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Trumpets West!*

by LUKE SHORT

Fon AxiN's one-room hospital stood at a corner of the

of the opposite side of the ground had been ordered o use
the gravel walk.

On this late afternoon of an Arizona July, however, Lieu-
tenant Burke Hanna stepped out of the hospital door and cut
string-straight across the parade ground. He was a tall, un-
shaven and dirty man i 3 moderate hurry, and his field uni-

srimed 2 color closr 1o gray
ravel drive, he. wenk up. the short walk of
B i) abing. iy et e s
jor with a black, short-clipped beard that reached almost to
his eyes, was coming down the veranda steps. He saluted and
said: “Glad youre back, e
? Burke sad. His foot was o the botiom
step when he halted, turned and called, -O'Mar
ergeant camo back (o him, and Burke Said, “Did you
ses those ration requests 1 sent n by Hardy?
“Yes, sir,” O’'Mara said in the bland voice of an old soldier
who Kaiows his rghts. “Caplain Ervien woulda't sign theen,

*Burke sald, “Right. Thaoks” and went up the sicpa. Stand-
ing in the big doorway of the adobe building was Licutenant
Abe Byas, a big man with a morose and homely face and so
‘wide of shoulder that he nearly blocked the doorway—which
seemed to be his intention now.

Burko hatled bp, and Byas said with genle mockery in bis

p voice, “Counted ten,

hve, counied 120 hotsand” Burke said grimly. “Let me

“Sure,” Byas ‘said, not moving. The two men regarded ea
* Copyright, 1945, by Frederick D. Glidden. Published gy
rgosy Magazine, 1



Sk
r a long moment, then Burke Hanna drew a deep breath.
ot right,” he said patiently. He lifted off his dusty cam.
paign hat and beat at his trousers with it. His black hair
agged at the edger, was darker than the thick beard stubble

vericd on hia fan ‘sad. mesiberblackened fsce, Wik
i uemorless. He said Gitierly,

in the same bitter voice, “Two men
half dead with dysentery. Raines’ feet are cut to ribbons; so
are Kahn's. A half dozen others crippled up, and anoth
R Wy i phayed o o e e S et
meat.” He paused. “Now can I "

Byas stood aside, and o Burke passed him he Isid  tand
on his arm. “Look, don't go in there that way. Get a cinch on
your temper, will you?”

sure,” Burke said wryly and went across the bare
room and said to the trgent behind the des, “Lieutentnt

‘He's got the agent I s, ik b el
you,” said the ser

“Yes,” Burke said dryly. He_paced once actoss the room
and caught sight of Byas, huge in the doorway, watching him
gloomily. Byas said, "Calla says come over for dinner to-
night”

Burke said, “All right, thanks,” in as polite a voice as he

could mustr, then tumed and looked speculatively o one of

e chans 1 Tiysa weat out. I be sat down be would nees

e up, he

S0 i e vk i e sk

pale man in an oversizs black it stepped through, ciosing

the door behind hi and Burke saw each other at the

same tme. For an instant .: e vt e Ok
recopnition, then “Hello, Corinne.’

"The Apiche agont smiled and said with false heartiness,

“How are you, Hanna?” He nodded courteously 1o the ser-

rushed his dusty campaign hat under his left arm,
knocked firmly on "the door Conne had just closed, open
it, and went inside.

Ervien was at his desk, which was set across the
corner of the room between two windows. The American flag
204 the squadron standard were stacked bebind him. He did
not look up until Burke wi

came to menmn. saluted and said, “Lieutenant
Hanna reporting, sir.” g
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Ervien returned the salute, then leaned back chair,
regarding Burke's appearance with s dark snd cynical amuse:
ment that Burke, from three years of service wit asa
fasior officer, Kuew was sinoerc. Whatcver case thers had
been between the two men had vanished long before Ervien,
P Dy e e el
manding offer. Ervien, handsorne, thirty-fve, with bis wel
tailored uniforms and ms orough and calul
of Army ways, had elected the co
Fpidty el otaly i o lhoughl He's
smelling horse for a chan
rvien said, “Burke, 1 saw you bring in K Troop. The lot
of you looked more like a bunch of Mexican army deserters
than soldiers.”
aybe that because we've been rested like Mexican de-
rs, Phil,” .

B i st e tha. o e it e el
officer—walking, just like a damned infantryman.

“We lost fifteen horses. Ate some, 100.”

“But not your own. Your sergeant was riding

Burke nodded shorly, “Raines ad walked i e distance
from Ojo Negra. His feet are badly cut. The whole troop

. walked half way, tum about" He added ith an edge to bis
Voice, “That's the only way we could get b r

“You had rations and forage for five otk B
flatly. “Enough to find that renegade Ponce and his band,
fight them if you had to, send them back to the reservation
and extend your patrol. Those were your orders,

-

"My dispatch 1o you expained that” Burke wid with 8
mounting aggressiveness. shared all our supplies with
Ponce u1d bis Apaches. Tl ety ey e e get
them back al

“He s hideout without Army rations!” Ervien
fared, “Let him get back without them! Who are you {0 be
giving away Army supplies? Let the black devils starve!”

lazing anger left Burke inarticulate for a moment. Er-
vien leaned his elbows on the ce you'd sent Ponce
back, 1 suppose you sat there eating up your remaining ra-
tions and waiting for more instead of extending your patrol,

e ordered?”

sat six days, And why not?” Burkes voice thickened
with anger. “Good God, Phil, why didn’t you send the forage

ations and take it out of my pay if necessary? Instead,
yousent 3 fat refusal and ordered out the patroll”

“With half my. tto0p 4foot and sick from horsemeat!
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“You have been gone four weeks and three days.” Ervien
tapped the desk with his soft forefinger for emphasis. “You
‘were issued rations for five weeks. 1 know that, because I just
Checked the supply records with Sergeant O'Mara, I you and
you men sullerd, you've nobody to blame but yourself”
There was, Burke knew savagely, no rebuttal open to him.
Technically, Ervien was right, and yet Ponce, the Apache
sub-chief hé had been ordered fo send back (o the reservation,
could not have brought his half-starved band through that
poor, barren country without Army supplies.
n leaned back, laced his fingers atop his curly chestnut
hair md surveyed Burke, He said dryly, “You feel abused,

Burl
o mx my men have been treated like dogs.”

e troopers,” Ervien said sharply. “And damned poorly
offcert i He sat erect and said matterof. o
“We've got word that Federico, Ponce’s nephew, is
o Ponce (0 get fed
s rested, Ponce it
avajo country with
him.” He paused, isolating this. “Tomorrow, suppose you
draw rations and forage for two weeks, take K Troop up

g fos s e e ol B
italized, the rest sick an

3 rip on his tempe, yet it was foitog fat e
put both hands on Env and leaned on them. “Phil,”
e began in a shaky oaos, ki il ke oM e

tive patrol for K Troop. In the past six months we've been out
all but nine on sugeest you send another troop.”
your orders,”

came, ‘and with_violence. Burke slowly

straightened up to attention, and said with a savage formality,
“Lefuse to obey them i

s 4 loog tioment of slence, during wich Evien
eyed him shrewdly. Burke knew Ervien was casting up f
prabable results of a court martia, and when Ervien spoke
now, it was still with confidence. “Want another chance,
Burke?”

sir,” Burke said. “My only way of protesting that
treatment of sick men is by refusing to obey your order. I do

refuse.”

Ervien said coldly, “Very well, you will consider yourself
under arrest and confine your movements o the limits of the
post, pending further action, Mister Hanna."
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in Burke sauted, dgain bad it re-

v taireny o o i O
tain Ervien ssd, "By he way, Mister Haate,” a o sof Coms
‘manding vo

‘Burke pased and looked at him. Ervien picked up a sheat

of papers from the corner of his desk and tapped them. “T've
read your report on the alleged offenses against the Apacl
committed by Mr. Alec Corinne, their agent. T've just dis-
cussed the matter with mm, and have only one comment.’

Burks waited aln

a difficult time learning the wldlenng
profession. I suggest yon study it and lisien 16 1 gossp, Let
the Indian Bureau discipline its agents. That is not the Army.
business.” He tossed the paper o the wastebasket. and
Burke went out.

The late afternoon sunlight lay still and blazing on the
parade ground, and the young trees lining the gravel walk

2! oue oo el Tia e A 8 B Y
almost sickened him. He
!emllxcnlly rie e bbb el
ad him. Nor did he have to look for the reason;
You_dida't wrie bilstering eports about a crooked. Indian
agent and submit them to a superior officer who was engaged
10 marry the agents daughter, as Phil Ervien was going to
marry Vinnie Connne
the short walk leading to the low outsize

He sank onto the plain iron bed and sat motionless, uupm
with weariness.

This then, was his bomecoming—on which he had planned
to be married. The prospect of seeing Calla now brought a
strange reuctance to i 1n 8 matier of minutes Lucy, Abe's
ite, would have leamed of his arest and would have told
e sister Calla. Newstraveled i hk: that in
Calla, with everything se marriage day—which
e e et i e i
ago—what would Calla do?

Tiredly, despondently, Burke pulled off his boots. She

now to carry arms, or leave the designated limits of the post.
Or command troop:
Burke swore darkly, thinking, Thirty is too damned old fo



Trumpers
e ol b Dot s s fight with a CO. but he knew that
‘wasn't right either. Rising, he stripped off his torn and filthy.
Rifor, pot o0 slopers S obe and ik WA corridor
o the big bathroom, There, he shaved and bathed wi
B imossad of ko i douh i it
weeks, then sarted back 10 his roo
elare e reached the door, b balisd and saifled. Only one
knew smoked the black and vile Apache trade tobacco
be wes ameling now. He weat on, and in the doorway, before
, e said gloomily, “Hello, Rush, you damn carrion

" Ruish Doll was seated back-tled on the chair at the foot of

urke’s bed his fet on Burke's bankets. He grinned sparsely
around the long cigarette pasted in the comer of his mouth

fty, graying and
Susmaners. He wore a casoff army shirt, denin pants
20 Apache moccasing, and was, unquaifiedl, th st pack-
master in the West, and Burke’s
el grecing, “Fooled it back, T hear.”
n horsemeat,” Burke said wryly. He opened a drawer of

£¥ou woulds't go on patrol tomorrow,

ded. und savagely slammed the drawer shut. He

said morosey, “The need for Lieutsnant Husg, aad only
Lieutenant Hanna, on patrol js what gravels me.” He glan

s e e o e

0. That's not the reason.”

“Your report accused Corinne of long-countin’ the *Paches
S0 he could put thei rationsin bis pocke, ida't t? Well, he's
quit that. For the past month he's been busy tradi

mentssue beet for all the serub-cull beef anyone
brings him. He trades at the rate of two fat beef for three
culls.”

Burke sat down slowly on his bed. “To issue to the In-
dians? That won't do him any good. The beef i issued to the
Apaches by weight, not by count.’

“What if he's rigged the agency scales to weigh out every
beef at six hundred pounds or over, even if it really weighs

hundred?”
Burke only stared at him and Rush went o, “Say he gets
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three hundred fat beef for issue. He trades two hundred of
em off for three hundred culls. He issues the three hundred
culls weighed on his rigged scale, then sells the hundred fat
ones left and pockets the money.’

Burke gared down a his bare and brued feet. Ervieay

order made sense now. There was onl

post o agency who cared cnough bout the Indians’ welfare

0 keep their sgcm honest, imself. And
oush; he ing Apaches

sarved inte hr:akmg out, 24 i having s fa e capture
n, protecting his prospective fath
eastod M ot OF 155 s, s e pad i it ot 0 o
As Burke reached for his socks, a thought came to him. He
asked Rush, “What about Ponce’s bunch I sent back? Have,
they been fed well and issucd rations?”
a square meal since they it the reserva-

tion,” Rush said.
Broodingly, Burke dressed, silent now. He had almost for-
gotin Rush vhen Rush said searhingly, *You goi' to put
that in your new report?”
k2 sad onsamingly, “You think Ponce would talk with
me mmghﬂ"
ow?” Rush asked.
% loed o coni a1 i
Btk ok yi s moowe ou bring him over to
the blackamih shop after dark, Thats post imis. We can
there and neither of us will be disobeying orders.” Fe
i ety i ot o P
St I o oare ik, T wo g, R ot ot W g

u can't leave the post, and he

struggling into his blouse, Licutenants Umberhine and Cav-
SR TR mua They made no ref-
ezence o bis arrest. Fi , Burke picked up his

n cap and pistol s remembering, he hung the
pmo| on the wall. He was under arrest, 5o he could not carry

He stepped outside and cut across the o parade ground, head:

ing for the third square brick house i
officrs' homes opposit. As he approached Abe Byas' Bose,
be wondered whether be should el Abe of Rusis evelaion,
He decided agains be was Ervien's adjutant, honor
bound to be 1oy.| m el troubling Abe
unt

Byas, bawhuded was waiting on his walk when Burke
crossed the drive.
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“Look,” Abe said mildly in greeting. “I'm adjutant of this
0st. You want o sppear before me fomorrow morning for
disciplinary actio
Birke havled up. “What for?”
tothe parade ground. “Its sceded,” he said
careully, distncly “Sisy of i, wil you?”
Burke 4
s they went up ok, Abe Jooked reprovingly st bim.
“Well, you did it up brown, didn't ye
“Bidn't 17" Burke murmured,
“Youllleam,” Abe . “Just keep chewing his ears until
you're in real trouble.
Burke dida't reply, and Abe mounted the seps. His house
as a square brick affair with a small porch and an iron-
Falod widow's walk surmovating its slopung roof. Abe weat
in first and waved his hand toward the parlor. “Sit down. Il
get Calla.
He went on through the hall toward the back rooms.
e T R SR
half  thousand miles Threugh the apen
Bifisow e cavgi tho biasey, saicy pounof meks cal beiag
e edeeleglle 1
to Calla.

Sighing, he turned from the window jus in time 10 see
Calls, apton over her dress come into the room. She dida't
ause, peak, only ci
Afer Sho ma i bim twics mors, tie bugged him and sakd

5it
H

o his car in o low, shaky voice, “I'e got o gel used to

s e,
Ll mnuy and held her from him, looking hun-
il at her. The grave and mischievous amber eyes old him
nothing exc:pl hat she was glad 10 see bim. Her w
soft a 2,
With her wck go|d=n nairy
head, and he thought it beautiful, just as, without knowing
gl et e A
he could feel the rounded softness of her arms, delightful. He
said, “If tha's what they call  soldier's welcome I'm for it
iim a moment, then asked, “Did Abe tell

you Catlar”

She drew back and looked gravely at him. “About your
ares? Yes, Td have hated you forever i you'd taken your
troop out as Ervien ordere rowned quizzically. “Did
You relly hink 14 mind?

“Well" Burke said iowly, I woulds't bame a girl for be-
ing a little mad over a postpone

il apbopen AIGIRELE |
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” Burke murmured. “You can't marry an
oﬂicﬂ' Rhe et under ereat 1 coukint even wont ' npall

13

mony.”
Do you think T care about a sily sword?” Calla fsred,
o, Burke said grimly. “I want to know whether you'd
e ing 8 solder or 8 civilan. So do you”
Calla sighed in m¢ his hand and led
v o it ]l i daee et e i
Jet's be practical Tf you hada't sassed Captin Ervie, you'd
ol tomorrow, wouldn't you?”
“I suppose,” Burke admi
Then, for heaven's sake, you'e here.now. You will be
until the s the only chance he'll give us to be together.
I bl i ot
Burke looked fainly shocked, and Calla said swifly, ve-

rrow. In private or public, 1 don't care. ity mobodys
business but ours.”
now at her own vehemence. “Speak up, soldier.”
Burke grinned. “I kind of like the idea,” he murmured. *
course-_"" He paused, He had just caught sigh of Abe stand:
TITREARES TR B

get one,
o Abe nid calmly. “Theres » trooper at the back
door. He wants to speal
Retks e gad b Devadh, wid aciod o' ek 1
came back, leaned over and kissed Calla, and then went into
the hall toward the kitchen. Thar's how much you know about
the girl you'll marry, he thought wonderingly.

Lucy Byas, an older, smaller and more placid version of
Calla, was in the kitchen. She it e R
Burke’s entrance and said, “Hello, you wild-eyed Mick.” Al-
though she had a dish in cach Yand, Burks hugged her In
pasing, and then went on to the back door.

“Hello, Carney,” he said to the beardless trooper on the
steps and then he saw he restrained excitement in the sol-
dier’s face. “What's 1

“I thought the neum....( ought to know, sir. Raines and
O'Mara are buidin’ up o fight over ot of moumts dowa ‘at
the

ke seowled. 1 lft Raines in the bospi

“He's on crutches, sir. Dr. et him out”

ke e s ik o e "V ko
supper, Carney. And thanks.” He strode down the alley, cut
left down the short street lined with the homes of the married.
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i and at a trot, passed A stable. Raines, K Troop's
first sergeant, was a tough, tobacco-chewing bantam of a man
with an aggressive loyalty to his officers, his men and his
Borses, And when Burke thought of him fghting with O'Mars,
the squadron bully, the sly toadying Irishman whom anyonc
B i o s besvon s Yord Heohie e s ek
nd Raines was on crutches.

Passmg B stable at a run, he saw the place was deserted;
all the tfoopers were at supper call. He cut in trough the
Torage shed that lay between B stable and the corrals and saw
4 big supply wagon blocking the far d

ucking round i, he hauléd up. There, i front of the cor-

Bl guie in the slacting sunlight wer G'Mara and Raines.
andaged feet, had backed against the corral
pole besides a stack of forks and shovel, and ws svinging
in a half circle, trying to fend off the

. Moving in, and pulling Raines to him, he stamped on
Rl amiassa fea: them, Salf tarmis, e piked 'up
smaller man, whose fists were flaling at i bearded face, and
slammed him to the ground and fell o

f e i o in one

of the loops of a long tay chan festooned on the tongue, and
he il heavily and came up again, ruaning, He saw O'Mare's
it driving into Raj o face
* he said in an iron voice. “Get up!”
s volce  of autborty stared O'Mar, and be wa 4k
i saw ihat it was Burko beside him, He
paused, i i kcon i shes o ik aeiit

ou're under arrest, with no authority for
a mu gently.
arters” Burke sai

O'Mara stared quiely at him i 1) el
eyes which were calculating and sly and arrogant and then
he said in his strangely gentle ‘you, Lieuten-
e et to o And e b vengely ot Rt
2

ace.

urke hit him, then, in the face, a driving blow that

kno:ked im offRaines and ino the dist on hisback. O'Mara

raised a_thick and meaty hand (o his jaw and sa

mxldly, wickedly, “You' struck an enlisted man, Lieutenant.”
arters, O'Mara,” Burke repe

"Mara came to his feet with a slow, sure indolence, and

Burke saw that his massive shoulders had burst the seam o
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his blue shirt, No fear and no respect, only a kind of animal
cunning was i his eyes now; h rubbed his beard gently wih

the back of his hand and said, “I¢d be a fine thing to sm:
you, Lieutenant—you under arrest, and “not allowed to order
me. Itd be your word against mine.”

“I wouldn't try it,” Burke advised.
O'Mara looked around the lot in one swift glance to make
sure there were no witnesses, and in that moment Burke knew
that O'Mara’s hatred of authority and the whole officer sys-
tem, plus his sharing Ervien's dislike of K Troop, wou
drye him o attacking. And e would not be penalizd for it
O'Mara glanced st Raines, then moved over and,

it e i, “No bl Bhers, svemate he e Theg
in a crouch, thick arms outthrust, he came slowly at Burke.
He came out of his crouch like a spring uncoiling, and Burke
hit_ him once in the throat before O'Mara’s

wrapped around him, squeezing him with a breath-stopping

Burke felt his chest constricting, and felt O'Mara's wiry
beard pricking through his blouse against his shoulder. Now

ming { o'
O'Mara's hold broke and, off balance, he  tngaizred unti

smong the clutter of sable ool Burke was breathing desply,

impressd now by O'Mare's grea srength, a :
) Main, inite birusel o 1 by e gt
[50S) Ficrs i o Fa ek e gt G an

Looking wmkedly at Burke, he pawed among them until he
d pitchfork. Supporting himself with it, he

O'Mara lifted the fork like a spear and came shuffling to-
ard i, Burke wheeid, looking for s weapon. Acos the
Jot, he spid the stay chain on the i ragon tongue tit bad
oot a1y v and ran for M a0 O
Py e te e, hiacs s the ok ap i
his head and hurled it like a spear. Burke fell and rolled un-
der the wagon tongue, and the fork drove ino_the double
tree, then boomed into the wagon
DHnane dugagim oy i Bont bl kases,
unhooked the hea As O'Mara' was on_him,
Bucks st baciomndis o his it  shoe Joags el

to0.
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in. rderous weight of it raked across O'Mara's

chest, tearing the shirt away and leaving a bloody furrow in

the matid har,

of O'Mara's charge was halted; he stag

back one slep, caught his balance and lunged too close Burke,

who had risen, backed up a step and raised the chain
Savagely siashed it down scroms O'Mara's shoulders. O'Mara

down, this time ac 'Mnns S
O'Vara fll on his face, n
4 long minute, breathing eopty and e hosght he hod Kiled
the man and did n
Sleppmg i Orhdte st ovee 1 Wi, i Wl
Iy K as O'Mara had left him. A livid bruise was

Fiing on Raines' temple, und the gentle slapping Burke gave
his face would ot bring his eyes open.

B b= i o o il Campad theoik B ke
Between B and A stables, he met two troopers, and called
them to

“Take Ramu 1o the hospital. Then one of you go over to
the office

N G ot oo B i mod e pociied AR
A stable. Burke stood a moment brushing the dust from his
uniform. He was thinking, This s real rouble, now.

here vas nothin to do except report it be knew, He
tumed wearly up toward the parade gro

7 s el ey e
post which howsd the officert club when he saw Captain
Erven leave hesdguarters building and tum towar
Burke met him in front of the post trader's.

P aluted. “Sit” he gan_formally, “I think I've
probabl r sergeant major.”

Bovs soous gpened slowly, but 10 words

Burke weat on, *O'Mara was roughing up Sergeant Raines.
When I ordered him to stop, he refused, saying I had no au-
thority to issue orders. T hit him to keep him from hurting
Raines. He thought that gave him the right to attack me, and

id, 1 thi “I may have killed him."

Burke saw the wicked anger mount in Ervien's dark eyes.
Mistr Hanna, you seem o ge in trouble SR
fined to the post,” he said in a dry an al voice.

Confing yourslf to quarters and mess S ontl | have the par-

tic
"'¥es, si,” Burke said, ind Ervien brushed past him.
Back in quarters, Burke paused long enough to send the
orderly over 10 Byas' o explain his absence, and then went



Luke Suosr 19
%% bl wict Al 6 ofasrd wivh, wonkd  probably be
pulled away rom his- supper to invesigate, since he was

0 S Mol dovn on i v, i ot M ik
Raines and O'Mara had quarreled about, and then turned to
his own ment. Oulsme of having to face the very seri-
ous charge of st n enlisted man, there was Calla to
think sbaut now. Even Calla, badly a3 s wanted thera toa
ried, couldn't be married in the lounge of bachelor officers’
quarters. Burke swore under his breath when he thought of it

orderly came from Byas® with a tray of food—the sup-
per Burke was to have eaten with Calla and Abe and Lucy,
and he ste hungrly. Aftsrward he leaded a pipe and lay down
again and stared gloomily at the ceiling in the law:nng dusi
= ilioben bdador Bl
his sins, or he could forget them; there was no changing any-
thing now. He swung his feet to the floor and rose and
prowled restesily 10 e window and came bick. Thers, lying
on the corner of his desk and covered with five weeks' dust,

practice had led him long ago to fortify and clarify his views
by writing themn
He opened the book, then closed it with disgust. What did
it matter if he contended, against cavalry practice, that 3
mounted charge against hostile Indians was not impossible?
O that a ntive pony that ived o theland was often a beter
mount than a grain-fe
He saw that  was geiting. o lighted his desk lamp.
SR R R R R T

W s Jrmeitey, and Rush Dol stepped i, Rush pot
his shoulder against the
You confned to quirices, ks they sy?®
ke nodded. “How's O'Mara? Have you heard?”
e (e i B i g ke Fis 38 the how
0 Ramu Is ol igh. Hew I
 they pight sbout
il eyint Work off his crowbait mounts on K
Troop replacements, and Raines wouldn't take ‘em.” Rush
straightened up. “Well, 1 better go send Ponce back.”
"Hes theret
Rush nodded. Burke stood hesitant a moment. He was on
Lis honor as an officer and gentleman not 1o break sl
But if he didn't see Ponce and somehow persuade
B e e T 2a cmincon ot s i
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making Corinne feed his people, then he would be criminally
Tiable.

He came 1o his reckless decision. “Hold him there, Rush.
Tl meet you at full dark.”

rke couldn't take the chance that the sentry wouldn't
Know of his being confined to quarters, so he wited until the

had passed, then climbed out of his window. Quietly, i
walke3 alioad watl e as i the fricodly shadow of the Lo
dry. Once there, he turned and skirted the sutler’s post, the
barracks and A stable, and cut down toward the blacksmith
shop, which marked post limits.

f troopers were doing some work there by lantern
light on a wagon wheel. The nearby stable guard, carbine
slacked under his arm, was peering off in the darkness. Be-
yond, in the half light of the lanterns, Burke could see Rush
Doll and Ponce.

Burke approsched the guard and returned his salue. “Bel-
lows, I'm under arrst, you know,” he bega

inted to Doll and Ponce in the darkness. “T have
o o it Pichm: Ht o sl o the o s
ack a0d I'm ot allowed off i, Suppose we meet on the ine
and you watch u
lows geinned: “As long as nobody crosses, I'm obeying
orders, sir.”
urke went on, and paused at the line of the blacksmith
shop’s wall. Rush and Ponce came to meet him, an
dim light of the lantern Burke looked searchingly at Ponce.
He was taller than the average Apache, perhaps thirty-eight,
with squarish flat features holding a subtle blending of fierce-

‘This was hardly the time for ceremony, Burke knew, but
he offered Ponce a cigar from his pocket, and it was accepted
and lighted. Burke and Rush knelt while Ponce squatted si-
lently in the dim light. He spoke now in Apache to Rush, who
fltspretet o boiis
s sony You got in trouble for giving him and
his band food,
T hi s e fiend Burke e

y friends don't
g0 hungry.”

Rush interpreted and Ponce answered quickly, almost with
hate. Rush said dryly to Burke, “He asks if you're still his
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friend, because he's hungry and 50 are his people. They've
n hungry since you sent them back.”

f ALl 11 M boan oclidod on, ookt racon lmost
along with the others.”

h and Ponce conversed a moment, and then Rush said,
“He says Corinne is punishing him for breaking out last time.

eceive short rations, not as much as the others. From
Iack of mest they e geting weak and sik. Its bard (0 hold
the young bucks in, he says, and he wants to know how to
6t foore meat. They're staried Killing thelr pooies, ho says—
and he's lying on that point, of course.”

“Don't they get beef?”

Rush spoke again to Ponce, was again answered sharply,
and Rush looked at Burke, irony in his eyes. “Sick beef,
starved beef, with no meat on their bones.”

‘Burke said, “Tell him 11l alk to Coriane.”

Rush passd on ths information, and again he receved &
quick and flat reply. “Tomorrow,”
B o 1o B skl o v v e M whn
tomorrow brings. If they get the same sick scrul
8y he is't sure i he can hold them in” Rush paused. “H”
threatening you, Burke. Those ycung men of his

200 ho's dhtscdtend
old Chief Tana that he'l break if his people aren'tfed better.

Burke said slowly, “Tell him if he breaks, Il hunt him
down, and this time T1I kill him and every man that breaks

with
Rush hesitated a moment before translating. When he had,
Ponce gazed levelly at Burke. There was a challenge in the
look and Burke's eyes met it steadily. Finally, Ponce spoke
briefly, and Rush translated.
“He says you can't hunt him down. You're under arrest.
The rest of the soldiers hes not afraid of.
Burke i ngmfymg the end of the parley. He waited for
lhe customa from Ponce, which signified “All is
ar el el gravely,
fimed. and vanished nolaclesly iato the aight
“He's already made up his mind to break,
slowly.
Rush cursed viciously. “That damn Corinne!”

Burke said

Burke sired out foto the warm ariudded. night. Ho
his

Corinne was engaged in sharp practice. Only by being con-
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fronted with the evidence of Corinne’s crookedness could
Burke drive him into correcting it in time.

Reluctantly, he knew what he must do. It would have to be
done without Rush, for he could not risk dragging Rush into
a scheme which, if it were discovered, might cost
livelibood. And Rush would hate him for what he would say

n do is wa " Burke spoke resignedly.
it vens 4o e kel Ko said ‘vehemently.
Burke shrugge

curtly, “T

ere was bitterness in Rush's eyes as he s
suppose you'e right. The hell with k. Good nigh

He turned stiffly and walked off toward the distant lights of
the agency a half mile to the south across the flat. Burke
o o sy somc o . satls and e Pasked
up. He knew that what he was about to do would have far
graver consequences than anything he had done thus far, and
for a moment, watching the stable guard on his round, listen-
ing to the night noises of the post, he reckoned the risk and

e must t
tly, a couple of troopers joined the two already at

el blacksinith shop. There was a parley there which pr e

und, pause X
nce Burke had been g for.
far outide the light of the shop lantern, he noistlessy crosed
the post limis and set out toward the agency lights. He was
ol 10 a0 for bicheele 1f the agency Seales were rigged, a8
both Rush and Ponce said they

e In the ot of the agency's adobe ssbles, e halind
and listened. He could hear the occasional bawling of restive
cattle in the corral ahead. Probably hungry, he thought, and
he wondered if Corinne had put out a night guard. He'd have

10 take that chance. From watching past issues, ew
where the scales were. sue chute was set up leading
across the scales from the corral and it was here that each

ache head of family or clan leader presented his ration

ticket, had it stamped, watched his beef weighed, and re-
ceived it.
A pack of dogs around the distant Apache wickiups started
a fight. Under cover of their yammering, Burke made his way
in the deep blacknes toward the bg holdig corral. Once
there, he moved to i saw the high oblong box
Biowtag i o ischigery il agaioht 1on aka sl
the chute rail
Approaching it, he knelt and felt along its board pancls
for the handle of the door that gave access to the adjusting
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mechanism, His hand touched s hasp and then 8 heavy pad-
lock. Corinne, evidently, wasn't taking any chances.

Burke ros, cusing, snd started beatng about for a piece
of iron with which to pry off the padiock. His boot hit some-
thing and he leaned down, orfsr b
hoofbeats of horses at a ru

Rising, he looked off toward the dark stabies, and at that
moment he heard a sharp command given. “Spread out and
cover the corral, men!” The voice was Ervien's.

Burke ket Tistening to the mouated troopers beating to-

ward TR LR e T
b the troopers famaed out quickly tn. W darkacesy cutting
X e saw a pait of troopers ow rounds
ing the end of the stables, and each held a

Bk oo veuling tho cores ot Biding i ol
side, but he knew his presence there would spook the wild
range cattle inside. Fither they would attack him, o give
away his presence by their actions.

Kheeling there,  gray despair touched tim,and he thought
He knew where to come for o hi a trooper b
turmed his orse and was carefuly scouting the base of e

sl e oepers wih Inpters bad ealit e, oo geiog W0
ither side of the corral. Ervien had halted midway between
the corral and the stables

Burke waited with a kind of fatalism, and when the trooper
with the Tantern approached, Burke stood up and seid, ALl

right.
“Here he is, Captaint” the trooper called.

ing against the lantern light, a5 the
platoon collected. Exrvien fode up siow

i = it ou, PHIP Burke
said re

it bl P a1 e o ek v
and found you had broken arrest. Consider yourself a pris-
oner.

Burke said, forgetting caution, “Dismount three of your
smallest men and weigh them together on that scale, Phil
See if thay don’t weigh over six hun

"You ave broken your word of honor s at ofﬁcel, Mister
Hanna.” Ervien's voics wis shaking with rage. “Now come
bind you and carry you?

cw be was besien, He began to walk to.
ward the stables, znd the troopers, at Ervien'
i, Ervien silenly rods on the right fank
n past the stables, petween the agency build-
. < saiomd. e the roud Tt ran 4 rmt 5F Costary
store 1o the post.
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e s ooty sl SRR deep

it et s o ok eIy

bhck i, waiching sllenly at the (0p of the sieps. A scatier

ing of Apaches and sgency employees were sexted on the
verands

g L Burke halted and looked

e at Corinne. Ervien, seing trouble, ssid, ‘For-

Burke didnt move. He raised his arm now and poited at
Corinne and said slowly, “Corinne, if you short-weight that
beef you issue to Ponce tomorrow, he’ll break. He told me so
fouight. And every drop of blood it takes 10 get him back
here will be on your head!”

“Forwardl” Ervien roared. “Sergeant, put a carbine on hat
prisoner and if he refuses to move shoot hi

e b o Mkl Conts [
move. Now he looked over at Ervien. “You heard it, too.

o ow:

Burke tramped on. roopers flanking him were quiet,
awed by ity o B et Tk ooy
he sentry silently presented arms, and afterward Burke tasted
the full mepsare of this calculated humiliaton: He was an offc
cer being brought back afoot by the commanding officer and
ard, a prisoner who had broken arrest. They filed past the
sutlers post where loitering enlisted men, baffled and wonder-
ing, watched them in silence.
It was here, at the corner of the parade ground, that Er-
vien at last spoke and a score of men heard him. "Sergeant,
put him in the guardhouse, and double your guard.”

Sometime, after ten o'clock, next morning, Burke, fed and
Tested, was ying on s bunk tryg to pick out the separate
sounds of a post working through a July morning. His barred
cell was a big one, occupying baf the sml]] i by
that lay between the two barracks. of troopers
sleeping a drunk off in the cell uppa
He turned his head at a sound in the passageway and saw
Abe Byas being let in by the sergeant of the guard.
urke swung his feet to the floor and Abe, closing the cell
oot bekind i, aid, “Hello, Burke” with 8 morose lack of

cot, regarded Burke'a moment, then shook his head. “Sines
the middle of supper last night,” he said, “I've been looking
around for the pieces of all the regulations you've broken.
Did you miss one?”

Burke's long face broke in a grin, and Abe regarded him



unsmilingly. “Ervien has me drawing up the st of additional
charg

Tadded some;” Burke murmured.
. “For God’s sake, w} you have to break arrest? Why
were you at the agency?”
ly, “I'm a kind soul, Abe. I got to wondering
if Corinne wnen-,d his beef.
, can't you be serious?”
“am seriows,” Burke said

x Tm out of the
s let it go at
{bat¥ Flo waso't golng 10 tll Abe.of bis corai beief that
Ervien was winking at Corinne’s cheating the Apaches. Abe
would be torn between his loyalty o him and his duty to Er-
vien and, if he became involved, would have (0 risk his career.
“How'is cmw Burke asked.
izy,” Abe growled. “I mean she isn’t even wor-

T henl he court martal sit, Abe?” wked Burke,
In two weeks maybe, When I've heard sll the witnesse

the case will be forwarded.” He rose and looked down at
Burke, puzzlement in his face, e yon Row et
doing.”

“I do. Thanks.”

When Abe was gone, Burke lay down again, and he found
himself thinking of the coming d only
to plead justfication and state his case, but that case must
prov e must
prove s charge of crookedness againt Corinne, and
Tiust prove that Pil Ervien knew of Corinne's swindle and
was abettng it 1f 1 can' Tim cashiered, he concluded beakly.

later he was roused again by the sergeant’s
fuoutevs He looked up. Cals, & covered tray in her hands;
staning by the cal door: He rose, and Calla came in:
Belu(e she put the tray down, she kissed him.
appy wedding day,” Burke said gravely.
“You wait,” Calla said, merriment in her eyes. “You can't

Burke grinned. “Why did they let you in here?”
“I asked permission of your Captain Ervnen » Calla said,
and added slyly, °He's a charming man, real
Was Wearing & flowered green dris, copl and fresh as
A ki B B B gallantry. He
e
she half ‘uned 1o him, regarding him lovelly a
i of whak A sy they sty S GARION
do?”
Al of it
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stify it
Burke ‘repeated. “Either I don't belong in the
r he doesn’t, Calla.”

Feached for his hand and Burke knew tha she believed
in him completel
“Calla, how much o the mney I gave you for our house
stuff have you got

e Bamdied dollrs or s0. Why?

“I'm_going to buy us a wedding plesenl," Burke said mus-
ingly. “A couple o ugy, brinde, ballstarved cows” He
R v vty ks rip el 1
B0 lce: e 1 ot ek iad g night, and why.
He held back nothing, and finished by saying, I never saw
the scaes, Call. T car't prove anything on Corinne—and Tve

(‘all:u noddsd. “But what have two cows got to Jo with if?
u get our money and fake it to Rush The bee

lssue I going on right now. Tell Rus i couple
B e Devrear oo e e med s
ured, 50 if a man saw them once he'd never forget them. Tell
Rush to buy or trade for them with the Apache who was
issued them—and that Apache must be a member of Ponce's
band, Does i all make sense
“Yes,” Calla said quickly. “Either Corinne fixes the scales
and weighs Pones beet igh, or he shortweights him—and
you have the evidence. If Ponce breaks, you can prove why.
b, Burke, he wont break, wil he?”

Burke shrogged. Calla Stood up quickly. “Til go now,
Burke. 1 don't know if I can come a

Early that evening, the sergeant of the guard gave him a note.
It contained one word, Enju, and was unsigned, and Burke

10 sleep late. At 4:30 next morning, at bare dawn,

the bug\: woke him. It was sounding Call o Arms

Bk lay, heariog the souod of men russiag aod their
talking, Ten'minutes Iscr, the sergeant of the guard poked

s head in and said, “Thought you'd want to know,
R

urke sank back on his cot. So it happened, Just a8 e bad

arned Ervien it would. A hot anger flooded through him;
o o, okt ek b e i ot
Whole countryside thrown nto error unil Ponce s rought
in again. And this time, Ponce would fight. He had trusted
the white mar's yord, and been betrayed. And the blame for
all of it wi

The troaper who brought Burke's breakfst told him that




ce had killed an agency policeman if his break. The
trooper didn't know how many bucks had broken with him,

but they were headed west for the Tonto
Burke was almost through his breakfast when the corridor
10 Captain Evies, followsd by Lieutensnl

d and worried. He said smiy AL

g at Abe's sober face,
“Mister Hann, Ervien began, I have come o  decision
1 think s a fair one, and I have disregarded my personal fecl-
ings in the matter.”
Burke said nothing, and Ervien said, “I am releasing you
from arrest. You are to assume command of K Troop imme-
diately and prepare to take, the field.”

most experienced commander in the field,”
“You know Ponce, you know how he fights.
Youve Campalgned longer and more ably "than any man in

: You are ne led stiffty, “It is your

pnvllege to refuse, of cx el your ree-
said b!um\y, will your acceptanee.”
"SI0 acoept, of course,” Burke said promy ply.

“Very well, Assembly will be sounded in half an hour.
Haye your troop reads.”

Ervien went out, and Burke stared unbelievingly at Byas.
“What's behind it, Abe?
“Nothing. He said it all. We need yo

It was midday of the second day out of Fort Akin when
Burke, topping the Tonto Rim, led K Troop in a circle and
ordered dismount. Abe Byas, who had turned over his I Troop
to his second lieutenant in_order to join Burke’s advance
party, sspoed. Bevily out of the mddle and sought the clos

est shade. The troopers eased from their saddles and loosened
el 41 g Rk Uihtsned. foc the 1ony ety Wi
found shelter from the blasting midday sun under the pines

imost to the edg

Burke loosened his cinch and, seeing Abe was fat on his
back in the shade, moved over to Abe’s horse and loosened
that cinch also. A faint excitement was running through him
now. Last night, Nick Arno, the chief of scouts, had climbed
close cnough to'the top of the rim here 0 see Ponce's camp

- Poncs would oo fal. aed woUld sy it s
sometime today, Burke thought he knew whers it would bey
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and he impatiently waited word from Nick, whose scouts
were well to the front and flanks.
Byas said dreamily, “It’s hell o carry as much weight as T
do, Burke.”
's hell on your harse, tooy” Burke fbed, and walked
back to the edge of the Rim, passing among the resting blue-
shirted troopers. At his call for volunteers from K Troop,
every man passed by Surgeon Ford as able to sit in a saddl
had come forward, and now he looked at them, along with
His fow replacements, trying o gauge ther emper, They
were silent, preoccupied. Having just come off the grinding
Batrol of seading, Pance back ta the reservation, they had 3
personal interest in finishing the job now, Burke knew. Ser-
geant Raines was cruising silently by himselt ameng the
campaign hat turned up at the back and in the
B i o, onticy faos powchnd ot fght ohosk by
his ever-present cud of lnbnc:u e had borrowed a pai
8 b gt i M Bkl
Knew he felt ridculous and therefore touchy.
 Rim, Burke halted. A thousand feet or more below
him p:rhlp( two miles away on the backtrail, Troops I, L,
 comprising two hundred men, foiled antike up'the
e o of the tral Bebind them u sting of cravling black
eads told uh Dolfs mulepack train was comin
3 the panorama of the Basin caught and
held s atiention. e a1 s i froch Myt
but never twice alike. Now it was gray, stippled with green
i brown, wih srat pools of black cloud shadow moving
majestically across it like lakes of cooling
B e of i T ooy e e Rl

ant,
That was Raines, Burke tumed and saw Nick Ao, the
ung half-breed Apache who was chief of scouts, trotting
Sently through the resting troop. From the waist up, Nick
llke 8 white man, wearag 8 dun catieo shirt
neckerchief and black campaign hat. From the waist down,
B0 Ab e it bresch o Tt egidogs ad RS
ns. The cast of his broad festures was Apache, but his pale
colfeo-olored skin bespoke whits
e hauled up before Burke. “Hes. gettin’ ready 1o fight,

“He’s run far enough.”
ar bank of Quartermaster Creek?” Burke asked. This
was his hunch, and he saw it confirmed by Nick's nod. “FHow

ixty or seventy, not countng women and Kids. They're
holed up in rocks on both sides of the trail.”
Burke looked beyond the resting troopers and up the tim-
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bered trail to the country ahead. The trail, he rem
climbed over the ner ridge he could ee, sloped down and
crossed an open again for a higher ridge before
it dived steeply int indy waterless wash that
ek OB ook o ok e fa ik ot s s 000
among the vaulting boulders, that Ponce had forted u

“Don't cross the creek, Nick,” he said. “Scatter your boys
1o the right of the trail along the ridge and open up on them;
Hold them there, and when you're set, start back and Tll
meet you on the trai

Nick nedded and swung into an casy trot up the trl
Burke went over to Rain

“Raines, you ride.” Burke said. “The rest of us will walk
20 talking. Ponce is about three miles ahead

No sm
Let's get goi
"With Byas sienty plodding behind him, Burke fed the file
through the timber to the ridge and over it. The humus of
pine needles silenced the footfalls of the horses, and there
was only the hushed sound of creaking leather. On the down-
slope s the timber thinned, Burke saw the open grassy park
had promised Ervien would make a suitable assembly

point, Iying st and deserted |

ere, Burke almost absently gave the command to
fall out while e studied the park. His glance passed over and
then returmed to the Ieft of the trail a the far edge of the

yas, froe besido ion, was stidying the park to0. Ha sad
ot fe:l awful naked here, Burke. I keep thinking I see Indians

Burke only grinned and beckoned Raines over to him. He
told him to take Callahan and see if they could make their
yay, mounted, down (be wash, T wat to know it we car gt

through there; mouited, to Quartermaser Crock without be:
ing seen. If there's bnen dviody dawa s xhiad of foutod
i 7.

urke mounted, Byas said, “Hell, Poace's ot et et
spotted, Bur
Burke shook his head in negation. “If we were 'Paches, he

might have, ut we're only dumb soldiers. A goosetra
ambush on the far bank of the Quartermaster.is good enough
for us, Ite worked on us before, and he thinks i1l work

Fi 1iod i e, jon 40 the s of it
Amd fre came m them. He fisened » taomenr, then sl
be and gi “Se
i
“Far bank.” He put his horse into motion, calling back
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aver his shoulder. = Pout ookt ‘Abs, s 1 over, wil

your
s rode across the park and int the fimber, and the trai
B vy api it » omiou ik s
ine Ponce’s position, nllhough he_already pictured it. He
knew, without any cynicism, that Ervien had elected him to
pull his chestauts out of the fire, and he was willing enough
o it. For this was his chance to setlle his score with

A ten-minute ride brought him just short of the timbered
crest where Nick was waiting, standing beside the trail, fac-
ing the sound of firing and listening intently.

Dismouniing, Burke picketed I pony of the trsil. and

wordlessly led him angling o the right of
e thigming umhcr of the crest. Nick crawled
B nias s i g’ scecin, e g of o s
Burke came up, hales, “and belied down him.
e them, the tmber ceased aimost Fe fetd of
fagasd and numbled boulders sloped &
[k ot Ounciaranster ook finty.yarts ey 19 i el
and across the wide, sandy and waterless wash, Burke sax
tril rising seeply o vanish ot the bouider feld piled high
n the far bank. Behind the rocks a bare an
Jevel sage flat stretche ed for several hundred yards unti he
thick timber began again. It was among those boulders on the
far baak that Bonce had placed his men o both sides of the
tral, waiting contemptuously. Naw Burke could pck out the
sharp flat crack of Ponce’s Winchesters, which were answered
by the muffed, heavier bark of the scouts”cavalry carbines fo
his right on this bank.

Nick touched his arm and pointed across the wash to the
vight and rear of Poncs's position, Burke saw  column of
dust lifting in a slow spiral above the pines, and he knew it
was Ponce’s pony herd. e e
Burke thought, Bt for us.

Nick s e thinks you're in jail, Burke, That
R i ot fox e b

Burke grunted assent. He'd forgotten that, and it would
help. He 101 Nick (o Keep the scouts in firing,

to make Ponce waste ammunition, adding, “If they
move m Pl s i
horse, Burke mounted. The rightness of
gy in
what he had seen. If only Raines' report was favorable. Im-
patient now, he lifted his horse into a canter down the trail to
the assembly point.
he rode into the Park, he saw that I, L, and M Troops
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d arrived and dismounted, and were scattered across the

park in the hot sunshine, roughly halding formation. The

fficers, dismounted beyond his own K Troop in the middle

of the park, were gathered in a loose circle around. Ervien,
who was still on his horse.

Burke rode straight for his troop. Reining in, he asked,

“What luck, Raines?"
Raines shifted his tobacco before he spoke. “We got down
wash without any trouble. There’s been nobody over it,

Licutenant.”
Can a froop get through unobserved?”
“In a column of troopers,

“Did you scout the other o
Raines nodded. “Yes, sir. We found a wash and went up
it into the boulders.”
Burke felt a quiet elation. “What's it like on top?”
{Past the bouldes,it's mostly leve, with sage and rabbit-
brish fts clean to the timber.”

work, Raines. Thank. “you::

“Sic?” Raines sid ominously, ~O'Mara's alongt”

“Keep away from him. We've got other business, Raines.”

ing bim. H looked levely at the sergesn,d said, ° see
Thank you, R:

e rode over 1o ficers, As he spprosched be
heard Ervien say {:tlully, 1 il hink i3 unwis 0
uatil Doll's pack tran is here.” He cavght sight of Burke and
swung out of his saddle. Without his blouse and in his shirt-
sleeves, Ervien seemed somehow frail, soft and ill at ease. A
day-old beard birred the edges of his harp fac: bisuniform
was dusty and o s i o M

W AL i conicived o, hido\kl Hariod eapromion 00
only the closes Observer a6 ho. said sy, “Wel, Miser
‘Hanna. You're advance party. What have you found?”

Burke swung down and looked at the ground about him.
He found a bare patch of clay a yard or 50 to the right of
him, Stepping over to it, he started to kneel, then looked up
at Ervien. “You want your first sergeants to hear this, sir?”
he asked.

“Very good idea,” Ervien murmured.

Byas tumed and shouted, “Pass the word. All sergeants
assemble here!” Burke knelt and smoothed out the clay, then
began o draw s map with bis Snger. The offices clieced

about him in a loose circle, and the sergeants, as they c
S5, 1ol 1 babind timm
Burke, waiting for the laggards, looked up to see Sergeant




32 Trumpets We
D Bers. o e fwoles bk b rae bt unmarked,
watching him with bland and atrogant eyes

‘were all watching and Burke explained his sim-
fon, the locations of the pony

he had finished, he looked up at Ervien. He had, e

saw immedintely, done the wrong thin, for Ervien wat Ioa
o ki ot

sion had been ifted from him. Now the

wardly about him, and saw tha the othr officrs were waich-
him. He clearcd bis throat and said formally, “Any sugges-
tions, Mister

Y en s Durke said blunty: (164 the usial sucker's trap
hesset. | propose we don't blige

it Uberbine lavghed. Ee ook reprovingly

;al'.he Siocky offcer and then at Hanma. “None of us want i0,

ead.”

Burke looked over st Umberhine, now, You laughed,
Brad, and you're right. Ponce expects us 0 gt acrom (e
B e o o e o e s,
can butcher us in that wash where the trail crosses™

“What's your scheme?” Byas

Burke told them of Rainés' reconnaissance, which offered
a covered route around across the creek and behind Ponce’s
flank. One troop, Burke said, should reinforce the present
line of scouts at the wash; a second froop should fake Raines’
Toute, while the other two troops should swing around to the
[ttt o ke deconsnion aplng Penes otoer pack 8
i€ 50 cut between him and bis pouy

I this  fake demontration, Miser Hanna?" Envien sked
sharply. “You just told us Ponce expects us to do

o, sy Burke ssi, ~Thats whers we ram bome th frs
hard attack—a quarter mile to the right of the trail where the
banks are lower.”

"Appm)umal:ly where Ponce expects us to," Ervien said

it
is all set and firing. When Ponce sees his pony herd threatened
oves o protect it, the hidden troop wil take him from
the rear and cut off escape into the timber.” He looked at the
circle of attentive faces now. “With eighty men, he can't fight
4o ways. The two troops on the right willcross between him
and his pony herd, then wheel and ci
Bt o o b o LR Sergeant



Luke Swort 33
T and looked over
his shoulder. The other officers crowde
oment, Ervien rose. “Well accept that, Mis-
ter Hanna. I¢s very good.” he acknowiedged. Now, regarding
each officer in turn, he 'was once more the sharp garrison
goldir. His work wis done for him To Liswenant Uber:
bine he gave command of Troops 1. and M; they were o
foree the crossing on the right. Byas was 1o command Troop
1. yrhich was reserve, and the scouts at the trail cmsmg
To Burke Hanna and K Troop fell the of crossing
the Quartermaster unobserved and cummg in behind Ponce:
Burke felt a grim satisfaction at this. Ervien himself, as com-
nding offce, clecied to take his position behind Lieutcaant
Umberhine's main attack,
e group broke up o scatcr for their horses, Ervien
anled Good luck, gentlemen. T will post  lookous o our

ke fol n beside the Tumbering Byas as they sought
their hares, Abe glanced fondly at him and said, *You ears
your pay, don't you?”
urke ‘didnt answer; he said quiely, “Abe, your troop
need pistols. 1 want to_borro
y by sy T
is s one e Burke sid grinly, * i gel ‘more than
ponies and squaws, Tm after the buc
“At short range,” Byas
As Short as T éan make it,” Burke murmured.

As K Troop was ready to move, Burke looked across the

ark and saw that Ervien, with O'Mara at his side, was still
tudying the map, pointin to it and gesturing vehemently.

rvien, he supposed, would keep O'Mara, which was satsfac:
tory to K Trooy

Burke let Ram:x and Callahan precede him into the wash,
then giving K Troop the order to mount, he le
of extra pisols was causing commen, he knew, and he would
sive his troopthe resson in good time. Soon the high dlay
Lahl ot i them, aad 1he hent i sy i <ol
R e e e nrfi brightness of Quartermaster
Creek’s san , it was almost a relic

Hers Raines’ i, hidden from Ponce's view b
bend in the stream bed, crossed and dropped downs(r:nm a
hundred yards, then headed up a wide sandy
the boulders that elimbed siceply 8 it narrowed to ltle more
than the wid hor

As Burke pulled out of the arroyo in one last step climb,
he saw, immediately to his right, Callahan holding his own
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and Raines’ horses. Beyond Callahan, a long low clay dune
that cut back toward the creek screened his view of Ponce’s

Raines, his dusty blue uniform almost the color of the clay,
was lying on his stomach down below the e ridge,
which w ws covered with rabbit brush and sag
ormin p in line below the mm Burke gave the
comm-ndwd mount and join
sage flatsIay in Sront of him now, separating the
B T i fomha bonlatadied canver i
Tight. He could tel that L and M Troops had joined the en-
gsgement by the increas inthe volume of fire and, watch
carefully, he caught an peeof & rooper, emall
in the distance acoss the creck, edging his way fon
Rioed I obskcvitias eepah ik beind
the dunes and called the troop together. His old troopers were
watching hitm expectantly; only the volunteer replacements
ywed any uneasiness.
gan casily. “This is one time a soldier gets in the
first shot with an Apache. They haven't seen us. We're going
to scatter down this ridge at ten-yard intervals and fire two
volleys from carbines. That lets L and M know we're in po-
siton, and it tells Ponce he's outfanked. Then you'l fall
back to your mounts.”

s o puzzied silence at this last pece of informa-
tion. Finally, Callahan said, “Beg pardon, sir, but these extra
pisiols, What are they fo

“A mounted charge,” Burke sid quietly.

An cven longer slence followed, and Burke saw the old
troopers were mul ver. He glanced up the
saw Radnes looking at him. He thought Raincy
but ho coulda't be sure. A mounisd charpe agaiast Tndiane;
of course, had been given up by the cavalry long ago as im-
possible, and Burke knew the older troopers were remem!

this.

He said, “When we volley at Ponce's rear, he'll have to pull
out of those rocks or
afoot, you'll have a horse under you, twelve shots in your
Bt o e . your casbine. 1 youtre Sed of fting
dians the way an infantryman does,
We're going to wind this one up without a foot race.’
n aughed at that, and Burke said, “All ight, move
forward. O
"The troop scattered. dawn, the ridge, and Burke pulled b
carbine from his saddle scabbard, and climbed the
Jie down beside Raines. Ho.surveyed the boulder fild, and
catching & movement there, h ¢ shot carelessly at it. A ragged
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I hoot it targets,
and the Apaches were well hidden.

1% ek v omsopia. neksty the. whola otk S
line beyond the trail, stilled Ponce's Winchesters. Then, as
Burke had hoped, there. was a stir of in the rocks.
Several busks changed positons; 8 handful siood up brie,
staring at the dunes. He hear outing,
and. one buck broke for the long un 1o the. i i
thinking boter of it droped behind a olump of

e of 1 And 5T 00 dropped off. Barbe fooghi]

Theyre crossing, and lted his glnnce to the bare bank of the
creek. W pu im. Blue-clad troopers were
Cof the pomiions tleng T Fackf The crasc il

and were hasily retiring up the slope and over the crest,
aines, sceing it, spat, then looked quizzically at Burke
and asked, “What's that for
Burke shook his head in wonderment. If they were re-
forming for a dismounted charge, theyd better hury.
attention was yankéd to Ponce’s band. Th
drftng out of the rocks Row 1o face this new threat th theif

mud-smeared, bent over and running

and his camp in the timber. If he reaches timber,

of center, he ordered, “By the ank,” and rapiy moved
the troap, sl hidden by the dune, toward
the lead trooper had alanost reached the rocks, Burke pulled
s pistol and signalld, *By the et flank."

nto_line, labored up the short climb,
reached the crest and, as it heoding o sigad] unspoken, boiled
down the far side and out onto the flats at full gallop, yelling

A hundred and fifty yards ahead was the scattering of
Ponossbucks who bad broken trem the beuders AL gt of

the charging line of mounted troopers, they remained motion=
less momentarily stunned with. surprise. This was not the

before. Then the panic hit them, and they milled about in

rd for the center of the band. Holding his
o st Gt on tht b g ¥ Soghincid Sl
ohck s bis e 50 od, i tow Tho impat Wisled 1
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buck into a kneeling Apache ahead whose Winchmgx s

a leveled at Burke. The gun went off and

faised his gun s a pike and thrus savagely at Burke. With
, Buke ended off the blow, and then he was
B oy e, leveled and shot almost
over his horse’s croup into the Apache’s

His horse swerved, slmoet aseasig e, a8 Trooper Bresa,
stll mounted, cut across his path. Burke saw the reins of
s horse fiying; the man had both arms folded across his
ey, and was swaying drunkenly i the saddie At the im

e of Burke's borse, Breen pliched sideways and fel and
B o T e

B oy e, e
and found himself almost alone in swirling dust. The momen:
tum of the firt charge had taken the troopers past him, and
Bow he saw the half dosen desperate Apaches who had withy

e charge firing at the gallopiag trooper
el el Npaches 12y i
18 the choking dust rased by the charge. Burke had already
chosen the nearest Apache when he
fising mosn of  man to b left Burke swiveled his y.m
0 Apaches, one stripped,

B o
butts, Burke $aw that the Buck in the calip shirt was Ponce:
. Burke fired, and Ponce's compation ran. Then two troo

both motthing the Rebel yell, cut in front of Burke,

Reding for the remaining Apaches, aad Burke iad o pull
fo avoid collion, As the two riders clewred him, fie saw
Ponce, dropped on one knee, some thirty yards away, his
Winchester lacked hesitanly in. his arme, At s00n, 48 be
dentied Burke, he rised his gun. Insintivly, Burke fat
tened out on the neck of his horse. ot came immedi-
aely, and Burke {clt his horse shudder at the Impact, A8 if
propelled from a sling, Burke was catapulted over the ani-
mal's head. He landed heavily on his chest in the dust, the
breath driven from hi

Gagging, he rolled on his left side so that his pistol a
s fre. Ponce shot again. The noise wis deafening, sod
Burke felt the sting of the powder. He bent back his head and
e s squat figure half hidden in
dust, levering a shell. Burke was lying on his side; with no
lime 1 roll n bis beliy he sireaked up hi pisol and shot im-
mediaely at the dust-blurred outline of Ponce, which was

anted awkwardly in his visi

e thought he had misseds he rolle over, pecical b
pecting Ponce’s shot, but the barrel of Ponce’
tiled down, halted, was inched up again as if he were liting
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onderous weight. The calico shirt began o stain redly at
the belly. Burke shot at the stin and Ponce went over back:
ward, fell heavily and lay still.
e o o B e something

quit, and kne:ling to minimize the target they present
Even from the timber came Shots from the bucks who bad
taken refuge the

urke looked bleakly off across e creek,a hot sense of
betrayal within bim. Where were 1 #nd M Troops? K had
o ks o R i it i they got out of
Hhere, the tables would be completely tumed on them. They &
were expose

irke saw one of the volunteer replacements siting up in
the. dus a fow yards from him, flexing 2 bloody arm wi
Took of bafflement on his young f

e ran o him, belped him to bis feet, and half dragged,
bal caried him toward Raines and the men guarding the
pritoners. Lagging troopers were racing toward the s

Bikto sl iy, “Calia ko yom mond (el
mount the wounded men. Raines, take the second squad and.
bind those prisoners. The rest of you scatter and make a run
for the rocks. When you get there dismount and get into
action at once.”

‘As the troopers dispersed and rode for the boulders, enough
fire was drawn off the wounded to allow Burke and Callahan
to mount them. Raines left, directed by Burke to hole up
close to the tril, and presénty, sl under inaccurate fire
Burke mounted the dead Trooper Breen's horse and headed
for the rocks, bringing up the rear.

Fiy fest into the tangle of high boulders, Callahan and
two troopers had already found some shade and were making
the wouhded mea comzomm Burke, stepping out of the
saddle close by, heard his dismounted troopers firing, and he
felt 8 savage and wicked anger at this bungling. L and M bad
never tried to

e rocks held “ihe blasting heat of the overhead sun.
Burks ook of his ht and wiped his brow wit bisslecv.

ing back over the ﬁns‘ he caught occasional glimpses

L e A et ek s

attack again, knowing they could win now. These rocks,

urke knew, had won K Troop only temporary respite; this
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sort of cover suited the Apaches best, and they were shrewc
enough to know if they could corner this scattering of de-
Seriod troopers her, the soldicrs would die. We've 501 1o et
somehelp, Burke thought. Damned if we'll run. I Troop
must come to us. There was the trail down to the Quarter-
‘master and across it, along which the ambush was originally
laid, Was it still held by the Apaches?
moment he called, “Callahan!”
“Yes, sir." Callahan made the ss of the wounded com-
(onnhh, e came up besi
CuMalae: weos e e S0 Woek o1 Troop 1o cosdll
creck and réinforce us. The trail aver lhr:re Jis the only way
10 them, and God knows what's dowr
sed, bis fce s, sobered by the thought of what e
had been going 10 ask of this
 want e to try it ST
¥ e ot Durks uid slow|y,
“PIl make it, sir. Let
Somcbody ant g0, B b Koot e ot G
and said, "All right. Tell Lieutenant Byas were claring out
both sides of the trail, and itll be safe for him to bring
Troup, actow, Tell bt hurey . Good ek
Callahan mounted, rode out of the rocks and turned left,
and was lost 1o sight around the boulders.
Burke now posted the two troopers among the rocks with
rders to fire at will and mounted out and |||m=d d through the
rocks toward the trail. He had traveled only a
50 when he found Raines and two more evopes hideca ek
among the rocks. Raines had their prisoners lying flat on the
ground, face down, and was directing the fire of the other

troopers
Dismounting, Burke briefly told Raines his plan, and Raines.
ordered the waiting troopers to go out and pull in both flanks
to the edge of the trail.

When they were gone, Burke stood looking at the half
dozen naked and sweating Apaches stretched belly down on

it ing wi h
and abxdmg grudge. et e s ot A

el approaching horse roused him, and he
looked over his shoulder. There, among the boulders, stood
Callahan’s horse, riderless, its rump bleeding from a long

gash.
* Riines and Burke gianced diamallly at each ofher, and
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aines said around his tobacco, “You ot e i
Lieutenant. 1l
urke was touched with a sray despar. He shook s besd,
“No. You know what's got to be done, Raines. Hold that
ool opan hr u. ther B thoms dovils giareiog e o Kok
them down until we're through.

He got into the saddle, just slug from a searching
S5 oAbk o o ek s s A e
he knew.

As he rode on toward the trail, Burke put as many rocks as
e could fnd betwesn him and dhe Apaches on the s, bt
the shooting was uncomfortably cl

i at st be picked up the tral, and tuned into it, he
troopers already forted up behind rocks on cither side
2 shooging.

“And then he gave his attention to what lay ahead. The tral
he remembered, twisted and turned between towering rocks,
dropping steeply for fifty yards to the bed of the creek, and
every rock was big enough to hide a dozen Apaches. Pulling *
his pulol. he urged his horse into a trot and then roweled him
into a ron. Then, lesning fst on his neck, he gave him his
head. He was going to ron through, somehow.

st twist in_the- trail, Burkes knee was
raked savagely against a jutting boulder, but he did not rein
s horse stumbled once, recovered in time to_ hurd
around another boulder and fake the seep drop in a lungs
that almost unsested Burke. And then, coming sround an-
other sharp curve, he saw what he had been expect

horse and rider hurtling down on them. One buck clawed at
the rock in pis haste to get out of the way, then turned and
ran down the trail.

roweled his horse savagely at the other Apache, who
rss fatened againt the val, drawing s knife. Burke ihot
him in the face, then rai pistol again and shot at the
buck runing shead, but his. hammer fel on an empty
chamber.
Fre:mg his foot from the stirrup, Burke raced his pony up
close to the Apache, then kicked out solidly, catching the
Dok besvest s shoulders, The buck went down betw
the pony's legs and his scream was cut off sharply. Burke
yanked bis rens up as the buck, tangled among his pony’s
legs, © e thought the pony
wnu.ld ‘b down, but suddenly he was free, and Fumning agein.

‘more lowering curves in the trail, and Burke saw the




et

sleaming sand of the riv d. From somewhere up
ey sk o sho scerhie ot i, s
he was in the decp sand of the wash. Under Burke's urging,

his pony labored hrough It, s an.erring marksman aihong
the rocks kept firing swiftly and inaccurately at

Burke swung out of the saddle and said shortly, “Bring
your men over, Abe. And make it

E o e wmpa fared. “Damn
it, man, you're reserve an

(Take it eusy, Burke,” AT .

n you!
N s

the
ek :lemd » Burke said. “Make it fast, Abe, or I'm all
that's left of
Abe gnv: F sergeant, then turned to regard
Burke.
“What happened to L and M Troops?” Burke demanded
Angnly “Did they ever cross?”
shook his head. By now, the first of Nick's scouts
e et e o Iatt st N
long ¢ G tell them what he wanted. The trail was being
rmp. He would lad the scous ey
here they split, travel the
edge ot Beldes B b dhectons for e undied
yards, then, flanking the Apaches, dig them out of the rocks.
Walking scross the bed of Guariermaster Creek wis &
slogging, exhausting job, and Burke's legs were trembling with
weariness when he reached the other side. Without a pause,
he started up the trail, Nick ahead of him, Byas behind. Only
a scattering of shots had harassed them as th
was steady fire now above them in the boulders on both sides
of the trail but none of it was directed at them, and Burke
knew Raines was obeying instructions to keep the Apaches

down,

Reaching the 0, Rt s diden 1

to each side of e hunt was on. But it lasted
only a matter ot e, Tha r:m[ommg TTroopers, hunting
In pain, and pushing the Apaches from the lanks toward the
center where K Troop was waiting, Were too.
Apaches were killed, or gave up, secing the hopelessness o
their position.

When the first scattering of sullen prisoners began to trickle
in, Burke sought out Byas, and found him looking over the
wounded men. Burke, bone-weary and exhausted and wet
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i emeat, Wi leaning up agalnst & rock @ plcw of shade
en Abe appro
o0 ol Vi Emin v e hcanc o 1

Some with me» Burke mid grimly. “Somebody's
going to answer my questions.’
Biin e 1 s reeriib o T o 1o s
0 horses and rode down the trail and
across the river. When they reached the timbered crest on the
far bank, the trail widened, and Burke reined in to let Abe
come abreast of hi
“What happened, now, Abe?”
“I never made it out,” Abe said wearily. “L and M started
to cross after your Volleys, then they were pulld back. 1 sent
{0 Ervien asking what was wrong. He came back
Sl i anass hat St il gt b S AP
rear, that he was pulling back to protect our flank, e
es ready to move.
SRR S him. “Did you hear any
hooting back there, Abe?”

Dot o et s e 0 e O
e s0.”

timber thinned out and they could see the park
where the sn:mbly point was, Burke saw that L and

Toops inutes before. Some of the troops.

‘were il oosening cinches. Beyond them, Rush Doll' pack-
t0 unload the mules

en Burke saw Ervien, e and the e mpryytl

M s were kneeling in the sun just where he had left

them ovee bis sakp of th batile planiin the conier of the parks

Rush Doll, hands on hips, was looking over Ervien's shoulder.

Burke and“Abe rode dircetly up to them and dismounted,

and Burke saw instantly by the faces of the officers gathered

around Ervien that a bitter argument had been interrupted.

Ervien seemed shocked by Burke’s dust-grimed appearance.

He rose now as Burke dismounted, and said crisply, “Well,
Mister Har

ou 1o report?

Burke ead with en ominous quiet, “Ponce s dead, teeaty:
R e et e e
Three dead and three wounded fror " He pavsed.
“How many dead and wounded i L and M,

“Look, Burke,” Lieutenant Umberhine Said boty, 1
was—

“Let your commanding officer answer, Brad,” Burke mur-
mured, atching Ervien:
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Ervien's sunburned face flushed a deeper red. “I counter-
‘manded Brad's order o advance across the creek.” His voice
wag auit, almast arrogant, and he stood stffy erct

“Why,

A s probabiy told you. Tho lookout 1 potad saw it
clouds to the rear and right of our position. I couldn't risk
leaving our flank open, so 1 ordered L and M back to protect

/And were they hostles, si?” Burke asked svenly.
“As it turned out, they weren't”

It was me,” Rush Dol drawicd. “My pnck “mules stirred
the dus

ke frowmed. “What were you Going to the right aad d eat
of L and M Troops, Rusk?” he asked. “This was the
bly P° ”

ol (ot e orcr troms Sy
said slawly, Tooking toward Ervi

ed. “Thats righ. L and M were the bulk of

the troops to be supplied. Doll could have followed our ad-
1ance acrou the creek much easer than waiing bere (o

pain through O'Mara,” Rush

You Gt tell me that, sir,” Unberhine ssid angrl
n looked cilimly at hish, “An ovenssht. 1 spologizs

iis sid oy, 1t youthien Db was coming that

R TR
dn't see the dust o tion,” Ervien ssid imps-

denty, It was reported to 'me by the lookou

Lot talk to that ookout.” Brke said “Who was he?”

Ervien, hesitated o split second, and then said, “Sergeant
O'M:

Unberhine shouted for O'Mara. Burke glanced fletingly
at Byas, who was studying Ervien with & sober puzzlement
in his f

O'Mara broke avay from a cluster of troopers, spproached
and salued. Ervien began, “Sergea

Al R
ime He Tooked levelly at O'Mara and the sergeant blandly
returned his stare. Burke said, “You knew Doll was coming

up on L and M's flank, O'Mara. Who did you think raised
that dust?”

11 ogly reported it s O'Mars, wid in his el gy
voice. 1 was not asked my opin

"li You had been asked Jour opinion, what would you

ave said?” Burke asked dryly.

‘-1.1 “Bave said we'should peotect ourslven Gl we wers
sure.
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Burke shifted his glance to Byas and said slowly, “There
you are, Abe.

Ervien said sharply, “Thers who is, Mister Hanna? Since
when are a commanding officer’s orders subject to discus-
sion?”

urke's hot glance setled on Ervien now. “Since today,
nm You pulled out of the ﬁghl and left K Troop o be m

o, 1t o Sirt ave e Rook o tho Ohmcs e 10€ O

ould be dead now, We area’ 2
looked at the group of offcers
adjutant and next in command. I demand you place Captain
Ervien and Sergeant O'Mara under arrest for Screliction of

luty.”

S0 cemand i, toal” Umbethc said flatly. “Damned if
Tl Jot any maaa oake e a cowe
Abe Byas said slowly, “Td like a1t bettr i 1 knew the
reason for this, Bur
“TIl give you that, too,” Burke said. “Corinne has cheated
the Tndians bind, dnd Ervien has protected bim, When T
mended Ervien report C ty, 1 got ser
G S i of et A Poios ekt Lt
o he was in troubl, becaute L warmed him Ponce would
e looked around at his fellow saw
Tt S vl -t ¥ vt s whten & Tevsp, my-
self commanding, was placed. If anything slipped, we were in
a fair position 10 be wiped out. It slipped, all right—and T
say Ervien, in collusion Vith ©'Mare, plansed to kil me and

my
“But proof, man, proof,” Abe said gently.

710t Cornnes crtokednew? Tve got i afthe post. The rest
il come out n the court martial—his or m

momeat of slence, which Wwas broken at

Las( by Ervien “Mister Tianca, You are 00w under arreste—

*Abe Byas said gently, “No, Captain Ervien. Its my duty
as seniof offcer to place you under arrest, and assume com-

and.”
Very well. All of

rvien looked arrogantly about hi
o

he vistos of the batle of Quartermaster Creek reached

Fort Akin a litle after nine o'clock the second night after the

batle, Th post wan sblaco with g hts, and the veranda of

the sutler's post crowded with the garrison soldiers and the
en.

e vere wearily scattering to their barracks

five horsemen entered through the north sentry gate and rode
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along the parade ground to dismount at headquarters build-
h

spoke (0 the
sergeant, and went immediatl into Captan Ervien's offce,
He spoke courteously to Mr. Corinne, who had been sitting

B e i e Bl T W) Cavpeim E e
Lieutenant Umberhine, Rush Doll and Burke Hanna enter.
closed the door, Corinne said irritably, “Phil, T

ough o be over checking i that pack of Ponce’s scoundrels
Can't this wait?

“Noy" Byas said bluntly. He walked ove to the detk, sat
on its edge and glanced at Burke. “Go ahead, Burke.

o Sorinae's glance flcked to Burke, who was already looking

e Surka mst, "Rl Dol b v sem
corral, They were issued by you to Kln-se at Saturdaysisue:
£l has kept his ration slip—with your figures

s, orinne looked straght ahéad and sn!d d sotsing
Burke w:nl on, “We're going over and weigh them on the
agency sc:

o o ek oy o begin to
suspect sometning was amiss. Abe's message summoning Co-
rinne tonight was delivered by a trusted trooper who had

1ol to expiain notbing of what had petsed st the sieet-
bly point. Corinne said dryly, “Are you the commanding
officer now, Mister Hanna?"

CF s

rinne looked again at Ervien, and Ervien nodded. Co-

rinne’s already flabby face seemed to sag. He looked despa

ingly at Burke and said, “Our scales were broken, Mister
anna.”

“Give it up, Alec.” Ervien's voice was quiet, sardonic.
“You're kicking him out?” he asked Byas

“As fast as he can pack up,” Abe said grimly.

“What'l satisfy you completely? If T get out, {oo?

Byas glanced questioningly at B

“Yes,” Burke said implacably. “Get out. Resign or face a
court martial—if Lieatenant Byas wil et you. He doesnt
have t

Abe rose from the desk and indicated the chair. “Write it

Eeviea sat down wearily and Byas strode past Burke and
to the anteroom, leaving the door open behind
hi Reard him say, “Sergeast, befors you closs b,
fll out papers reducing Sergeant O'Mara to private on stable
police.
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oo bk, Bivien Tkt v deom W wmmg
a reason?” he asked Bya
Byss ald qiety. “You're -u good.
Ofialy you can say for the
's face flushed, and his ghnce dropped to the paper.
lgned Tose and cxtended the paper to Byas,
who o put it on the desk without g
that uniform, Your tngortaion willbe wiedy
in an ours Byes sid, "Well send your stuf to Corinne
You,” he added to Corinne, “hand over your books fo Lieu-
tenant Hanna tomorrow morning at eight o'clock. Don't try
1o go to your offie. Its under guard.”
es Jaier, Burke sad Byss wid goodnight to
Rk e ily headed for ihe lights o
Byas’ house. Haltway actoss the parade ground, Burke sai,

Anar
+Tm on your grass seed. So

e aughed. “The hell with it A¢ the commanding offcer,

o wnlk where T want.”
use, Abe opened the door and stood aside 0 let
il oo poia s went past them and
inside to greet his wife. Minutes later, when Borke, with
Calls, came inko the living room, Abe and Lucy were stand-

'm taking over Ervien's house to-
morrow. He's resigned.”

Calla Tooked wp at Burke, then glanced at Abe. “Make it
early, will you, please?”



Renegade*

by TOM W. BLACKBURN

THE NiGHT WAS WARM. There was no physical need for the

and dung fire. Stil, the compulsion which made
Then gather at a comon able for food made them require &
fire for ouncil. It was a totem to forgotten g

The smoke drifed against Jim Henry' towering, buckskin-
clad frame. He was oblivious to its acrid bite and its strong,
sour-sweet odor If there were smels in it i
men which meant anyting to b, they wee of fresh bread
—which he h {cd 1 fourteén months-—of bottled and

Jion: chns. ke ottt sncobidt it it el
toilet waters, and the elusive scent of indefinables which white

wherever they went.

But mostly his attention was on Aaron Baring, the train
captain, across the fire. There were more of the Wagon men
beyond the fumes—one as preposesing in his vy sy Bar.
ing himsef. And thee were others of a difernt kind at Jim

ry's back, The subject of this council was of comman
TR gt But, for the moment, only
Baring and himsell were import
aldtont” Dacing sappot shuwmg the flinty core of
rposefulness the frontier seémed 1o congeal in some men.
B Fockholders In.ths colonization company, Wewe suak
everything we have in it. We have the full authority and ap-
proval of Washington behind our claim to the Poudre Valley.
That's not slops, to be thrown out because you claim. the

» Jim corrected patiently. “I claim nothing. 'm
ey o ke that ol it 1 0 & o your surveyors when
they were here early in this spring. This is Antelope beside
Vil thot Wikheeleh e ot Ao e
authority from the wrong place. You people will make a deal
with Antelope that'l let rotect his tribe or you'll never

* Copyright, 1949, by Popular Publications, Tnc.
a6
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was a stir among the men behind Baring. The tall,
e Henry had noticed carlier moved forward,
about midway between Baring and the others, but if Baring

52w the oldec miem, b igaoced hitn. The broad, : sightly ety
handsomeness of ihe train captai's features harshensd, ac-
centuating the lines of middle life.

aring Lo e a slo
circult Of Jim and the four Arapaboe Who had ridden o
the encampment with him. His arrogance became more pro-
nounced. Jim waited with impati

o those who knew the real size of men's shadows in this
country, to those who knew the legends of the horse tribes,
these were great figures. OId Antelope, slight, graying, a lttle
stooped. Redrock, powerful of body, silent now, but dynamic
among his own people. Little Three Horse, so detached in

anner and so merciless in battle. And Arrow, who believed

in so much and was so hopeless of its attainment.

ong the wisest and most dangerous men Jim Henry
ever known.

[The trsa captain completed biaciruit of im s0d his com
panions and returned.to his own sidé of the fire. He thrust
Eis hands deep into , his pants pockets and rocked “confidently
back and forth on hi

e then what 1 sy e ordered with an sbrupt tit of
his head toward the Arapahoe.

Jim smiled. The Indians wer shrewd enough to know their

and to understand would concede him 1o ad-
yantage of language ‘The Arapahos needed. no.inierpreter,
ur at his back could speak English in any company.
He lmdded assent at Baring.
mpany's strong enough to defend itself,” the man
" We don't have o, treat with four mud-plastered
bucks and a smelly rencgade white

“The color of a man’s hide and the smell of his body don't

add up to muckeagainst what's inside of him, out in this coun-
ry,” Jim said qm:ﬂyv “The Aarapahoe aren't trying to keep
you out of the Poudre Vialley. They want only an agreement
B ek Dt
‘pulled his hands from his pockels and balled them
into it His body ilted agaressively forwan
“The scraps—all right—as long as they Sl
S T B T
their village is now, when we get there late tomorrow or early

il b sht on sigh, I they Keep out of our way and leave
our stock alone, they'll get along—for this y:



48 Renegade
o understand the paint they're wearing tonight?”
“1 had sixty months in the Army during the Misso
paigns—long enough to learn aloost 85 much about these
back-stabbers as a rencgade who's gone far enough toward
el o live with them, The paint means they're prepared to
call it war if this talk doesn't go right. So are we, Henry! Tell
them to count my men and guns and hea e e el ot of
Eraml

first time since they had dismounted beyond the
e oue of the Arapahoe spoke in bis own tongue,

“Because they are many, the stupid porcupine thinks his
il are |0l|ger than the hunter's arrows,” old Antelope mur-

talked t0 a fool. Words are useless.”

S Jace at o theoek B it Reeork gromiod: ~Dent
talks better than a wise man in council.”

“That's the last argument!” Jim cut in sharply. “You prom-
ey fair terms.
Tim not through wit ther yet. Dead wagon men mesn dead

s. Don't for

“Perhaps it is w yeu for Indians to die,” Antelope said
with a shrug. “The air is cleaner about our own fires. :
talk further there.” *

‘The old man turned and started back toward the horses.

Jim would have followed him, but Baring called out
sharply, “Just a minute, Henry! You're staying h 2
nothing quit 50 dangerous i  village of i oo Todhves
25 a rencgade white, That's something e Amy taught me
{o handie. We're going o pull your tee by right noy

Guns had appeared beyond Baring, cbviously by prear-

ishment and bright anger showed on the
face of the tall old man between Baring and the rest of the
wagon company. Jim glanced at the four Arapahoe. They

among wagon men. Jim spoke confidently to them.

“Go on. I need 10 talk further here. When I want you,
there'll be a fire in my camp on the Elbow.

The lndlans “moved on, réaching their horees and swingiag
soundlesy

im Jooked around the wagon camp beyond the immediate

area about the fire. He saw the faces of more of Baring's
company in the shadows. Among them were women.

e of these stood apart from the rest as though shunned
by them. She was young, full-bodied, defiant. She had start-
ling beauty for a man who had wildness of his own to tame
and 5o could relish it in a woman. To sec a woman and to
feel like this in the first moment was wry proof of a thing
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B e g long apart
from his kind,
o Asron Baring fssued orders he dida't hear. Half s dosen
stepped past the old man and past Baring to converge
mm wanly "He Te them 1 bis Knife and, gun without
pro

With the fire built higher and the Indians gone, more of
drew close, Secing the guarded, hostile curi-
osity in them, he felt sorry. They were slrong, basically, from
a strong strain. But this was all strangeness an
Pature of thess people to distrst ang hate the unfamiliar
with o peculiar and ircoacaing fas
‘Those who had disarmed Jim Henry bmughl him carefully
Aot e e sk piuaing Tl el
irgode plonsbpng bty o iy e
moved towsrd Baring when the Indians
were il besid the fire now crosted to
e tis s properly a matter for the company
Ll
Baring tormed on i, o Moag o 1k e ol
thing through a Misourian's head?” he said. “Til make this
plain again, Mr. Wheeler—the last action the council can
Tk until we're on the land staked for us in the Poudre Val-
ley was clecting me at St. Joseph, the day ve sarted. Bosing
frsin and a bunch of greentorns s 0o easy chore and one
T1l do in my way. Tl have no inte
‘The old man stiffened angrily. T might point out Im the
ingle stockholder in this venture, and a man of sor
i T ac least entied to couriésy and consideradon
of my judgmentt”
you'te entiied to nothing ot writen down in the train
" Baring corrected. . “The sooner you and the rest
e R
ignaled the men flanking Jim. They moved in, seiz-
g his arms. He dida't wholly understand, even then, but B
Bad an, aversion to the hands of smaller men on him'and bis
belly was full of Baring’s arrogance, e shool
then hit in the face the man clinging to
s It arm, siling the fellow backward against Baring with
nose. The two he had shaken loose piled in
on him. He caught one in the belly with the point of his shoul-
der, and flung him pin-vhesing to X
man stopped, nd 51000 out of reach. Bahng angrly shoved
himselt free of the stumbling, dazed man with the broken

nose.
“Thanks for the good word, sir,” Jim said to the man Bar-
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ing had called Mr. Wheeler. And to the captain he said, “Sup-
posing you try handling your own o selfl”

been standing apart from the others,

Lyl s elbow. It was plain
she was on speaking terms. with the coptaln If with 1 one
else in the camp. She looked full at Jim, lips parted—in ap-
o e e tpreaioa on ber fate
an med to

L gt g kg g R
Next time you see him he may be reaching for your hai
Bust his head!”

Wheeler put out a veined hand to touch Baring's arm,
but he was knocked aside, Others moved forward from the
rim of the crowd under Barings urging. Appraisal of Jim
Henry as a white Indian stirred in them a brutal righteous-
ness.

armed into him in a body, carrying him from his

lashed o the rim. Through o of sound, Bariog's veics

merged.
“Turn everybody out—Kids, t00. T've been preaching this
is 3 hard country. You better all learn bow hard now hi

L it s rmiad badorm facod Pty el
et You you'r exceeding your authority! You pro-
ceed s ‘whatever you plan o do t this man without geting
e copncil and T1l use all my infinence 19
have yo\l dlschnrged the moment we're onto our land!”
Morgan Wheeler's name and influence might
e something, but not out here. You do what you
{hiak you can When we'e on the Poudre, Wheler, but you
keep out of my way now or Il put you under captai
arrest
Blnng shouldered the whitefuced Wheeler aside and
grinned at
i lasmaioving son's going o learn we can be rougher
than his friends, if we have fo. He won't talk war with his red-

it against g
BTl ok oo e ot reviving pnd: Tim s0t-
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ened, no longer hanging limply by his lashed wrists, but
nzndmg upright against the wagon wheel.
vision, th focus of which had been deep enough anly
15 Collng Hicag o8 Mebmes Wheher Henet reing
the whole crowd: Grim-faced and g teous men,  backdrop
against the darkness. Among them he saw a few more paling
Women and the great, rounded, fightened eyes of (WO OF
three children.

Baring moved up closr, the bullvhip hed loosely i bis
hands. The woman who had b sill at his
oo il

Baring flicked the whip along the ground to uncoi

‘woman spoke softly. “Not that, Aaron!” she pmxmea
“You'l tear bitn 10 pieces’”

Baring enapped an undu]«llon Lyl b pi el G

of the whip. Ds " he

i hre B e o A sl e
rm. “Turn him around, at least!” she begged. “Work on his
back, ot his face. We don't all have to be savages!”

“You want captain’s arrest, too, Lucky?” he growled. He
shook off her grip with angry impatience, but he was careful
10t o et the fest of his reply to her carry o the rest o the
company, behin

Foule onlp balf hept your deal with me. If you want to
e b e, o0 o frde me fo i

shoved her clear. The lash leaped from the ground,
e A i s

Life returned painfully o Jim Heary. Aaron Baring’ lath
Had burmed twice seros bis fac, closing ooe eye an
 other. Lying fat on his back on wiry
D e S e
wagon tongue, Jim waitd. He knew there would presently
be a flood of “bitter anger, but for the moment he was only
sick. He thought he had stood against the wagon wheel,
steadily cursing Baring through torn lips until the man had
Towered his heavy whip in exhaustion.
red fragments of awed faces among
the Wagon people and the mutir of their awe in his cars
‘There was Morgan Wheeler, outraged and making no attempt
to mask before others his anger at Baring. There were the
{ense, whit features of the woman Baring fad called Lucky
im himself flinched under the bite of
the plaited leather. Noz awe or outrage 5o much as an agon-
‘wonder in her eye
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Retching weakly where he lay, Jim wondered if any man
was ever brave by deliberation. He thought not. Heroes were
a fabrication of circumstance.

His sickness, passed and anger warmed him, easing first the
knot in the pit of his belly and spreading slowly through his

feed ta anger, He looked out under the tap at the nighti
lenced wa

The carfe cotmcil firs wad i gray ash nid embers, A man
dozed beside it on nominal guard. A dozen or more horses
were loosely corrald between . pair of wagons near the cen-
ter of the camp. Asother man wis with these, All others
e R i

Baring's wagon was Jarge than the others andet apart, up-
wind of the corraled horses. Jim crawled through the grass
on his hands and knees. The faint glow of c:ndhhghl showed
at close range through the heavy til
Bl il e of carshaly sk Tl s i
He halted beneath the wagon box to listen, unwilling, now,

Baring, knowing he woul

but of the woman who had smiled at Jim Henry and
body had flinched when rawhide bit into his. She was plainly
angzy and despertely defensive,

ink you're God? You insulted the richest and
B o dimed o the ooty soukion. You vt nacliee

came in here 0 get some peroxid 10 take care of hai
eout you whipped”

"Scoutl” Baring laughed unpleasantly. “Renegade, rather!
You donl o him anything, but you do me. I time you
started p

“Paying! 1 paid you all the sood T
set away from the river— new

for the right to

~For company.shares” Baring Cortected. “They were un-

1 and we peeded every cent of capital we could 4 get before
v lot the river Yes! But a new start—_nobody ever begins
agan. You can', The other women dida's want your kind ia

15 companyothe men, eiher, if for & different resson. 1
i e v e i e betind
Jshlo )i covaig e i i

ch oudre jand. And if the ofhers aven't
tea (nzndly, ey, ot T oma Sl oo el
all that
. “Your price is too high, Aaron.”




Tom W. BLacksuRn
¥oull pay it just the same,” Baring insisted, His voice
had become hoarse with stress and frustr
“There was the sound of sudden movement, ‘ot strugale. Jim
erswied to the talgate, hauled himself ¢
ot laced at the back of ¢ the
bmwm iogs were Cahd o diied he o el
arted the canvas. The woman Baring had called Lucky
Buncen' was forced against a fable hinged against one sider
yyll of the uncuttered wagon inerir. She was bent far back
in avoidance of the man crow ‘angry hunger against
T ey Hoos b ek it gt
beside the council fire, and it was the firs thing he saw now,
peering at him with widened eyes over Baring's fer.
She had been pallid before widh a kind of orror-—perhaps
shock. She was even paler now, but with a fury more con-
suming than anger. As he scrambled over the tailgate Jim
Saw that one of her hands, raking across Baring back, had
been.savagely resching for the ke he wore Sheathed over
one but
o oeithet wurin o ol ¢ Tile el umest
ance, The single bracketed candle cast aa immense shadow
of Jim'’s body on the white wall beyond the woman. Baring
had no more warning than this. Jim's right fist, hard heel
downward, struck hammerlike at the base of his neck, stun-
ning him and silencing outc
Shaken, dazed, Baring tried to srghten and tum, Jinvs
fingers locked about his neck from behind,
savage force which made hidden Veins Jeap oot bencath Ba
ing's ears. Baring was big and poverful and he threshed in
terror, But Jim was 10 longer a sickened, infured man.
an angry animal with an animal's strength.
"B Tfted Baring's twisting body by his neckchold alone and
swung it o the Heking of the bunk alon the opp
absorbed the frenzied kicking and silenced it. Spilli
ward, Jim added the weight of his body o the pressure Of bis
hands,ignoring the woman for an insant. She wes onto b
h cone_running toward the wagon—a.
o el v el <o
tilt and was coming to investigate before sounding general

Her fingers bit into Jim's arm, pulling him srongly from
Baring. i she mesot 1o voice waming, she had 0o te. The
man outside resched the it flp, parted it, and throst

130 partaly inside. His cyes rounded ai sight of Jim, but
b o pripen o Ll away from the girl, launch-
ing himself in a full dive at the man’s face, He went clunly
through the it ap, carrying the man outside




54 Rencgade
They hit the ground bard, with the man's face under Jin's
tohis fest, snaking the fellow’s gun

B e et

{The girl had come t the p opening. She doked down at
Jim with an unreadable expression. He thought he
stood. Baring had done his work well beside the wagon wi i
For weeks to come, his face would not make a pleasant sight.

Beyond the g Tim could hear Baring's toruped, eriorous
breathing. He moved forward, intending to climb' back into
the wagon and fiish his work ther, then thought beter of
it. Escape was better. He rocked the gun in his hands upward
50 that the.gir above looked down s barrel. He could not
trust her. He could not leave her behind to set pursuit on his
heels.

e message of the gun was plain. The girl's mouth set and
e pulled the tt Sp open 2 litle wider

“You think Tl go with you?” she asked.

“Or stay.here, dead!” Jim whispered harshly. “Make. up
your mind!”

Lucky Duncen hesitated only an instant, then swung

down, exposing a fine length of leg with neither apology nor
iy,
0 guards posted,” Jim murmured. “Careful. Head
Byt b
The girl nodded. Kiting her skirts under the belt of her
yuk:t for freer movement, she slid past Jim into the darkness,
raceful shadow, long-legged and sure of movement.
aking the gil, Jim voered (oward the man on guard
over the special saddie stock in the center of the camp. He
was grateful for the heavy shadows in this shag end of the
night. These, hiding the identity of Jim and the girl, as well
B o seady. mkiusiad, eags of thelr: soronct e 08
guard's alarm at a el, even when he saw them. Per-
haps, as Jim hoped, Lucky Dincen's presence further cased
the man's distrst. e tumed, rising with some wariness
keg on which he had been mun,, But his
chllleng: s subdued 10 avoid awakening slee;

Moy Tk Tin ansverod eaaly. “Got wome 1obacoe?”
‘The name he had chosen at random didn't fit. The guard
pesred anxiousy. The distance between them cut o ten paces

B i AT S espshod e ks shlpassk
“What the hell's the matter with you?” Jim asked hi
good-naturedly—and forward. The gun in Jim's hand
lifted swiftly and chopped downward. A hasty bellow of
alarm died in the guard's throat. His hat rolled in the dust.
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Jim canght bis sagaing body and splled i back onto the keg,
The horses beyond him, more sensitive than any sentry,
stirred restlessly.

told the gil it t

barsback, If not, take one bbb oledlcn

saddle. No time 1o get cather up. Head for that sar against

e s yonder, and keep going as hard as you can till I come
with you.

“The girl snaked up a bridle and vanished among the ani-
mals. They shied. from hee, ncreasing ther sie. Jjm picked
up some folded, sweat-smelling blankets, a stray piece
of line about them, and cinched them o, a tight roll. He

t a number of the biggest horses in the makeshift
corral were tied o the braces of a wagon box by hackamores,

waiting for the girl to break clear, thinking of the other guard
he had seen dozing by the fading fire and cursing himself for
not taking the extra seconds to make sure Baring would not
breathe again.
for which he had been happened before
the girl appeared, mounted, among ihe millng
o g rotuut s byt et Byl
or the restessnces of the. horses, was more wary. than b8
comrade hud been. Coming wround the end of one of the
wagons, he saw the limpness of the horse guard on the keg
nd Vs nddluonal silhouette. It was enough for him. He
flung up b
ia had been ready, but the man was very fast. The two!
almost together. Lead buffeted one end of the
Yol o ‘blankets under ims arm, twisting it o litle. The
Fuard, however, rolled loosely in the
ad et up a banslios shouting " Al but one of the
tethered mounts had. reed. Astride a small, han
suimal. Lucky Dusnccn was hasing o wholo binch of horses
Shead of e across a wagon-iongue barricade and o the
night.

Emptying the gun still in his hand into the air, Jim swung
onto his horse and jumped the animal over the wagon tongues
t0 hammer after the girl. She rode like a burr and she under-

rses, since only one who knew them well could drive

nervous saddle stock in the dead of night at the pace to which

em. It took him nearly ten minutes to come

sbreast of her. She abandoned the running animals shead
and pi

"n looks Tike there's some things 1 won't have to teach
you,” Jim told her. “An Arapahoe couldn't have done that
more neatly.”
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Lucky Duneen’s lips parted in a strained smile. “A compli-
ment!” she murmured. “Anyway, we've left the wagon camp
with riothing to ride that can overtake us. And when those
thick-skulled farmers do get saddles up, they'll be too anxious
stock back to bother about us.”
Jim had been looking back at m lights now bobbing about
i the camp, He swiveled sharp

orees
Py the rest of the company
would get a special corral and guard?”
“I don't want to pile any hell on those folks back there that
be

them and a white_ Indian's got to live—'specially when he's
£0t a woman on

gy hink you hate Aaron as wickedly as I do!” she breathed.

‘Do you work as hard at it when you like somebody?

71 Tode into your camp tonight because the Arspabos are
my frie

"Sure, Indians, Bucks, squaws, Dogs and feas!, You must
e

Jim shook his head. “Friends don't

“Misters the said with mock graviy, “if 1 lhoughl that
was personall”

For an instant Jim Henry saw the shape of what ths gil
had been trying to escape when she bougi the
Cache I Poudre Colonization Company. eadpl

had built her own fires and killed her own game from child-
hood. And because she knew the motives of most men too
well, she couldn’t understand Jim Henry. He stared at her.
She had been perhaps an entetainer—a singe or a duncer
3t best. Any man who new the river towns kaew what she
ol

e bettr get on alwr that stock,” she ssd.

“Sure, Lucky,”

o o o Jate, ot 8 steep cut-

ks pulled up again and twiste

S Eorpe hat naime ot weed she auld. "Ltk 1t wih the
tables T used to run. Call me Sue—Susan. Folks used 10, a

TR it s e ek followed,
warmed by a curious relief. Lucky. Tables she had ru
il gambler, then—like the fancier clubs in St. Louis and St
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Joe sometimes used to simulte i e
have been so much worse. Still—and the thought puzzled Jim
e wondered i it would hiave made any real ifterence now:

They made Jin's camp on the Elbow Creek trbutary of
the Poudre by noon, The horses, driven out, grazed quielly

n the_creck. with the wide expanse of the Boudre Valley
Sbout it. Few of the tired animals Taised their heads when
Jim shot a spring jack as it scuttled from cover to cover. He
skinned the auimal and cleaned it at the creck, then bult 3
fire near the dugout and skewered the rabbit on a willow
wand 13 broil. The gl sprawiod, belly down, fall length on
the grass, ber_upraised chin propped on- her hands, and
watched him. Her nose wrinkled boylshly s the aromma of
rossing meal filled the air.

e i our carsp as sight & e your Jocke

fidniige K hass 3 WAoo
said slowly. “You got the whip for that. Early thi
You were worrying about the ‘company losing its horses il
You found out they belonged to Baring, personaly. You had
1o chips i eally. You can't ride two saddles at
once. What do you caré what happens 0 & bunch of Indians
or a few wagonloads of S
was made for @ man like you. Let the ofhers ki |||emmlvel
o, Leave them alon and theyl do it, Good 1 "

im turned the rabl ering.
The st nodded st the . That's what [ mean,” sho went

on. “We're hungry, o you find us a meal. When we're sleepy,

youl unrol the blaakets you bmugm for our bed.”

ected quietly. “My blankets are

B it st ot
Sue Duneen's knockles whitened with sudden angry pres-

ten, buckakin man,” she said with harsh, s disbeliet
“I know how"to count the chips on a table!
out of Barings wagon for fear T set the dogs on you 160
quickly if you left me behind, But that was only part of it
ing’s woman for you
Tike Comfort in her spmwl P
promising challenge in her eyes. She knew a man's
Bt not what he really hunger
A settler craved new land of his own, a lonely man a
woman. But a settler wanted freedom with his land an
i d more than just a_woman.. This Sue
Duneen didn't understand, and knowing that she didn't was
the difference betw esire in Baring's wagon
and his desire here in the noonday sun.

etite,
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“That was last night,” he told her.
s ook as g0od to you as I did cornered in Aaron's
wagon?™ she flared. “Docs a woman always Jook bes to.a man
with another man's hands on her? I came with you because

e R L

Rl e ot sty i e e
stirred with conscious laziness, the movement a slow undula-
tion through her whole body. Her look was now an invitation.

“Will that be o hard to endure?” she asked sofdly. “Just
how much of a man are you, Jim

e bent over her, twisting her body Y s s up-

ned. He pressed his mouth—torn, bloody, dust-caked—
lgmml hers. s estraint was savage. She lay fionp for  mo-
ment in surprise, perhaps in clation. Then she began fo

immobile until she was imp. Then be releated her,
i unsteady harsh-
‘That's cheating

ness, “Youve got . Take i back to Bam\

i sat up slowly, pulling abseatly s 0 sk o e
does to ighten it bodice actoss ber bressts. A speculation
e had not before seen was in her eyes and a dark flush o
her chesks and. thro

B i Gt i ot iy wia deod ¥ gt |hu
ras—tai. Jim, | hink 'm fustleaing what it s t0 beso
1 guess it's the river mud on m

e ot et I the creek,” Tim suggested

“Niaybe 1 wil, after T've taken care of Jour face 163 gone
tog long alrendy: Lic down, o [ csn
i Sotk R o groNing rsutagis Salarud M
morning. Jim eased gratefully over onto his back as she or-
dered. Sue Duneen moved down o the creck and retured,
AT RS
ed tream. Sittng talorfashion.
B o T o et ety she was fnished
cleaning his wounds and he sat up in a better
She looke Bl e e You going to do

about Bari
o howld have Kiled him,” Jim s, °T thought I was
shorte on time than [ really was, back t the camp. Now [
don't know. Maybe I'll wai i ot Chance at
L6 break - kind. You
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“Not t00 long,” she said flatly.

She rose and walked toward the creek. She didn't come
back, and in a few minutes Jim halved the rabbit over the
i, cating his share and leaving hers spited 16 keep it warm,

a smoke, relishing it, when there was an outery.
and much splasl creek. An instan Iater Sue broke
from the willows, carying the bulk of her clothes and with
but the scan  her wet body. Bekind her, frankly
ooyl S

emembering the gi’s wantonness with him a fow mine
utes before, Jim was amused until he saw the tears of fright
and anger n her eyes, He got up to meet the Arupahos giv
ing her s chance to dress bekind him. Both of the Indians

Althoogh he had 8 strong disike for the language, the old

man spoke in English—for Sue’s reassurance,
B Your fire as you intended,” e said. It good
horses and a woman! We've

“For whatever mcyr: worth in furs, left for me at the post
at La Porte,” Jim

Baretoot, but otherwise hastly redressed, Sue came angely
back to Jim.

“You're really ¢razy!” she said. “Name your price—a
CoBUE R ot ot promhiag el ¥ S i
bath when they sneaked out on the creek bank. That wasn't
cnough. They waded right on_ across like—-well Tike they
wanted a better look! Don't trust them!”

Antelope was obviously amused at the gitl's an
an'old man, b sad, “The tme Is past for 8 woren io e~
trust me, but I can thank you for the pleasure to my eyes,
Your meal is bick there over the fire. Eat it before it burns.”
Grimngss crowded out his bumor. His voice dropped som-

talk to be made of the wagons, and it's not

for w
Tt Anislopi’s dry comapliment was not wholly understand-
able to Sue, his courtesy and authority were unmistakable.

St glanced at Jim. He fiodded and she returned. to the fire
attacking the spiied rabbit with the remnants of her anger
“wih her head tilted to caich Whatever ¢lse Tight pass be-

ntelope hunkered down on the grass, Redrock md
remained standing in deference to him. His fingers twi
B ot s ot Itk e ot N
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“You've long given us your best counsel. You should know
of our decision. Even now the wagons are rolling into the best
part of our vailey. We might bear this, but the Wagon men
are unreasonable. They've whipped you, our friend, like a
dog, and only because you are our friend. They will take the
restof the vally, even the paris they can't e, only
they beloag to ut, We can tak reason and justice among O
selves and with l‘nmds but to the wagon men we will nwm
be savages. Perhaps we are. The wagons are (o be des
Jim Hery siood molmnle;s. Antelope and Redrock waited
patiently for the protest they knew he woul
o syt R gl st
He contan' tll the two Indians before him any more than
he could tell Sue Duneen that on lonely nights when many
men thought of women, he had (hought of this country. He
had come alone, empty-handed across the grass, and he had
found it. Tn many ways it was his love. He believed that in
the end there was o be justice in everyting for very man
here—the furmer, the trading trapper, the Tndian. He be-
lieved, as some men believed in their gods, that this was the
one country big enough for such final justice, if only there
was patience. But he couldn't tell them these things.
He had i this kind of talk before and it bad fuiled. Few
shared his beliefs and he was forced to use words
:ndcnmd. He kept Aniclope aad Redrock waiting lon Tof
is eply.

will be other parties—twice as many wagons—
ﬁnany, odiers”
will also be driven back—until we are destroyed.”
e anything?” Jim pro-
tested.
‘The old chief rose swiftly to his feet.
man. To me, death is the answer to ever

is
friend and this is known among your kind. We tell you our
d W s0 that in three days, when we attack the wag-
ons, you can be far from here and free of blame, It 't g00d

ave a new chief. Tomorrow you will be my enemy. Be gone
wilh your woman before the sun comes!”

e Arapahoe turned abruptly and strode away. Jim knew
ity of calling aftr them. They would not retum.
“There would be no more parleys. Despit the atempt 10 de-
liver it 88 the judgment of a tribal counci, Jim knew Aot
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lope hat made, 1 acion o etk 6 wego, e O
he talked. And he knew the reason for it. The scars on his
i fas Kares Bavig i htpput s pescatel O
bis camp—a man of hit own race. s was therefre trechery
ous. The logi of the Indian inind was direct. No honorsble
peace could be made with such a man. Further cffort was
Gscless. Attack, before the wagon men were seted and en-
trenched, was the onl g
Jim retumed slovly o the gil waiing beside the fie, Tri
umph was in her eyes, but she said nothing. He dropped down
heavxly Sesice her
u heard,” he said wearily. “We'll be watched now.
we can do till dark. Maybe you can divert Ante-
lope's vtchers long enovgh for me to dlip away. You'l be
in 50
e wagom?” the gif cut in. “Youd riek
e sl|dmg it Bl e
“1 have
“No™ she suid with convicton. “Why pretend to be somes
thing you'te not? You know what am—ought to by now,
anyhow. Are you any bet
Tyu woa't il agihing oot hecs o leave Kide Wikl

Know thelr fatber. In the end you'l be u few mpa of buck
skin and a fm'gonen eap o bieaching boncs! i
Baring was about right when be called you an Indianoving

10 get saintly and reckless over what happens to his train!”
’s women—kids—"
“I was a kid once. Kicked from door to door, rags and
table scraps and cuffed ears. Pawed and chased and threat-
en I began to, grow. Trash because I was alone,
Every decent door shut in my face. Those people in the wag-
ot daimed 1 waskt their Xind, even when Td bought 1y
way with the best of them. And they bullwhipped you.
they're decent, let decent folks take care of them. Not us!™
“Listen,” Jim Henry sai e big wvory of eve
man who knows the grass i 8 un 1o wipe out
1, posk, and wagon train on the plains, A IOk
of the Rations Have been quietly taking i for months. An
rible no wagon train will dare to cross the

issous
“It won't work,” the girl said bluntly. “The Indians don't
know how many wagons there are, how landgreedy the wagon
kind a
*No, it won't work. But it would be terrible if it was tried.
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And thats what Antclope' decision meant. He's decded to
toss in with them. He wouldn't move against train
slone. Belisve me, 1 know. Now, how about taking a nap
‘while the sun’s warm? There'l be no sleeping for either of us
tonight.”

He stretched out on the grass, his face away from the sun
and tilted his hat over scars W now become unimpor
fant. He heard the gr ise quickly to her fect. She came back

_ in a moment with a blanket, Jim thought. He grinned
R e i s hcx mviicricg, Ao Tndiae ke pacd
women, dutiful and silent. He hoped he could deliver his

aming and return here with time of his own. Jim Hery
was not an In

He was stll grinning when the clumsily swung rife but
slammed against the exposed crown of his hea

e e v
ofthe blow. Then be roled swifly over, batin the ht from
his face. Sue ce, was already swinging the
heavy iflc again. On of Jim's hands shot out, fastencd about
8 bare ankle. He frked and the girlspilled on op of him, She
fought as a cat fights, with SRt motion, surprising
rengtt in her longlised bod

T ook Tim severs threshing, breathless moments to pry the

rifle from her. In the end he held her helpless, her shoulders
pinned fia to fhe grass. As the tampest in her eyes quieted
d her breathing slowed, he allowed her to sit up. He fingered
His scalp bencath the thick crown of long, uncut halr which
had saved him grester injury. A knot lay auinst his skul and
e away reddened with blood from  cu there.

e glared at Sue. “Talk!” he

ehing carefily for words, Sue did as she was bidden.
T bad to leave fhe wagons wih you last night, whether I
yranted to or not, Jim. Anything was bettst thah saying in
B et T e s bk o6t v, Vool
lown, But not here. Tve got (o have you—you're my only

chance to even my score with Aaron and get back where I
belong, T couldn' et you risk geting Kiled just to warn him
about the Indians. He's earned what he’s
B i Whooer v i e T wing
Him out when they discovered what g grab-handed besst he st
T thought that it 1 kept you here—"

T tell you it et just Barings train thacs involved! ' Jim
eaid, “Thls affocts every o of our kind oa the plains!

The git shook hoe Besd It youte worrying about that
general uprising among_the tribes, you can. quit it. There
won't be any!

Y ou Know Indisns that wel?”
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“No—just Baring. You talked to his
were out here earlés in the year. Ever wonder how he got the
government to approve his claim to so much
Tk seenied T o e Bomite Conepaty Ut e
what had convinced him that i there was gendral tribal re-
volt it would start here. It was for this reason he had remained.

a chance to tlk feason to the company tsel
“Keep talking,”
“Aario woubiat sk investment in something that might
be wiped out by the Indians. He'd make sore of his ground
o v vy most decent folks seem 1000 ther
busiess, Nothing in wiiting, Just » geotleimad's agreeusat
between Baring, xomehndy in the Washingion land office, and
some Army friends of Bari
She pauked, scrubbing one hand wearily across her eyes.
She Toaked very young beside the fie
“The Poudre Company is a decoy, among other_things,
strong enough until help comes up, if attacked, and under
defnte orders to crowd the Arspatioe 13 much a3 paible
e Sow why Asron ued that bullvhip on you iast night?
Begin to see how rotten the whole thing
e & e Are tere e spiag st At
day or two behind Baring’s wagons, then—out of reach of
Antelope’s scouts—waiting!™
Sue nodded. “Its officers don't know they're a part of the
plan, but their orders are to wipe out any hostiles making an
overt move. Aaron will see your Arapahoe friends do just
that. Hasn't e, already, after what Antelope told you here?

Pt 08 Tk Iotecd DA T wi ekt o[ he
tribes—permanently. IVl be that thorough!”

“Land concessions and Army protection is what Baring
s of it," Jim said slowly, piecing in the last of the

what Aaron thinks,” Sue corrected. “But it won't
work, Jim. Your friend, old Antelope, will see to that. Aamn
sk bl o ) oLl 62 A

Antelope told you he wss goin to wips out the rain Hes

BoeT e & il i
“Maybe most of Aaron’s plan will work. Maybe it's the
only practical wuy o end et ot i S
Aaron isn't going to live to see it. His hair's going to hang
from an Arapahoe belt before the soldiers come up, because
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s o going (0 have any warming that Antelope will stk
“You won't trust my judgment?”

“I won't trust anything about another man the rest of my

life.
| Jim shrugged. “Get your shoes on then. Il catch up the
orses. You've been trouble enough. Its time you were use-
m Weve got 4 rid to make.
e

B
The girl obeyed sullenly. When Jim led up the horses she
mounted without protest. He turned down the Elbow. She
rode in sllence besde him, her ony plca the one n ber eyes.
g him where they were going. And Jim ignored this.
e L D T
clse lft 10 do. Things so distasteful that he avoided e
tion. What he now had in mind was one of

The Arspatios vliage was piiched on an sgeod e, &

noisy Poudre, grass-mounded with

i el i

a narrow pass cut by the Poudre between a pair of the low
tablelands.

im Henry and the girl approached by this route, riding

o the pass with cation-caforced slowness, avoiding shace

ows and holding to the open and the sirong Jate afiérnoon

Sunlight, hande and reies bigh. It was a famlia: patt, One

from the moment they left their own camp, and he as ex-
pecing the Arapahos setrics When they suddenly sppeared
among the rocks at the throat of the pas
Sue, however, had no such fouknowl:dge and Jim had not
he cried out and pulled violently aside. One of
e seatric l:av:d orward, seizing the bridle of her horse.
Another d her from the animal’s back, his bear grip
B i e kg e Dt T, W M
own accord swung down to face a belly-centered rifle in the
hands of a third Indian. Frightened, likely shaken with re-
yusion at the contact f the sentry’s naked body aganst her
own, Sues voioe went p i  rising wil of alam and she
nnlgglad ke F K s B swating
.3 swarm of horaets, Jim suapped o harh ordet a her
“Shu up, you ltl foo
B i i it saetiond wa lookod st i for
further guidance.
= S s s el i
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oo the lodges, yes. To the e, no” the sentry captain

erd. “The wise ones ars in council”

Tha sentry's hostilty was marked, sithough he must have
mngmz:d Jim as a long-time friend of the most important
men in his nation. Hatred of whites was already at a sullen
level in the Arapahoe yillage and a share of it must fall to
Jim Henry because of his bloo

nd to the butt of the gun at his belt,
A senlry captain’s rifle.
 with the chefs and it won't wait” he said
e do I walk into the
counl 1odge with your blood on my fect?”
ertanding no word of what was ssid, Sue Duneen
caught her breath at this open hostility. The sentry captain
stared sullenly at i e o shonty e i it

prozch 4 chief’s lodge while a council was in session, and he
had brought Sue Duneen here with him for a special purpose,
leher Prg i g o
the woman,” he a
e sty potned Toward the village, Jim started up the
U
“Jim—Jim, wait for me!” Sue cried out sharply.
an Indian would have done, keenly aware of the
yniry captaiu's edged approml, nored the frantic plea.
He heard the of struggle as Sue again tried to fight
clar of the men oing et Then  he heard her voie, biter
with 4 terrible contem;
%l ol ik Skl et o i
A e e i 3 o yards farher o, the sentry
captain ewung up abreast of g bis bead n the cirec:
ton of the rocks beside which S Ditaeea sod cupte
" the Arapahoe observed. “She'd keep & bed

e

Only the four who had ridden out with Jim to meet the
Poudre company were in the firlit council lodge—Redreck,
ree Horse, Arrow, and old Jim was forced to
wai outsida the lp hile, Antslope prevsled Vpon the wibers
{o hear him. While be aitd, he heard Sue Duncen's enry
into the ca
'of her escort swelled a she was brought in among
e btg, S s to have forgotin her fea. She was in
a raging, hysterical anger and the tone of the rich river poly-
ot with which she described Jim Heary and all other me
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B o iatic 15 the To'ians, e 1 Lt word whre
not. Idling men gathered about her in increasing numbers,

- many of them broadly smiling.
use of her smoky protests, Jim knew, Sue would be
bud;e(ed and thoroughly humiliated. She would have to

B e ot s 1o e into the camp a0 seney at
of Antclope'slodge motioned Jim Henry fo ener e facen
B o i Tt e ot perns at and so was
gblsed o retin what ignty he St el Wending vig ko
body to conform to the sloping walls of the conical shelter.
There was no courtesy use of English here now.
ere insicad of eaing the vally 2 you wereteld

nge the promise | n your camp, leahes
il e bl e
i e R i e
ses Wa Kl the huntr who feeds a famiy a5 wel a3 the
hunier who feeds only himself. But war is necessary. Talk
has fuiled v

“Are you talking with your own tongue or the tongues of
the others, Antclope?” Jim asked gently. “Listen o what 1
have heard

Bluntly, Jim told the Indians the details of Aaron Baring’s
glan to end at once al resstance to elcment slong the
Poudre and any chance of a general tribal uprising o
B e L s R 1 s o, no, 4 g
s waraing had camed him the sat b had carlir been -

a ‘None of the four challenged the action. Antelope spoke

s
“ive long held that frieadship with some whites was good,
Here is proof
“Of what?” Redrock countered. “You make the same mis-
ake, old one. The leather man has proved nothing except
um. 'he thinks we are fools”

H clims 10 have idden with the gods and een what will
happen tomorrow,” Three Horse ‘added dryly. “Is that
e has  new worsan n bs camp, 80 new he won't ven leave
her behind when he comes here? Even among us it happens
that when a man has a new woman in his lodge he imagines
for a few days that he rides with the gods. I think this warn-
ing has been woven between blankets and is only a trick o
save the wagons.”

Here were now three votes cast, one with Jim and two
against him. The balance lay with Arrow, the one Indian Jim
ry had ever known who had a real, personal aversion to

the adventure of war. The only pacifist among the Arapahoe.
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Arrow spoke slowly. “In sickness a man must drink bitter
purges and herbs. We are sick for lack of peace.
swaliow the bttr purge of wat to be well again. The leather
n lies!”

"™ o5 o his feet again. “You spesk of the woman in my

omorrow I will have brought the wagon captain here for

o meat v B s e val ot
will turn the soldiers away from your valley.

n i hiia lh:sz things by sunset tomorrow, my woman is
you.

“A prisoner, offering a trade to his captors!” Redrock
scoffed.
int a promise the Arapahoe will not move against the
wagons before sunset fomorrow.
“You know what will happen to e wema o
return?” Three Horse asked wicked
Jim's face set grimly. No cmchy equalled that of the
squaws in a village preparing for war. He knew the answer
15 this qesion. He hag kniown when. he eft his own camp
to ride here with Sue
At last Antelope spoke with Saatiy (Lo AR
council can depose e, but until it does, my order is law. The

if they are near. Time enough for the wagon men to mal

themselves srong, If he has reraraed to us with the wagon

captain and a way to lasting peace by sunrise, we will not at-
will

ke e Ths il it Tl a1 o
after her, every white on the grass. I have.

xpok n

Jim watched the others, recognizing Antelope’s shrewdness
even as he cursed the necessity for it. The old man had known
his councit would not accept Jim's whole plea and so had cut
the time element down as an offering to the otbers. For a long
moment there was again silence in the lodge.

Then, “The chef bas spoken,” faid Redrock.

ted an instant. He wanted a word with Sue, a

brie glimpse of her again and a chance to tell her what was

ce o i
he knew she would be terribly frightened and wholly without
understanding. But he knew he could not now afford the time
and that the Indians would not grant it to him, fearing trick-
cry. Ho ducked and let the lodge Hia horse was led up and
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e mounted, rening about and riding awsy without a back-
ward glan

most plainsmen, Jim Henry disliked demanding too
e e , there was now so much
that must be done and so litle time i which o do it that he
‘was merciless with

‘With the wind in his face, thinking was easier. The Arapa-
Iioe would keep thei promise. But if he faled, they would try
yith killed desperaton to destroy every Poudre wagon and,
if the soldiery became involved, every trooper.
gunpowder bnmcd ‘on the grass, Sue Duneen would die slowly
in the camp im.

A hardly bettr sitution faced him at the wagon camp
toward which he now rode. Baring’s animus. toward him

aal now, based 6a Sae Dineen and a bunch of Boncs:

Few of the otners among the wagons would believe Jim's de-
fense, discounting him as a renegade. His one hope lay in
those who might be opposed to Baring’s heavy-handed poli-
s He thought of Morgan Wheeler ihe digaified old man

ho had interfered when Baring Jashed him to a wagon

were enough im, there might be a chan
He had Fsked Sue Duncex's ife without ber ’ knowledge or
consent. Now be was o risk hs own. In the end, there could

be 0o profit for either of them, but there were times
even a renegade had n

‘The Baring train had moved fifteen miles or so, well into
the Poudre Basin. Jim had no difficulty locating it by estima-
tion. He was concerned over the location of the Army detach-
ment Sue had claimed was in the area, but it was, for the
moment, of secondary importance. Whatever move the detach-
R
aith. Baring w rovocation wasn't offered

nnnl the time was emuy ngh! for his own purposes.
pproached nowing that the men in
o 1 ¢ A A crirond MSCEM

ward on his belly, he reached the cover of a . He rested
few seconds, then, pulling his hat low on his forehead,
he stood up quickly and started following the circle of wag-

e
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adding wood to a fire, Jim stopped to question him, knowing,
the man's vision would be weak l'mm the glare of the flames.

“Where's Wheeler's wagon tor

The camper looked up. “Fourth one down,” he said. “I
don't think—

Jim waved his hand. “Thanks. Il take a look.” He re-
treated ino the darkness, conscious that the man was squint-
ing o

Wheslor's wagei, Jum bnclod iy, Ther wha s
e, 10 Dnght briely of seeking out Baring, but then b
remembered that the captain was only half the problem.
Wheeler should come Ses; Crouching mpatictly, pe. tled
4o think of o way to reach Wheeler By one means or another
he had to get Baring and Wheeler "out O this camp and =+ o
“Reach.” The harsh voice sounded just behind him. The
muzzle of a gun pushed against his ribs, and his pistol Was
lifted from his belt.

“Get up and walk.” The gun prodded him toward the near-
est campfire. Jim did as he was told, knowing from the sound
of movements that there were at least two men behind him.
He walked slowly toward the fire, feeling only a cold anger
that he had et himself be taken so casily.

Tim saw Morgan Wheeler ad two or thres others eyeing bitd
with a puzzled speculation. But the rest showed no uncer-
tainty.
A dozen men clamped in about him. Cordage was jerked
tight about his wrists, He was tripped to the ground, ‘strad-
ded. and it ankies boun

's Morgan Wheeler?” he asked. “I want to talk to

D0 e o i i savagely. “No, it's
Aaron Baring you want. He'll set you straight.”

“Listen to me,” Jim said. “Listen! Baring is using you to
I s et lnag o ol v

jon't you listen to reason?”

o et . Wi oo gets back.” a wagon man
shouted from beyond Jim's guards. “There's going to be a
hanging then.

ZBack? Where's b gone? I've got o see bim, fast”

S0 you can steal his eye teeth, this time?” a man growled.

“He'll be back dnrec(ly And he'l take care of you. Gone now

and horses you stole for the Indians.

You stand stll il he gets back, Henry! We'd as soon furn &
dead renegade over to Aaron as a live one!

Tension stiffened Jim. Baring gone—certainly to only one
place if he was o get back the girl and the horses Jim had



e

fiken from ons—to the Army! Jim hadn't anticipated
ot so) pocw: By as'siing flo miasing i a1
Siolen  borses fo the provocstion he nesded to enis g
_ help. The odds grew steeper and the time shorte

wn«m “moved forward. “Liste to him, at eas, Perkins!”
he protested.

Who's |ving ordersr Perkins snapped. “Aaron tod you
last night, Wheeler—your money buys land out here, but he's
sl the Boss! TR

ney does more than buy land, since I'm the only

one in the  company with any Jef” ‘Wheeler answered quietly

“It man in this company whose judgment I re-

spect 3 place 10 turn 10 I the it season's & hard one out

here, in the way of crops. You want o give up your chance
at a loan from me later?”

Perkins paled. "All rigit, Wheeler. Have you sty, Henry.®

a glance at old Morgan Wheeler, Jim swiftly repeated
the et of the plan about which Baridg had boastd 1o Sue
Duneen. Faces lost color as he talked. Morgan Wheci rpoke
quiely t0 3 man beside
worked back through the
most of the rest showed defant disbeliet. Perkins cut Jim

B ol .1t o s K o e asking for
trouble when he let that gambling floozy come along just be-
case she hud enough cash o buy her way. Heres proof
s o stk her teeth 1y Aaron. Let ms tell you
something, Henry. We'd o more beieve her Kind than’we
would yours. Decent and God-fearing folks have got no cause
10 truck with eithr of you. We'e prad sty
e grain wagon, boys, and see he stays there.
H there's an attack in the morning, | l.he first powder I'l burn
10 put a bullet through his head.”
Lying helplessly bound on grain sacks in a smelly supply
wagon, the night hours. passed. slowly for Jim. Tireirevapls
and precious hours. This was no longer a question of right
Jtong—of sincerity or selfsh malce on Baring's part
No individual w ortant now. Sue Duneen—Baring—
Antelope—tim Henry. The paramount thing was that mes of
two races were to die needlessly while a leather man—a
sgade who for the moment had th respect and tust of neither
camp and could yet save both—was a prisoner and helpless
B st 1o e sounts ds of an earnest
| pmeahlpedeiesy g b v hatehat
facing them. And he thought of Sue Duneen.
Jitdle enough of life since he could remember. He could see
he in the shadow of the dirty tilt over his head. He
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could feel her touch and he knew he wanted her as he had
wanted nothing before. But even the desire was helpless.

Past midnight Jim thought he heard a faint scuffling but
the sound was brief and did not recur. Perhaps an hour later,
without warning, the flap in the filt parfed and a m:
into the wagon. Jim saw moonlight on bare stee sad briey
feared soms fanatic among the farmers e o cheat
Baring of the hanging he would be eager to nzge o his re-
turn. But the steel swiftly Eviia
et We've got the scatries on this side. Here's a gun. If
there’s an alarm, use it. I believe you. We've got to gt clear

fast!”

man crawled outside. Jim followed, straightening to
face Morgan Wheeler as the old man sheathed his knife.
‘They slid off through the wagons. Twice they passed silent
men guarding gagyed and bound sentrie. Past th Iast wagon
Whecler grunted rel
a saint o a sinner in this. No middle ground.
Haw o hell Tm S8 et
3 o proat shoup o et
for gout Tim
71l do what I can. He headed for the soldiers hours ago
1t's a big start. And he was going t0 take them right down on
the Indians. If something misses, can you keep those red dev-
s off our P
"By hauling Bariog into ther villago by sunup.
“Sunup! Man, welll need wings. The Army Samp's over

“That close?” Jim said. €d be too late, there!
They'd be under wny nlready if Baring sold them his bil of
g00ds, and I don't see how he could have missed. We've g
a1 e moxros o

Even Jim Heary had never been party 10 @ ride like this.
At worst, 17=fere, only his own hide hnd been in danger.
the sakes were e lves of many men. Old Whesler dro):ped
Sebind, and the flats0ded, parranca-<ut miles resied
{arkly away: kil Fin bootma awars of sppesschiad
dawn. He thought of the people in the village ahead and those
in the wagons behind; of an offcr and men of a government
riding in the darkness ahead of him. He
Thought of himaclf and e strange girl he wanted, waiting in
an Arspaboe lodge for dawn or deth
yy detachment was traveling with -open-cou
e Sy it a e he firet spotiad it in
the slowly growing light. Its officer was
ot Far ok o ek ekl o
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catch the Arapahoe village on two sides as they approached
the ragged foothills. In the center, somevhat shead of the
flanks, was moviny scattered line of scouts.
directly behind these, with cither fank in i
le began, rode a small knot of men which Jim knew in-
clided the deiachment commander nd Aaron Baring.

With a shout to Wheeler, some distance behind him, Jim
rose in his stirrups, buck-jumping his horse with reckless
skill down the steep coulee wall, ﬁnng the pistol Wheeler had
given him, to atiract attention

The two quick shots he fired had a result he did not antici-

ey were echoed almost immediately by men at the

mingled with the sound of service weapons came the heavier,
less regular slam of the overcharged trade eapons that the
s ribes were begining f0 use
Arapahoe were standing by their agreément to with-
ok tinck amt dawn ok they ere taking no chances that
Jim would trick them. ‘They had flung out scouts of their own
B il fon caidon ek, The o ity
forces bad been practicaly n contact when Jim fred his sig-
mal and bis shots had made o nervous finger cvieh. Now
 had begun 1o fight, and word was on It way back o the
B orow o Tures Hiams sad Bedeock bad v
right. The leather man had lied.
werving raggedl, Jim careencd toward the kot of men
in the center of the troops. As he approached, he saw Aaron
Baring e, in his saddle 10 point accusingy. “There’s our
man, Cnpum' Arrst the damned renegadel
Jim im, his atter g officer, an out-
flung arm taking  he scouts Who were trading fie with the
Arapahoe security
Call those men inl Pull them back!”
You ” the officer said angrily.
2Tim tying fo save you from the worst mistake You'll ever
mk:," Jim replied. a1
o i up,

n to this man, Captain.

saddle. “Damn you,
B i sl o i e gt

Morgan, Wheeler?” the young officer said with a touch of
deference. “T've heard of you, sir. Il listen, if you vouch
for hi

"“For God's sake, man, of course 1 do,” Wheeler sad impa-
tiently.

“The captain called a couries
“Tell Sergeant Cooper to halt his advance and fire only to




Tou
hold s ground unil further orders. Heney, T e
e it fast, man!”
“There's e for talk. Let that order you just gave
stand for fften minute. 1f you do, T think ! can'stop thi
mess.”

“Stop an engagement already practically begun? Henry,
you're crazy!”

“PIl go out with Baring, there, for a parley with the Indi-
ans. 1f P willing to sk i, surely he will No sane man yaots
Indian

oot swung towsrd Baring Beyond the i fring
was increasing in tempo. Jim understood. he
i acky I Skabuecs I winmits Wik il strength
was up to the line, they'd charge. A el of e 8
‘maine

“Ride out there?” Baring cried. “The devil T will I¢s
suicidel”

He shifted and his gun appeared as Jim reined toward him.

“You started this, Baring," Jim said quietly. “You're going
o fiaih

e s st s e i L

ket his horse moving steadily tovard Baring, The of
swore angeily. Jin's eyes were on Baring’s Tace. A telliale
Change in expression came switly, and was gone. And it it

Jion flung himself from his saddle on e e o i
ari ind lead tore over the pommel above Jim.
aFing under the belly of his horse, Jim reached Bari
near side before Baring located him and started to depress his
Wespon. He was 0o late, Seizing hi eg, Jim hauled trongly.
Baring hit he ground it 8 thud that sent erless
St met o it s over, g
torting his Tice, and swing the gun.around agaln, But e
s v ey st e o SR

e fght was nat over. Baring scrambled to his feet, and
Juniged at Tim again, and there was murdec
his body. Jim's instinets worked for him then, Insiead of o
ing back, he moved in suddenly, caught Baring in mid-stri
and hit the man cleanly, so hard that his own arm hurt clear
across to the middle of his back. Baring left his feet, twisted
in the air, and landed on his shoulder. He lay where he fell,
without shoving. Morgtn Wheeler, the young cupiain, snd
e courier remaining with the headquarters party had
wung dewn and were running forward, Before they reached
Inm Jim had bent and slung Barings body across his shoul-

““Hoid your men down for ten minotes—just ten. minuice
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Captain,” he panted. “If the Indians are still firing then, fight
like hell”

Jim turned toward the line df skirmish with his burden, a
dead weight across his shoulders. Behind him he heard the
cavalry captain cursing and Morgun Wheeler saying, “Let
0. I've come this far with him. I've got to see the end

P i st crossthe uneven ground, thrown of balance
the wei e body he carried, but staying on his feet.
B i o igae e growias
e sun was iing above the
he could gain person:

would be dead. And he, Jim Henry, w wanted her
nything else i " hi ey had il

her. She would-have died hating him.
red past a wide-cyed cavalry scout, down in a

them, and over the lp of their heler, uo pright areet {08
the Arspabio advance line with which they had becn
gaged. Bust sprang up a

« He knew that the pllu.kd EaShcs i (A e
firing at him and that sooner or later they couldn't fail to hit
the target he afforded, but he made no attempt to seek cover,
trotting on steadily toward them. He even forgot his hatred
for the man he carried. He could think only of Sue . . .

The terrible exertion of hi d run, after two sleep-

der, and a red mist seemed to color all things about him.
Hands were Iaid on him, checking his advance. as
lieved of his burden. Words were spoken. But he became
aware of these things slowly. He blinked his eyes. The sound
of gunfire had died on the grass. He stood in the lee of a rock
outcropping, looking at three familiar faces—Arrow, Red-
mk. 12d Three Hone, Antclope was stooped over Anmn
gure where it lay spilled dows on the He
slrmghlencd
leathe

er man has kept his word, my brothers,” he said
e wagon captain. And the gods have pun-
ished him. There is no mark or wound, yet his neck is broken.
We are left without an enemy, for the soldiers are already
withdrawing

Jim understood. In his anxiety to stun Baring with one
blow, he had struck him as hard as he could. The blow and
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e verebrs. Ho had cacil
dead man across
“Peace, then 1 was in time enough for that?” he ssid sofl,
“In var, lesther man, Arapahos take no chances,” Ante:
Tope said quietly, “You were watched from the moment you
left our villge. Our scouts followed you o Whereves you gkl
i reports are good. Taken prisoner you were relssed by
fricnd. Released, you. o0 1o carey o your bargaie, Yol
have brooght s the wagon chief who made us ot doa
ave kept your bargain. It is now for
When we have signed our peace with the wagon men v ill
send mesages o the other nations. There will be no big war
on the
s ‘atiention slid from his old friend's words. Perhaps
as a rencgade’s pay—to win for others, but not for
himself, He closed hs eyes, holding his Tread o his baad
Her

erked hi bead up, unbelieviog 1o see the Sgure rusks
ing toward him. I men she was against him, warm and
real past all doubting
" itelope kept mé from the others because the reports of
their scouts were good, Jim. And then, this morning, you
Oh, Jim, hold me tight!”
im's arms closed. Sue's lips touched his e
o lhnughl ¥ hated Aaron Daring, but what did I know of
hate or love until last night when I thought you had left me
at the same time afraid you

s
3
3
s
H

Sue smelled of sweet grass and warmth and Jim buried his
feare, sbied ace 18 o sofoes o b sty
its true,” she murmured.

Jim H
“We're both of us mugms, Jim.”
Jim did not raise his

“T havesares far &' thovsand acees i tho. Poudre G

Jim glanced up 0 see that they were entirely alone. Old
though he was, Antelope remembered a man wanted privacy
with his woman. Jim thought the old chief had circled his
party. to meet Wheeler and the cavalry officer for a parley
some Bistance from this sheltered patch of grass.

ings could change a ond Missouri. He
o0 et o o gt el bl ot e o
river. He i th's hard ri

spari. But in the end. his boundares embraced oty & fresd
sand acres of land. Yet igh and more.
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Jim breathed decply and bent Sue Duneen backward until
her shoulders were against the dew-wet grass. He Kissed .
then as he had an unnamed formless woman in the long-
hungry dreaming of the past.
‘Today's sun was a bright one.



Trouble at Temescal*

by FRANK BONHAM

Bevown 1z MeApow he could see 8 vineyard, and beyond
the vineyard the huge adobe building with sheds and out-
houses huddied to ¥ like ‘hawk-rightened chicks around

The lacy, round heads of pepper trees made shade cvery-

whe
“What they cal a hacienda, 1 reckon» Hank Astwood
said. He whittled shavings for a fire, his big, horseman's
hands casy and familiar with the Green River Knife stroking
off the long, even curls of wood.
the gully beside their horse camp, Red Wolfe came
B D bearing him
down. He poured some water into the Dutch oven and began
crumbiing ]crky into it. “We sure come to the right place,
oney in tis ot I hear these Culfornid
e e oo o I et e
voman. T teling you what's th fruth; wel el these yella
horses at a hundred a
“Td feel surer of £ iy wees ioude' sbacat £
Ashwood
‘Chain-hobbied, the horse herd grazed tranquilly. Aside
from the need for currying, looked_good—ex-Army
mounts, most of them, bonghl chaaply n New Mexico and
traled o the pushlo geles
andtul of dried vegetables o me Kettle.
i e g twenty-five who could
never it easy; he had fo be busy al the time, Atound & horse
camp it came in handy.
Ho took a decp breath. “Smoke yonder must be the town.

spread across his face with a quick smile. “You know what
T'm gofg to do with my cut of thes here plugs?”
it on craps, women, and whiskey—in two days.
Ao e vogat o the Tk
* Copyright, 1951, by Popular Publications, Inc.
7



8 Trouble at Temescal
ank spoke grufly and gave the stew a stir. But he smiled
Alitle in his whisker stubble, Red would do ai right. A mite
wild, maybe, but his red head was screwed on tight enough
When i counted. They had met in Santa Fe, when Hank was
just out of the Army and Red was on the loose from some
money-making project or another that hadn't paid off—
had never learned just what. Some horse talk over a bottle of
e I B
and Hank had some back pay and poker winnings burni
his pocket. So they became partacr. They fnished the hottle
0ok hands and went out to look over the Army mounts.
Five months had brought them this far along the trail, and
about as close as two men c:

From his possible-sack Red had produced a steel mirror
and was looking himself over. He bared his teeth and fingered
a Knife scar on his cheekbone. “Buddy, Tl strike a hard bar-
i, wits the seroitas hereabouts, They'l know how Red
Wolfe likes his bacon before 1 leave. How "bout you? What
you figuring to do with your r:ul”

“Il find something,’ d.

When the fire was going g0od, the sinoke seemed to release
something in both of them. They stood watching the sunset
fume along the horizon, until Red noticed a covey of black-
B St o e crooied grom 3 el Tont ey

tly, he drew his Colt and fired into their midst. One of
ied off.

Red grinned devilishly at the smoking pistol, as he said:
“Ain't you ever felt that way? So full of vinegar you could
bust? Man, what are you—a gelding or something?”

Hank smiled, but he pointed out across the gullied pasture.
4IE the people in that castle ain't used o, gringos, theyl be
pumng Riritar in front of the doots tomight.

used to "em. If they ain't, they'll know

sbout Yankees before we leave.”
minutes later they heard the horseman coming
o 0 from the buildings. 1t was now lao dusk, and
‘windows of the Mg S e il e

nds of cows lowing o be milked, of shee
and the family sounds of chickens soing to roost, The x4
ince of woodsmoke and food drifted past Hank Ashwood's
Would always think of charcoal fumes and fFying
chilis when he thoug

was shaving cake coffee into their cups, listening to
R wiay itices Hls s aenal it il

B i e i e M e mildly.
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“Don't forget we're in somebody else’s town, now. Have your
o but remember you're a guest”
hell you say! This is California, ain't it?
And Catfors's a mate of the Union now, ain't it? We licked

“If it comes to that. But it don't have to come to it. Thes
people were here a couple of hundred years before us. They
never made trouble. Now, there’s plenty of the kind of woman
you're looking for, and pienty of places to raise hell, without
tiling up the decent folks—

“What the hell's gone and got into you?” Red stared at
him, *Why didn't you tell me you were & preacher? Wh,
, man, we could have had chapel every night!”

“For a fella your sige thats a lot of mouth you're flap-

pin
Red came up quickly, swirling the coffee in his cup, star-
ing with open hostlity. Across the fire from him Hank got to
bis fet, not quite casually.
€5 this way,” e told the red-head. “We want som
o it of ttue hosas e et g s
butt with our customers.” His square, dark face said he was
oferng an explanation, nothing clse.
fter o moment, Red grunted. “Now, that makes sense
oy ok sting on th gesoad. it St via s
lapg catng halfcooked stew, when s urived.
¢ like a flourish of trumpets. Loping hi
reclly {2108 catupe e ot 1 i . plowieg ik o AR
Iegs and then, with & Jift of his reins, hauled it over to the
fire. Hank stared, not alarmed, just amazed. The man handled
the magmﬁccm horse like a god. He was a young Mexican
vith e

i Rarious. Hank was giad the Gresn' Rives: Kuif
i plate.

The Mexican nas noches, caballer

i Mece Red mid He speared a bt of meat and to0k

it in His teeth.
The fute of the Mnicans workal H was isecerit Bl
Hank guesed bim 10 be of Spanith blood. Wiatever bis
blood,
Hank suid guvcly' “A sus Grdenes, amigo."
addressed his next

remark o Hank. “Han tirado un /u.ul?"

“Yeah, we shot a gun,” Red sai

“Porquér

“Porgué you 1o speak Eaglish,if you understand i7" Red
demanded.



"0 Toube o Temesal
ull spesking Spanish the man weid, 1 understand Eng-
i bty speak my oy gue. That is all right?”

“Sure. You talk Sok; we Gk Englon”

Hank set his plate down and s(ood up, wiping his ki
with two fingers. “Sefior,” he said, “we're mustangers. We
come a long way today and we're plumb glad to get here, My
partnr took a shot a a bid, jus because he fet good. I flt
the same way, but I just grinned. The shot dida't mean any
mors than, my grn. Only you heard "

"Ves" the Mexican sud: "W did."

Red walked around, looking at the horse. “You the boss-
‘man? You look too green to boss much of anythiny

e was grinning a litle, but Hank knew that Amencm
huor was not Mexican humor. The Califomian's snger
g like the neck mmm of » fighting ock as he sty

u-.hed Red ci
S Ramon Caldcr, Thi i is Rancho Temescal, the de Ia
‘l'orre ranch. I am a neighbor of the owner.

o's the owner, Ray’
“Dofia Julia de la Torre.”
 Red guve im that brash grin

ome from. How old is she?”
".G1d eacugh o hate gringos,” snapped th
et e et e o
this lady how lovable we are.”
Hank said quickly, “Cut it out, Red. Calder, all we want

18 pasturage for some horses untl we sel them. We figured
1o pay our respects to the patrén and find out if we could

leaye them hert

“Probly call her Julie, where

u ieured: squat here until
you mld clllm m= land i the obers n Pikes company.”
“Pike

o Cl.ldcr repeaned Sofly, “Who is Pike!” He laughed without

back stiffened.

Having stood between them long enough, Hank Ashwood
was now tired of it. He liked fun; he didn’t mind fighting.
Bt he didn't liks sarcasm,

t kno and Pike
don't know us. 1 said we were mustangers, and that's the story
on us. They call me Hank Ashwood; this is my partner, Red
Wolfe. We'll be over to say howdy after we've eaten. Tell the
Jady we're sorry about the shot. We don't know this fella,
Pike, and we don't aim to squat. Will you tell her that?*

*No,” Ramon Calder said. “I will tell her that Pike has
sent two more squaters in. But that I ran them off.”
“Wel, listen to the boy!” Red took a twist of tobacco from
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hip pocket and broke off a chew with his teeth. He began
e up. “Calder,” he said. “Ramon Calder. Got a
gringo daddy, eh? Reckon that would make you kind of a
half-breed, eh?”
re was a pistol at Calder's hip which Hank had not no-
ticed. He saw it now, gleaming in the firelight, rising from
ihe far side of the horse as the Mexican threw down on Red.
red at his feet, lying beside his sac
m= He ropped to his knees and clawed at the gun.
and and wrist roled in a blur o fiuid movemen
The Foite piraca laily 1 e ai an ik b’ mest i
such force that the pltol was Jarred, from his grasp. It fell
intothe

Calder sar m. The point of the knife had gone
in crookedy, tearing the shir, ripping his flsh. As the biads
fell {0 the ground, blood floaded His seeve.

kept moving. He was across the fire, leaping at

(s, pling i 0 greind. it had plympest ok b
into Calder’s rm before Hank dragged him off, dominating
him by shee
You hard-mouhed litle pint o willow juicel Why didn't
11 you have if? We could have made a frend out o this
boy, maybe, but now you— k his partner savagely.

Ked twisied away. “H threw down on me, didi't he

“After you called him a breed.” Hank turned to stare down
at the Mexican. The boy was stunned, and was bleeding
steadily.

th 3 clean bandan, Hank bound the injured wrist, ‘T
sorry at e said.

Bt e Marscts eyes remained stony. He did not say an-
other word. When he finally left, he did not return to the
rancho headquarters but quartered off northeast, toward his
own ranch.

Red found a bottle of wine that he had acquired at a mis-
sion the day mm He lay back on his blankets and.flted
the borle o his

"1 bay him » dink i town,” he oﬁmd grinning. “Hell,
wel make a Chiistan out of that

T b e i R o pacaie sl Hmth
“the better off everybody's going to be. If they're all as touchy
as this one, we're going to have o go in With our hats in our
hand§ before we get rid of these horses.”

ing, a man from the ranch house rode to the
90 carop, Shush Sote mayoraiom o€ s et 10 Jad
troduced himself. “At your orders, sefiors.” He was slender
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and dark, vith leathery skin and a gray mustache, an old
man but a vigorous on
‘Glad o khow you Hank said. “Young Calder tell you
what we wanted?”

You desire pastuage, as | undersand, L Patroncita wil
have to decide. Will you come to

"They rode fhrough the vineyards. La Paironcita—the lile
boss. It was ntriguing, and Hank wondered how she would
look. Probably seventy-five, and have wooden pegs for teeth.

Soto led them into the courtyard. Two women stood In the
doorway of the kitchen, watching them.

Directly in front of them, as they rode through the gate,
was the two-story wall of the main huddmg A gallery ran

When he thought of the Pueblo of Los Angeles, he would
think of a girl on a balcony, brushing her black hair with a
silver brush. In her vivid features was the same pride Ramon
had thrust at them.

Even after she had called down, “Momeniito!” Hank sat

Red cuught bis glance, “By Godins! Now there's a Mex

fily T wouldn't mind r

Soto growied something to the boys Whe came to taks their
walked toward the big, nail-studded front d

i seeves o0 short and his face unshaven, Han felt like &
peddler about to invade a forbidden
10,100k them 1o the parlor. The furniture was heavy,
homemade stuff, but handsome. The floor was red tile, pat-
temed with hides.
girl came down the stairs into the hall and entered the
’I’he tapping of her heels was light and feminine and
tening. Both men bounced up.
b e, seforta” Soto announced. “They would
like o arrunge for pasturage.”
met them without  stlle. “Blenvenidos, caballros
g b Sk i eres hkc bhck
velvet. Her lips were very bright. She wore
B e i e
the floor.
And watching her move toward a chair, Hank decided his
first impression in the courtyard had been right. She was the
Toveliest woman he had ever seen.
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He started to sit down again, but she rmsed 3 sim hand
toward him in a motion of annoyance and al
"G, no, you mustn] Pleasel” She hurried across the floor
{o emove an antimacassaike clod of pet-poial {rom the
back of Hank’s chair. “It is very precious
700 Americate i inl

Deliberately she laid it on the arm of a chair and st in the
f the sofa, adjusting her skirt about
vl el bl et b e

Haps, that 8 creek bath hadn't removed completly, but thers
s o gresse, He told her ss much wilh i glance, but sk
nothing, This tramps-begging-at-the-back-door role which she
pssigned o them got under his hide, He “decided that she
would speak
Tl s, sk, 1 ndtich that o 'wir in the' 4l
Fancing at bis faded hirt.

“During the wav"" And when he nodded: “Then you must
haye il  great number of Mexicans?

004 1he ke S ooy i 5 Rl b7 11

“Aad oot o ot AA Bomor® i el
scomnful.

He said, “Can't we agree the war is finished? T don't know
Who staried I, but I'm ready o forget . Our busines Here
with hors

“Chapie.” Red chimed in boldly, Showtd you Ml S
horse to set off that black h:

“I fear the price would be too

Red laughed. ~Wouldn't be @ qusston of money at all

‘The girl flushed, from shame or anger, Hank could not uu

“You Yankees! You think that is all there is to

e T bére and ok that you can teat i all ke gk
And if we object, lher: Al Aheays yout i St L

direely at Hank b0
“No

e Y, e g got some horses to sell. We
chine . thoousnsd mils to. el hi, i Bt Mgt
get hére a sprout tell us to break camp and move along, and,
pulls a gun on us.’

“After he had been insulted!”

“7Tbat kid gave me a pretty good rousting firt, Chapite
Red grinned at

Culforaa," waid Julla de Ia Tosrs, “goatiisen cal
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lady by her proper name at the first meeting. After a while,
jpacmes ks Shorty might be parmit
Red bit off the end of a cigar. “Us gringos work kinda
fast. You'd be suprised to know how we ireat ldies we take
a shine 0, on the second
Her lps went hin as she fought o contain her anger, “You
have come to ask me for pasturage. What .s“ it worth if I say

“Pike, Pike! That's all I hear,” Hank s s Pike?
Your pal Ramon Calder pulled the same lhmg on . This
Pike must be quite

She sighed. “All right. Tl prewnd that you are as innocent

s you want me to think. s empresaro who is
cnmpcd ith bis squatters o ot Aol WA

im get of. Accocding to pucuce, he can stay un-
ey e e e i e
s0,badly. Then he pays me  litle money, and I have been
satisfied.

“That really how it works?”

“When one’s name is de la Torre. If it were—Smith, for
instance, or Jones-—it would go differently. My tide would
have been acknowledged four years ago and I could run off
Pike before he ruins me.

id casily, “Then why not throw him off—tie a can
o his tail
He had Em'gunen the mayordomo, Soto, who spoke now

“Vinceats Arvigh was fined five hundred dollrs for throw-
ing some squaters of tis p ace. And then they brought their
relatives. He lost ey

In the sient parios, gum buzed around the Americans.
Even Red shifted on his ch

Yty Haok cone Cax:(ully‘ he replaced the antimacas-

ope we didn't bring in any vermin, sefioria. You
B s o By i e s
could send any army in the worid home dragging its mus-

* e eyes clashed.
“We—we have not arranged about your horses,” the girl
3aid quickly. “I_ shall buy all of thern. Tl send 'the honse

s sy vy vt
smiled. “You really don't trust s, do you? You still
ifigure maybs we o & counection with Pike. But give e &

gd0d hatful of 1 mmy for our horses and we might listen to
reason ar that

“Do not _all e price?” she asked con-
temptuously.
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“Not this one,” Hank said.

‘That morning they drove the horses five miles north into
some brown hills. Here, on scorched grass in a dusty live-oak
grove, they settled the herd once more.

s hardtack and. venlson. and sat among the
low-branching trees sipping ther coffee, Hank could discern
the pattern of the vineyards and horse pastures, fruit orchards
B4 e i, of e gl Toeree Temescal.

Evidently Red had been studying it, too. “That there’s a
tolerable big outft. Musta been fifty flunkeys around the
hacienda this mornin

wonder pigs like this Pike try to grab the old ranchos

off, eh?”
Hank knocked out his pipe and covered the sparks with
Toose dirt. “Well, we better curry the horses. I figure tomor-

Tow we ought to'move them into the plaza and advertise ‘em.
They must have a paper, town of this size.
e T ain't all
U Pl track
us down some sweet-smellin’ .
He grinned, ducking the rock Hnnk chucked in his direc-
tion. They got up and went 10 W
i ey comba’ s Gy e, oy bimaed 8
golden horses. Hank wished the Torre girl could see them.
e o iap, aud be isid oy “Take your pick. Nothing
stingy sbout a Vankee, Chapita.”
e sbe i formed e i impression of them from
cocupation army and one-mule ‘ctoppers ke Pike, Jou
Couldt blame her. Yet every time he remembered the
she had treated him about dirtying the chair, he got warm in
the neck. He found himself thinking, too, about this fellow
Pike, and the Kind of reputaion a man like that brought o
other Americans
When they had fnished with the horss, it was almost dark.
“I got Pike and his bunch spotied over in that wash where
8l the amok s Hask sid. “Probably cooking a beef they

R Vonl g oo kg e e varP s
Hank nodded. “This may be jut 3 cockeyed et
You don't have to get mix
TWere partaes, o't weT" Red said
‘They pulled out two mounts, tightened their saddle girths
and mdz out.
untered the fragrance of Pike's camp bt
they found the camp tslr. Rotiing carcasees o shecp, nldely
utchered for a few tender cuts, lay in the brush beside the
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came in view of a campfire and saw deerhide
{ents amang scattered osk troes. ‘iding in, they saw that &
beef was being barbecued in a pit; a man was slopping sauce
onto it with & mop-ike afair, The scent of it
cring, They sat inhaling it and inspecting the spraw] of a
half-dozen tents among gear of all soris—plows, saddies,
Ducksaws, boses:
man spoke from the shade of a tree. “Howdy, boys.
You the mustangers?”
o Hank noticed the rife in the crook of bis arm. *Yep.

"l’lenry iyt it o, i it
10 ook at them. He was tall and well-made, youngish, not
bad-looking, a supple man wearing a saucer-brimmed straw
sombrero.

‘Owen Pike,” he said.
“Hank Ashwood,” Hank said. “This is Red Wolfe, my
pardner. Might take some of that boot-Jeather you're cookin’.

At the barbecue pit, they shook hands with the bald-headed
lttle man with the mop. His name was Brown.

other man named Flint who had unhappy gray yes which
watched with suspicion from beneath thick brows. Flint w

, with wide'sagging shoviders, H had badly mads
false teeth which he rattled like a horse chewing a bi

“Rest of the boys are in town,” Owen Pike
fixed up.” He chuckled.

'All f these men, Hank perceived, had one thing in com-
mon they were unconscionably lazy. They would do three
days’ work to get out of one.

"Aim to settle,” Pike queried, “or move along?”

‘Quien sabe?” Red shrugged. His teeth tore at a dripping
slab of meat.

“Fix you up with a nice piece of land,” said Pike.

“Horse traders,” Hank sighed, “can't afford land like this.”

“Bri old Flint.

B¢ e e s oo B
R e e i B s PN Aot
muacat grapes grow 00.it and & hundred orange tees, The
rest will cultivate or raise stock.”

“Nearby?” asked Hank, with interest.

XYM dacin” senk doue 10 ek Bt 0 Rancho e

escs
"You own the land?”
in’ to.” Pike winked. “I'll sell cither o both at a dollar
an acre. O trade for horses.
“What if this de la Torre woman makes trouble?”
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it wrong, friend. They don’t make us trouble—

ank drank deeply of the whiskey. After belching be said
mildly to Red, “

e ‘lled s pon st the, squattue:bliked a6 . il
stated, then roused up from his heels to reach for his ife
cocked against an ox-cant. “Well, by God” he snarled. His
face writhed, coming out evil as that

"But e frocs whea he saw the ke shining o Hank's bands
Hank reached forward to catch Pike's gun belt and cut it
Jocse. The revalver fell to the ground.

* Hank told him.

Fikis ot 15 b Kko an Tk i thec il A6 A0l
and wated. His face was murderous; his eyes. bored at
Hank’s.

“Up to you" he sad. “But femember-—in this town you
can hiave a maa Killed for two, bits, and git chang
Hank sheathed the knife and handed his Colt 6 Red. “You
o't worth two bits” His left hand flcked into Pike’ face,
His right crashed in when the squatter ducked.
his face and stumbled away. He et o one knes but lunged
up again. As Hank came sisshing in, he wiped the blood from
bis ace and santed into him, both arms swinging,
Hank ducked under the squtters swings and butted him
e oty i o e ot e e
The squatier, Fiat, bawled, “The pif, Owenl”
Hank unlocked s arms and stopped short. Owen Pike
stared t him, afrad to ook back. , flailing,
o Hank, swearing, calling up al e reu
languages. Hank dodged and ducked and then feinted a
kaes Bl With his knes, and when Pike gruned and cov-
ed him L right.
Pikes nead Jerked: He vitod baskwar hin
the greasy, sweating carcass of the spitted
e went arkledeep | ST e et Sovpd b Wil
with laughter. Hank just stoo
¢ fo sce whether the squatter had il the

Tight squeesed out of him.
roaning, Pike held his feet for one moment, as he hud-
on the ground. But an instant later he clawed his hands
ol o it s ired 1. Iy STwaly e Han's oy et
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full of the grit. He heard Red's angry bawl, “Duck, Hank—
P give it to 'mt*

But the squatter was upon him, hammering one into hi
jaw, and as Hank went back, he felt Pike’s hand clutching at
his hi. Hank f feh the knife lp out of the sheath. What b
been only a rough fight was now deadly ser

Pike was moving in ke a cat. Hank considered ducking
away 1o give Red a shot at him. Yet he wanted to handie
this himself, and he did not want anyone killed. He wanted
Julia to know that he had been cnough, barehanded, for
whole campful of s

Tathe cut. the . betore hi.belly, withdrew, lipped
in toward his breast, retreated again. Hank backed slowly.
Then Pike dived. in’ with & straghtforward lunge for the
buekle of s belt. Hunk jumped sidewlic and brough
smashing fist down upon Owen Pike's forearm. The knife
fell. Hank scooped it up and as the squatter went for his
throat he brought it across he side of his head.

of the squatiers ear fell 1o the dirt. Blood foun-
B i it T s s ek s
ders, When Pike saw the bit of fesh In the dir, he covered
his car with his hand and staggered away. He sat on a log
LR R e

forth in agony

Hask saw 10 the disarming of the other squatters. He car-
ried all their pistols in his hat. Mounted, he stopped beside
Pike.

Yo got all day tomorrow o pack and g, Be gone the
next morning. Or all the two-bitses in Los Angeles won't
BT o uing e vt of e e

The poetlo called the Queen of the Angels was difterent
from anything Hank had ever seen. It was a long haul from
an castetn town, or even Santa Fe. Nothing. seemed to mat-
fer o the natves Even the air wis so

moved into town the day after e fight, and
pitches camp in a vacant ot off the plaza, under a huge pep-
per tree dripping red. They corralled the horses in a rope en-
closure and Hank put an ad in the iar, and the horses began
y did not make a hundred a head, but they did

e i . s s ekt s et U

plaza. In the evenings they would st in the deep bay of the

king and watching the traffic come and 01

and after a while, when it was dark, Red would say, “Got (6

find a gal, Hank. Pm great for dancing” With a laugh he
would go out into the night.



8
s couple of these nights he ssked Hunk, “What's eat-

108,00, compodre? Al the seforias you were going to
and you ain't done anything but cat and work since wo hit

Anything wroog with cating and working?”
“Nothing wrong with the fillies here, cither. Tell you one
thing—they ain't the angels they named the town after.”
And Hank sighed and wished he could get the picture of a
{0 ey
ock one night, as he vas finihing his cigar
idorei b afe, Fikak Ak o oo et
B0 on. 1o sensierat ave, Taphtotof & P A young
fellow was ly about the camp, t the
horses, and ss Hank came T e duckod 5 pocce Tt

"4 eion. Hank called.

The man turned quickly. It was Ramon Calder. He came
toward Hank with the stiff-legged strut of a small dog guard-
ity ek ek e il 0
the butt

A spoke, Felese 1o him. “Ramon, you promitedt®

fingl chased itsef along Hank's spie. Her voice—it
s i s e ‘heard
it for days, sying things that eninized andinfurated b
Now 2ot turn to fook at e, siting in the rig, but
P ledlinilanty

a7 st bis et o g I b ik e
A spoled and hotblosded Kid, bt a scrapper. He fouad hie
self liking

Rl il say anything, Hank remarked, “Sorry
about the arm, Ramoncito. That pardner of mine—I blame
as much as y
Whats the biaa oWt To el ot plk

g ik ppllt (L v i i do. Give
you Vour pick of e borses for half p
“Would that apply 16 me, to07" asked Julia de Ia Torre

Pk ok ki cres o0 Bisaon 30 o hisoele s, Tht
night and her voice combined to disarm him. He heard his
voice say quite distinctly, “No, ma‘am. I'l just give you one.
To set off that black hair of yours.

“Sefior Ashwood,” Julia said quietly. “Sefior Ashwood, T
am sorty about the other day. But when you are about to lose.
everything . .. 1 am going to accept the horse, with thanks.
Ramon, will you pick out one for m

“Be assured the horse won't be free,” Ramon said darkly.

But the girl smiled and made a face at his concern, allying




i
her with Hank. She got down from the
tumou, holding out h:r arm for him e.

They eetor I the dring Huht bo
B T i e e T
est blemish near the corner of her mouth. And that her eyes
were very dark brown, with ineredibly long lashes. H

ething for a man to run smack into after five
s ey 02 oquires
BT s it o o frvng o Bige o ey aginls
fers," she sad, “It was very brave of you
He fet. the movement of her hand in his and remembered
only then to release her. “It was very practical business, 100,
be told her. “Best way to show people here that I'm not like
Bike, and that T want 1o pat of Pike or b kind. My bomse
les have been going well.”
e e S and his
men are stil here, though. You must watch ‘out for them.”
I take care of myself. Is that what you wanted to talk

“To thank you, yes. And . . . Her luminous eyes met his
briefly, and he saw a doubt, a question in their depths. “Yes,
something else. But T do not know if I can make you

She took a deep breath, swelling the merin
this place s not what 1 remember from my innod What
e had here before the war-—it wed to be 1o wonderfull The
it 8 people—all of us liviag v we were

B s S vt nave feso o ot e
Those were the happy times, serior!” and she seemed to dream
over it.

“And now we tuve the grat ranchos being broken up, the
Jand stolen from its owners. Did you know this town before,
Sefor Ashwood? The fine residential district of the North Side

—it is now the infamous

Hank bad seen ft—the lowest part of the wors sectlon In
town, The Ally of Despar. It was the bottom o eg.

7o the los weat {064, Drunkards and murderers roamed
m sordxd Teny
did not have it before the Yankees came,” she suid
ol have heard they kil at least one man there every ni
bl hacendados have the drunks founded up by dep\nies
.nnd shanghaied to thei ranches, work them unti they drop
sod ack with a dollar.”
“"A owns get worse as they ge bigger,” said Hank. “The
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town will get sick to its stomach one of e daye, 101 p\llgﬂ
itself with a vigilante committee.”

“We are losing what we had. The Rancho Temescal will
be taken rom me. Owen Pike and his squatters will claim
still. more of my land, or the survey commission will writ
leter to Washinglon saying that my e was one, of e
fraudulent ones given when wo were losing the

“It can't be that bad,” he

“It s,” she said. “But there u a \my for me still to protect
what I have. If I marry an Am

For an instant be was Snocked 10 slence. Then. “What
kind of fool idea—

2But of coursel With o bonsfide American, name—the
wife of an American—my title would be accepted tomOFTow.
That is the established policy. But I could not marry a man
1 couldn't trust. He must live up to i part of the bargainy
or I would be even worse of

“Bargain?”

1 could not pretend there was love, whers here is not”
she told him. I would want him to marry me and—and ther
leave, Go from Califoria for at least 8 year, 80 that 1 could
divorce him for desertion. By next week, when the survey
commission leaves, my title would have béen accept
JHis face grew blesk as he stared down at her. “You don't

f us, do you

B o 0 S0t sl quisKyF1 worid pay o his
name, rwu thousand dolars! For hit name and his promise.
American woman?”

Hlamls shlflmg quickly, gave him the answer to that.
“Of course no" His voic lashed her. “He'd be too proud.
inkee!

Bl o e, i i e sl i
lips caught hers as she tried to shape a word of protest; she
struggled, and then she relaxed against him. What
meant o be s gestute o seorn did not remaln one, and Hank
released her, angry a

e lef hes seaadiog there one had held out ab i to deae
him

Ramon!” he called. “You better come get the seforita.
She's ready to go. home.”

Mo told Red sbout it that night, Red as fecling prety

o s s piece of Mex fluff wanted you to
bt o o e o X it G

the truth, Hank, you ain't got the
bilygoat. Saying ro to something ripe as all thatl-
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‘Hank snorted. *It's not a real marriage. Some idea about

redheaded mustanger
cally. “I¢d be legal—and s0-0-0-0
<. Youe-c-e-e-ah
“Dam e S o o do s thing ke
that wmdd be so morally irresponsible he'd be
bartner's refusal 1o be serious about it mmyed
him. t-only be making a pimp out of himself.
He'd be making every other American in California ook like
one. Every Mexican widow, or single girl like this one, would
be buying a Yankee husband and hustling him out of the
stae. Pty s00n we'd b atepping offthe sidewalk for hem
‘Man, you're talking like a preacher again. Must be some-
thing this California air brings out in you.” In the darkness
of the tent Red's cigar glowed briefly. “All ‘depends now, on
Who hustles Who, There's nothing sys o man's gof 10, get
Ghce he's ticd the kot legal 10 8 Mex gal- A
B i o et proud with one of these here
ranchos. Maybe even turn it into cash. . ... Build himself a
palace in San Francisco.

Red's voice trailed off. He began to snore. Hank got up,
took Red's cigar out of his limp fingers and tossed it outside.
He left the tent flap open to air out the heavy odor of the
chesp whiskey that rose from his parner's body

ank, wes  long time coming, He chased it

down & lonely road, where the smells that casne O the irees

I ey oy of Tl v e whaeiin
im were his own pounding

B e 4 pnod St i e e pm g
gled with his coffee. Some men from a livery stable came by
10 look at horses, and Hank was busy.

metime after noon, Red sid morosely, “My stomach

ain't speaking to my throat. Hank. T don't know what 1 was

dinking| las! mgm but it sure peeled the lining. Nothing will
e but good whiskey. Hold ‘er down while

I'm gon: e
Very late, Hank did not know when, Red was back. He
was cold sober. He went right to sleep.

But the next morning Hank knew something was wrong.
Red fooled with his breakfast until the mustachioed propri-
cor, craking bis Jnuckles, ssked, “Demasiado_pimienie

izas?”

. Nothing s wich fhe cick, Ded, ad wid. thiont.
thing wrong wit
"Whats the matter?” Hank asked.



Nk BoNIAM
“Had s belytul of lown, bars all. T br broke, Hank. Now
P iching to trev

“The redhead hestated. “Why—ub—up to the north. North
California—the mines!”
“And you's leaving today. Is that it”
JTuatt e Sel you my ateret i thes phug for b
dred a
“Some advice, We
worked ke el fr that money. Save a St oF e ner Yo
get and stick it in the bank. Or yowll wind up in Calle
Desperar.”
Out of the octagonal gold pleces Hank put down, Red
tossed ane back. “Make you s bet, amigo, Five yoars from
w It "be wearing bettsr clothe ihen you are And cating

ik wilee They drank a half bottle.of wine on it, and
shook hands.

And now it was a witing game that began to drive Hank
crazy, too. He all but gave away the last of the horses, retai
ing only Nl o o e R Jui. He sabled it
and counted his money. He had thirty-two hundred dollars,
20ld. He. ERi Al e e ‘Maybe money would
grease a bal itle.

v o the ey cobamimtod i i b s 08
tel. In a large room facing on the hotel corral, four men
et with maps and scrolls and drafting instruments. They

lool
gray-taired man who was in charge. Colonel Proctor must
every landowner in California crying on his shoul-
der by, now, honest or dishonest. There was a fat ltde man
doing it when Hank ar
Ren M e ot o
eyes were black and miserable and desperate. “Seguro Coro-
nel,” he whined. “The name is different, but you see, my
grandfather, he was unpopular after the revolution, and he
change’ his name. Then my father—he was muy fierol—he
change’ it back! But when he marrie
“IE1l be looked into.” Proctor said. “We're here to protect
Iandovners, not ro

man to the door. “But I have friends
Who have los =v=mhmg"' the Mesican proteted.
Afet o e i N e, Lok Boorde e
“What do you want?”
Hank knew at once that this man could not be bought.



94 Trouble ar Temescal
“What's the story on throwing squatters off your land?” he

asked.

“That's up to_ the courts.”
. “But i’s no different with a Mexican than an American,
s it

“Well, what do you think? The case comes up before an
American judge, and the squattr turms out o be a Yankee
Who fought for his country and brought his family out hers
{o sette. But theres no place to wl\\: 1} all blg ranches
s going to blame him if he squats?”
Eovhat I hes singl, hooghn

ferent,” Proctor said. He opened a sheaf
of papers, frowned at it, then growled, “What ranch is it
you're interestec

‘Rancho Temescal. Julia de la Torre.”

“Oh?" Hank said. “What's her name now!
“Wolfe,” the colonel said. “Mrs. George e wotre
Hank went out and had a drink on it. Clinking the gold
piece down on the bar reminded him of what he had intended
doing with his poke. Get her it e cleared for her—
o T a6 Gl
and say, “Here I s, & present. From a Yarkee." AT
B ant Fiiag s o vty o1 & pades of O
Y Wored struning 1ho, diiaks. e scengiet Yok

tures in a Doré Bible. Much later he was sitting on a doorsill
in front of a shop. It was dark. The street was quiet. His
stomach, after a sleep, was tender as a boil. What had he
been drinking—lye? He was sick, and came out of it shaken
but sober.

Crawling through the low door of his tent, he halted, rigid.
It stank of sweat—the sweetish, nervous odor you smelled on

eor
*Pike and s squatiers, be thaught
He held himself unmoving, waiting for the first small sound
that would tell him from which direction the atta
come. He had no way of knowing how many of them there
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were, u0d bis ears straned for some indication. fn bis throat
WL B W e e G
between set feth. 1t was all the waming
i o b e g i et i ooy
the small noise, one arm sweeping for his gun, the other held
out before him, clutching. He touched something; knocked
the man sprawling and they both went down in a tangle.
‘There was no clear chance to use his gun; he hit the man in
the crotch with his clbow and felt him convulse. The;
suvagey, the wards wistng into soarls of effort, Hank caught
a bio and his hand was fast enough to
b m: Eiter's gun hand and tura it sway from him
of pain esched out (0 bim, even s he realized the
wrist e clutthed was swathed in banidage.
“Goddammitt” Hank said. “Caldert”
(Sehorr”
He felt the fight go out of s instantly and held his
own g m s, 0. of e
ou rying 10 doT* Hank released his grp,

“You dnnged fool?”
sorry, s
e s you
“Thought you was Pike and his bunch.”
And I thought that you were your pariner, Wolfe.
“You came (o the wiong corral.” He

r,” the young Mexican said. “I did not

e o way o

o Rasaca's Toow wan et M, st Il
W your partner has married Julia?

P Townd out foday. Only you got it wrong, amigo. He

't my

1 G hot Kaow that. T thought 1 imight find him here.”

Hank picked a spot beside the pepper tree. He sat down,
g0t bis pipe going. “You sin' looking ol
el ol

or. Jula should i
i, ot s et ongh s a ko e
o e i B 0 ot Tonve s Lo R
the ranch.for himseltl”

“S0?" Remembering what Red had said the other night,
‘Hank was not too surprised. Legally, Julia ccu.ld do n
to stop him. In a way, the situation was fun:

It s o for smile, sehor,” Clder sald hmly. watching
ey T e e
o i ¢ . R Sed W ot i
scomed it. Rancho Temescal i b now, he tod ber, e
could stay or leave, as she chost

“He's pretty stubborn, when he sets his mind to it
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“1 have offered Julia the sanctuary of my hacienda.”
s eotcionimts vl cadi mrall e Wolfe
Shall not claim her, t00. Soto says that Wolfe rode out this
morming o look over his property, now that he i the Aacen
dado. T searched but was unable to find him. I hought per-
haps he came here.”
Ai't seen bide nor bair of 'm,” Hank growled. “Like [
401d you, Red snd 1 are quis
Said Calder. “Then it wil not matter to you when

1 kil him.”

Hank awakened to the sound of bells, the voice of every
Mexican town he hud ever been through. Near and far, they
chimed and bonged and tinkled for an hou

‘Wonder what Td have done if Td been her, he asked him-
self, £ T knew I was heading for the sireet corner with B
Ing et but my clthes. Would 1 have been damn
10 ave trusted any man on a deal like that? Couldn's she
have seen that Red Wolfe was bare brained, devilmay-care
ingo lookin for all he could g

It did ne Lt Soout’e The thisg for im0 do
was pack s and

iout b bumiad Nt thintgiont O ksbig
strlking the deerbide tent, fashioning & bedroll that would St
easy behind his saddle. There were some things of Red’s
around and Hank made a separste bundle of them to take
over 1o the Alta Vista Hotel

“Hold these for Sefior Walfe,” he told the proprietor. “If

The man looked sourly at the blanket-wrapped bundle,
mutiring bebind his mustache. Hank caught the words Te-
escal, and: something about the damned gringo who prob-
lbly would not need these things now that he was a big
cendado.

“Fie supposed Red would be just one more reases, ahistl,
that these Mexicans could say so biterly, *We had no Calle
Desperar before the Americans came.”

Yet weren't people like Julia de la Torre to blame, as well?
With her “bargain” that was equally demeaning, and which
offered such temptation?

But the argument made him feel no better, and by the
time that he had downed two glasses of tequila in a Calle

loon, the strange compulsion that burned him
made up his mind.

He went to the livery stable and got the horse which he had
held out for her. Rope-trailing it behind his own mount, he



wx Bonmam 97

{155 road lowknd Raomio Tenaural s R Cocss
hacienda.

He rode in late daylight through fields of dried mustard

. He had expected to find the carts laboring in from the

vmzy:rds and truck gardens; there was no activity of any

' F5 i et s was wicn o st T A
of charcoal smoke hung faintly in the air, yet there was not
ae g o sm:ll of supper. The quiet bothered him as
he sat there, some taste out of a cigarette.
‘What the hel? he thpaght, and called out. “Helor waiting
for a stableboy to come out to take his horse. But no one
After another few minutes, Hank hitched the horses
and went on inside through the stone arch that was the en-
trance.
‘Above the ringing of his boot heels on the tile floor he
heard the murmr of voices in a high-vaulted room off to the.
Ieft of the main hall. In there, he found the crowd of Mexi-

cans,
bunched like frightened catle. Some of the women were sob=
bing openly, wringing their hands in their voluminous skirts;
the Ien sio0d,sack-faced and bieak-<yed, their s n thelp

Ia Torre—adonde?
he man pulled away from him. “Gringo pig!” he spat.
Like a spark, the action seemed to ignite the crowd. A
growing surge of anger ran through the room. Hank eased
 holster instnctvely.
“Hol commanded, pushing through the crowd.
1t was Soto, Tulla's mayordom.
“What do you want here?” he demanded.
Where's Tuler”
e does not want 1o see you, I am sure,” the old man
gyt bl alati L
“What's wrong?”

He caught the shoulder of the nearest man. “Seorita de
de?

0 8 shooting” The Merican's eyes bumed
Hank’ face: “Between your redheaded partner, and R
alder. The doctor is inside wit T do not think be
expects Sefior Calder to live.”
ven as he spoke a door opened at the far end of the room
and Hank saw Julia de la Torre emerge. She wore a simple
sown of gray, unrelieved by any omamentation, and her face,
as much as he could see of it, was white and drawn. Tears
had Hhioad e chacks iy ohe b i 5 savmia

T i ik hesdioh e sk
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her, but it did not take a wise man to guess. The women's
obs went Just e their indrawn
breath, in ihe way it docs when tragedy em L
n passed the dread word, “Muerta,” so
" Hank pushed his way through tbe e of bodies. He saw
Julia look up at his approach, saw her eyes go larger with the
bricfest mark of hope, beforo the grist. ...d  dntivsonment
crumbled her face again. And then, as if it we
ura ting in the world, she was in his arms, ke
her small body encath
“Chapita;* he sald sofly into et hair, holding back noth-
ing of the way he felt now, refusing to admit, in this moment
that brought them closer than a mere embrace, that it Was 00

a
She put her lips up to his and he issed her, a linte sty
at first, but suddenly bringing her hard against himself. His
fingers moved along her back, up int0 her soft, dark hair; he
felt an ache go all through him. He was kissing her and
‘Whispering her name.

Aftr 8 while she moved away from him. But for them-
selves and o few ranch hands siagging through the door.
fthey wero alone in the big

Tulla held s arms, looking up nto bis eyes, and he knew

ond & doubt this was the face he loved, this was the

Thobreciol e whispered. “There was my pride. You do
Bt bate the Yankees al your life and then adumit, even to
yourself, that you are in love with or

e e il
10 you as a woman, not as a frightened ranch owner who

day after T saw you, I had a visitor—Seiior Wolfe, He said
that you had told him you would not marry me. Your busi-
ness here was finished. You and he were going away. He said
he felt a great pity for me and so, before he left with you,
e wesla do ‘me the favor of this marriage which his partner
would n

He fet the moment of thei
grasp. “And you believed him.”

P s e el st 0 ogry i v
for having efused. Yes, 1 believed him.” The tears welld in

eyes. “Toll me how great a fool I wi

“on couldn' Know.

“Itis all my fauit. But more than stupid. T am also guilty.
Of Ramon's deaths.” She started 10 tob ap

- sorry for that.” He pus out bis hands to comfort her,

nearness slipping from their
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then,drew them back, opening and closing his fngers. “How
happen?

T seesion’ & feisd Ao siop s, ok Racaow s AN

10 Rancho Temescal. He and Red argued. Sefior Wolfe re-

e S el e for my

“You'te not ll to blame,” Hank si S0 shirply that she
was startled. “It's my B

He was not ammpung Fpaiancey. vt examining the facts
as he saw them now. “I brought Red Wolfe here as my part-
ner. 1 told him about your offer of marriage, though 1 didu'e
Shink a th time he was iguring 1o do anything about it And
Tm the one who crippled Ramon's shooting fand:
blame there is, 1 get some of

resched for e hat he'd dropped when abe had comss

into his arms, * brought the horse. Perhaps e ride it
back to Rancho Temescal, when us gringos

“There wil b lile Ief 1 g0 back 10 when Wolfe leavesy”
she said sadly.

“Maybe nal U ride over there and see it I can alk Red
into leavi

‘She studied the hard i ot bl jaw. Yo do ot pAral
do this thing—

“For you?" He shook his head. “No, Chapita,
R e o e s o v
£ i ik B mmnermis it o
e aint any better than O

She twisted the small lace handkerdnd in A her hands. “But
there will be more trouble, more shooting:
“Only if Red wants it that way,” Hank said.

Julia wanted Soto to accompany him back to the Rancho
‘Temescal, but Hank preferred to go alone. He did not like to
think of what might happen if Red were drinking and in one
of his ugly m
rods with the softnight air pushing back his hat brim,
washing his face with the clean sharp smells of the fields.
They'd had some times, him and Red; some good,
st spring, when the bosque was sharp with the
Fragrance of e b et s camped
n the sand in the tunnel of cottonwoods
had hunted some horses which had strayed, during & storm,
ere was venison and quail and wild turkey, and trout for
the taking,
“A man'd have to be pretty used up, not to go for this,”
Red had said, and he spoke as if he wanted nothing else out
of life. Then, a week later, a sandstorm caught them on the
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Jornada. They worked in a blinding, choking fury, struggling
to keep the herd all in one piece, while their clothes tore to
i Anybudy who tries to make a living
this way should have his head patched for cracks, by God-
st Red mmoaced, forgeting 1he thiogs 16 said 4 week
before.

t was his way. hot one minute, cold the next.
So maybe, Hank ought, bl bave changod bis mind abost
makiga bigthing out of the Rancho Temescal, maybe some-
thing else will have struck his fancy by

‘The mein bowe blazed with hght, but like the Calder
ranch it was quiet. Hank reined before the courtyard gate,
which was closed. He had one leg out of the saddie when he
heard the whine of a slug and felt his hat spin off into the

arkness.

i mountshied, but Hank wasnt thrown it was s own
htca to leap from {ho stirrup end roll ito the protection af-
forded by the thick wall, away from the doorway. Gua out,
he waited, but there was no second shot.

“Red!” 'he called, changing position, just in c

“Is that you, Hank? Well, hell, man!” Red Wolfe sang out.

ank heard his footsteps in the courtyard, then the gate
lwung tride aad Red stood framed in the light trom inside.
“Hank! Sorry, amigo. 1

“Man commen o pay a sociable call aad gt ot at. You
that tou

[The redbead grinned spologeticaly, puttng up his g
“Thought you might be Pike, or some of his boys. Ran fiio
them this morning, up in the North Quarter, and they seemed
downright unfriendly, way they were showing their hardware.

1 slipped. them and got back here. . . . Well, come on in,
R

t inside. “You all alone?” Hank asked.
Red stdied i Tor moment, a3 if tying o read the foll
intent behind the questia
ok Dama Mexes have been puling out seady
boys coming out
e today, mattr of fact" He gave an
in, way, you ain't of-

Red turned and led the way into the parlor where they had
first spoken to Julia de Ia Torre. Now, another girl—a young,
prety Mexioan—got up from the sofs, snd wood there,

e food, sweetheart,” Red told her. “Two
phueu R st vl oy of e
He flopped on the sofa, while Hank took the seat he had
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the last time. The antimacassar 3
“You ain't been making friends right and left, have you?”

“Ain't it a fact, though. Tell you what's the truth, I can't
understand how Come & sice, lovable fel like me has ot
o, many people looking down their noses at
Hank merely stared at him, he went on. “You cant o
man for featueriag his own mes, mow, can you? Hell xi 1
Radn' grabbed ol his place, the vultures ke Pike woul

“You were pulling out for the mines.”

Red laughed. “This here can be a gold mine, Hank.” He
indicsted a bote of brandy on the low table between them:
"Pour yourslf » nugg

‘They had a drink. g watched the rodhend tako two
more [n duiek succession be wed his own glass to
be reiled, Wolfe was struggling mightly to Keep.the light
smile on his mouth, but Hank knew what the effort was cost=

him. This thing had not gone as easily or as well as Red
thought it woul

‘Hank shifted in his chair. His holster hung free. “Ramon
Calder dled il i

wned, started to say something and thought better
of . "D X soreg He wiboed b chin a v, “Han
the straght of it—1 didnt want to shoot him. God' honor,
But he litle hothead wouldn't give me & chance o talk. Went
paying for bis iron. Hellire, what could 1

could have left, before any trouble ied ™ He got
s fest, caretul not fo make a sudden movemen of

{RIak 11 b ter a0 wys road 1 60 aad e it sl

‘maosey ot re.”
Reds glance sidied up, and v:lled kol
that's what's on your mind. The way 1 been figuring, Hank,

was you might be looking to g0 parters again. Now the gl
~—this Julie—he dou't mean nothng to me. You know he

y 1 am sbout women—one's sbott s good a8 the ol
b ‘cause ihe Bappeanfolbs iy

“Cut it,” Hank said.

“Man, 'you got that preacher look again. Whenever you
gonna relax and start enjoying lifes This here spread is big
enough for the both of us. We could live like kings.”

“How long do you think you're gonna last around here?”
Hank destated angrly, ¥Hiam kg Oe ORI S
fore these people get sick and tired of the gringos pushing
them around, robbing them blind, deaf and dumb? Red, get
some sense.

Red laughed. “T don't want 10 live to be an old, old man. T
just want to live like a man. Not like somebody sucking i
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torstrom  Mex gal, geting her ranch back for her from the
big

. Hank. You'rs the one'y been mhblmg that loco weed,
if you think you can talk me o s . Lain't

aring. Now,if you pro ry sad ake te:« /4

R 06 o i i Flaniy g lashed out against the
B ey aicome tho . s om0 Radte
e Rkt et s
gun. Hank followed the table in a low dive. He and Red piled
into the sofa and it went over backvard, piling them upon

ank’s greater weight we him. He lande

Tard on Red and held hirs sauirming, unsble . reach his
gun around,

“Drop it,” Hank muttered.

Red struggled to get free. Hank ground an elbow and fore-
e  Against Red's thros, cutting of the flow of curss, chok-

R:d dropped his gun and Hank picked it up.

CTLe tefhtad rubbed i thross, ° keep forgeting you're a
knife man,” he said wryly. “You knife men are just
sneaky to suit me.”

el

You resly mean 12" Red was amazed. “Hank, how the
hell you fixing to keep me. Chain-hobble me or something?
T ieling you,frs chance I gt Im heading right back here
| o ocoan

‘Shy u get any ideas and Tl make
e the bapplen widow in Calfornal

They got as far as the door to the hall when the ight
emuped o violence. A fuslnde of shats tore through the
house; horse hooves pounded
Ty e th Bl EavTents oion of wen Pike bavl-
ing (o his riders, “Burn the bastard out! Bum it all Wolte,
just show your mangy head!”
not know how many squatters Owen Pike had
e, but it sounded like a
ir horses in different direc-
Bt i Doctontds et pethicd i sbiinge o
hall beyond where Hank and Red lay low. One torch crashed
through a window in their room; i caght in the curtins.
he dry cloth weat up with 8 sudden, sizzlin
ety b v it ol P ot ik
Red pranc Fou Know, T do thnh oo e peeved
“case [ made Julies il 160 legal to bust up.*
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“Helping me tzke part of hs car didnt make him love
you none, either. k had Red's Colt out. “Partner, let's
get back in busmen. o e tvee i gun and clapped

“Lef’s see if we can get the rest of that carl” Red raced
over 3ad puled down the faming curtan, stamped it dark

i boots Ho saapped a Gouple of shols out the Window
el wcm  swinging back ino the couttyard.
“You man enough to come and get me, Pike?” he hollered.

Wit Red backed dew tho wall from the doorway, Haak
dropped to one knee behind a heavy table.
Outaide, Plke's voice raised ia  shout: “The bastand's i

there, all right!
A voll:‘y of shots drummed through the door. Pike came
into the shadowy hall but did not enter the room at once.

Thie e oete s s e v e e
peared, neither of whom Hank knew. Brown, who Hank had
met préviously, came . Finaly, ‘bulwarked behind the other
three, Owen Pi
ik R e o 3, S 4 s, Tha ot ety A8
thelr hands on ther holstered revolvers.
ys,”
chxedbonr what Pike might do, and he was  move shead
of him. He had his gun barrel trained on the doorway, and
When Bike fired wildly at the tabie top and hmged ackward
for the safety of the hall, Hank's shot caught him, splitting
him in the middle. Pike, still moving, crashed against the wall
opposite the door wnd sewed awey.
The was dense with smoke, but Hank s
throving down on him, and he ducked and slid plabih
ped a gash in the table as it tore through. There was
Ahe lhunder o §is shot and the tumultuous, echoing roar of
ank did not need to ook to know that Brown

o

Lok oull” Red called. “Behind your"

Hank spun, the gun held sideways in his hand, throwing
Jead as if he were scything grass. Something burned him in
shoulder but he saw oné of the squaters dissppear before
s fre, kneeling almost as if in prayer. The ther squatc
oo S neia o€ it ot i B o
hand, and Red was answering, croud weaving with
each shot. They were within whispering distance of each

other. Their bodies jerked as the bullets sped between them.
“Red cried, “Red!” using his own gun on. the
squatter. He drove the man down, but he knew that it was
too lat. Red fell heavily before he could resch him his face
drained of color. The freckles stood out sharply, like rust
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spots touched to wax; and the boyish mouth, relieved of all
strain, was younger than Hank had ever seen it.

Afterward, he worked with Soto and the other Mexican
hands who had ridden over from the Calder ranch, attracted
by the flames. They killed the fires in the main house, but
e e i e S

‘Hank did not remember that he had been shot until he fell
B o i e e i e
wall, and it was A shar e oyad ik when WELAel v
in the turnout.

“Pobrecito! Pobrecito!”

Sie ly her face sgainst b cheek snd he thought that she

in t tel for sure. The night and all
A 1t awisid I s i sreResih e
h.d Femioved hi shirt and had bound bis shoulder wih cleas

B e e o i s they st together by the vall
High over the vineyards a half moon shone, There was a
faint. wist from the irigated fields, &, hagnnce of wetness
and vines that overrode the smell of charred

“The buria party fled past them. With b good arm Hank
held Julie lightly, and silently they watched until Red's body
was taken out through the entrance of Rancho Temesc



Powder, Shot and Texas Cattle”
by ALLAN R. BOSWORTH

(T Whs SUNDOWN when Charley Greer came back from the
holding grounds. He rode like a cowboy going to a dance,
sitting the sorrel with a loose, easy recklessness; he crossed
the Dodge City toll bridge, and the sound of his horse’s hoofs
reached the men in front of the Long Brancl
let down tilted chairs to watch Charley come into

Front Street, two blocks away. Everybody could guess what
was going to happen. The thing had been building up like
thiose thunderheads towering massive and dark into the brassy
sky, and the same sort of ominous quiet had held the town all
day—the quiet which precedes the lightning. Everybody knew.
Charley Greer.

e was 3 young man, all and rangy. with that lean Texas
flatness to_give him a_ribs-and-rawhide look, and he
dressed more like a trail driver than a livestock commission
‘man. They could see his eyes, now, black and unwinking un-
der the brim of his sweat-stained hat. He looked straight

“l'lus time,” somebody said softly, “Charley's got hell all
the way up his neck! Maybe we ought to send for Wyatt

arshal Earp's in Wichita,” another man answered. *
s, v i i ety e Cotbias panet i
Charley! Your figurin’ on runnin’ for mayor?”

harley Greer only grinned and waved his hand as he went

Jvas no thought of civic improvement in his mind;

it mattered not a damn to him what happened
He was tired of the town, tired of the whole unsatisfying
business of selling other men's cattle. Above
of bucking Ace Corbin's sharp, unscrupulous practces

arley was going to leave Dodge City, anyway. But he'd
leave things easier for Ben Collins, who had beer
ner for two difficult years in the livestock commission busi-
* Copyright, 1946, by Popuar Pulications, o
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ness. And deep within him he felt a warm, anticipatory
Plessure. Dodg City had been much 100 duiet of late:
loward the raiload tracks and the honkytonks

that flouished beyond, in Hlls Halt Acre. Ths (ook B
across the town's “deadline”, and the men who watched strag-
gled that way too,-leaving Front Streets thin respectability
behind. Across the deadline, nobody cared whether a man
packed a gu

arley Greer was packing a gun today. He stopped the
sorel at the hiching rail of the Lady Gay.

down from o with a0y uahrried case. Times
like this, all  man's senses Wero alive with a sharpensd
eness; ard everything. A_three-wagon

freight outfit came down the street, ratling emptily, hoofs
and wheels waking the sleeping dust. Longhorn cattle bawled
yonder in the loading pens, and down the block of false-

Corbin's shiny new bugay, standing at the corner with its
team n.n hitched.
dropped his split reins and turoed scross the
wooden, sidewall. Just 10 he did 5o, & girl came from the
other direction and stopped at the doors of the Lady Gay,
pulling one of them toward her so she could o inside She
hestated, studying the four men who lesne ar.
15 & diviied skirs A b
chestnut

youte in the wrong place. The hotes are up yonder across
the_tracks

Ste tured with a long, level glance, Her eyes were biue,
and impersonally co

Rt you. s wid, “But Ton pot Iooking for 3 hotel,
Im lmk.mg for a foreman and some hands. From what I've
seen of co her mouth turaed bitter——"1 wouldn't
expect 10 e respectable neighborhood!”

ey grinned, and his amusement grew to an outright

|auy. He knew how long the Trail was, and how dry; if a
man wanted to cut the dust out of his neck at Dodge, that
was his

The girl surveyed him, from head to foot, unsmilingly.
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“I'm Betty Larrabee,” she said. * i Corin wid he'd find
some competent men for the L Bar, but nobody has turned.
T, If youe iterenec-snd compstemiuTT pay you slxty
a month.

There was Corbin again. Corbin was everywhere. Prob-
ably he had made some sort of deal with the L Bar outfit,
whatever it was.

“I don't reckon I'm interested,” Charley drawled caoll
P s as she had ap-
im. “Besides, I hing out in placs lke this, I drink

Every now and then I just up and cut loose
wolf, and raise hell in general.” He smiled down at her with

ike all the rest, aren't you?” she said el
facing him from the sidewalk. “Big and brave and bad—as
long as you're carrying a gun! T take back the offer. I want a
foreman who's man enough "

She turned, and Charley laughed again, and put her out
of his mind. He stepped inside the Lady Gay, looking down
the long bar and dismissing the men who stood there. The
man he wanted would be yonder at the back of the room,
where a rusty pot-bellied stove half concealed the poker table.

ims, powdered and painted and dressed

vealing tightness, stood watching the game, resting her bare
r of a big man. This was Corbin, wearin
as always, the look of a man conscious of his own impor-
tance, The yellowhaired Kitty had been Charley's g, But
now e saw hes t Corbin, and he knew, all at
ance, that she would ulwlys be watching the winning hand,
no matter who

At Corbin's right was Yoder, a government cattle buyer
who acted as purchasmg ngem for several of the Army posts
—a sallow, black-m: man, scowling

deiking whiskey and black cofes. Acros £
Lonnie Sears, professional gammbler and ous of Corbin's ieide
men, thin and pale and jumpy. The fourth player's back was

aut on the holding grounds bad told bim that Young Dan
Parker had gone 16 town in Corbin's buggy, and they ‘added
that by thistime 5 was probabty detokes taka 8 hook oW
were right. Young Dan's head wobbled. His money
was mos lkely gone; he'd have written 10U, or sight drafts
on his father, who owned the Running K. Tomorrow, Ace



e

in would tear these up—if Young Dan allowed him to
e o et Tocrrodt
story would be all over town: Corbin got another irail boss
Bk, prabbod. off another herd Coling @& Grec had aed
u

Kitty Sims stepped back from Corbin’s chair. “Well, hello,
Charly, honeyt” she called oudly.

‘The bartender froze in the act of breathing on a glass to
Bio i » beter polsh. The men a the bar moved Basdly 10
the opposite wall. Quiet f

i oved s, he ¥l e
ain't looking for trouble, - Chariey!” he called
" Corbin ordersd, and Yod:r looked up

il
Chirley’ Greer pushed. back his hat and walked.slowly
down the room. His eyes were on Corbin; the tinkle of his

spurs was the only sound in the place,
rtender beckoned to_one of the customers sidling

out, Gt Ben Collac” he whispered. “Fr
Yoder drank, and scowled as he put down his glass. “Save
¢ private quarrels, Lonnie!” he said.. “Give me. two,

B o o Gy et e e o
Kitty Sims’ eyes upon him. He kicked a chair out of his way,
and Lonnie Sears jumped.

“You hear me, Charley?” Lonnie asked, licking his lips.

7t none of us packing a gun. We don' want o trouble

™ ity laughed. “Charly came o see me,” she said, “Didn't

you, Charl
o came toward him, walking_provoctively, her smile

painted on. He remembered, now, that he had told her about
the Running K’s coming up from the Nueces, and how Col-
lins & Greer planned to meet a Wyoming contract with
And that, he thought angrily, is what comes of trusting a
Woman!
She had passed that information, and probably many other
sch repors, along to Ace Corbin, He pushed her sside with-
eyes off Corbin's face, and stopped behind the
B Whiee oot Do Burkis s

2Get up, Dant he ordered, “You're going to the hotel”

Young Dan tured with diffculy, showlng boyish, sin-
ik domipeabii by

"Til'be. darmnedr” he whooped. ~OI Charley Greer! How
about a 1§l drink, Charley? Wanna sit in o Iil frien'ly

game?”
“Friendly, hell!" Charley grunted. “These hombres would
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cut a slit in your throat and. run your leg through it—that's
they arel Corbin, how about giving Dan back

s
rbin's eyes went cold. He said, “You keep the hell out

away from me when you're packing that gun. I'm not armed,
and Tve got 100 big & stake In his jown 10 get mixed upins
cheap saloon shooting, Dan's here of his own frce w

dronk,” said Charley. Yo got him dronk, Corin,
yeu'd beter get yourself a gun. This Fovets o Tt for e

us.”
"Drunk”" yelled Young Dan Pasker, ~Hell, 1 si't drunk,
Charley—] ingt bo from the
N i mgm to howl! T can't even hit
the ground with my hat,
5Th o By 4t e, o i il
mmn But the wide Stetson swept his cards of the table
Yoder lost patience, then. “Cut out the monkeyshines,
P i et s mlow s working. He leaned
chair and reached for the fallen cards. Young Dan
thrust out one sputred boot and pinned the goverument catl
buyer's finge
T o 6 that owr e sald sharply. “Nobody's seclng o
cardst”
oW it was coming. Yoder lurched to his feet, nursing the
bruied fingers under hig armpit. Chatley saw ihe bulge of
shoulder holster there; he saw, 100, that Young Dan had
checked his gun and cnnndg: e
‘The bartender ducked, ears dived under the table,
Kitty'Sims screamed. Ace Corbin merely pushed his chalf
back and sat with an expression of disdain on his dark,
heavy fac

came out in Yoder's hand, its hammer rising.

Cmrley Gireer bronght bis arm arouad in a whiplashr b
yward sweep, knocking Young Dan sprawling from his cair,
The gun was ‘already fling the room with i
squeezing the trigger a second time; the first bullt had burned
across Charley's wrist in the spot where Young Dan's
had been an instant before. He shouted for Corbin to grab
Yoder, and remembered the cool, unchanged expression on
the big man's face, as if Corbin considered himself above all
this. Yoder missed with the second shot, and came around the
{able with murder i his bloodshot eyes, cursng and thiow=
ing Lonnie Sears’ chair out of the way t0 get at Young Dan.

cm y didnt remember pulling the 44 from his holster

in_his hand, and the table jarred a

R against it. The whiskéy botle upse, gurglng its com
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tents over the scattered cards. Smoke curled up from Char-
ley's gun, and through the smoke he saw Yoder doubling
like a swimmer stricken with cramps, threshing to Keep bis
balance. He lost it sprawled heaviy across the tabl. Then he
rolled to the floor, and his gun blazed once more as he struck.
s o oieay and ey S i e yonder
a chair, with Corbin bending over her. Lonnie Sears wasn't
in sight. A tall man ren in from the sreet and began del
eriely shooting ou the ligh
S Cotin. Eveeything e i whe platned, do-
B s e o o e o e
tning T siding you, Charley! Clear out”
dey wasn't feady to go. He had come here for
business with Corbin, and that business had becn Interrupted
He stepped 10 the side of the man he had shot, and bent over
him. Yoder wasn't breathing. Charley turned away, cursing,
and bumped o Young Das. The boy was holding onto the
stove, dazed and half-sobered.

“Clipesl” Young Dan’ mumbled. I did't have a gun.
Corbin told me—"
et outl” Crarley said, and shoved him into the arms of
Colins. “Get bim out of here, Ben. 1 sin' through!”
wid, "You'd better travel, yourselfl Youve done

et
Charly tutned and saw that bad vasished, and
tty Sims with him. Then Lonnie Sears crawled out from
beneath the tsbl, his face the color of gras roots. Chariey

srabbed him by ihe
me loose!” S:an yelled. “You started all this! Tl

et Wym
“Youll get the ngm gclock train out of town!” Charley
warned, shakis Mol ol o
him he'd better start packin nt”
He shoved Lonsls violealy out i swinging doors. The
gambler hurried ac
eight o'clock train, Charley called after
him. Then he swung around on the sidewalk. Ben Collins was
helping Young Dan toward the Wright House. Corbin’s buggy

e.
“Somebody'dbetter get the coroner,” Charley told the
watching men. “There's a dead man inside.”
ung nto bis saddle and turned the sorrl wp
sret that parallled the rilroad tracks oo Ciy’s Hehis
ere be b
wde would svweep i from the holding grounds the dry. and
‘men from Texas would whoop across the tracks into
R T . o o i ol b
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piace, Normaly, & shooting acros the dedline was mothiog
10 get excited al

Ben Collins, hurrying back to the two-story frame
bmldmg beside the loading pens, was as excted as % steady,
nservative man allows himself to get. He swore under his
breath when he saw that Paisano, Chariey’s sorrl horse, was
still outside the place. He took the stairs two at a jump, and.
fumed in a doot letered COLLING & Gree, Livestock Com-
mission Age
urs were making new scars on the pine table.
1op. His hat was pushed back, showing dark hair Coming 0
a satanic peak above his level brows. There was a humorous
BT O e his
black &
led a cigarette. “You act like a grass fire was on your
ml am," he drawle
ts o yourst” said Ben Collins. He hung his hat on a
el 3

ige.
took charge of Yoders body, and he says if Earp ain't here
o arrest you, he'll o it himeelt™

“F said Charley Greer. “I don't feel like run-
ning, yet, T plan t bit for Tex xas, soon as I've squared ac-
counts with Corbin. But you can’t shoot a man when he ain't
packing a gun.” He cked the carete, “Tm sorry shout
Yoder. I didn't have anythis inst hini, even if he did
throw all his i ot ety Shooting him was self-
defense.”

Who'l tetfy to hat? Ben demanded. “Kitty and Loatie
and the bartender will say what Cort
Toetel (¥ g T, et o e wlm
happened. I put him on my horse and started him for camp.”

He went o the window and looked out for a moment, and
Charley knew what he was thinking. The shooting hadn't
helped matters for Collins & Greer. And things vere geting
increasingly tough in the commission business. Ther was a
drought 1n Texas, and al siong the Trail mm vere diovps
o caite down beyond the Red River, and fe

ap. What cattle did come through anived in

™ 50f what bad been done was done, and when Ben Collias
turned again, neither his eyes nor his tone held reproach. He
said, “I know how you feel, Charley. You never liked this
business. Bt T've thought al along we can beat Corbin with:
out a gunfight”

e hell we can!” Charley exclaimed. “Ben, he's got the.

Running K herd away from us, tis fime, because bes hold-
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ing a flock of Young Dan's IOU's, and Young Dan will never
dare let his father see them. That makes about twenty herds
Corbin has taken away from us. You were counting on the
Running K's to meet the Asa Hill contract in Cheyenne.
How'll you meet it now:

“1 don't know,” Ben admitted. “I know old Asa would buy
the first prime herd that showed up, if we failed to meet the
delivery date. But we've got four months, Charley. Something
will turn_up.”

“Sure, another good bunch like the Running K. Only Cor-
bin or some of his men will meet it somewhere between here
and the Red River, with liquor and cards. Time they're
through, itll be another Corbin deal. He's built up a mon-
Opoly, Ben. This town ain't big enough for him and youl”

-¥ou cuting yoursef out?” Ben
L people’s cows. T want o Taise

B

Ben Colins paced. the floor thoughtully. “Charley.” he
aid, “the markets turning to qualy, not quantity. We could
till ‘be partners. You could line uj wn in
B o it wold waod e A
pick up weight on the way. 10 say here, and try that scheme

‘of corn-feeding the beef for a couple of months before throw-

g it on the market. Its worlh & gambler”

Charley grinned. That plan 10 fatten a trail herd on corn
was one of Ben's pet progressive schemes, but Charley
doubted that it would pay. And Charley had o patience with
anything that took so long.

have to ship most of the corn in from Tllinois,” he
gbieced, “And Corbin's sl spreading out. He's alfeady
foroed three commission firms out of business, and he's out
fo get you. No, sir—things are ided

“Td ke to try my way," Ben said patiently. “You (o8
—leave town unti hings blow over, a

Charley looked at his watch. It was seven- thmy He heard
5 Contunco, restcm bellowing of Texas beet In e load)
Pens, and knew a sympathetic xiaship 10 that penned focing.
He fose and stetched:

Tl thik it over,” he ssid. “But T've ot 1o see Lomnie
Sears off on that trin.” He stopped ked
back at Ben. “Some day,” he drawled, “Tm golng to make
Ace Corbin mad enough to pull a gun on

He rode Paisano into Front Street and up it, secing the
town come to life in the sultry evening. From the hill where

ge iy’ residental section had spread under the i
potus of the catdle boom, he could look across the river. Out
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on the holding grounds, where Texas herds waited th
a1 the loading pens, @ statter of campfires twinkled ike en
stars. A growl o thunder rolled actoss the praiie from the
clouds that would not give ran, and somewhere down the line
otive whistled. Charley rolled a cigartte thoughtfully
and turned back down the street. It was almost train time.

Sears and a few other Corbin henchmen out of town, Corbin
would get mad. There were a dozen men working

bin himself was too smooth, too influential to let his hand

block from the Wright e Camiey Jeined the sorrsl
in the shadows and dismounted. Corbin and Sears might
among the men who sat on the hote's gallery. Chartey strode

. the board sidewalk, feeling the excitement rising within
him ke a5 Intcxicaat, neting an \nusoal auerber of horses 2
the hotel’s far comer.

‘The light from a barber-shop window fell upon him. The
Toungers went suddenly silent, and one man started down the
gallery steps. One of them's there, anyway! Charley thought.
H hat the
blue uniform. 1t was Major Stoneman, quartermaster at the

fort.

“All right, Greer!” the officer called. “Put up your hands!”

Charley laughed. Those were cavalry mounts, yonder; he

out the muley sadgls. More men Were corning

out of the shadow

“Major,” he answered, “this is a clvil case. 1f you want me
youe §ot a borse race on your hand

Stoneman made a sweeping motion it bis band wad sidy
“After him, sergeant?™

Six or eight troopers started up the walk, pistols out. Char-
ley threw a shot into the planks at their feet, and the hotel
oungers took cover in & mad scramble. The soldier hesi-
tated, then came on at a tr

This was what Charley wam:d The fanher they came
afoot, the longer it would take them to get back to_their
g fsegbln ronol gl
Lonnie Sears was sufficiently scared to board the eight o'clock
train. He knew that whether he liked it or not, he was headed
5 na bt i s e e o e e
then reached Pasano o & twiting fackrabbit run.

‘The major was yelling to get their horses.
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Charley made the saddle and hit spurs to the sorrel in the
same jump. Then, because the recklessness was wild within
bim, he headed straight down Front Steet, giving a conboy
yell as he flashed past the hotel gallery.

luna winkes oot o that dask wodio of ea sad cavaey
‘mounts, and the bullets sang near. Charley hooked his right
Teg around the saddle horn and rode Indian style on the far
side of his horse for a block, Then he straddied the saddle
again, and fired two shots in the air by way of farewell,
the sorrel swept across the toll bridg

Beyond was the dark vas rol of prsiie, and the scattered
Texas herds bedded down. The long Trail began here, and
streiched far and free—to the Red River, to the Nueces and
the Rio Grande. . .

Paisano's barrel Wwas heaving when Charley reined him on
a little rise and looked back. He saw the lights of the town,

ought briefly of Kitty Sims and the perfidy of women.

He hieard horses n the tol bridge. The sergeant was 8 stsb-

He pmnl:d then, for the darkness between two of the

‘The Running K's were camped far out; it

Was i plan o ride by-and see Young Dan belore he weat on

down the tral, fo tll the boy ot 10 pay the IOU's he'd given
Corbin. ]n(ermm:nt lightning played over the

a0 hiromering bebind him, but he was well

out of rang

e moon rose over his shoulder as he rode again, and for
4 space of some two miles the guns were silent. Suddenly
they opened up again, and he could hear the bullets sing. He
lay low over the saddle horn and turned Paisano down a
brush-bordered draw, hoping 1o shake pursuit. But after he
had followed the sandy bottom for nearly a mile the soldiers
were cven nearer.

4 rangy longhorn cow browsing on the
freen i e following,
and he set upon them furiously, slapping their rumps
B o T ik oo+ e s ek
spell, making enough noise for any horse. At gy
dy up the western bank and

with cnnk bedded down between it and the draw, and a night
i

crashing in the draw bed. Charley turned to ride around
slecping cattle. And the, 4 little further down the draw, the



ALLAN R. BoswoRTH 115
cow broke suddenly info open prsrie with the yearlng at

Ther contagious fright brought the nearer herd catle 10
feet. The Texas rider turned that way to check the p
belies 1 pread, Bt 2 bandtul of troopers bolled ‘suddenly
over the draw bank, certain they were on the heels of their
Tman, and at that instant a sharp crack of thunder drowned
out the hight rider’s profane warning. For a full second:the
prairie was bright as noonday, and before the rigzag bl
ance had winked out of the sky, the stampede w
Greer Knew what 1o Go, then, with Providence and
3 thousand longhorn steers come o s aid. He spurred into
rin, Iading northward and cutting across the
St 1 bt tutoet s go ot Al . The Hghtalng, o
in, and he saw another rider el farther in fron of the
running cattle, and heard the soldiers' shouts dimly before
he swelling foar of hoots drowned them. When he looked
back the herd was like a dark, tempestuous stream between
him and his pursuers

By all accounts he should have been safe. He was at the
outer edge of the path of the stampede when Paisano put a
foreleg into a gopher hole, and somersaulted.

Chariy way thrown clea, with the ground coming up 10
slam his head and shoulders with stunning force. Paisano
oled beavly; the cantle of the saddle cut down hard upon

harley's right ankle, pushing it against the sun-baked earth.

He dinly remembered seeing the horse ise and run; be Knew
enough (o crawl and roll farhr out of the path of i steer,
Everything was hazy, and the ground-shaking roar of the

stampede faded 10 5 dry whisper.

en full consciousness returned to him, the longhorn
cattle and the thunderstorm scemed to have moved north-
g their fury along the dark prairie.
Blood crept stickily down Charley's cheek from a sizable

gash over his emple, and the concussion had lef.s dull ache
Eovnding I his skl i had oot b piol and

crawled back to the spot where Paisaro had falln, and found
t

“The troopers had gone, on. He arose, fesing lightheaded,
and nearly colapsed with the pin tha shot through his right
nkle when he put weight on
“"He massaged it for  little while, then Hobbied paintully
estward, crossing another little draw. The camplires ot
ynnder were stll & long way o, and Balsano was st ran
g, ot tkely. He coold hear the troopers spreading out,
searching to the
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A horse crashed the low brush of the draw, coming Char-
ley’s way. He crouched beside a clump of willows, putting his
e SR
froopers; a lite pistl v:rsuun
i Taw et ek i Wb
trail Charley had followed p the western bank. Brush hid

length from him. He stepped quickly into the moonlight,
yincing a the pain in his ankle The borse reared, and Char-
ley caught the

st st casy" he said. "L ain' going to hurt yout”

e stopped, feeling foolish because of the gun in h..

B the gir he had met a the door of the Lady
—Betty Larr

Hier quirt was raised ready to strike him across the face.
There was contempt in the way she lowered her arm, and it
was plain in ber voice.

, Mr. Greer! What do you want?”

“thmg, “%aid Charley. “I made a mistake.” The
ness returned, and he holstered the gun and caught a vl
branch for support, wondering at the measure of dislike he
had formed for this girl. He asked, curiously, “Who told you

fre famous—or perhaps I should say notorious!
e s Lridgs keeper saked me about You us 1 was leving
. He wanted to know if you'd fou rbin.” She
paused, then asked, as if the question Were distasteul “What
happe
s ;m hxm pleasure to shock her. He said, shortly, “T
killed a
Killed a man?" she echoed sharply. “Corbin?”
+MNo. That was a mistake, 100. I kiled 8 man named Yo-

b i o ‘moment, her face white in the moonlight,
her mouth bi
said slowly.
Jou'l file & notch on your gua barrel and brag about t! Unl
a few months ago 1 thought cowboys were dashing and ro-
manti. I had been brought up (0 regard a man on horseback
s 2 cavaler, But you'ee il savag

“It was self-defense,” Charley said.

“Selfefense? When you' went inio that place looking for
trouble? Do you cxpect anybody E Delieve that

“No,” said Charley. “That's why I'm here.” He laughed,
and knew it in llugh iy oo e e
he lost his grip on the willow

i e,
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All at once the dust was warm against his check, and
moon turmed in the sky, and there was the girfs face above

Sh: cried, “Why, you' a changed
m all fght” be sald slll.mg up weakly: “Mukh obliged

Youd beter

He scnsed that her sympathy was a compromise she would
have felt sorry for anybody, for anything, w
y're after you, aren't they? Al that shwllng
wasa't because of the stampede:

“He rolled with me and ran off. I reckon I can find him
in the mornin

up,” she ordered. “I'l help you into the saddle.”

o bener ms on he repe

“Til do_nothing of the kind. Get upt”

Even with her help, it took all his strength to mount. The
stirrup straps were too short. He clutched the horn and Betty
climbed up behind him, bringing a sense of nearness that

was distubing, He said, “I'm mighty sorry, Miss Larmabee, [
yanted 10 g0 o the Running K camp. Dan Parker outft
Maybe you

her
Hie words tradled Gff, The girl was far away, urging i
0 hold on, and. after that he remembered nothing until his
e it oot Tapki el ot o3 gt
was o wet cloth on bis head, and be lay quielly for a
space, exploring a thirst more extensive than any he could
L e thought dully, must have been a
n'ng—lmled roarer!
mebody's weight uppzd the wagon bed lighty. He sat
up, remembering cvery!l ondering if he ha the
Running K camp, after all. e L e f
behin (ooping under the wagon bows.
“Tie downl” she cautioned. “There are s
Lie down and cover with the tarp.
“Look” Charley prm:xtcd “I don't want you to get into
any trouble on my account. Besides, why should yolr?”
Betty looked at him in her aloof, impersonal way. She saidy
T g [or argument,” and put a cool hand on his
forehead, him back down.
She pulld the bed tarp Sie Lot s iaie UESH

s coming.

he felt a saddle and other gear being disposed with studied
carclessiess across his body. Then th girl moved back toward
the wagon se

He heard horses outside, and a muffied voice he recogni
23 Vajor Stomemanre W' Jooking for Crariey Grend Ha
killed a man in Dodge last night, and he was headed this way

geant, search that wagon!”
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Saddle leather creaked as the sergeant got down. Charley
e hought better o it. The girl was
too close for gun play.
“Just a minute, sergeantt” she called sharply. “I happen
10 be dressing, and I certainly Wouldu't be doing that f there
were a man in here. You keep
Sioneman estated, and haricy Grear il ot Honalt
in the da

ight, sergeant—nover miad| eman said. “T1l
mke € Jour word for t, ma'am. But if you see Greer—
troubles énough without having to look for any

s e bk o 150 o0 20 thak e B i ety
Bad shape. | fired the irail boss and (w0 of the I
talked two,others ino qiting. If you see any rides loa kmg

for a job, T4 sppreciate i i youd send them ot tis way
Stoneman poliey said he would, and then the cav-
sleymen rode o
fier a momen( t Chaley lifted the tarp aad sat up. *Is it
safe to look aro
“Of course,” Bmy said. She was sitting on a bedding roll
behind the seat’s lazy-back, regarding him unsmilingly. “That

“You good bluff.” Charley

obliged. Now, f you can loan me & e, i . the Rum.
ning K oust”

girl shook her head. “You haven't tried standing on

that foor, have you?" she asked. “We thovght for a while las

night we e going to have to cut of your boot. I'm heating

a bucket of water, now. You'll need to give your ankle a few

soakings, and Bills got a botle of hors lniment he says will
do it tome good

Bill?”
Bill Sanger. He's the only man T've got left. He's out
holelng the herd, Which reminds me—Td beter go relieve
in get some
et e e bt ek Clicidy St b
canght & troubled 100K clouding her eyes. She handed up a
cup of coffee to him before she rode

Bill Sanger climbed into the wagon a little later, lugging

the stsaming bucket for soaking Clarley's oot. He was 4 man

r 50, grizzled and crookboned, looking like an old

e stove-up bronco buser, His eyes were red-rimmed with

had a likable grin. He brought his own cof-

fee and )qun(ed campire fushion in the wagon bed, blowing
noisily across the tin cup 1o cool

ver psted T4 sex the ‘e whea Td.be holdin! aine!
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hundred odd steers by my lonesome!” e declared. *And 1
couldt of cours, i they bad any run left in ‘em. You neter
seen such buzzard bit in all your bon daysl®
arley grimaced as he thrus his oot into the hot water.
“wn.z happened to this outfit?” he asked.
thing,” Sanger said. “Hard luck from the time we
threw the herd Ioguher down on the Llano. Did Miss Betty
tell you about
b b 11 et g el

, “was John Larrabee.

He fought all through the War between the States vithout
n’scrutched. Then it scems ke he lost verything durn’
Reconstruction, and come 10 Texss and penk what masey e

could scrape up Tnto ihis herd. Well, we hada't been on the
drive 8 week when o bunch of drunk’ cowboys rode into San
tos Angeles and shot up 'y harm:
and a bullet come rhmngh e oo of & slooa whare CHP
L LB A S him.
ped his coffee, and Charley said, “That was mighty
toughl B thovgns be unde rsicod, now, why Betty Larrabes
Tooked upon cowboys bre
"o Crowdr ook charge,” BIll Sanger went on. “He was
the trail boss. And he got mighty high-handed, even with

Miss Betty.
“And she finally fired him?"
“Should have done it a long time ago,” said Sanger. “But
e couldn't get anybody else. Cap'n Larrabee had one fault.

have been avoided, and die-ups. We started with twelve hun-
D e orceit o Gl R
now—you can hang your hat on any of ‘em.”

“What does she plan to do.now?™ asked Charley.

Bil Sanges spread his guaried bands. Wit e she do?

Sell out and take a lickin'. There was a commission man out
day b:(on eitay
“I know. Ace Corbin.”

{ et the bitterness with which Charley spoke the

playin’ up to. He wouldn't have Voo, lderetsd it
market the L Bars!”
‘The old cowboy finished his coffee and went back to the.
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herd, leaving Charley to massage his ankle with the liniment,
Jeaving him with time (o think.

s the following day, afer a seies of altenate scald-

B i ey Chktey cou e e
{he injored foot, Even then he could only bobbie around the
camy it didn't matter so

d

much that his trip toward Texas was s Gtk b T

S i
and what Ben Colling Was 461

fnsisted on saddiing one of the L Bar

horses and riding out to take his turn at holding the long-

horms. Betty had ridden to Dodge City 10 make another at-

to Ben Collns. Bill Sanger unvolld s bed tarp under the
wagon for a much-n

camp was on Mulberty Creek, some ten miles from
Dodge City. There was water enough in the creek for the
immediate needs of the cattle, but Charley saw that other
herds had been held here, and the grass was short. Before he
realzed i, he was planning what should be done, Drivethe

a few miles up the creek, hold them for a month or
Bioee o oo grass heforo evea. conidering throving them
on the market. Even then, he realized when he saw the catle

at close range, she wasn'tlikely o make any money on the
driy

"o sl cdewise in i sadls and stucid thestees with

wing amazement. They were, he judged, three-year-olds,
needing afother year to mature—and they didn't look as i
they would live that long. Betty's mentioning that the herd
was in “pretty bad shape” was the worst kind of understate-
ment. The L Bars had been driven improperly, without rest,
without enough grass. They moved listlessly, footsore and
stiff-legged. They were gaunted as jaybirds and slab-sided.

Charley rolled a cigarette and swore softly. To a man who
loved catle, s man who wanted to rase them und drive them

work with them, instead of merely bitying and selling
et ‘mishandling of these poor
dumb brutes was a crime.

He rode slowly around the shabby herd, coming to the
curve of the creek where a straggling line of willows drooped
in the heat. The sun was going down as he turned westward;
it was in his eyes when he looked up to see two riders com-
ing toward him. For a moment the old fecling of excitement
and danger was strong upon him, and then
Larrabee's voice. The man with her was Ben Collins.

Ben stopped his horse and regarded Charley soberly. He
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s “Hnk, and ok ot it thay o kg

pened between his gray eyes.

“Where's the funeral?” Charle .

[Mayth you iy ko i Bes eid dbt, ook Y
had one today. On Boot Hill. For you, Charley.

Chariey's rin vanished, “Come again?” he

i ot hoooasing 3o ¥aoe. Soneii s o
your orse, They back-ttacked and found the body of a man
about your size and build, with all his clothes tromped off
him by that stampede. He"—Ben hesitated, glancing sidewise
at Betty—"he Jus wsn't recognizabl. They fgured it was

00 bady” Charley said, remembering the rider he
i & lightning flash. “Some poor devil will turn up!
missing. Avy ides who it was7”

“My horse came back before daylight,

Chagiy.

“Young Dan?" Charley-exclaimed. “Good God!"

1 blame myslf,” Ben aid iderly. 1 never ought 1o have
started him for camp all alone, drunl

CForgel sbout (bl sui Chatiey shargly. -t anybody's
to blame—" He stopped there, leaving Corbin’s name un-
spoken.

Ben said, I had just got back from the Running K camp
when Miss Larrabee came to the office with your note. I
asked them to sit tight and say nothing for a few days. Youny
Dan's olksl get the news soon enough. And that gives you

chance to get on out of the country.

ity 'tk Dosa Walcihag Oharies: ydvlag H fack

cAny Iuck?” he inguired,

ne man,” she said wearly. “H' be out tomar-
et That s ol 1 sould s ot 1 et M, Coybio s b
promised to send out three others just as soon as he can got
in touch with them.

Charley exploded. “We'll send his thr
back so qulck ey think theyre riding & merry-goound
Betty giance was level and cool. “We will notl” she re,
torted. “I've got to have help. Il
isten 1o mel" Charley inerrupted. “You offered me the
job as foreman—at sixty dollars a month. t. I'm
starting tomorrow, and as foreman 71l do the hiring!”
“You forget one thing, Mr. Greer,” she said calmly.
told you T wouldu't hire any man who carries a gun. Re-
member?”
Ben sai t be a fool, Charleyl Now's your chancs
R Yo bons 1l you'll be in jail for murd
e e e e e
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Tine-backed steer shuffie down the creek bank to drink. He
said, “Ben, you pick a couple of good hands for me. Keep
the Running K boys quiet as long as you can, and sound out
the court on what T4 have to postin the way of bail bond.
T've decided not to go to Texas—not yet. I'm going o hang
R ks with host shac Saliod s

He unbuckied his gun belt and grinned as he handed it to
Betty. “You can put this in the wagon. Maybe I won't nec
it for a while-—and when T do, 1 can quit.”

Ben Collins had supper with them, and sat beside the L.
fire until the moon was high. There was a powdery

sprinkle of stars overh SR ot soit
song from Bill Sanger, ridin ¥

Firelight Tiec s e Crarir e fads la
sat on » bedding rol and rubbed linimen nto bis sprained
BLE O aihiig i, Ben e omionsca. T e roslee,
Was where Charley belonge

But it couldn't last. Charley had made his s play against
Ace Corbin, and Corbin wasn't a man to forg

Bety had clmbed o, ths Wagoa 1o B0 13 bad, and Ben

inclined his head in that direction.

£oZ
i
i
;«
£
|- i
H
2z
as
5
o

of the praL o S

reity gi
1y five minutes,” Charley said, “she rubs
my fur the wrong way: Its a habit, Sure, she helped me when
1 was stove up. and hid me from ihe troops-— +—but she'd have
e the same thing for » dogie call, Trouble with her is
ihe's got a whole 1ot to learn sbout this count
man Bas 10 do if he livs n 11" He shrogged, as I 1o dlamiss
the subject, and said, “What about Corbin? What did Lonnie
Sears do?”
Ben grinned. “You sure had Lonnie buffaloed. He caught
that train.
“Maybe I did too good a ob on Lonnie I've got him sized
up as the only weak sister in Corbin's outfit. Maybe the law
could have scared him, too; maybe *hed have 1oid s few
R icuin crooked deals.
” Ben said, and he frowned thoughtfully into the
. ey, ‘Corbi's ot something up_his. siecve. Ho
knows Young Dan is missing, because he's been out to the
Running K camp asking for him. It sure wouldn't be hard for
him to put two and two together and figure out what hap-
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pened. He's keeping quiet for some reason. When he gels
ready, he'l sic the law on you again

Charley pulled his boot on and rolled himself a smoke. He

said, "Well, 1 can't hide always, this close to town, And if
the Army's still interested, itll be hard to hide at ail. There

“I was coming to that,” Ben went on. “Stoneman had a
personal reason for coming after you. Yoder's wife is his sis-
ter, And be's told it around lown that Yoder was packing &
wad of money that night, and that his money belt was gone.
In other words, Ao pting rondy 1 vttt s robers

n you, t00.”

Charley's laugh was short. “He’s crazy. For one thing, T
hardiy Az Yooee, Fox saptber the chances are Corbin and
Lonnle had already cleaned him in
was pretty. druai, Saymai a miatte, Lonalo wai vades the
{able, ight by where Yoder was Iyng when you shot out the
lights. He could have lifted the money belt, if there was onel”

U8 o s, B sk gty “Now, ook, Charll
—you ought to move. Trail thi herd to Ogaiall, or Cheys

not running out on you, right now,” Charley sai
stubbornly. “Besides, the L Bars aren't in any shape to o
drive. I'm going to move them up the creek 8 ways and put
them on bettr gruss. You'l know whete (0 find m
- Ben thought. What he ssid, though, wa
“One thng e, " Charley. As far as I'm concemed, we're
still ps
-n.: cowboy Beuy had hired in Dodge City reported for
next morning, He was Sam Hogan, » redheaded, long;
waisted youngster L o t
bt e movec et e ad couss SR Y only a
couple of eeks before with a Lampasas outft, and had in-
tended going back to Texas after the herd was sol
“But 1 aih 10 go back with a stake,” he told Chatley, and
Uit ey 3 aracd Gut K i Duck's pokae aan
and didn't have sense enough to quit while 1 was ahead.”
Not many_people do,” Charly observed. “Who cleaned

X fan named Corbin.”
Charley grinned. “Son,” he sid cheerflly, “you've come
to the right outfit. Just stick around for a while, and I think

But it didn't change for the L Bars that day, or the next.
Three of the emaciated steers got down in the mud the herd
had churned into a loblolly at the rim of the creek; Charley



124 Powder, Shot and Texas Caille
L redetilin bl G Al S R
feet with block and tackle, On the second day, o sore-
cked catle did, and ho discovered that it east iy of the
oihers were badiy fy-blown, aad suflering from screw-worms
as a conseque
He sent youg Hopan to town for chloroform snd dry sul-
phur, to be used as worm medicine, and then set about the
distatetul chore of dragging the déad steer. 10 & safe and
sanitary distance beyond the bed grounds. They were not
even worth skinning for their hides
Betty found him, later, lost in & brown study, in gloomy
gootemplation of the catlle She vas rding sidésaddle he
had changed the shirt for a blue
L EU o o 13 b s v
sunset make a glory of her hair as she turned her horse and
reined in close beside him, smil
/s 00 reason for such o long face, Mistef Foreman,
she said lightly. “After all, two steers don't amount to much,
e losses
e I
loses even one cow, it's a bad day. I took this job to save
t for the coyotes and

Crowder
yras rased only o be Saughtered. « - - Do you think well
lose many m

“No. Well move them 1o better grass. Well pul them
through. Il take  ltle ume. but we can

et

lnn:d out impulsively 10 place her hand. over his. “Chat-

. she sid softy, “Im gratetul for the decision you made
the other night, and sorry for some of the things 1 sad in the
begianing. You are difernt sl don't nderstand why yo
. But 1 think I'm beginning to understand you

He looked up to meet the blue direcines.of her eyes, and
saw only friendship there, and nothing he had ever learned
from Kitty Sims or any of the o girs like her heped him

10 find the words he wanted to s

Belty withdrow her hand with 4 ltle augh and said, ;Tm
not fatiering myslf, It was the catle, was't it? They'
AR T T understand

u. You love cattle;

T rckon” Chariey He chuckled, thinking how
much affection this pamcuhr i ke i b
derness there had been in the moment was gone: He said, “I
shot Yoder because he had his gun out and was doing his best
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to Kill a boy that wasn't packing a gun, and was too drunk
to use one, anyway. But I went in the Lady Gay to have it
out with Corbin. Sooner or later, I will have it out with him."

“Why?" the girl asked.

“Because it’s the only way. He's crooked, and yet, 50 far
as T could prove, I reckor
like the crew you had with these

reak the law, maybe, but he dida’t play il e OBy
hasn't played square with Ben, o anyb

Betty shrugged. “Perhaps 'm no judge, i
hica twice, Bt b b 4eisd. ko 5 gontiesonn, 4

i~You're entitled o that opnion,” Charley sad coolly. *Buf
fit can have only one boss. As long as I'm running
the L Dar herd, et S i With these cattley
and he'll stay out of this

“Wed better talk abost wmuhmg clse” Betty sad. 1
came out o reming you ics time for suppe

n with & cool silence betwéen them, and ime
meditiely after the meal Charley went back o the herd 10
releve Bill Sanger Sam Hogan woulds'tbe back for s while
and tomorrow was going to be a hard day, with fifty wormy
Seers 10 doctor, Bestdes, he wanted time 1o thin

only met

Each of those fifty steers had to be cut out from the heard,
roped and thrown, before the chloroform could be applied to
Kill the screw-worms, and the sulphur dusted on to dry up
the sore. It would have been much more than a one-day job
for three men, but Ben Collins showed up at the L Bar camp
before mid-morning bringingthe two hands Charley had re-
quest

ey were Jack Needham and Pecos Gurley—both in their.
twenties, medium-sized, wiry, and toughened to the saddie.
s iding Charley's soreel horse, and was therefore
doubly welcor
had xumelhmg on his mind, but he saw there was little
time for talking. He said, ginning, 10 the same od story—
thess boys rodk into. tow 10 ses the clephant and hear the
owi, and they woke up with nothing but the clothes they
t in” And he shucked off his coat and turned to with
the others, despite Charley’s protests. -
n, the cattle had all been treated. Charley and
Ben rode in to the wagon together and splashed the dust from
their faces in the tin wash basin beside the water keg. Betty
had cooked supper, and she came around the wagon to eye
Charley with a look of concern.
fe hasn't been out of the’saddle since yesterday morn-
ing, except to change horses!” she told Ben. “If he keeps
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that up, this outfit will have to have another foreman—and
therel be a real funeral.”

Ben winked at Charley and laughed. “Don't worry. He's
made out of rawhide, Miss Betty. Tve soen him go for longer
than_this.”

watched thern as they ate supper. She was leaaing
that there were loyalties among these men in whi
i o o e e, vy ey
for the cattle he handied, his love for his horse. She listened,
d life in a small Southern town where
beauty had made her the belle of the community; and she felt
Ieft out of 100 many things

But whatever weariness Charley had was gone as he ate.
He had enough hands, nows he was building up an ot
Tomorrow, he told Ben, he would ride up Mu
and pick new holding ycunds Find a spot with enongh grss:
1o put some meat on L Bar bones, Next day, they'

Ben nodded patienty, ‘and beckoned Ctatley over 1o, the
ragon tongue aiter super was over. He motioned for Char-

then, exploded.his bombaell.

1 reckon,” B said quiety, “that we'we jost the Rusning
K’

Charley slid off the wagon tongue and stood up. “You

mesn Corbin's going o bandie them?”
at way. Now 1 know why he's kept quiet these

o dnyx—:bmll Young Dan’s disappearance. He was
waiting o spring this. He claims he bought that herd out-
Tight rom Young Da, the evening Yoder was shot. Says bo
paid him in full for eleven hundred steers—twenty-tw
sand dollars.” Ben's voice rose angrily. “And he's hmnng
around that Young Dan skipped the country wi

ch.my ripped out an osth that Betty must have heard,
fire. He said, “Why, the ditty, double-deaing

Shonkt 160 be b <nough to say I TomD
Here o defend himsef This way its a sight worsel Bt no-

dy will believe him, Ber

“Tim afraid they Wil Ben said. “He's flashed a signed
receipt. He'll show that {o the Running K crew, and demand
delivery. They'll wire Old s et ot 8
Killed,and  OId Dany e o O will take it into
<ol n if they dig up the boy's body and have it prop-
erly e, Corbin il sl Tave e receipt
here'll be some of his gang 1o testify they wit-
nessed the deal!” sud biterly. He strode up and
down, swearing again, and halted to_hammer the wagon
Wheel with his clenched fist. “Ther's just one thing 1o, 60,
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Ben. This wouldnt have happened if Corbin had bes
ing 3 gun that dey, have sure as bell bron
e s pa ching a gun of noL"

id your horses!” Ben cautioned. “You made
il deal, didy Yool You shucked your gun and checked
it with o the lady, yonder.”

“That was while Tm handling these catde. I can qu,
e mok et o on e Aad pive ik e

twenty thousand dollars without spending a cent, and be took.
it. T figure he took. ety Das's signatice off one of those
I0U's he got in the poker

“How'l you prove it?”

;1 don't know-—yet. But sit tight, and Il work on it. Be-
sides, there are other herds. This one, for instance.”

Chiarley snortd. *To deliver to Ata Hill? Hed take one
Iook at them and laugh in your fag

T not s0 sure about that,” Ben retorid.
iden miling around i my mind >

€ got a little

arle'y warned. “It takes time
SR iy Chey e. And i€s s dry year, and

Ben slapped him on the shoulder. “Get (o bed,” he ad-
vised. “I'll head back to town. We've both got a busy day
head.”

Charley’s day was busy enough. He woke with daylight,
and saddled the sorrel immediately after breakfast, riding up

a habit of claiming damage o trampled crops, and collecting.
Tt was nearly seven miles before he found a stretc!

prairie in a convenient bend of the creek. The grass had not

been gxazcd over for 8 year or more, and u sctter of m.m

buffalo ated that no nester had claimed the ground

ehips would have been collected for fuel There

He tuned back in high spirits and reached the L Bar
camp shorty aftr noon, coming up behind the wagon and
shucking of bis saddle at the picket I

e e o e M feeding
s s Sh At e e e e
Charley started_aro the saddle. Wind
it e e vt Moo
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and he stopped. The man’s voice said, “Well, you're the boss,

iss Betty, and don't let anybody eise tell you what to do
with your catlle. But we could talk business on the way to
town. A pretty girl like you oughtn't to be stuck out here on
the prairiel”

Charley dropped the saddle, went through the line of
horses and stepped over the wagon tongue. There were two

strange men squatting near the campfire, drinking coffee.
Sam Hogan sat in the shade with a plate of beans on his
and Bll Sanger lay stretched out on a oll in the

shade beneath the wagon bed. Charley could see Betty's blue
skirt through the spoes of  hind wheel, and the legs of a
an standing cloe 1o her. And yonder Was the new buggy,

(Clntley vt tong the side'of the wagon, walng like &
orbin's wide back was toward him, his bulk concealing
Betty's face. He wore a black broadcloth coat and a white
collar, and was holding 4 fine beaver bat n bis band. He
looked cool and clean and pros
e scent of his pomade came to Charley's nostrils, Char-
B i s s duyn, Dot Iy 0 P s
bie o his beard, and the smells of swest and saddl leather
worm medicine were im; and one_surprising
hought crowded into his mind ahead of all ths other reasont
e had for hating Ace Corbin. It was, Damn him, he's trying.
10 beat my time with Betty!

He stopped between the wagon and the camplr, checking
that thought, conscious only of the joyous, reckless knowl-
edge that he could get his hands on

und, you swest.soonted. son-of.s-bich”

Betty stepped back and saw him, her face gone white. The

ig man turned without haste. A quick fear passed over his
face, and vanished when he saw Charley wasn't wearing a

gun.
“Watch your language, Greer!” he said sharply.
Charley’s back epes mocked that spasm of fright he had
. He said, “She'll hear worse than that before I'm through
With you. Beity, ge in the wagon”
do nothif of the kind! And 1 won't have you picking
a fight here. Mr. Corbin was good enough to keep his word
about bri nglng ‘oot & couple of bands. Ho—
“Get in the wagon, I said:
me c:

g out nto the open, ernning,
standing up to tnke Bity’s hand. Miss Betty,” he
ed. You dont want 1o see this. But T shore dor”
Borbin looked over Charley's shoulder, Hi two
put down their coffee cups and were on their fect, waiting;




ALLAN R. Bosworti 129
they'd be the kind to back any play Corbin made. But
Sanger, climbing into the wagon after Betty, lifted the tarp
and thrust the barrel of a..44 Winchester across the side-
board.
is here,” he announced coolly, “is goin’ o be a two-
man ght, and you jasprs wil sty out of it. That gos for
you, 100, Sam!”
“The boy hastily swallowed a mouthfl of besns, “Hell 1
't lookin' for any fight! But I'd like to see my hundred and
ity dotlr took out bf Corbins hidel
B8 s ey e el e
ward Charley: “You wont be happ get licked, will
YOu?" he asked with & sneer. “You'e sore because 1 100k

Cuarley ignored the taunt. THe mid, Tl give you just
e off that coat, Corbin?’

1D comeaion raam romored J aud rotsd up bls shesvet
displaying white St muscular. Ho would out-

eigh Charley by forty pounds.

"Blop them, Bl" Betty's voiee pleaded. “Stop themt
Somebody will gt hurt”

Sanger said, “I shore hope so, ma'am!” And then

Cortin ll:pp:d out from the wagon, light on his feet for so

Chaciey moved into the ttack, driven by a cold and sav-

toe 1o toe, neither givin rbin’s shoulders were
Tl S v T oot b e
short, heavy blows, none of them traveling far, some of

m knocking down Charley's guard. Charley circled, driv-
ing a it into Corbiv'y middle, and.the by
sharply and crowded i, retlining b e
tpyard acrom the cowboy's chin and split is lip:
net ena, sammseo pack: 4 thooht, I ceghl
10 hm taken off my spurs, and the warm, salty taste of blood -

muscle bound; the way 1o whip
length. He heard Bill Sanger shouting encouragement. The
Taar cled again, and out of the corner of his eye he saw.
{hat ety had raised the wagon tarp and vas watchin, too,
her face w
Rk s by looping swing that jarred Corbin's head.
big man bored in again, bull-fashion, forcing Charley
10 retreat through sheer weight of body and fiss. Th
tled around the campfire and through it, kicking smouldering
embers across the hard-packed ground. Charley kicked over
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the coffee-pot, and felt the heat of the scalding liquid on his
tender ankle, and  cloud of vapor swiried up between the
two men. this Corbiy face showed: bis nose was

bleeding ‘and his eyes glitiered under & scovl, He
Charley and trid to grapple with him, and Charley o
him hard in the

arbin grunted, beat forward under the impact. His hands
closed on Charley's houlders, but the cowboy wrenched free
and drove his right fist upw

Al b, weight was bepind that punch. It caught Corbin
sl bending forward-—caught him solidly on the jaw and

Snapped his head back. He twisied sidewiss and fell across
the edge of the

y stooped and caught the commission man by the
b:lt dmggmg him out of the hot a
" Charley panted. “Stand up and fight!”
enough!” Bill Sanger jecred.

But Corbin was rising, and Charley gave him time. He had
blood on his white shirt front, and a scorched spot from the
fire, and his heavy face was a smear of sweat and white
wood ashes. He shook the hair out of his eyes and rushed
for Charley again, head lowered, fists fliling.

is was the way Charley wanted him, in a crazy-blin
rage. Corbln couldart takie defeat. This way, some day, i
A i

Charley sidestepped and cracked his knuckles against the.
big fomcrs jows, Gorbin Wegtbackward, topphag, crashitg
into the rear wagon wheel with a force that shool the entire

n. Then he slid down the wheel grotesquely, the back of
Bis head bumping oo, the sokes.

“That's for Young Dan” said Charley.

He walked over to the water keg and reached a shaking
hand for the men Corbin had brought
were still standing silently, eyeing Sanger's gun.

“Put

in the buggy and hit for town!” Charley told
them. He sat down on b:ddmg 1oll, Aghting the sick breath-
e s i it of his g his skinned
Knuckles. Corbi the dirt

as the two men c iggy.
Oe of o fooked k. e Sl Jhoe At ais gul
ing to like this. He'll nail your ears on his barn, if it costs
him every cent he's got!”
e knows where fo fnd met” Chastey reorted. He looked
up at the wagon, but Betty wasn't in sight. Bill Sanger
climbed down, ks grin muliplying the wrinkis in e
ek BT e
“Shes wipesd 2od ook his et i
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are mighty strnge, You never know whether they're cryi'
because they're glad o

Sam Hogan went around the wagon, Inbidden, to rerieve
Charley's saddle. He brought it back and sai » you
‘want this rig on your horse?”

y took a cigarette from his bruised lips and regarded
the yaungmr through the smoke. He said, “Yes, might as
well saddle up, Sam. Much obliged.

“The boy swallowed and his sunburmed face worked. “You
—you goin’ to drift?” he asked.

“You know a lot, ot Cieoe et N
makes you think P'm out?

m glanced at Bill Sanger, h:!lﬂung Then he kicked at
the dirt and said, “T was around town. 1 heard all about it.
You've got to hit the trail, now! Soon as Corbin gets to town,
helll have the law after you.” He looked up again, hero-
worship in his eyes. “Let me go with you, Charley! 1 ain't got
anything to bold me herel”

" Charley taid, and winked st Sanger, “How sbout
hat ke o take back to Texas?”

It was worth it the boy.answered. “Td have paid a hun-
dred and fifty dollars any time to see what you did to Corbin!™

harly shook his head doubifully. He thought, Nothing
has_been setiled, nothi

il it e e
leaving, Sam,” he said quietly. “There's too much work to

lo. Whatever happens, T'd like to see you stick with this out-
fitand help, pull 1 ol of the hole. You saddle Paisano for
me, then rde out (o the herd. Tell P:cos and Jack to bunch
the cattle, Were moving—right v

m Hogan loft on the run. Bill Sanger grinned, and Char-
ley knew the outfit was going to hold together. He furned to
the wagon and alled Beity’s name.

“I'l be out in a minute,” she answered. Whatever her
s o i e e ot e e
down from the wagon her eyes were slightly red, but she

faced Chariey caimly, She had changed. ioio, hér ridiog
clothes and was wearing the soft, wide-brimmed hat.
Sanger got up, whisling, and found something to do

on,the other side of the
“l'm not apologizing for the fight.

cither. Not with the kind of company Corbin ke

Betiy's glance was scornful, “Like the gil he fook a
from you?” she fired at him. “Kitt, T believed her name is
And the other night you told me you were going to have it



132 Powder, Shot and Texas Catile
out with him for other reasons—more high-sounding reasons.
He didn’t play square with Ben, you said. I might have known
better. Whea two men fall out, there's always a woman
back of it!”

“What I want to know is, am I still working for you?”

“That's up to you!” the girl said coolly. “Please don't
think I'd allow your romantic affirs to disturb our Susiness
relations!”

He thought, We'd never get along! but she was close
apin, and tantalisingly besuitl He laughed reckleesly,
took 4 step nearer and looked down into her eyes.

“M:amng past omanic affirs” he drawled. “Or presen?”

“You haven't denied what Corbin said about that girll”
Betty declared. “You haven't—oh, Charle ey!”

e was suddenly in his arms. Crying again, and laughing
at the same time, to his complete bewilderment. He tilted
her chin and kissed her on the lips.

i never meant anything to me and

of a lon

ety broké away, "Youve gt 10, g0, Chariey! 1 heard
whnt o 0id Saon Bt bes Bt youu o Yo sty with i
now—start for Texas! Il scll the catle and

T you there. Don't you see? It's the only way!”

w what change love could make in a Woman's way
of thinking; all her scruples concerning the law vanished
when her man was in danger.

But the stubbornness rose within him. He had doctored
those cattle, and—in a way that nobody but a_cattleman
would have understood—he had a stake in them. They were
ot yet ready for market, In il or out, he would see the L
ars bult into good.

o ek oo e 1) g
The ol cowboy cams up with a stralght face but there wes
a suspicious twinkle in s faded eyes:
“Elich the wagon.team, Bil" Chirley told him. “Betty,
yourd beter drive, We've got seven miles o trail and it
take us till after

Betty stood lw i atir Sanger had gone for the

team. She said, softly, “You're the most headstrong man

Tve ever i e e e
exas?”

“No." Charley grinned. “Not with you, and these long-
horns, and a fight on my hands.”
She drew a deep breath. “Well!” she exclai
wonder, you put me aead of the steers,
The L Bars left a broad trail in their slow and painful
drive to the new holding grounds. Anybody, Charley told

ed. “For a
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himself, could have followed it with half a moon and a couple
of matches. But Major Stoneman and the marshal's men
waited until after daylight.

Charley had bathed in the creek, changed into some of
Sam Hogan's clothes, and shaved his four-day beard. He

were four of them, with the major in blue uniform, and they
gpread out with the plai intention of surmounding the camp:
i e SR R B
the wagon tongue beside Bt

s 5o Dustecun, o 1014 bex YT Béal Hgh
‘There's enough grass here for & month or gore, and Bill ean
find_another spot when that's gone. By that time, those
steers—

Gl sd forever.
on't be gone that long. I'l try to get b

erhand “Doat e o ey Charley. 1a
there any danger you'l be convcted?”
d, “Not a chance. It was pure self-defense.” There

e Wortying her by admiting. that only Corbins
witnesses were left. He squeezed her hand, and stood up,

ood moring, Major,” he called.
Stoneman grunted, and gave Betty a reluctant salute. “So
e wasa't hiding i your camp that day, Miss Larvabeel” he
said.

“Have you got a cvil warran for me?” Charley asked.

“They've got one for your arrest for murder,” Stoneman

sald f T e e on et G
‘oder’s money here,

Youd be!l:r speak u
Joul want to Jock for yourel, Major Stone:

o) Ezﬁy PR

The ‘ort quartermaster got dawn i
SR R e e i
the deputics waited and showed 3 singular Tack of aterest
After a few minutes, Stoneman emerged. He said, “You
probably bu 2

Charley grinned. “Some day T'd like to hear all about that
money—and what Yodet was doing packing it” He turned to
Betty, and the came nto bis arms unashamed. *Thisis worta
going to jail for, honey!” he said,

“Then e strode 10 the picket line and.ciachcd Paisano's
saddle. Betty smiled, and threw him a kiss, and didn't c
until the riders had topped the swell of the prairic.

Ben Collins, they told Charley in Dodge City, hada't been
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around for a couple of days. Charley was taken to the swel-
tering lttle office of the justice court and arraigned on a
charge of murder.
rbin wasn't there, but Charley knew his influence
had reached into the place when the judge fixed the bail
at five thousand dollars, Nothing was said about the robbery
charge, but he learned from a deputy that they were trying
to make a Federal case out of that, Soneman claimed Yoder
was carrying government funds 1o buy cattle with, and Stone-
man was responsibe for the mone
Charley said, “You mean they'l hang me first for shooling
Yoder, Ahen e in Federal Court for robbing him? Thatl
tak
“Toe deouy spa tobacco fuice onto the jil foor. Son.”
he said, “it ain't a joking matter. You better get Ben Collins
busy fading that Parkes boy. Youre going (0 need a it
ness!”

So Young Dan's death hadn't yet become public knowl-
cleel The Runmng s were sill out on the bolding grounds
an that was where Ben was, trying to bl

Colhms A ‘Charley told himself, would show up
tomorro

But e it nor the next du. The jsil wis stifing hot

and a-swarm ies. At night the sounds of revelry drifted
up from Hell's Half Acte, and what sleep Charley Could get
was. broken by the intermittent arrival of cowboys who had
celebruted 100 wel, or ailed to check teir guns before com-
ing north of the dea

the third day Sam Hogan came with a tender little
note from Bety. He sad, while Clurley was writiog an an-
swer, that the catle were doing prety

“We_doctored e S R e )
“Now we call ‘em » the Hell Bars—they're in such & hell of
a shape!

"That night the familir ratle of keys and stamping of
chale Cotiar: 11t 4, SHhubing ot 0 s K. o
the voice of Ben Collins said, "Charlcy, next time you fun a
B s o oo dou sk T o0

et it ek L eyer, was

shoved into the Tockup.

He said, “You jaspers think you're smart!” and went to
the far corner. The jiler allowed Ben to enter Charley's el
or & talk.

He had taken a little pasear by train, he said, to Kansas
City and Abilene, and in Abilene he had found Lonnie run-
ning a faro game. Getting him brought back to Dodge was
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fairly easy: the law agreed that Lonnie was a m:
ness o the Kiling, and etirs e ot 10
until the trial.

"One ot o wibir guusblers bt ke Loase,

. “He told me Lonnie tried to come back to ety th

Corbin, just as soon as he heard you'd been buried in
Boot Hil. Corbin sent word that e bad no use for a man
that scared so easy.”

Wel,” Charley said, “that means Lonnie probably did't
take any money off Yoder. If he had made a clean-up he
wouldn't have wanted o come back.”

“Maybe not-—and again, maybe he counted on Corbiu’s
protection. Now he hasn't got that. Maybe we can get him
o talk.”

Ctarle grunted. It be knows anything, Corbin won't et
him ot in this place. Did you see Ace tor

AL

“Take a_good look at him. He ought to be shy a couple
of eaticn ASe Chosiey ol B sbows te B and bow the
L Bars had been moved. He said, “I wish you'd ri
i tim eck up on how Betty’s gtnmg along.”

inned. “It's not the steers, now, i it?

5 o Charley answer

iTve got 1o get you out of | nm Gt e g
quite @ Site Bankroll o But T reckon
we've il got redit Mool M A dud £

jou can raise five thousand dollars,” Charley pro-
tested, “you'd better apply it on a herd of prime beef to de-
liver {0 Asa Hill>
vwyer came next day, and immediatly got busy, with

the reult that tia was set fo three weeks laer, Raising v
thovsand dollars cash bond wast't 8o easy. Dodge City was

egimaing foCoe  inancil piicht rought ko o 4l
now the stream of Texas cattle had dwindled to a compara-

business prospects were not good; they knew that Ace
Corbin’s monopoly had become almost complete.
respect, too, for Ben's conservatism and his

reputation for solidity. At the end of a week he had scraped
together the money, and Charley was released o wait trial—
under bond to keep the peace, and remain within the county.
But Lonnie Sears was stll in jail.

Ben wasn' n his offce. Charley went to the livery e
to get Paisano, and had 1o wait until a st
horned stees had passed before he e e ey

ir brand was Dan Parker's Running
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A cowboy with a red bandanna over his mouth was riding
drag, und Chariey called t0 ask where the "herd was going.
 borseman
Loadin® pens,” he said briefly, gnd with bitterness Then
B o Dt o, and added, “Acs Corbin got
a_court order—somethin’ they c: of sequcnnucm
BTt h o 10 It s Lo ek
Wont caly’ be heartbroke, he'll be plumb busted It he don't
get the money from these cows!”

‘The sun was low when Charley approached camp. Fi
disiancs e saw that thres huge, highsided fright vehides
were sianding near the chuck wagon. he came

nearer he made out extra horses on the picket line. He
thougt, Some freghier must have .rlappcd for the night.
Sam Hogun yeled, “Here e c Miss

-nd tbere vas e i ot i prghba s it e

[ a0 snte) Iaughing, and her in
front of him, and it was enough at the moment to hold her
in his arms. When he had swung ac duxn o5 the gl
Ben Collins came up, grinning.

33 wearing a brown dicking Jumper and s blue work
B L P i b cgaec it
ness goodbye. Charley jerked a thumb toward the wagons
and said, “Who's the company?”

“Me,” said Ben. “That's my outfit. 'm hauling corn. Put-
ting some meat on the L Bar cattle.”

Charley

“Come out and take a look, and you won't think so!” Ben
etorted. “We haven't been corn-feeding a week, and you can
already see the improvement. Give me three months, and 1
could put ther average weight up two hundred poundsl”
Charley knew, now, how Ben had spent so much m
on the tp to Kansas Ciy. They rode out o the herd. Char.
they're Betty’s cows. I don't know how she’s

ley sai
etor capital”
“The cost of this com,” Ben explained, “comes out of the
commistion of Collns & Greer. Tve tilked it over with
ty. Our contret with Asa Hill cals or s 10 deliver bim
o better
than the ones we 5ol lust year. These will be as good
et u » Hundred bead,
somewhers, to make the thousand, But we can do i, We
start up the trail with one or two freight ottt loaded with

eed on'the way. Nobody ever fed corn on a trail
Grive, that T know oL



b
“Good reason,” said Charley. n't break even.”
en made a litl gesture. “Who cares i we lose the com-
mission? Betty will sill come out ahead. And this is an ex-
periment, Charley. If it works halfway on these cattle, the
y were in to start with, it'l sure enough work on a
hand-picked herd! We'll build pens outside Dodge and adver-
tise grain-fed beef in the Chicago and Eastern markets. What
e done back in Liinois on a small scale, we'll do with
Texas catt
His enthusiasm grew as he showed Charley the long, shal-
low feedin troughs he had buil of rough pine lumbe
1 of Gaing it~ L wea oa. You can fosd shock com by
TR oo rcnid e e i
. a lot of waste in that method, and these
cattle don’t need the fodder. They'll get enough grass for
With the troughs, you feed husked corn. Look at
your L Bars, now!”
‘The longhorns had improved, indeed. Their hides had
talken on a gloss, and they Jooked far less gaunted
“Well," Charley admitted happily, “something’s working,

all right!”

H bered the Running K's, then, and Ben Colins’
jaw tightened as he heard about the court o

hit for town right away,” he sad grimly, “Send Old

Do fics aas AT Ko DA Det it booming up

Ben had contracted for corn by the. carioad, and Sam Ho-
gan made two hauls from Dodge City during the next two
pent el "Charley caught
Ben's contagious enthusiasm for the feeding project. He
rorked hardet than ever, ranging the cate up or down Mul.

Crek during the day and bring them back to the feed
troughs at sundown o,top off the roughage wi
eeping busy in this maaner, he had e time 1o worry
about the spprosching murder (il or o think of Ace Cor:
rought word that Corbi was out of town—and
that i i o o i
. And Sam returned from one of the comhauling tips
1o announce that Loanie Sears had at last rased bond of &
fs i tts o linl e a8 SainE
mebody’s out hat muel y said. “Folks
n got him Rl skip

U A e S SR
(Charley thought. Ben rode into cam the next day with ‘more
important news. Charley’s lawyer—his name was Cummings
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en hired by Old Dan Parker, and Old Dan was
Keeping the telegraph wires hot. Cummings had just won an

ing up from Texas, determined to identify the body of his
son if pomhltv and’bent on proving the receipt Corbin held
was a for

"Also, Ben reported, the prics of catle had, been fumping
all week, on account of the shortage. He said,“I the drought
ticks down in Texas, theyll go sky high.

¥ conservatism could take
the gambling out of the catle business. Aa Hill was © pay
G e (el s A cattle
went up, Betty w

"What did your father pay for the L. Bars, down on the
Liano?” he asked her.

“Nine dollars a head, range delivery. Why?”

Ben smiled, too. “They may be worth twenty-five or more
in a little while.

Charley had planned 1o ride into town the afternoon be-
fore the trial, but he waited until late. When it was time for
the crew 10 bring the L Bars in to the feed troughs, he sad-
dled Betty's horse and asked her to accompany him on an
inspection

_They reined their horsesin the shade of the creek willows
The L Bars were streaming past in the dusty sunlight—reds

oans, white-mottled sabinos, and linebacked steers of

that wild brush-country strain the Texas called bayo coyotes.

Charley leaned forward, resting his arms on the wide pommel

of the saddle, pride and a quiet satisfaction in his eyes. She
8

that look in his face after the fight

with Corbin.
e once stiff-jointed shuffle of the catlle was gone. They
walked, heads up, with a lumbering gait that was wild and
free. The drag went by, and Charley turned Paisano back
toward cam,
e he said slowly, “they're in shape, now, whatever
:m_another month, and they can trail-drive
el ot o ‘weight. They can stand a Wyoming winter,
blue norther would have killed them, before.
That's something!”

It came near being everything, for him, Betty thought.
“Whatever happens,” she repeated softly. “Charley, you've
always said you had o have it out with Corbi, I kiow be's
done everyt 0 get you convicted. You whipped
e e 1 pattee seqoitian o, yos's i e’ i
enough? Couldn't you drop the feud?”
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v his lean face harden, the um tightening nmund
T e ol S i

want to lie awake being afraid that you may have
gl (hat you may have kiled Ace Corbinl”

“Neither do 1" he t the thing with him started
before I met you Before we fel in love

an our love?”
s il sas A Job 10 bas 1 b done:

“But you don't have to stay in this country. And when
Ben gets his feeding business going, Corbin won't be able to
hurt him any more. Promise me you'll call it quits!”

You don't know Corbin, Betty,” he sad fialy.

“I'm afraid T don't know

“That was all, At camp, he belped her down, and took her
in his arms briefly, but her slender body was taut and un-
ielding. He said, “Well . . . adios!” and rode into gathering

sk.

‘The little courtroom was packed. Corbin sat in the second
row, with Kitty Sims beside him in a blue silk dress, and a

ployed. From his chair nside the raiing, Charley saw the L
Bar outt come in; old Bill Sanger wearing 8 cout and  tie
that appareatly choked him, Sain Hogan with his red hair
slicked Gown, and Betty dressed in whige and wearing & poks
bonne delicate oval of her face. She looked,
e thought, lke a il girl, wide-eyed and scared

e to the railing, and he met her there, and it
was ot a ltte girls Kiss she gave ki Over her sboulder,
he saw Kitty Sims watching.

“Fm sorry about last night,” Betty whispered. “But it was
because I love you, Charley. Good luc}

She went back to her scat. The gavel was soundi

St e i T Charley
Tooked over the spectators and saw that Ben Collins had not
artived. Rarris, the prosecuting attorney, put the Lady Gay
bartender on the stand.

T seen Charley. was Tookin" for trouble, the minute he
gome in,” the bartender sad. +He vent past the bar, and
i et e o
11d him tvice they didu want 1o trouble. Charlcy Kept
goin', and I sent for Ben Collins. The next thing I knew,
Chariey had pull:d His gun and was shootin"”

shoot first?” Harris ask

The bersosioss pale s el b e Corbins face el

said, “Well, if he didn't he was goin’ to. Mr. Yoder was set-




et Stor ol T o
e got up before he ever pulled his gun, and it

" i Tar
“No questions,” said Cummings, the defense attorney.

“Ace Corbin,” Harris called.

‘The big man took the witness stand with his self-possessed,
important air. Charley saw Major Stoneman come in the
door and find a seat near two other officers from Fort Dodge.
Corbin was ARG b, the bartender had given,

rati
"l warned Greer,” he added. “T told i {0 stay away from

e Ao didn't want to get
mixed up in any saloon shooing. He was ingulng, and de-
Tanded, that we break up the poker gam Yoder asked
him politely to leave, and he began abusing i T
pulled his gun and the shooting started.

“Who shot first?”

+Charley Greer,” Corbin sai

fumed the witness over to e Cummings
i "D you ty 15 siog 1 shociin

1 did not. 1 would have been a o7tk s
gun away from him.”

“How much whiskey had Yoder drunk?”

“Perhaps two or three drinks. We had been discussing a
cattle deal. He wasn't in the habit of drinking during such
discussions.”

CISn't it true that Yoder drew his gun first and fired two
shots at Dan Parker, who was both drunk and unarmed?”

Corbin said, “Greer anding behind Parker's o
o shots natually came that way. Bt Dreer fired i

“That's all, ings sai

Charley saw Betty's face, white and drawn, and old Bill
Sanger whispering something to comfort her. He thought,
1f it keeps going this way, she'll need it! and heard them

e jurors leaned forward. Kitty was pretty in a painted,
overdressed way, and every man on the jury knew where she
worked. She avoided Charley’s eyes, and recited in a mono-
tone testimony to back Corbin’s up to the point where Char-

_ley had drawn his gun.

“Then,” she added demurely, smoolhm; her blue silk skirt
and facing the jury, I fainted dead

One of the jurors snickered openly, o Cummings took
the witness to inquire sarcastically whether she hadn't seen a
number of shoolmgs without fainting, during her employ-
ment at the Lady
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: but this was iffrent. I—I couldsee Charley was
m.d T knew somebody was going to be kil
o matter of fast, youd been quite friendly with M
Greer until that day, hadnl you?”
th quite a few men,” Kitty parried,
i romna ookt
¥ "Bue you Sk bl v il Mr e R
And unil e s you with Corbin
i Pt i Thare e W s oece
relevandy of the question, and the. bjection was sustained:
Cummings had no
“Your Honor,” Harris addressed the court, “there was only
one other witness who is known to State asks
that the bond of Lonnie Sears be forfeited. The State rests its
case.”

Cummings rose and bowed with mock courtesy. “The de-
fense” he announced, “will produce Lonnie Sears. vithin
five minutes, and ask dhat he be s
i i s Coton eoowied et atradn

Kitty Stms” perfumed bosoen to whisper 19 ofe of his conted
erates. Charley caught Betty's eye and grinned, and she g
him & tremulous semle. Then the door opened, yonder, and
the witness enter

ollins was closed behind him, almost shoving Lonnie
through the door, The gambler appeared less nervous than
previously; he glared at Corbin as he went by, and his up-
raised hand was steady as he was sworn.

Watching him, Charley realized that Corbin had made the
mistake of ignoring Sears. It was hatred that steadied the
‘man, now; he was still scared, but his resentment of Corbin's
treatment outweighed his fear.

ings hastened through the preliminaries. “Tell the
court;” e said, “what happened o the afternoon. of the
ting.”

t to work at three o'clock,” Lonnie began. “Corbin
told me he'd have o sucker there by tha time
“Object!” cried the prosecutor. “Mr. Corbin is not on
trial. Neither are his business inodt
onor,” Cummings said, “this is a cow town, and
the dealings in cattle play an important the lives of
all of us. I propose to show, through this witness, that s
extraordinary financial traniactions preceded. ths shooting,
Jad & bearing uponit, Mr. Corbin has sditcd

(e ot e
int zccusmgly the commission
el ‘oder ki

i o Dalwan ol o s i ek o A
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ing. The judge's gavel banged, and one of Corbin's hench-
men pulled him dow

“Objecion overruled,” the court sid, *Proceed.”

“He wid hed have i sucker ther
Y e Eorkas bt . s s st Ve
wailed at the card table. Yoder was drink, and e got 10
bragging. He told me about a big deal him and Corbin and

he had supplied Corbin with ten thousand dollars in Govern-
ment money, for a quick purchase of catle fo the Arty. It
‘was pretty clear that they were going to get Parker drunk and
B o b catc o 3 s Tt was up S0 M Shamman
0 certty the payment late, and o ceriy 1o the count and
weight of the beef.

Stoneman shouted hosrsely, “That's a liel You can' drag
me into this,

“The way they ¥ workcd it,” Lonnie went on after another
abjection had been , “was playing both ends against
the middle. After geting & herd cheap, they Were. going 0
Sheat the Army on count and weight. ‘They plt the profi
paused, looking steadly at Cor
he added, “ihan Ace ever thought .

roceed,” said the court.

“Corbin ‘igired o gethng the Runaing K's, Collins &
Greer had that herd lined up, but Corbin knew he could get
Young Dan drunk, and in the hole a few thousand dollars
at poke, and then he could swing the deal. Well, he got word
hat Chariey had biood in his eye, and 1 was seared. but Cor-
bin said hed handle Churley. Yoder and Young Dan both
kept getting drunker. Charley come in and tried to make
Young Dan go to the hotel.-Young Dan swung his hat at the
floor to show how drunk he was, and knocked some of hi:
cards off the table.

"Yoder touched the cards, and You

n stomped on his

Band, and Yoder come up out of his chair and pulled a gun
out of a shoulder hnls\cr PHe shot once, and I ducked under
the table. I heard him shoot again, and I seen him start

around the tabls to Kl Young mn or Charley. Then I
heard Charley shoot, and Yoder fell.”

"And 50 {ar 28 you know,” Cummings sad, “Major Sione-
man didn’t know that Yoder had already given Corbin the
ten housand dollars?”

Major Stoneman didn't know it,” Lonnie said.
it Cominay b kbl

Most of the fight had been taken out of the prosecutor.

case went to_the jury before noon.
The verdict was in ten minutes later.
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“We, the jury, find the et oot g\nlly
Betty ran into Charley’s arms, crying softly. Ben Collins
moved quiely to Lonnies side and stood there uatil Corbin
and his crowd had left the courtro
“Now” Ben taid Jubilandly ss they tarted for camp, “the
shoe’s on the other foo

They took Lonnie Sears to camp with them, and Ben saw
Rl e ot ol ctios Sl
had been Cummings s
and hndden him, promising protection against any reveage by

i ey and Ben knew Corbin had reached a point of et
peration. What had been set onnie’s testimony
Rt Wat . carle permsion: postanes (=
n0t, the story was all ovr town, and men going back to
Texas would take it with f

arley drowal his cpergice mID getting the L Bars ready
for the dive. Traling any herd o Cheyenne in &
robeEboray geiliprigby sl g
e cheng sty W wigh biasd St arend e Sl
e sandhills and parched tableland; somey
times there was quicksand in the Solomon, and the way be-
tween the watar of the Republican and ihat of the South
Pltte was o
n Collins nmugm s telegram out from town and showed
umch arley. It was from Asa Hill:
HEAR YOU FIGURE ON DELIVERING ME A

1S MORE I HAVE GOT TO HAVE THEM BY SEP-
TEMBER 15,
nid, “Why, the hardbeaded old cooll He's
eeks!

FFio's heard.from Corbin,” Bon s “Corbin's frying
hamstring us. He'd ike to cut in on the deal with  herd of

Caney Ghserved. “Well have the L Bar there

on time.
“That night he woke with 8 sar, siting up in s bedroll
to hear angry shouts from the herd, and a
Sdon eustoning of horaea b o6 tho hard-bakod growsdl
He called Ben, and stamped into his boots as he ran for




e e o
™ he yelled. “Hand me my gun! Somebody's trying
o sumpede the cattle!”

n Collins ran 1o the picket line and began saddling.
i et e el o
Wagon sheet. She said, “Please, Charley! Don't take it—don't
get into trouble again!”

s el Gy i 0 ok TS
Teaped on the wagon tongue, swearing.
hey're shooting at” he exclaimed. “Give me at gunt®
She

Paisano saddied. Charley said, "Il se¢ you out there,” and
the

, wide around the herd, which
scemed 10 be undisturbed. He smpp:d at the far end to listen,
and the hoofbeats sounded faintly, far beyond the creek and.
stll going fast. Nearer at hand, he heard Sam Hogan
ing, and Pecos Gurley coming from the other direction,

ing Sam’s name.
Chariey found the boy as Pecos rode up. Sam sat on the
m;  orse, holding his left arm. Blood crept be-

st plnked me. Ctarty,” he sid between his teth
all right. But if I'd a had me a gun—

Yol have one, from now onl” Charley promised grimly:
“Wete through runking a Sunday school ouift. What hap-
pen

A TR SR L
could hear Pecos singing on the far side. I seen two riders
turning back into the creek brush, and I hit spurs to my horse
and hollred at them, Next hing 1 knew, that Ballet Knooked

e sky-west and crooked

™ Chartey sent fim to e wagon. Ben Collins arrived, an
they scarohed the creek brush withou finding anything, and
oncluaed that Sac's yelly had Grightened the prowlers away

fore they had a chance to stampede the catle. Charley
spent the rest of the nigl

e e e
athers were stinging the berd out to range it up the creek.
Betty said, “Yonder come some of the boys—something’s
Bk o iy e o oo Do R 08 Sl
eaded toward the wagons with their ropes on a pair of siu-
pid and staggering shorthorns.

There were two men with them, and Charley recognized
them as Jim Davis and a lanky, big-nosed youngster named
Wilkerson. Both were inspectors for the Kansas Livestock
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put down his tin cup. “What the hel's the meaning of

ﬂm" Fhose shorthorns don't belong to the
i o resent of them last night,

ooy Ben s aogy "When we stacted stinging out
the catle, we found them, 100 sik to. move they're
wearing L Bar brands that aren't over a day old!”

Beity watched, mysiled 2 the shorthorns were dragged
stumbling into camp. At their worst, the L Bars had never
Iooked so bad.

‘What's wrong with the poor things?” she asked.
‘exas fever!” Charley said shortly, and tumned or
atmgeiars. Tl potap b o e e s

he_declared. “Corbin had you sent out here!”
“Now wait a minute, Charley!” Jim Davis retorted. “Maybe
X don't ke Corbi any beter than you do, but I kuow he'd

not running the Association. I can tell you what happened:
e inspected a herd. Corbin put on e il yesirday, and
e knew we would be working o way.”

Running K outfit is still tied
up: Corbin bought a thousand threcs that Just come up fromm
Texas—the Triangle D outtit. H n crew on them,

s
et e Pl e o il
for the pkiable conditon of the L Bars when they arrived
Charley mnught 1 owe him something, too! He said,
. Ben Corbin figured. 1 get v tod up, s rab,tie
K Hill deal himself?
stis e there, and no telling how
picked up. You'll have to be quaran-
fined for at least hirty dayst You know Texas fover as well
don't get it, but they can carry it and in-
fect any domestic cattle they come into contact with. Sorry,
but Tve got to leave Wilkerson here usthe quarantne guard:
Tl gladly ask the Association to shorten the time S
posible, but you know it sometimes runs (0 s
as out of sight, Charley turned to Bill Sunger.
“Gu your Winchester and put "em out of their misery. I'm
ding to town!”
Beny faced birn, calm and ve
you're going gunning for Corbin?
“Yes, damn him?
“Charley, you pros
“I_ promised T woukhn Jack o 1 reckon
1 quit as of last nig S T pachi e e
Waht 10 hire me back-—with no stings-Bes will Know where
to find m

pale. She said, “You mean




B
“No,” B of. And o is every-

shorthorns, a gun cracked twice. Charley said, “That's where
the law gets your”

Ben Collins followed him to the picket line. Ben said,

ley, we might telegraph Asa Hill and ask him to give

us till the first of October. We'd have a month, then, after
the quarantine was lifted. I—I hate to see you and Betty
bust up, this way!"

“Don't grieve yourself about any bust-up!”

He cinched Paisano's saddle, and mounted the sorrel, his

vward o willngnes to drop the feud. He had whipped Cor-

At g gl o

sonal injuy withoot apenly avifing a fight, and a Bght was
welcom

X Corbin had struck at the catle, and the catte were
d swested over ihem, doctoring them
oy hr:athmg he dust they ot
d, ckon you're the L Bar boss from here
& on e Dt 10 do 5o 00d 10 fool around. You ought to
‘em on the tral tomorzow—and take Wilkerson slong
at m= point of a g
e ek s backward look, without
e e et ate, wuhod
&d dried thern. She turhed o the other tasks
she was dry-eyed and silen, o ‘Ben Collvs could et s

ger had gone out to the herd, leav-
Ing Ben to his own thoughis. There was nothing he conid sa

gl cons vl 0 e Cunll
now, growing as he tried to plan a way out for the L Bars.
Hie had none of Charley's reckless nature, but once aroused
he could be dangerous.

Conservatism §ed nowhere, now. Asa Hill el
wanted cattle delivered by September the
ifesoih, there. would.be 5o es asking for &n. extebson of
time. Méanwlile, the L Bars would have o be almost enlm:lv

r-fed, because the quarantine regulations would n
it thos 0 e ranged far, and the grass would play. o,

Ben treted through the morning w1d in the middie of the
afternoon be came to a sudden decision. y was
1 that was lett. Tt was time for sharp. and decisive acton:
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ortow, quarantine of no quarantine they would throw
6 1 B om Wi
A new bu e T il ame. el Fizemod
Ben hurried that way, thinking, Ill handle Corbin sl
10d wishing e had a fun. But if wasn't Corbin. It was Kity,
Sims, pulling the team 10 a stop.
She said, “Hello, Ben,"” and sat for a moment regarding
ouldn’t

down to face Beity, who was sitt
mato box. She said, “1 lied on the and
Know it, All ight, T did it for my man, and Td do it agaiat

h.
“That's right. I was pretty sweet on Charley, once. Maybe
you wouldn't understand why T dropped him. For one thing,
1 knew hes too damn good for my Kind. For anothe
i's a matter of plain business. I've got to gei
mine whie 'T'an, and Ace has got it. With you, its Gfferent”
don

t say, "You can't do this, you,
can't do that,’ and 'You can't pack a gun?”
Betty was ilent.

arley had a fight,on his hands before he saw you,”
Kitty went on. “There's men who'd've laughed in his face if
he backed down after starting that fight. But did you help
him? If you knew men like I know "em, you'd realize the fight
had to come off, sooner or later.”

“Where is Charley now?" Betty asked in a small vc

“In the Lady Gay, waiting for Ace to show up. And
ting drunk! He's got Ben's gun, brought it for Ace to use.

ut f Ace finds him drutk, i wout be o far fght-—Ace
don't fight that wa rley's killed, you can blame
Yourself, He woulda't be dnnkmg %o beavy if It wasn't for
You and him busting up!”

Betty said, “I sl don’t understand why you came out
here. If you love Corbin—"

Kwat iy leoglnd by, an el wiasd v VU
She looked back aad thenrd e wort O
while, ki, But Tve got some things about me that are de-
iy gl g el byl

gw
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what he's doing. And . . . T stll think Charley Gree is &
damn

B i 27 Wl o O
buggy. Betty was suddenly on ber

che crisd, “Walt] Taks ot with your”
DG Coling ot s cots atiy hasn, B caught up

ot e B Betty pleaded. “I1l do
anyihing he = el £t fim out o
suid, “Til see what 1 can do.” ) pul spurs to his
s G e T e e b came
10 the (0l bridge: He walked the horse acros I, eting i
blow, and stopped to ask the bridge kesper whether Corbin
lad come back 1o town that way
yeu the old man mid “And when he does, he's
goln o m o8 s
“You me y G
“Ehariey it ‘oot waf of 1t Old Dan Parker hit town
this morni' on the train, and identified the body of his boy
just as soon as they dug him up—seems Young Dan broke
his arm when he was & Kid, and it growed back with the
bones crooked. Old Dan showed a letter the boy wrote the
day he go here, suyin he was goin’ to tunthe herd over o
you and Charley, like he was supposed to. That m
Bin's claim soun pretty sim. And that an' all The Federa
grand jury has indicted Ace and that major out at the fort
for_conspirin’ to_ defraud the gover'ment
Ben whisted, "That news s worth two bits any dayt®
“Earp's out lookin' for Corbin right now!"the old man
caled n[ler him.
eay, Bet told himself, verything might b taken out
B o haaas Bo across the Plaza and i
ot Strct. Hin shotghts wcrc ool by s
planning what had to be don

‘Paisano was in'an adjoining stall at the livery stable where
Ben left his horse. He crossed over to the Lady Gay. The
first thing to meet his eyes as he stepped inslde was his own
gun, ying on the near end o the
Gt o ae g 1t i ke ot

B i bt T 1o mw “Just leave that gun lay where
it is, Ben!” and took a

Bén moved down the long bar, studying his partner nar-
rowly, and Charley waved toward the bartender.
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“Give us another glass here, Honest Johmt" e oriersl

and grinned at Ben. “I call him Honest John, now, because

he swears hell tell the truth the next time he goes on the
witness stand!”

Tim Tastad s e iy sneslfuiiog R

een el Charey I
u know o it s, Pl

. Tm a family m
nt, Honcx( John,” Charley drawled.
“Maybe Ben wants to talk.”

“I do,” Ben said, pouring a drink. “I want you to g0 to0
the office. I'l take care of Corbin. You're drunk, Charley!”

Charley laughed. “A man's drunk when he falls down and
can't get p to take another drink. You just stay out of my
way, Ben!”

“Give me your gun,” Ben urged. “After all it makes no
difference. who shoots ‘Corbin—except to Betty. It makes a
big difference to her; Charley.”

“Not from what she said this morning,” Charley said bi
terly. “And it like 1 old her the first time I ever lad eyes
on_ her—right out in front of this place. I told her I'm the
kind of man who drinks when he's dry. This is one of those
times, Ben. I told her once in a while I had to cut loose my
wolt. Well this s his night to howll”

He lifted his glass and Ben noted curiously that his hand
e e thought he understood what wi
happening here. Honest John would get word to Corbin that
Charley was drunk. Cactia movld 3 1o ik acvasiages 1l
as Kitly Sims had sad.

But there was still Betty to consider, Ben put his hand oa
Charley’s arm and then all at once it was too late for argu-
ment. Boot-heels sounded heavy on the wooden sidewalk.
Ace Corbin's big fngers showed over the top of one of the

. He el otes wud sl g g

against. the ¢ fading

ler Cofbin said, “Oh, Tl beat thé damned

o sty But you'l have to take the Triangle
's up the trail yourse

At B ) ey 3 Bt

thing passed over his heavy face and was gone. He came on

into the saloon, with Crowder Ssmne, Caps sl
gun holsters, slung Tow.

glanced ¢ down the bar, g smo|d=nng in his dark

this_trouble for me!

eyes, an reer, you

Some day i s you!"
Charley laughed. “What's wrong with now?”
Corbla, motloaed o Honcst Jon, and. the barkesp put |
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glases and & botle on the bar. Corbin reached for them,
and saw the revolver lying there.

ik it up, Corbinl” Charley urged in » cool, tantlzing

“I put it there for you so you couldn't claim you
Weren't aried. Tl give you e seconds 10.decide Wheiher
you pick up the gun or whether we go out into the street—
Where the whole town can see me whip the hell out of you!”

Collins saw a curious expression touch Corbin's e
“I don't want your damned gun!” Corbin said slowly. “We'll
step outside!

He gave the .44 a shove that sent it sliding down the pol-
ished surface of the bar halfway to where Charley stood.

drank, and let his hand drop to his side, and only
Ben saw the quick, almost imperceptible lift of his right
shoulder.

Ben thought, He's got Crowder's other gun! He yelled,
gLook out, Chariey! and Charley Greer, already sartng
Borwerd sion,the bar, frozs where he

The agonizing space tha followed ok s (RN
Collins, He saw Corbin jek at the gun in the pocket of his
iRty ek gl et
Bea that, Charley would never draw.

Crowder sprang to one side, around the front end of the
bar, hand at the butt of his holstered gun. Ben knocked Hon-
est John sprawling, and snatched up the 44 from the bar.

lled, “Keep out of this, Crowder!” and just then Cor-
B pitol i s thundec dovn the room, jarring the gases
back of the

“That first shot jerked wild as the sight tore free from Cor-
bin's pocket. It splintered the ceiling above Charley's head.
Corbin cursed and fired again as Charley's gun was clearing
its holster.

winced as the bullet bumed across his ribs under
his left armpit. His gun spat a rope of flam
519 fomward as i nothing had happened.

“The hammer of his 44 rose again, but it stopped halfway
back, and the weapon slipped from his hand.

Charley had pulld.the trigger again. Tho big man sid,
ow'—and spun balusy around o cluich the bar. He
stood there, weaving. Then his knees gave way.

Charley holstered his gun. He sad in a siraingd voice,
“Who shot first that time, Honest John?”

‘The bartender was pale and staring. “Ace,” he said, as if
repeating a catechism. “Ace shot first.”

len_were crowding into the door. Kitty Sims appeared
there, fighting her way through the crowd until she could
see Ace Corbin's body sprawled along the footrail. She went
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to the bar, resting her elbows on it and burying her face in
her hands.

Ben Collins touched her S

Kitty looked up, her eyes stony ar old hot o s
in the buggy. Over.at the livery inbins Fie welso
and calm, Thea it began t0 rise: I knew it would happen—
P i cud i R

aley's arm and mved him toward. the ol
They met Crowdes there. He said hastly, -1 didn't have
noiin’ 1o do. with this) Corbin got, wor
drunk, and waitin’ for him, and he borrowed m
swallowed hard. "I just went o o Cortn by e
lay."

Charley said, “There’s no future in your job, Crowder,”
and seized the trail boss by the shirt front. “You can drive
that herd on up to Wyoming if you want to, but if you so

uch as cross my trail, Tl beat the hell out of you for the:
way you treated the L Bar cattle!

“That can wait, Charley,” Ben told him. “Bety's ove af
the livery table. Do you want 10 ses ber now € y

k a3 you made o
arley e, °1 wank t s T

s i e et 1, By 0 the Ptoig ol
on Mulberry Creek, with the chuck wagon and the freight
outfit lumbering out on the trail ahead of them. Charley had.
i on_remaining in Dodge until an inquest
and he had been informed that there would be no arrest.

there met his terms, Wilkerson, they said, could accompany

iculties were behind, now. They pointed for the Solomon
River, making upward of ten miles a day. There was enough
com. Ben thought, 1o last unil they were in Nebraska

s be long enough,” Charley said, us they rode point
it Bty o S5 Copade o e Triangle D’s up to
Chcyerme, ‘the L Bars could beat him-—and areive in beter

" tike 10 corn-feed ‘em  little longer,” Ben said wist-
fully. le time, you could work wonders. You
could practically domesticate these cattle!”

Betty reined her hore in close to Charly, and reached
over to squeeze

“1 Gont (hink you could, Ben.” She laughed. “They're
b At they could be tamed, I think I like them
better the way they a




The Man at Gantt’s Place”
by STEVE FRAZEE

Wims 1o e AT o for the actual bresk, Lew Ganit
was a little nervous. He did not return to the wild-horse cor-
ral after dinner to continue rephcmg pcm that old Stump
had chalked as unsound. Work was all
el TR xomethmg bz[nre it busied, get ready
for winter, get ready for summer, scatter grass seed. from
B ot s e oo by e
ook shead so biamed f
w was seventeen and one day. He had waited the one

day so Stump could not say it was because of his birthday.

e went down to where Stump was watching Railroad Cos-
tigan lead 0 i, walleyed bay gelding around the breaking

ot ssk why Lew was loating. He did not even
B o o W more uneasy. Old
just siood there watching Rnlroad and the bay, and e
While be aid, “Try a blanket on him, Rallroad

Jding did not like the blanket, and Costigan had
et upag iy
and show "em who was boss, and get things done without a
ot of fooling around. But no, Lew's father would rather get
six mounts half gentled in two weeks than break a whole

Old Stump had just been too long up here in the hills,
ooking down at Revelation Valle, where they did things
with a bang. He was pretty old, all right—anyway past forty,

dida't care much what he wore, ever on the seat of
his pants. His mouth was sort of tight, and he did not use it
‘much. He shaved every morning. He never leaned or sprawled

all over things, like Lew was doing right now. He favored
* Copyright, 1951, by Popular Publications, Inc.
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Benh to it o, or s siocl. Chairs with ks T e
oot backbones, Stump slv
plenty about b father, and none of it was very
m(er::(mg Lew
“Worl

have taken up the choice part of Revelation Valley, where
the Mexican Spur had its home ranch naw; but no, he had to
settle up here in the dry hills where there was water one

without saying boo about it. If he saw a critter that was

loaded up on larkspur, down and bloated and dying, he took

b knife and tied o save it Generally be never even both
hat is it, Lew?”

“Uh—I—" The old man was looking at him like he knew
{ust what Lew was thinking. A, it wes jus that slow way of
his when he threw a study on anything. “Tm lea mp.

25440 o samtain Boesce i feions id sk e Il
and fool sround with borse, and beies .. .” Lew I it drff
away like

Stump never let an what?*

You coutdn't tll ol Smmp o things b had neves
of the wishing rock in the pines where Lew sat sometimes at
night, looking at the twinkling pinpoints in the valley, wo
iy s eversboy, et elhgdvet e S
clothes and the beat-up wagon when he went to

lis, and saw the cowboys thundering down the street
Jeling sad abootiag, pltngiag ofthel borst in Fioot of
Valley Saloon; about the time the four fancy women from
Arbor's Dance Hall passed Lew on the street, looking.at him
yith the merest brahs of ierest tat died before it ety
lwed R Sk e LSt Henlindl e
m the raage st of fown. Stump oy e
B i i
<Tm riding out Lo
ump put out his hand. “So long, son.” They shook hands,
e ey

un away and went to the house. Lew's m
sitting in the big rocker with brass-capped arms, loo} kmg o

ay window at Gantt Creck and the pines with sunlight
on them. She wasn't much for sitting around. Nobody who
stayed around old Stump did much sitting, Lew thought bit-
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ey, except Odale, and she was as coly a brat sstr. He heard

+Tm Jeaving 1 Ms Lk i
£, Ganit did not seem e
mue “Wheu are you
the valley for a spell If 1 dont like it there,
on west a few hundred miles.” He had not
intended o add the las, because his vague plans extended no
farther than the valley, but now that it was out, it sounded
pretty good. Some of the riders who brought horses up to
Stump had fold Lew of far places that old Stump didn’t even
Know Sbot. Why, out thare on those distnt ranges, where &
man wasn't known just as Stump Gant
“We packed your things
Lew blinked. Marian came on into the Tiving room vith 3
sort of scared smile on her face. Anyway, there was one per-
son around here who thought it was bad that he wes going
5o far away. Marian was a pretty girl, with her mothers
Henderncss ind dark good Jooks, bus she was just anothet
sister.
“We

T'm going,” Lew said. He wanted to tell his mother
how crazy it was for all of them to stay up here in the hills
and work themselves old for Stump. But his mother di

AT e P S
ot older than Marian. She sure was a healthy, strong woman,
1 look o good afir patting up with old Shump il thess

yea
a “guess Tl get my stuff.” Lew went upstairs to his room.
dalie was there, her face buried so decply into his pillow

“Well, cut it out. I'm enly going a couple thousand miles,
and maybe in 8 few years. nx come back.”
dalie ail louder.

m sy Vo back dometing”
rolled over and looked at him. She sniffed a

wmr
‘A parasol.”

“I want a saddle.”

Lew considered. He probably would be in the chips when
e rety

e saw Tis hesitation, and began to screw up her face.

AT g he s A saddle
“With silver trimmings?”
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“I make no promises about that.”

Odali begen o laugh, You look just like Ph when he
says that!” She wiped at her t th the bends of her.
Whsts, then latghed some more.

sure was @ pug-nosed,scheming il brst. Lew scowled

n he grinned. “Where's my warbag?”
* Odalie pointed at a flat leather bag lying
Al noisy old six-gun that Pa wouldn't let

Lew looked disgustedly at the bag. “That thin

“Ma says that folks who carry their b:lengmgs in war-
bags don't know where they're going

T know what she says. T know what vverybed around
bers sayal That's why I going awey

“You said youw'd be back, with my Sadie—with the silver
trimming.

Vit ook b oud, S, prsmains shoy gave you noth-
ing but arguments. Odalie trailed him downstairs. Maria
was standing by Mrs, Gant, snd Marian was getting ready

gave them cach an awkward hug. He would

T Rk 0 i Tt oa ach  ace ot s il
the back door.

15, Gantt looked at Lew the way she had when he was a

it oy, “Stay deceat stay clcan, Low: She 1ogked &t hin

ward the kitchen. “Come

Lew threw his sprung saddle on old, rough-coated, slow
Ranger, the only e bre dl e

pm Tt Wl ol st s Dot iy b:hmd ol
then went over to the bars and asked Stump something.
i o o iy oI TR Pt e
i TR ot e oo s kg sov, Rakoed®

“Good luck, Lew!” Railroad call

Over in the pines Odalie was jumping up and

down on the wishing rock, yelling his name. He waved at
her, then turned toward the valley.

Mr, Gantt and Marian cleaned up the dishes in sienc
then Mrs. Gantt weat (o the back door and calld Odtie
m the wishing roc!

50 e 05 ool W Low, O, Whit y0u it

gyp rock caves, watch Ranger's rr:ck: carshuly

“I know, Ma! He'll stop and switch his plunder from that

suitcase into his dirty old warbag, et

one of the caves
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Mirs, Gantt sniled on the thin line between laughter and
tears. “Bring the suitcase bac

Said, “At least, he didn't ride away looking like a
sadel bucn, even If nobody but s saw him,

Down af the corral, Stump's brown, clean-shaved face
shiowed no change, cxcept tat his mouh was 4 e tighter
From the corner of his eye he saw Odalie running

but mainly he waiched the bay gelding cirling ner-
vomy vih the saddle on is back.
im,

S and ity Cort

“1 said ride him!

Railroad's eyes went sidewise, toward the valley.

“You don't mean that, Stumy

R gy ‘Gantt, walked away toward

n stopped in mid-stride. “What?"

the eadow.
Rallroad callod atter hi, “Never wwas a Kid that was any
good didn't pull his picket pin a few times!”
Gantt went on walking Railroad resumed His patient circ:
ling of the corral, now and then spesking to the bay
soothing voios, and allthe time thinking o the day when he
was seventeen down in Arizona any years before.
He made a dozen trips around the big corral before he no-
ticed the gelding was no longer humping or pulling sidewise
in an effot o get from under la
B4 ien orrad e oo 5 sowial Neineld o 1
g et il et
that his guns had long ago been laid aside. Here was the

he wer
seventeen again . . . if he were seventen and knew what he
knew now . . . life would be awful dull.

Free, with fifty dollars in his pocket, Lew strolled the main
street of Revelation. Now that he was here, all the
had longed to do when he was ot free to o them did not
have the same appeal. He would be a little cautious about
what he did first, sort of get the feel of things. There was no
rush.

w Mexican Spur horses in front of the Valley Sa-
Toon, and four or five Short Fork horses before the Green
re was not a single nester wagon in town.
It was time the danged nesters learned they couldnt move
oo i i shugs e citimal & e loetl 1 8
but Lew did not take much stock in that; in fact, he kn

oty the superficial facts about the frouble that was !hlpmg
up, but his sympathy was with the cowmen, so he did n
eed 10 have many facts.




st

Gaunt, blistered Custer Wigram, owner of the Spur, came
from the Valley as Lew was passing for the third fime. H
bunched pale brows at said, “Howdy, kid. Wha
Stump doing in town in the middle of the week?”

Wigram sized the youth up once more. Lew's levi's were

take away their giveaway. blueness. He was wearing the long-
barreled .44, for which he had traded a month’s work at
Wigram's hay ranch the year before.

“Oh,” Wigram said in a long breath. “You're out on your
own now, huh?"

“Yeah."

eople passed. Four cowboys drifted from the Green
Grass to the Valley. They all spoke with deference to Wig-
not mind at fog e Sy equal
terms o the bigget rancher in the-eou
Pk it e 1o i ul

Wiasan ok B head, =p ‘overloshad & thiag oxioad
when we settled here. Then we didn't work together.” His
eyes strayed toward the west hills. “A few days ago four
1 e e e
stands on.”

Hemphill owned the Short Fork. Lew cursed to show con-
cern. Not used to profanity, he overdid it. “That won't stand,
will it?”

“1 don't know.” Wigram shook his head dubiously.

~You ough o run every nester out of the country, rght

“The Spur owner smiled vi
drive—now. You want a job,
oo/t ot etk b, P i
“Well . . . my horse ain't too
‘Al you'l n:ed him for s o rde, to Spue. 1 wast some
range stuff bro}
at was a et slap. Break horses! There was no fun in
that, not doing it Stump's slow way, which was the only
methiod Lew understoor
‘our old man says you're about as good as C
“Hub!” Stump had never mentioned that to
“No, thanks, Mr. Wigram. I don't much care for that kind

vaguely. “That would be quite &
Lew

of work.”
The comers of Wigram's eyes crinkled. “Too much like
home, huh?” Then he started up the walk. “Ride over if you
change your mind.”
e youth swung his gun belt around and went into the
alley. Spur and Short Fork riders at the bar were talking
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about the nesters. There was a pause until Shindy Lemons
said, “Aw, thas only Stump Gantt's boy from the west hills.

2 er, Lew, ant drink.”

Lew was awkward at the bar, notsure just wht t0 do with
his hands. He saw the others watching him closey, and
they were guessing it was his first drink of whiskey. It was.
No,rush about i, He took: his

' covboy 0. "8 Sowop Toed ik w8

’l'h:y all laughed. Lew tossed a coin on the bar. “Have one
around on me.” It was the thing to do, but he sure didn't like
10 see the money go into the till. There were better ways to
spend_money, and while the whiskey was loosening social
tightness inside him, he still didn’t think it was worth good
gold that he had been a long time saving. He had a drink on
others, and he could honestly say that, other than a
rt of warm pushing behind his eyes, the whiskey did not
seem to affect
efore it was his turn to buy ag
boy: rolled over 10 a poker game in the corner. Confi-
bt Pote, tho bousican, was heving a bed s with Buck
Hodel, the ‘Spur foreman, and a slim stranger dressed in
gray. Ters, the liveryman, and two cowboys were in the
e

, be thaaked the con-

in, kid, and get your feet wet,” Hodel said. He was
a broad, mm: browed man, about half drunk at the moment.
fe had a pretty bad temper, they
“No rush,” Lew said. 1 ike 13 se0 where the power Is be-
fore T jump.
“You sound just like your old man,” Hodel said.
R pay e Ve v hard to figure
He was a_han

dressed just a little better than a range hand, too.

Lew watched the game. One of the cowboys won a small
pot. The stranger won a big one when the houseman bucked
into  full house Wi two par. Afer 8 whle Lew got things
figured out. The man in gray was merely having a big lucky
streak, and the others were letting him draw 100 cheap When
they s

Hpeatdarty e Ralloned G ncoa! paat
figure it and Lew had spent many an evening playng poker
for fun with Railr

e akion e i £t into the



ame, but he waited 3 while, watching huw umy played, o
fore he bought forty dollars worth o

Potn it atoes i ored s (e

“You sure you kuow how to play this, Gantt?”

Pete grunied. “I don't want your old man on my neck
after you lose your money.” He was half affad it was

Stump's m

e about the man who owns this dump.

tring on your neck after 1 take his money.

#"Mhe stranger ughed. “You'll 4o, Gantr. Sioky Cameron.
He put out his hand as Lew settled into a chair beside him.

“Lew Gantt.” The name had a fair sound, at that. Cam-
eron’s hand was hard, with work bumps there, all right, but
ot the dry-raspy kind. He had not worked recently, Lew

Lo ariied a ong for abost & bat bou, like someons wha
wanted to make his forty bucks last a long time
o pot that Hodet opun far e dollas, Gve: o siayed
Lew was the last one. He raised five. One of the cowboys,

y
tention. They were all watching Lew, who had not drawn
cards.

any

I peginaer's
threw away hi

TR, fve iy ooty Low e houseman
bt e e el
the raise and pushed in all the chips be bad.

Never try o blul a dumb Kid," Pete said. He tossed his
hand ay

Cameron got out vith  laugh, and that et it up.to Hodel
He scowled and grunt 6 w's face, and at
et Gro L I oy it £ o h v il
Yours so proud of?

ew pushed his hand into the discards. “You didut pay to
T

ik b s sl
humoredly.

He's too dunb for that” Hodel growled, But sl he was
not sure, It showed in bis eyes, and it would keep esing at

Juckr” one: of the couboys muered, sad

> Cameron said good-

far ahead of the game, and Lew had made steady little win-
nings, 50 he now had about two hundred dollars.
He got a full house, queens over sixes, on the deal. When
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the smoke cleared there was about two hundred dollars in
the pot, with only Lew and Hode let. The Spur foreman
had drsn one car, and Lew was sure he had filed so
thing. Hodel pushed out chips to match everything Le
i face went splotchy red when he saw the full house: b
slapped a Jack-high straight on the cloth, and pushed his
chair back savagely.
Just too damned lucky, Gant, or clse—"
“Else wh
o—or o tho Mk for bl gamd. Yourd betir gatloné
noy
eron sad, “Do't push on th lines, Hodel. The kids
[ ficks. st eyt goud ook
aco swong hke o club at Cameron. “You kee
B s v i e s st

“Is that a fact?” Cameron rose, “Just what is it you aren't
sure about?”

Lew had his chance to got rom under, but he was'tle-
ting anyone carry the loa It Ho-
B G oot TourlfIf you o ks 1o way T pisy s AR
instant ate tie thovght that maybe the whiskey had ot been
quite as harmless as it seem

Wy yon Ttle west s pupt” Hodel Kicked s chaie
away. He was a blocky, soid man, and it was bis boast that
he could lick any man in the

Confidential Pete's voice vas & o squeat. “No trouble fa

B o B e kit bastder O
Samimy, Tust lay your file White mitts on the cherrywood

274 beter slap some munners into
you, Gantt.” He flung aside a cowbo ‘was struggling to
tise with his feet entangled in the balmg wire braces of his
chair. Hodel walked through the space toward Lew.

Lew went around the table. He was hotscared, but he was
not going tc

“Stay back, Hodel,” he said.

“The 'Spus foremmac, made a lunge. Lew icked a chair in
front of him and went farther around the table. Hodel
R o it s 6 ielerest i iR

“Slny back, Hod:l " Lew kept the table between them, Ho
o en. He could almost smell the brimsione

el et foc bis pistol.
He was not fast. No one in the Revelation country was
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fast with a gun. Lightning draws were merely something men
like Railroad talked about. But Buck Hodel was faster thai
S, i Bl T dron s 44 quiekly, except in
sectet practice against old Railroac
e lclaion i Saalansd Ty, i aid o nesslil
fesl the bulle, and be did not know where it went il
someone 10d him aftcrward. He smelled the great bloom of
dirty-gray powder smoke that obscured the middle of Hodel's
body. Lew had drawn by then, and now he shot, trying to
sim through the rising murk and hit Hodel i the ight leg (0
knock him flat. Tnstead, he shot Hodel through the
man twisted back and fell into the check rack.
e had o step to one ide 1o sec through the scrid fumes,
Hodel was lying U
Gantt tared. He v ot el
Smoky Cameron was against the wall, off to one side. His
is hand and his cyes were on the Spur and Short
Fork men. “Was it fae?” he asked.

"After a morment grizzled Rip Goodwin said, “Yea, it was
fair” He sent a sullen, wicked ook at Lew. The cowboys
went over to Hodel
s gun stll in his hand, Lew started to run. He
would get Ranger. He would ride as fast as he could, clear
out of the country. He had killed a man, and a deadly fear

n caught him at the door. Lew clubbed his gun and
rich iy to est e e mens it Cule il
wrist and hurled him against the W
“Where you going, Gant?”
A o V2w e aiiing. T ircs & bl
eron. The man was calm and friendly. “I know,” Cameron
aid. “You want fo rua from here 10 the Paciic, | kuow how
You fecl, Put that gun away and sit down ther in a chair:"
Lew obeyed, gaining conlrol from Cameron's quit voice,
The man in gray went back to the poker table i
s ot Toi T8 Wt ik sk o it Vg
steadily at Confidential Pete, and after a few moments Pete
took his hand from his coat pocket and added a fistful of
yellow chips to the hat. Cameron found two more in the
pocket.
m are mine!
chips in the hat.
“nterest on a fhy ric” he sk, Pee slunk avay.
About then Lew heard Hodel cure weakly and say some-
thing to tn & Bl s ok e
8 came o with Plug Riddl, the druggist, who
was also the doctor for men and horse. A lot 'of people

Pete protested. Cameron dropped the.



e

streamed in, crowding close 1o Hodel, then turning to stare
in surprise at the boy in the chmr by the door.
Riddle sad Ioudly, It he don' gt complicatons or some-

thing, he may be al right in a mon

upy and bis legs held him without shaking. He
B o Tioan e sorry, but just then Wigram
came over, a savage, calculating look on his face, “For a
1 sure messed things up; didn't you?"

started
Wigram it away and went to the bar. Cameron came
up and handed Lew a canvas sack. “Five hundred and

wanted to throw the gold through the window. He

wished he had never left home. No matter whose fault this

was, it made him sick again to see blood dripping as they
carried Hodel out.

Sheriff Nate Springer was a big, slow-moving, chunky man
who surveyed everything thoughtfully from green eyes almost
buried under his brows. Stump said he got that way from

guring how to stay in office the rest of his life.

1 don't figure 0 make 8 fuss” the sherif told Lew, “but
you better come down 1o the of

Wigram turned around at the APAeL e hase b o
80t o say right here, Springer

“He said his office.” Cameron took Lew's arm and hustled
him outsde, and a moment later Springer followed, relieved
h:cxuse s bad oot boenforeed 1o irpue the mtle,

ot go inside. Springer kept his office neat, and
B e o e ot B o hdngs vt o
of place on his desk.
b el o g bk e it i)
Gani—and stay clea of fown for a

wtat for? 1 did't stact nnymnz

le here.

ke
st my Tael Low said,

“Nobody said it was. Go on home.

“You want to run me out of town just because I'm only a
Kid, but you don't say. nothing about running the others out
because Spur and Fork elect you.”

Springer nodded slowly. “That’s right, as far as it goes.
ORI grief when some drunk cow-

s you around and d jumps you.”
bty  ake car
it Ton b ot Springer said quietly. “Stump
Gamlx ikl t havs enough trouble oo his bands, withouk
n trying 1o be a
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1 don't want o be a gun ghter, and I did't start any:
thing so I dou't see what right you got o el m o beat

‘The sheriff_looked o R um e e i
for you, kid.”

That was what Lew was maialy tired of, someone telling
him what he ought to do.

You ordering me to go?” he asksd

» but 1 sure uggest it sroog.” " springer sighed. He
temed awey xad e

1wt ﬁ,umg 1o st ety Lom sad o Chametitl
“Now 1 might.” §

ot U lly, “What are you planning to do
with the mon was sill holding the sack.

CHAIf of it s yours. I you hadu't picked the chips up, [

woul e any money at all. And I think you had me
e e
had.”

“Yes,” Cameron said, “I knew you were bluffing.” He
smiled brify. "1t would bave saved ot of trouble if Id
busted you right

Yo Lew et lhmkmg of the way Hodel had looked

the dicty fioor. “I don't mch care about his money now.”

Vi be 'iad 1o caso bat of your couseience”

‘They went behind the livery stable to divide the gold. <

ow ariting o Law sakad. Wo'e o sheng Wi ot
eron f Cameron asked b “You woa't snd mich chance
10 g% & job here now—afer siding n with me

Hon inay be right,” Cameron said vagaely “But 1 thought
T'd look the ranches over and sce what I could st up. 1 sort
of ke this couniey.”

“Huh! It ain't m)

Camezon gave bim & grave ok, “Maybe you've lved too
close 1o it o see its good points

dhort time later Low waiched Cameron ride away o
leggy claybank that was a jim-dandy. Lew o 5 o
Ranger there in the stable. He had enough money now to
make a trade for & good horse, but he hated.to_par with
Ranger. No nesd to ruch things. Muybe later, when Cam-
eron retuned from lookiag for  job nobody would give bim,

W put a hundred dollars in the bank. He did not L
just b e A i e e
saying & man ought fe save semething out of every chunk
he made. The banker was glad to take the money.
 fot of questons about how Stump was, and you'd have
thought old Stump was a big wi the v
o oy the e Same o o, e e 00 vty
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thing Lew had in his pockets. He walked past the banl
en times before he went n o get is Tukarea datae T8
banker was just 3s polite

ent ‘ut the nesters were coming into town.

s quite a bunch of them. Tudging from the riles
and shotguns on thelr wagon  eats, a man could say they
were ready for trouble if it car

TLew studied the farmers pretty closely. They were clean,
quict, going about their business as if the
the country a long time. A few days in Revelation taught
| e e againat the nesters. Maybe the
farmers did have some right on their si

A et mamed Crankiow, 8 rawbened, sun-bllstered man
with a square jaw, said hello to Lew, and the youth remem-
bered him from the times Cranklow had been to the horse
ranch (o talk to Stump about grass seed and dams. Crank-
Tow stopped to talk, but Lew just said hello curtly and went
on toward the Green Grass.

s pretty lonely right then, and it occurred to him
how he would have fel f someone had been short with him
for no reason. A ot of people had talked to Lew, but gener-
ally only to ask how he had become so fast with a pistol.

He was cleaned out in three hours, losing his last twenty
dollars when he tried to run a busted flush past the house-
man's two pairs. He was hungry when he reached the street.

head of time. He stood there wondering
what his mother would have for supper that night.
e tote 1o dalis S e e i o
bitch i, watching e armers Jeaving town i
o bl et st gl
S anyibiog to do With nisters, and catiemen
wanted nothing to do vmh him since he shot Buck Hodel
u far e palieg) this
wo-bit valley and i s, knew
o e G 1 oo th ot Bl sho o P
hot & i, Something Geep msde hen waraed hipn that B
Was ot hinking strajght, but he was too fushed with -
sentment to_pay any attetion.
with Smoky Cameron, too. Cameron had taken
hal( of the five hundred and not even asked Lew to ride out
. Lew Gantt was on his own. He did not owe anyone
anything. He could do as he Pleasod. Ho was 1
ing by ata nester place two days late for a dolar &
e Trfebipory e deal had been Cameron's
idcs, after he returned from ndlng the ranches and reports
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10 jobs avalable, Cameron was pitching hay right alongside
w. The weather held good. For a month they moved from
p\we o place. Lew kept his eyes open and learned &
e Cranklow's, on Little Elk,
4 It i, o i b vin Spur Tanpe. Crenkiinl
had put in a pile of work. He was figuring on phnlmg ‘winter
wheat, ad building  canal to watet his upper
e 53 amy in 1o wallps’ Cab i
explained, "1t eyen more shetered.” He put up.a shock of
1y 10 Cranklow’s youngsst boy on the rack. “The thing &
these peopl have mads legal flings. Some of the ranchers
don't tvcn own the land where their buildings are. Wigrar
e two years ago. and protecied himslt, but Hemphill
o 340 Jong, Doy he’ll have to compromise or lose the
very land he lves o
d ‘Gdewise st Camero's. gray clothes. “You
e el valley, don't you?
°1 do” Cameron hoised 8 shock that made the ork handle
creak. “You favor law, don’
“I guess I do. What happens, lhough if there’s a big fight?”
“There won't be,” Cameron said. “Not on this side of the
valley. The farmers are too strong here
couldn't seem to get his fork into shocks just right
for & long time, St ump had been throwing grass seed around
in the west hills since before Lew—or even Marian—was
orn. He owned rock claims, timber claims, 1
Bomesteads that had fzled—ust sbout everything that was
worth a_dime over there. Come 1o think of it,
been building something slowly in the west iy A
could un catle there now, nt ke i used 1o be.oa this side
L cours, box sl e svent il wendl st gresis Y
and Short Fork were slfeady runaing stuf
“The, cowmen were beat on thi sid, but e o
one 1oan sianding betweso. thean
"My fther has got legal i 1o, everything e hoMaT
id.

w sai

“I know. So have the farmers over this way

Sheriff Springer had it figured out. That's what he had
meant when he said Stump was going to have trouble. Wi
itn id e 1ad overlooied pprisuing sad. i 1A
CER RS

“I was at your father's phce st 1t l:v:hllon," Cam-
eron md casually. +1 never saw 30 solid crafts-
inship around th

e

"My father does things right!” Lew was darmed sure of
that now, having seen plenty of work that wasn't done well.
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Tn the shadowy bunkhouse at Stump Gantt's horse ran

the owner and Railroad Costigan looked at each other £

a dim lamp on the table between two Walker Colts that were

shiny-worn,

Costigan's face was as brown and wrinkled as a frost-rot-
ted apple. “They might be a litle afraid of him, Stump. It
Wasn't Tock when he shot Hodel, They might want him out
of the way."

“Cameron’s with him.”

“Cameron has to go prowling at tim

Gantt shook s head, “He's on his own. It got o be
that way. We've got to let him make his own decisions, Rail-

He shook his head sadly. “I never thought it would come
down to this again. I guess T've just been blind to everything
Joutve been doing here, Stump, sattering sed, making those
Tittle rock dam: fk iR Iast year
or two that the resuts began 1o

Stump nodded somberly: “They stll call “em the dry hill
but Wigram and Hemphill have seen, and Springer saw it long

“Springer won't be no help.”
Stump smiled. “When did we ever ask the law for help?”
“Maybe I'm getting old,” Railroad said. “Maybe

RS R T ar

e law ought to work. You" e best part of

Yous e hev, Suamp, raising a Ty buibdg 20§ ol

ihat 1o one wanted, piting every dime o developing some-

thing. N
“Hhat ‘makes it al tho more worth fighting for. 1 didnt

want the fight. 1 hoped they'd learn from what was happen-

“Wigram is ordinarily a reasonable man.” Railroad picked
up the other gun. “Joe Hemphil isa't much on fighting.”

“Wigram is desperate now. I offered to lease the west hills.
T made him a good offer. Hodel was the one Who made him
stiffen when he was about to ceme around. Wigram knows
les been beat over eas. He knows it oo lae, and it rakles
4l the more to think b le the Wwest hill get away from i
He's carrying dorvt want the fight. Joe was
st e burning out nesters years
g0, when the cowmen might hy

“Now working ou Hemphill by telling him what
a teribl risake that was. They're poth pein Linice e
get the west hills, and Hemphill's ruin peitediin figure
T, because Wigram will case him oot later f they win. Tve
Iet them run a few cattle over here, Railroad. They let




STEVE 167
take a beef whenever we needed meat. The hides have. always
been right there on the fence for anyone o sec. 1 got the

el have to watch the dry years snd cut herds—und ther

il never be & time when my range will stand one third of
the cows Spur and Short Fork hav

‘Costigan'picked up both, guns. His eyes had a young look

n never changes, Stump. T

Jou' just the same inside.” He scowled. “How about Emily
the

“Emily gur sore when I tried to edge around to sending her
R e e i ox b o, Rt et

300 to you unless you get it the hazd way and bold it

50 beeus ey sgainat a1 cormers

‘Stump hesiated at the door, |kag at the warm lights of
the house. When Cameron, that young United States Mar-
shal, had been here, he and Marian had looked at each other.

with the same expression springing in their eyes that Stump
remembered from long ago, when he

Stump looked toward the valley. It was overcast tonight,

with a threat of rain, and the lights down there were not
visible. Why didn’t Lew come back? He must know by now
how things were shaping up. But if he did not come back, he
was sl 3 boy that Stump Gantt was mighty proud o
Stump’s mouth w of loose when he thought that per-
apa o should bave b hmled e Lew now and then, but
such things came. hard &

! gt whs e e again toward the
room. “You and me both know how easy it is to stop a fight

Railroads eyes were wicked and narrow. Both Walkers
were in holsters on his hips, and he was standing there with
something on his mind that made him look

could actally e two puns with quick sccuracy, There
cold spot on Costigan’s conscience; he had never worried
sked f
d said. “Blast a rattler’s head and all you
ot Jtt i a lot of sickening twisting and bunping. The
trouble is all
CHiodal » v and sround,” Staip it oty (e e
making talk about Lew, and about t hills, too. It
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struck me that you might fgure 10 go down and take Hodel
and Wigr:

“Did 17" Railroad stood there, thin and yrinkled, wesriog

think you've lived a long time, but the older we get the bet-
ter we like the thought of getting still older, We both want
0 live to see Lew running this place, see the girls married
off to decent youngsters, with you and me having time to
fool around with blooded horses, like we've always wanted.”

“Sure,” Railroad said. “I've thought of all that. T've also
thought that we ain't got mucr chance, waiting for them to
come after us.”

Stump had never been one to try to make words change
facts. He said, “That’s ight. But weve got 10 stay with the
law all the way. That's the way this place was built, and that’s
the way I want to leave it. We've got the right to defend our-
selves, but we can't go out and start killing before we're at-
tacked.”

Aftr a hile the tenseness went out of Rairoad. He sat
down on a bench and he was just an old man wearing two
pitols that were out of date, -1 wish Lew would come backs”
he muttere

house. Before he crossed the flagstone porch
shoulders and_comy is face, so_Odalie,
e et e ke, I e

road gone, Emily would stll be in legal possessi ost
06 1 s . Wi ke that gt
women could not run a horse ranch. After doing half his
work by violence, Wigram would do the other half legally,
letng shock and necesity wear Emily o the poin of selling
everything at his pric

e o s e ik o e Tt | scred and
helpless. They would figure to take Lew first. He went inside.
Emiy read his foce, and then ghaaced foward he bedroom
where Marian was waging & batlle o get Odalic down for
the night

“Has the rain start—" Emily asked.

“Pal Lew's going to bring me a silver-mounted saddle, just
iy siz, a2  rea Navajo brdier Oduie popped out af the

“Is that a fact?”
15 ought tobe. I've ol you about fen imes,” Odlie .
“When's Lew coming



STEVE FRAZEE 169
When he gels ready. Get o bed, Odie” Seump Jooked &t
His wife, It fxing to rain, al rght
the bedroom door, Marian turned her head to
PR f s T s o varkocas ot vooul o8
- it

Jn the mow of Cranklow's barn Lew shook hay from his
blankets and prepared o go 10 bed. “Tm going home to-

orrow,” he told Camer

Standing by the ladder, fuﬂy dressed, Cameron was silent

s the ran it the roof in @ seady whisper. Then he said

%It too for now, Lew, {00 far across the valley and up
thiough the rocks o the wes bl

T don't think 1 get you, Cameron.”
“You wouldn't gét there, Lew:
After 8 while Lew wsked, “Wigram?”

“In a day or two Il need your help. We can keep this
ng from ever starting, maybe. Wil you stay with me,

[
Lew

B v s i o v aeciasi
did not know much about Cameron at all. The man had a
habit of riding out almost every night, and never saying
where he went.

“Believe me, you can help your father more by staying
with me and helping me than by getting waylaid on your
way

STl stay two day

“Wear your gun,” Cameron said. He went down the lad-
der. Ten minutes ki o Har i st o M
toward Revelat

jendet Title man rode into the yard w was
still ating breakfast, The others had fijshed, vl
having one last stack of pancikes when he feard the man
ask, “How do you get to Stump Gantt's
casual. “How'd you happen to get so
far north of the B stranger?”

Lew too n bel of the pep by the wash bench and
strapped it on before he went out. I the man locked a
at ol 1 was merely a.side flek of eyes ke black clnps kit
g0t Off the track last night,” the fellow said. “Where at is this
Gantt place?”

do you want wi " Cameron asked
b asking personal ques-
tions.
The man didn't mind answering “That old cut-
throat gave me a rasing on 3 horse 1 Bought from him a few
nths back. I aim to get some satisfaction.”
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"¥ou waited quite 8 while o squawk, didn't your” Cam.

eron glanced at the man’s mount, a deep-barreled bay with
& Deandhut sadde. ~That he Bome
“Yeah.”

Lew was walking forward stifly, so.mad he could hardly

“You're a dirty liar, mister,” he said. “My father never

cheated nobody in his life, and you're another dirty lia
when you say that horse ever came from his place.

“Easy, Lew!” Cameron said.

Tt was too late. The man swung his face toward Lew, and
the boy got his first full glimpse of the stranger. There
R S

. Lew realized he had st
Tallon o sometiing predy stout. It did not make any i
ly was lying about old Stump while he was

around,
Yo cal me a lirr" the man ssked.
id. lo you want to do about it?”

s e ton s o o o it s
i ] sirong, “You know I cen't take hat
ind of k.

. The thing fell into place in his
o e o ol
would have seen how raw and direct the whole plant was.
He ought to back out right now. Native pride would not let
him. He sensed that this little man would not make any of
Buck Hodel's mistakes.

“Kid the man said oty el ok $o7 hlu pistol.
It was all foo fast for Lew. He saw the fellow
clea, Ho heard the ear-stanaing 1oss, and saw the Mian epil

clear around and almost fall. And then the stranger was
standing there, gray-faced, his gun on the ground, his right
arm hanging heavily, with blood sopping all around the
elbow.

Cameron's pistol b e o G & okl SE
acrid smoke was . Lew Gantt had not
e7ea got s pisich out SF the oar.

“It had moss all over it, Martin,”

The black eyes glittered in the ‘coldgray. lace itho are

u

“I'm Smoky Cameron.”

oAb . - the fellow swid in u Jong breath, °T can feel a
little better about this now.” His eyes grew biank. Pain and
shock dropped him. His chek slashed ooyt
His hat came off and showed a bald spot at the back of his
s A the wrinkied. chook of his right epat-sleeve .68
bone from his shattered elbow showed in the bloody fabric.



g
Lew sensed some of it, just enough to know

far out of his clas, that years of experience srpnuted him

mplets .mdmmd. ing. He knew that he was just a

rid to sit in a Wghrolling ganie. The

[:e!mg was heightened vhen, atter Cameron dressed Mar-

fin's wound and put him on his horse, Martin went away
vithout ancther. glance at Lew.

im tell Cameron, “I sort of got sucked into

”

somelhlng, Gido't
ired out once too oftén.”

Teienk s good deal of self from Yool okiog S s
were afraid enough of him to send a killer to drop him and
help clear the way to the west hills, but that did not make
him feel important. It did not scare him, either. It made him

1o belp. Tomorrow his promise to Cameron would be up.
‘Worry ran the sharp points of restlessness through Lew
as he waited for Cameron to return. He offered to start dig-
g the cana for Cranklow.
iny, Lew,” the farmer ssid. “You just lay low to-
day, tnd ok you: frien
ameron came back through the rain that night. He tool
care of the claybank and ate bis wpper. He did not have
to say,other than that he had taken Martn to Revela-
tion and tumed him over to Sheriff Springer.
"Whats the charge?™ Cranklow aske
“No charge. Just holding him. He couldn't go anywhere
with that arm, anyway
[ ok atie iy il of vioeact yas bl o
the valley, with him not able to understand all the details.
When he and Cameron e e 3

Cameron did not answer unil he was in the mow, strug-
gling out of wet boots. “Tomorrow. We'll win or lose the
‘whole deal tomorrow.

s that all you want to say?”

s ot o on. i ke Vo e thet M

“1 don't know,” Cameron said.
1t was still raining wher\ they rode out before daylight.
Lew figured they would go toward Spur, but they went down-
ik e
Sherit Spriger was waiting under the cotionwoods. He
loske glooculy at waet daskening the skirsof hi i, and
= st s s P i i




172 The Man at Gantt's Place
tled as he turned his horse toward Short Fork. There were
tracks of five or six horses already in the muddy ruts.
e right, Cameron,” Springer sad. I got the word

that t tats rom Stort Forl

3 s got to push Hemphil a1 the way, but he's
pushing a dead horse now. How' Martin?

“Plug Riddle was taking his arm off when I left. You'd a
done him a favor o Kill him insiead of that.’

he Short Fork yard was full of horse. A poker game way
going on in the bunkhouse. The four men lounging out of
B e e i e o the s bR p.m
lite atention to_the rders drifting i through the misty
drzzle until Lew and his companions were right ot the gate
acfasins 414, “Ohy GhF And west Giiokly iudeil

B e st vas o o povch by the it it
mounted. The bleak planes of his face were white with anger
Hemphill came out and stood beside him. He was a stocky
man with a big shoulder reach and a pugnacious face that
Said he was willing (0 tackle the devil and.give him odds; bat
that only went as deep as his face, which right now was

ought to have been some better way to get things
stopped than this, Lew thought. Fis stomach felt ke it was
flat_against his backbone.

Cameron went out in front of his horse. “You're not fak-
ing a gang to Stump Gantt’s today, Wigram—or any other
day.

m looked at Springr, “How'd you gt nto his””
.S

moved it and let it drop in a stiff heap over a puddle of water.
Under his corduroy coat he was wearing an old black sweater,
with his gun belt buckled over it, and the trim, curving
handle of his .45 right in handy reach.

He looked pretty solid and dangerous, Lew thought, and
wished he could make some kind of gesture, too; but all Lew
mnld o wis gulp a dry.coion in his movth and ty.to

F¥oive liokod, Wigram,” Campton sald. “You kadw i
To start what you want o start you're going to have to ki
us three, and you'l have 1o do it before Hemphil, & man
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who no longer owns a cow or piece of land in the whole
valle:
Srung bis gaunt head towsrd Hemphil, who
g the floor of the po
S0 thars why you hacked ut” Wigram aid,
emphillraise bis head. “By God, I've hud sbout enough
of your abuse, Wigrami Sure, 1 sold out! What right I had
from vse o the land here [ relinquished to. four farmers. 1
told you two years ago we couldn't beat this thing.
You chickenlivered, gutle
t up, Wigram, o Tl Knock the bistes of that sinay
fce of ‘yours!” This was a personal affai
Even Tn his rage Wigram roalzed that, “Whatd you do
with your cattle?”
t's none of your business,” Hemphil sai

“Buck Hodel, you own foreman, took an option on them,
Cameron, ssd. “Docs that give you an idea of
it bave heppened 1o 900 Tymrd b T
enough to gmh the weet il

o e eraporate, but it was worse
than ever inside him, Lew figured, as he watched the Spur
owner ‘pace deliberaily from the porch and st toward
Hodel.

I that the truth, Buck?” Wigram asked.

“Just a minute!” Cameron's voice was a hard crack in the
tension as men moved away from Hodel, as Spur and Short
Fork began to separate. “Lew here has a little business with
Hodel frst. Hodl is the one who sent for Trey Marti to
come in here and kill

B o et i & moc, Thads & ety B

“It all came out of Martin—this morning while Yong Rid-
dle was taking his arm off without chloroform.

Lew. saw on Hodel's face that Cameron had bluffed
through to the truth. The Spur foreman’s mouth loosened.
His eyes flicked from side to side. He was alone with hostile

men.

“What do you want {0 do with him, Lew? Cameron wsked

in s ft to

at Lew did not want to do anyting, and then
1 gatrod tapuphia about Hodel from bers sod {
the feel of watching men helped, and he broug] mmhmg
into s great cold lump that resembld resson, o, which sad that
he must kill Buck Hodel in the name of justice.

He started slowly toward Hodel. This second time would
be ensy. Hodel was scared tight, 3o desperue that he would
try to do everything at one time—and be wild and helpless.
Lew Gantt was cold and sure. For the s time he uder-
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siood the Intangible factors that old Rellroad Cosigan al
ys cluimed iere th real weights n o pistol crap—come
plte disregard for ife; don think, jut sh
BT e e 1o O e o e

cold with blankness. He was gear ill, and the res
nothing but bedince. Then be stopped. The reasons be| Ll
ummoned fll apart before the trapped look in Hoders
Hibit and training made Lew welgh the forces that pished
e remembered the fine reen line of evi i Trey Mas
{in's face. A man could become another Martin foo casily.
“1 think” he said slowly “yon beter g clean out of s
country for g
o Soad s
Camzmn  made u ltle nod and something quick an sctoss
. He wa saving that Lew had done the right thing,
Springcr') eyes were pale points under the clfls o

mouniain sat in Springer, and Lew wondered why the sherit

did not realize that the backbone of the fight was broken.
igram said, “The kid is soft, Buck. But I can't let
i

Springer said suddenly. “I’s time T got
mess. Hodel is drifting. I'm arresting you,

Wigram thought a moment. “What for?” e challenged.

e cone of interest now ran its point between the bulky
sheriff and gaunt Wigram, but Lew observed that Springer
stas only halt watching Wigram. And then, standing thee in
the ran beside the epeo of his yllow sicker, Springer drew

. The ek s ot A pomdae et i
damp &
‘Atross the yard Hodel's mouth dropped open. The pistol
bearing on Lew fell into a puddle, and then Hodel went down

Springer looked angrily at Lew. “You can't furn your
n & man fiks that. Don't you ever leam nothing?”

“I slipped, t00,” Cameror

Wigram only glanced at Hod o cant arcely il

“I know it,” the sheriff said. “You're bad beat, though.
You got your chmce of cleang out or going to Stunp Gantt
on his own terms if you figure to run cows in the west hills."

“Dead s ell” Short Fork rider said, turning Hodel over,

“0 8¢t paid for it Springer waid bitely. “Let’s get ool

ot aberf did not ke the mud on his oo, or the way
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Cameron pushed things aside to sit on a corner of the desk.
But he did bis bet 1o cover up his foslings. “You put me in
for another term, Cameron. Considering the farmer vote
that's come in the last two Years, T wouldt have made it this

“Nobody dragged you out to Short Fork this morn
Cameron answered.

“Uh-hub,” Springer looked at Lew. “I guess I earned my
ot sl right” 1o » curonely somber voice be i
Do you know what it might have meant if you'd gone over
the hump o Loiod o Wat, e s

gusssed. It wouldu't have besn 10 pevig o

il Gl Spnng:‘x

s, “Maybe you crossed the line beiween being 4 1id and &
man. You can go back to Stump now and see how much he's
Changed”

Cameren's face was dend sober. “You may find that your
old man bag leamed  lot since you been

i s 150, but he had never heard

tly quoted. The sheril forgot the muddy tracks, He
i e o bui e was aughing al the way o B
Cameron and Lew stepped o

“Tell your sis—tell Jour fath¢|—l1| be up in a few days,

Gameron sid. “Don't forge th ri fortht pi-taled demnn.

She told me all about it when 1 wss up there just the
snswer in Bixlers saddie shop every i M
all e i Teoutinty my a sec

B s
the bank,” Camoron sad. “When 1 start splttiag

with & man in a poker game I'll know I'm not fit to mal
g must have about two hundred and fifty
bucks left.” He gave Lew a lie shoe, and then weat back

For'a while Lew stood on the walk with his hat brim
rooping lower in the rain. From the corers of h
‘Whiching him from inside. It would take & Jitle

{ime to straighten out and sort some of the things which he
had learned. Bt there was no ru

in was going to be mighty good for the grass in the
west hills. Lew Gantt went slowly up the street toward Bix-
ler's saddlery.
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There's pounding action and ad-
venture in these thrilling tales by
five favorite western writers.

Watch the Brand for

Top-Notch Western Fiction

Published by the New American Library
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