den, At present I ’ve only fifteen cactus 
plants. Tired I am of fat phloxes, silly 
sunflowers, and pretty petunias. I want 
prickly plants of all kinds, and hen-and- 
chiekens, aloes, sedunis, et cetera. Whether 
you live in Australia, Argentina, or Arizona, 
Mexico, Missouri, or Mars— please dig me 
up a strange plant and send it on. Or tell 
me what I ’m to do in order to receive it. 
Anri let me know your favorite hobby, and 
I ’ll bust a— something to contribute to it.

M ax Goodley, ok Georgia.

W A N T IN ’ W ESTER N  PALS

AN yuh folks from the West, prick 
up yore ears an’ see whether some 
o’ these letters don’t appeal tuh 
yuh:

D ear Sa m : T sure would like to join 
your Pen Pal group. I am a blonde and 
sixteen years old. 1 like all sports, and I’d 
love to be a cowgirl. Come on, lonesome 
girls, from the West, write and tell me all 
about it.

H elen Loveland, of Illinois.

D ear Sa m : I ’m looking for some Pen 
Pals from Montana, Oklahoma, and Wyo
ming. Will answer all letters and exchange 
snaps. My age is something over twenty, 
and I have light-brown eyes and brown 
hair, so come on, cowgirls, and write to 
me pronto!

Gahrik, from South Carolina.

Dear Sa m : I would like to hear from 
Pen Pals from all over the world, and espe
cially from Arizona, New Mexico, and 
Texas. I’m twenty-one years old and have 
dark-brown hair and eyes. I ’m five feet 
tall and weigh a hundred and twenty-six 
pounds. I'm fond of all outdoor sports,

especially horseback riding. I promise a 
speedy reply to all letters, and will exchange 
snaps. Come on, you Western girls, fill 
my mail box with letters.

Betty, of T ennessee,

D f,ak Sa m ; We arc eighteen years old. 
Wo would like to hear from some Pen Pals 
in Arizona. We can ride, rope, and brand. 
We have some friends who wrote to lhe 
Pen Pals and didn’t have any luck So 
we hope well have a better time of it. 
IIomer Reynolds and J. C, T ikmann.

of T exas.

D ear Sa m ; I am a boy of thirteen and 
am in tiie eighth grade. I would like some 
Pen Pals who work on ranches in Colorado, 
Texas, Arizona, and Wyoming. I am fond 
of roping, .shooting, and riding brones. I 
would he glad to answer all letters and ex
change snaps with any one.

Ulysses Lyon, of Washington, I). C.

D ear Sa m : I am a boy of fifteen and 
would like very much to get in tone!) with 
some boys between the ages of fifteen and 
eighteen, who live in Montana, Colorado, 
Arizona. Wyoming, and other States around 
there. I would like to hear from fellas liv
ing on ranches. I an) a lover of outdoor 
sports, such as swimming, horseback riding, 
football, camping, and especially hunting 
and fishing. Will answer all letters and ex
change photos.

Otis Drake, of Virginia.

Dear Sa m : I would like some Pen Pals 
from Iowa and Missouri. I ’d like some one 
who lives on a ranch and can tell me all 
about it. I am a fellow of twenty-one, and 
I would like to know the life of a eowboy. 
I have always wanted to be one myself. I 
will try to answer all letters, so 1 hope the 
Pen Pais will write.

Andrew Erhardt, of N ew Y ork.

Dear Sa m ; I am a yhung girl of eight
een years, and have brown hair and hazel 
eyes. I would like to have some Pen Pals 
from the Western States, a* 1 would like 
to know more about that part of the coun
try. I ’d also like to get hold of some eow
boy songs. Anybody, write!

Adei.cy Hunkixs, of M ichigan.

D ear Sam : I am a boy of twelve, and I 
am in the sixth grade. 1 would like some real 
cowboys to write to me. I like horseback 
riding, and I  play in our school band. I
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will answer all letters tliat 1 get. I would 
like to exchange cowhov songs and relics.

Billy K vexzi, of W isconsin.

P eak Sa m : I would like to become a Pen 
Pa! of some one out West. 1 know a great 
deal about Indiana, but would like to know 
about the Far West. ] like sports of all 
kinds. Would you please tell a lot of the 
girls out West to write to me*

Olive Hkldekman, of I ndiana.

D ear Sa m : We arc two sisters, aged
fourteen and twelve, and we would like to 
have some Pen Pals from everywhere. We 
like all kinds of sports, and are wild about 
Western cowgirls, So please write ns soon, 

Sis and W hitby, of Pennsylvania.

D ear Sa m : I would like to have some 
Pen Pals from anywhere out West. I am 
a girl going on twelve. Will gladly send 
my picture to any Pen Pals who want it; 
and will answer all letters.

Ada IIoi.i.knueck, of K ansas.

Dear Sa m : I am a boy of twelve years, 
and I wish you would send me some snap
shots of the West., I will answer every 
letter I get. I like to go horseback riding, 
and I live on a farm.
E dward Voli.f.nwf.ider, of W isconsin.

LO N ESO M E FOLKS

See what yuh kin do tuli cheer 
’em up, readers. Jest a few lines 
n o w  a n ’ th e n , w ill p r o b a b ly  d o  th e  
trick!

D ear Sa m : I wonder if you couldn’t find 
the right Pen Pal for me? I ’m from the 
South and lonely. I'm nineteen years old, 
five feet one inch tall. I have long brown 
hair and brown eyes. I will exchange snap
shots and promise to answer all letters I re
ceive. I’m fond of all outdoor sports, music 
and dancing, horseback riding, et cetera. 
I  would like to know something about ranch 
life. June, of T ennessee.

D eak Sa m : Have you got room for an
other tenderfoot? Thanks! This is the 
first time that I've been lonely in the fifteen 
years of my life. A few months ago. we 
moved to a different part of the city, and 
there is about as much action here as there 
is in a graveyard. All I ’ve been doing the 
last few weeks is playing solitaire; and since 
I prefer writing letters to playing solitaire,

I ’m asking your help in gathering some 
Pen Pals. As for myself, I ’m five feet eight 
inches tali and have black hair and blue 
eyes. Sam  O’Connor, of N ew Y oke.

D ear Sa m : I  am lonesome— and how!—  
and crave letters from Pals all over our 
grand United States and Mexico or other 
foreign countries. I am a boy of fifteen 
years and interested in swimming, shooting, 
drawing, cartooning, stamp collecting. I 
have studied Spanish in school and would 
like to have some Spanish Pen Pals, loo.

1’ inky M iller, of N ew Y ork.

D ear Sa m : Would you let a blue-eyed 
lassie put in a word for Pen Pals? I’m 
five feet two and have black hair and blue 
eyes. I ’m sixteen years old and a senior 
in high school. I live in a big city and 
eonld tell lots of interesting tilings. I like 
lots of sports, so please write to a lonesome 

T exas Lassie, of T exas.

O T H E R  REQUESTS

They’re still cornin’, folks, but 
we’ve almost reached the end of this 
week’s batch; so if yuh haven’t al
ready found a Pen Pal, I hope yuh 
do among these:

Dear Sa m : I would like to have some 
Pen Pals from everywhere, especially out 
West. I am seventeen years old and have 
dark-brown eyes and auburn hair. I like 
all kinds of sports. Come on, girls from 
everywhere, and write to

Peggy, of Virginia.
D ear Sa m : I am an Australian girl of 

eighteen and am a brunette. I would love 
to correspond with some girls who live in 
New Y’ork, California, or anywhere. I live 
in the country myself. Will answer all let
ters, and hope I get many of them.

Bette Saunders, of Australia.

D ear Sam : I put in my call for Pen Pals 
once before, but didn’t receive very many, 
so please put in. my call again. I am a 
young married girl with a darling baby 
boy; but still find time to write. I wish 
yon luck.

M rs. D orothy Harmon, of Illinois.

Waal, folks, I reckon tliet’s all for 
tuh-day. I ’ll be seem’ yuh next 
week an’ wish yuh luck till then. 
So long!



All letters intended for The Wranglers Corner should be addressed to 
The Range Boss, Street & Smith’s Wild West Weekly, 79 Seventh Avenue,

New York, N. Y.

WHAT’S the matter with you, 
Boss?” asks Jim Hazel, the 
forest ranger, as we comes 

inter the Corner fer this week’s 
meet in’ , “ You look as if yon were 
about frozen to death."

“ We are, Jimmy,” we says. “ We 
a r c !  There’s no sense in denyin’ it 
— we don’t like such derned cold 
weather.”

“ Yuh must be gilt in’ old, Boss,” 
laughs Hilly West. “There was a 
time when yuh didn’t mind a little 
touch of cold weather.”

“A fine one yuh are ter talk, 
Billy,”  wo answers. “We notice 
thet yuh go down ter Arizony or 
Yew Mexico every winter. Thet 
don't look like yuh was exactly fond 
o’ Yorthern winters.”

Billy laughs. He knows thet we 
know tlift he don’t go South ter git 
away from cold weather. But be- 
foro we kin argue about it, Buck 
Foster an’ Joe Scott start jawin’ 
about who’s the best hand with a 
six-gun. An’ from then till Billy

stops ’em, nobody else in the Corner 
kin make hisself heard.

We takes advantage o’ their chin 
music ter look around an’ see who 
else is here fer the meetin’. We no
tices the Whistlin’ Kid, the Tigor 
boys—pards o ’ Jim Hazel’s—an’ the 
three young waddies from Bar M— 
Bum Yates, Zeke Olroyd, an’ Spot 
Herndon.

Finally, after Buck an’ Joe has 
sort o’ quieted down, we starts in 
on the business o’ the meetin’—the 
rcadin’ o’ some letters from the 
readin’ hombres. Here’s the first 
one we comes ter:

I)eah R a n c . b  Boss: I think that the
W. W. W. is the best magazine Street & 
Smith puts out—as well as the best maga
zine on the stands. T don't think it can be 
beat.

F.very Wednesday, my brother used to 
buy a t?W and bring it home. 1 would 
never read it. But one day. when I didn’t 
have anything else to do, I picked one up 
and started in to read it.

You can guess what happened. I didn’t 
stop reading until I had finished the whole
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thing. The first story was “Sonny Tabor’s 
Empty Guns.” Sonny is now my favorite 
waciely.

I haven't missed a copy of 3W since 
that day. And I don’t intend to miss one 
if I can help it. If you don’t print this 
letter, though, I ’ll come down there and 
smoke you all up.

Not yours until you publish this letter, 
R alph Ponte,

Richmond Hill, New York.

Here's another note which we 
reads right away:

D ear R ange Boss: This is my first let
ter to the Wranglers Corner. I have been 
reading W . W. W. for about two months, 
and I think it is the best magazine on the 
stands.

My favorites are Kid Wolf, Seiiov Red 
Mask, Circle J, Sonny Tabor, the Bar U 
twins, the Whistlin’ Kid, and most of the 
others.

How about another Seitor Red Mask 
story? I enjoyed him a lot, and hope to 
have the chance of reading about him again.

Tel! Buck Foster that if he doesn’t stop 
arguing with that carrot-topped kid who 
works cm t he same spread with hint, he will 
surely turn into one of those horned toads 
of his. Tell Billy West that his Danger 
boss is the best piece of horseflesh on the 
spread.

I hope that Kid Wolf keeps appearing. 
Yours till he is beaten on the draw,

R alph Allen, Jm.
San Antonio, Texas,

“Help me, Hannah!” growls Buck 
Foster, “ Where do all these here 
now readin’ hombres git the idea 
thet il’s alius me what starts the 
arguments with the carrot-top? By 
heifers, I ain’t------ ”

“ Yes, yuh are!” shouts Joe Scott. 
“ Yo’re alius the one who starts 
’em.”

“ I’ll be a horned toad if I am!” 
yowls Buck, “ Yuh mangy sage 
hound, yuh cain’t set thar an’ call 
yores truly Buck Fos------ ”

“The heck I cain’t!” snaps Joe. 
“ I kin------ ”

“ Yuh kin both pipe down, 
pronto!” says Billy West, right 
then. “ Go on with the meeting

Boss. I ’ll try ter keep these two 
quiet.”

“Thanks, Billy,”  we chuckles, an’ 
then picks up another letter. Here 
it is:

Dear R ange Boss: I have been residing 
W . W . W , for nearly five years, and I think 
that it gets worse every week. Why don’t 
you publish some halfway decent stories?

M y favorites are Kid Wolf, Johnny 
Forty-five, the Whistlin’ Kid, and Sciior 
Red Mask. That Circle J outfit gives me 
a pain in the neck. And I don’t mean 
maybe!

Why don’t  you have a little romance in 
your stories? Bring Senior lted Mask back, 
after lie’s married Joan Corson, and then 
he'll have plenty of troubles.

Here’s hoping that this will take some of 
the conceit out of Billy West and his drug
store friends—-especially that half-witted 
old moron, Buck Foster.

Please publish this letter— or do you 
dare? R alph S. T rim .

Pripet, Maine.

“Wall!” Buck Foster lets out a 
bellow like a calf tlict’s been 
scorched by a brandin’ iron. He 
comes ter his feet, eyes blazin’, mus
tache fairly quiverin’ with rage. 
“ Help me, Hannah! Jest let me git 
me hands on thet Trim hombre, an’ 
by heifers, I ’ll trim him! Nobody 
kin call me a half-witted old m-m- 
mor------ What did he call me, no
how, an’ what do it mean?”

The gang busts out laughin’. No
body kin help it, watchin’ Buck 
when he goes on the prod. Com
pared ter the veteran, a locoed range 
bull is a reg’lar broke-down ol’ 
poodle dawg. He’s shore a r’arin’ 
ter go. The only trouble is, he don’t 
know which way ter head.

“ Why do yo’ reckon thet hombre 
has been readin’ about us fer five 
years, if he don’t like us?” chuckles 
Lum Yates.

We joins in the laugh, then picks 
up another letter an’ starts ter read:

D ear R ange Boss: How are you? Fine, 
I hope. And how are all the waddics at 
the Corner?
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My favorites are Kid Wolf, Sonny Tabor, 

Jim Hazel, Circle J, and— well, I guess I 
like them ail. But if you don’t print this 
letter, I ’ll not believe there is a Wranglers 
Corner where they all get together every 
week.

Say, Buck, why in Sam Hill don’t you 
knock that carrot-topped, locoed Scott 
hombve’s red hat rack off? I’ll be a horned 
toad, if I wouldn’t be glad to help you, if 
I could. He is plumb ornery, ought to be 
ashamed of himself. He must eat loco 
weed.

I don’t see why Billy doesn’t make Buck 
foreman of Circle J. He ought to be some
thing better than just top hand.

When Hungry Hawkins gets one of Ins 
heavy thinking spells, little Rusty ought to 
hit him with a brick or something.

Am! where does Bill Tigor get all those 
wisecracks that he is always springing? 
And why isn’t the Shootin’ Fool ever in 
SW any more?

I think the W. W. W, is the best maga
zine on the market. Please keep it on the 
market for a long time to come.

Here’s hoping that you don’t throw this 
in the wastebasket. Eugene Bowpe.

Hot Springs, Arkansas.
P. S. 1 will quit reading 3W svhen Buck 

Foster loses his shrubbery.

An’ here’s another one:
Dear Boss: You sure have a swell maga

zine amt a lot of aee-high cowpokes riding 
the 3W range. I always read the Circle J 
novelette first thing, when I buy a copy.

I have no particular favorites among the 
waddies, except maybe that red-headed, 
smoke-eating rannihan, Joe Scott. He’s one 
swell puncher, and I hope Buck Foster, the 
walrus, gets mad at this.

I’d like to see some of the old 3W wad
dies come riding back to the spread some
time— men like Joe Bates, Ted Marsh of 
the Mounted, Vincente the Yaqui, Alf 
Chase, Freckles Malone, and Bud Jones.

Where is the Shootin’ Fool nowadays? 
I suppose he has to take care of Sheriff 
Alcorn and Hank Rogers and the rest of 
Cotulla.

Give my best regards to Billy West and 
Sing Lo. Here’s hoping that Joe continues 
to get the best of Buck Foster in all their 
arguments. Adi os, hombres,

Tomm y .

Buck don’t like thet letter so 
much, but we grabs another one

right quick an’ starts readin’ it. So 
he don’t git a chance ter say nothin’. 
Here’s what we reads:

D ear R ange Boss: This is m.y first let
ter to the Corner, and here’s hoping that 
you don’t overlook it. I have been read
ing the SW for a plumb long time.

My favorites are Sonny Tabor, Johnny 
Forty-five, anil George Kruram, Jim Hazel, 
Circle J, Kid Wolf, and Hungry and Rusty.

Sonny Tabor is sure one fast young 
homhro on the draw. It doesn’t pay for 
tough homhrrs like some of the skunks he 
tangles with to prod him too far.

•Johnny Forty-five ought to find some 
other way to keep his trigger fingers nim
ble. In these hard times, it’s wasteful for 
him to roll and throw away without smok
ing so many cigarettes.

Tell George Kruram not to brag so much. 
Still, if he didn't, 1 don’t suppose he would 
be George Krunmi.

Billy West is all right. But tell him to 
let Buck and Joe fight it out to a finish 
some day. Joe Scott is just what Buck 
Foster says he is, but he is all right with a 
six-gun.

Buck is a walrus-faced okl sheej>-herder, 
but he is all right, too, when it comes to 
rough-and-tumble fighting.

Jim Hazel is fine. Keep him in the maga
zine. The same goes for Kid Wolf and 
Hungry and Rusty.

Weil, I reckon I better be driftin’. Yours 
till Sonny Tabor gets hanged,

K id Bauteut.
Oshkosh, Wisconsin.

Thet one sort o f  evens things up 
between Buck an’ Joe, even though 
it did call Buck a sheep-herder. So 
there ain’t no trouble poppin’ when 
we stops leadin’.

We looks at the clock an’ sees thet 
we got time fer one more letter, 
afore the waddies has ter start fer 
home. So, fishin’ down inter the 
mail stick, we pulls out this:

D ear Range Boss: This is my first letter 
to the Wranglers Corner, and I hope to see 
it printed there sometime soon. I think 
that 3W is the best magazine out.

Kid Wolf and Sonny Tahor arc my favor
ites. After them come Sefior Red Mask, 
Johnny Forty-five, Hungry and Rusty, the
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Circle J,par<Is, and Jim Hazel. I don't like 
the Lum Yates stories so much.

Fiddlin’ Joe’s Song Corral and Western 
Pen Pals are very interesting departments. 
I always read them.

You’d better warn Buck to be careful of 
his mustache or Sing Lo will cut it off some 
night when Buck is asleep.

Tell George Krumm to take the army, 
navy, and marines with him when he goes 
out after bandits. lie might get hurt.

Print more stories of Sonny Tabor, 
Johnny Forty-five. Kid Wolf, and Seiior 
Red Mask. Put Kid Wolf’s picture on the 
cover. I want to see what he looks like.

If you don’t print this in the Corner, I’ll 
come after you with my twin six-guns blaz
ing. Stan ley Boguon.

Plymouth, Pennsylvania.

“ Ain’t Kid Wolf’s pitcher been on 
the coveh lots o’ times, Boss?” asks 
Lum Yates.

“Shore,” we answers. “ l ie ’s been 
on thar plumb often. But now, we 
reckon it’s time fer yuh waddies ter 
be hittin’ the trails home. Meetin’s 
hereby adjourned. See vuh all next, 
week”

“ So long, Boss!”  sing out the wad
dies, as one by one they fork their 
brones and bust the breeze away 
from the Corner.

We locks up the shack an’ goes 
home. T he R ange Boss.

COM IN’ NEXT W EEK !

The Horse Hunter Of Cholla Sink
Novelette

By W ILLIAM  A. TODD
But wild cayuses ain’t all thet a gun-wise young ranny hunts, when he rides 
inter the sink. He’s huntin’ trouble an’ don’t have ter look hard ter find it.

Circle J on the Owl Hoot Trail
N ovelette

By CLEVE ENDICOTT
An’ like everythin' else thet the pards turn their hands ter, they turn out ter 

be plumb good outlaws— an’ bad medicine fer skunks.

The Last Brand
Novelette

B y  PHILIP F. DEERE
Dusty Dorati, owner of the branded chaps, slaps the brand o’ death on a 

bunch o’ mavericks an’ winds up the job he promised ter do.

Also stories of the Bar U twins, by Charles E. Barnes; Lum Yates, 
by Collins Hafford; Shorty Masters, by Allan R. Bosworth—and

other characters,

ALL STORIES COMPLETE 15 CENTS A COPY

ORDER IN ADVANCE FROM YOUR NEWS DEALER
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B O Y S !  THROW YOUR VOICE
Into a trunk, under the bed or 

J f  anywhere. Lots of fun fooling 
^  teacher, policeman or friends.

THE VENTRILO
a little instrument, fits in the 
mouth out of sight, used with

above for Bird Calls, etc. Anyone can use it.
Never fails. A 16-page course on Ven- 

triloqulsm, the Ventrilo and novelty catalog. All for 10c.

BOY AMATEUR ELECTRICIAN 10c
The HOW and W H Y o f electricity fully told In simple 

language that any boy can understand. Scores o f plans and 
Instructions for making— dry batteries, dynamos, electric 
motors, telegraph apparatus, telephones, electric lights, 
electric door bells, alarms, electric engine, rheostat, mail 

i box alarm, electro-magnets, automatic Incandescent Hash.
electric shocking machine, wireless telegraph appncitus. 
induction toil, arc light, current reverser. etc., etc. Tell.” all 

. about electric wiring, atatic electricity, magneta and magnet irm.
'  conductor* and insulators, electrostatic induction, electroscope.

I t L .  elcctrophorua. rondenaera. Leyden jar, dynamic electricity.
the voltaic cell, elcetromagneta. elect roly ate. electro-plating 

^  electrotypine. how to build a radio fur a few rente, etc. 64
pagea. 100 illustrations IQc- postpaid■ JOHNSON SMITH *  CO., Dept. 922. Rsclite. Wlo.

BIG E N T E R T A I N E R
180 Jokes and Riddles. <34 

Magic Tricks, 54 Parlor Games. 
73 Toasts. 15 Tricks with Cards. 
50 Money-making Secrets. 10 
Funny Readings 3 Monologues 
21 Puzzles and Problems. 5

_______  _ Comic Recitations. Cut-outs for
________  and Chess, Dominoes. Fox and Geese. 9 Men Morris,
Spanish Prison Puzzle, Game of Anagrams, etc. All for 15c postpaid.

only ids
. Pot Pair

models of Game Roosters 
imitate in the moet life-like 

'•nanner the evolutions of a 
'ERCE C O C K -F IG H T . 

X „ -Mesa amusement. Well 
maa .̂ with real feathers- Pal 
10c. 3 pra. 25c. postpaid.

M IDGET BIBLE

GOOD LUCK RING
Very striking, quaint and 

uoeommoo. Shear finish; 
akull and eroaabonea design, 
two brilliant, flashing cams 
sparkle out of tbs syss. Said to 
bring good luck .Only 2Bc ppd.

BOARD . . .
Surprisingly -tropic Place the
the piano keys, and vamp 
away to thousands of aungs. 
ballads, wattles, fog trots, rac 
tim*. ete. No knowledge of 
music required. After using a 
few times, the Board may be 
dispensed with entirely 

Price 15c Postpaid

be seen to be appreciated. Muke good money 
■ailing them to friends, ohurob acquaintances, 
ate. PRIOR 15a end,. 3 for 40 c, 12 tor
•1.35. IOO for 37 .50. Also obtainable in 
Leather Binding, with gold edges Prlca SOc 
sack. 3 for S I.25. 54 .50 par dog. Magni
fying Glass for use with Midget Bible 18c

SERPENT'S EGGS
Bo* contains 12 eggs Whan
,u ~ *u ■} match, each <

last long, 
aurls and twists 
about in a most
llts-liks manner.1 „
Prion nar bog. IQc postpaid. 3 for 25s

Wltbabuncb 
of these bills, 
it Is easy for 
jach person 

of limited 
’"m ea n s  to  /appear
Crosperous 

y flashing 
a r o l l  o f  

"these bills the
____ ,  . o p e r

time and peeling off a genuine bill 
or two from the outside of the roll, 
the effect created will be found 10 
be all that win be desired. Pr ices  
p o s t p a i d :  40 B i l ls  20c. 120 for  r 
o r  S3 .50  t h o u s a n d  pos-

LEARN TO 
HYPNOTIZE

Thi. . . . .  t,ll. how. E. 
plains all about Hypnotism
produce sleep, how to awaken 
a subject, how to hypnutiir 
animals, hypnotism in di- 

ONLY IQc p.pd.
S TA R  T O Y  M AKER

Greatest b o y s '  book 
written. Telia how to maka 
a Pinhole Camara, a Canoe.

Railroad, a Tale- 
, Boomerang, Tele* 

Instrument, B o x  
Talking M ach ine .

E I a t r li
Fectric Door Beil.
ft. a pair o f  Skis, 

*» uvg oivu, D,ru rivuMc. Rabbit Yard, etc. 
64 pages. 150 illustrations. PRICE 10c.
BOVS OWN TOYMAKER. A new book, 
'iells how to make chemical toys, electrical 
toys, galvanic toys, mechanical toys, paper 
toys, cardboard toys, boats, traps, eto. 200 
illustrations. Prlca 25c postpaid._________

c ehajn*%eTn!

top. motor, magnetic billiard b 
stunt* Also interesting inf, 
lodcstonc. magnetism, eleetrin 
BOOK ON fiOATS.

BLANK CARTRIDGE PISTOL
Protection aoainet Burglart, Tramps & Dogs _
^  P rices

SOc 
*122

a burglar. When loaded 
it tnay bo as efleet'”* *» 
a real revolver 
danger to life It
■tundurd .22 Col. Blank Cartridges obtain--------
uborc. Price 50 c. ouporlor duality. 51 .00. Blank
Cartridges, 50c per IOO. Holster (Cowboy type! * 
Blank Carl rids • Pistol. SOc. Sbipp-d by Esor

W O N D E R F U L
IN S T R U M E N T

in one *E5verybody delighted 
( ' Odd. Curious und interest mx

double
_  i»,u<> f l l » « l « .a

Reading O la-.
even one painful e/ndcr in t... •—* .......... ,—v~. - ~~  great—you need „i,c Ilun'i hum it Sent by mail Only 35c or 3 lor 31.

MICROPHONE TRANSMITTER BUTTON

pa**, a pocket Mirror, am 
ihroat It is worth all l 

. ... .... Folds Hat and fits the pot ~..
Don't miaa it. Sent by mail Only 35c «

ily maka a highly aenam
Transmitter Button «*> ™ ,,n  
i on can build your own outfit

___.  naive equipment. It is simple
inexpensive. You ran install an outfit III your 

home and hear conversations being held all over the 
house. You can connect up different rooms of a 
hotel. This outfit was used by secret eervica 
operatives during the war. It is being used on the 
stage. It is ultra-sensitive and is the greatest in
vention in microphones. You Van mount the 
button almost anywnera—card board boics, stove 

ipes. stiff oaltndars. on>l,e wall behind a picture -----. . .  *»—•-*- -«  it—i.* and small it cannot
n listen in on conversations

the speaker. Connected to phonograph, 
piano or other musical instrument, music can be 

heard hundreds of fast sway. Button may be used to renew telephone 
transmitters; of tan makes an old line “ talk up" when nothing else will. The 
ideal microphone for radio use. carries heavy current and is extremely sensi
tive. Amplifies radio signals Countless other similar uses will suggest 
themselves. Experimenters find the button useful for hundreds of experi
ments along the lines of telephones, amplifiers, loud speakers, ete. Many 
fascinating stunts may be devised, surh as holdim the button against the 
throat or chest to reproduce speech without sound waves. PRICE $1.00.

Little Wonder Crystal Radio Receiver $1
Say what you will about 

Electrical ana Battery Sets, a 
C R Y STA L set has them all 
beat for simplicity and clear
ness of tone. There Is abso
lutely no noise and no distor
tion— no batteries to buy —no 
tubes to wear out— no main
tenance expense whatsoever 
Cost nothing to operate and 
will last Indefinitely. Recep
tion Is loud and clear. Thi;
Receiver ic guaranteed to work equal 

' expensivk Crystal Set yoi
i buy. Has a t radiu

, ,j t  25 miles, or under favorable co 
Limns up lo 100 miles Construct' 
it ihe finest materials throughout, i 
biding superseneilive crystal, assn 

ck results. PRICE of Receiver only *1.00 postpaid. Or comole 
f Phone and Aerial Kit—every I.mg all complete--not hmg m, 
S2.95 postpaid. Johnson Smith A Co.. Dapt. 92

Repeating and Single Sho*
Just what yoi

Air Pistol------------
an Automatic, pocki 
site. Fires B. B. sho* 
where. Very powerfu* 
for boys to bandh

5-MINUTE HARMON*
new easy self-ieachin 
Jo play, to use t*

TELL YOUR OWN r-

SMftMBOOK
“ 1 drear

M A K E  Y O U R  O W N

R A D IO  R E C E IV IN G  S E T
Enjoy the con

certs , baseball 
games, market re
ports, latest news, 
etc. ' This copy- 
r ig h t e d  b ook  
“ E F F IC IE N T  
RADIO BETS”
and operate lues- 

pensive Radio Set*, the materials fur .which can be 
purchaned fur a mere triHo._ Also tells how to build a
police "alls, ships* at*sea*! etc'"* ONLY 15«. postpaid.
S I L E N T  D E F E N D E R

Used by po
lice officers, de
tectives. sheriHs. 

n ight w atch 
men and others 
as a jneans of 
self-protection. 
Very effective. 
Easily fits the 

_  hand, the bu
tters being grasped In th3 four holes. Very 
useful In an emergency. Made of alumi
num they are very light, weighing less 
than 2 ounces Handy pocket size 
always ready for instant use-. P R IC E  
25c each,  2 for  45c pos tp a id .

B u d d y  
HONE

A Real Telephone. Works Indoors or Outdoors
Though this is nterrly a very clever toy, il is quite 

a* serviceable for short distam-ce as the most elaborate 
apparatus made and it is much less liable to get out of 

,iw j adjustment; in fact 1

e porn to another, up or down 
stairs, around corners, atf. The patented sounding 
discs transmit and roreive the voice perfectly, making 
it a really practical talking telephone Set consists 
of two phones, transmission cord and full instructions. 
Price only 65c par sat peatpald.

W O NDER FUL X -R A Y  TU B E
iV a A wonderful little instru-
'j|\<*V*3r| ment producing optical 

Illusions both surprising 
and startling. With it 
you can sec what Is 
apparently the bones of 

your fingers, the lead In a lead pencil, the 
Interior opening in a pipe stem, and many 
other similar illusions Price 10c. 3 for 25c.

Exploding lnaoi.es
in fighting with

'  * ' l like
More fun t

ordinary matches bul explode 
with n loud ban* when lit. 12 
matches to a bos PRICE tOe 
per boa, 3 boxes 25c, or 75c 
par do*, boxoa. Not mailable. 
Shipped byExpross.Nol Prepaid.

ITCHING Powder
u3'U'.rs,.h?rnf.̂ ,?a?comfiture o f  your victim* to 
everyone .but themaelvea Is 
thoroughly en joyab le^  .̂H
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