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AMAZING NYLONS Fatiras
Guaranteed Againit
RUNS ano SNAGS
Regardless of Canse!

The world’s ONLY complete, nationally advertised nylon hosiery
line actually guaranteed against runs, snags or excessive wear, RE-
GARDLESS OF CAUSE! It’s amazing, but true! No matter what the
cause—hard use or deliberate abuse—Kendex nylons are replaced
FREE if they run, snag or become unfit for wear within entire guar-
antee period! Every weight from sheerest 15 denier to heavy 70
denier—all gauges up to luxury 60 gauge—all sizes, lengths, popular
shades, faney heels, black seams—full fashioned and seamless. Noth-
ing is missing to make sure every woman is pleased. In spite of the
amazing guarantee, retail postage prepaid prices are no higher than
comparable quality national brands. Should free replacement be
necessary, actual cost is cut in half! How could any woman possibly
resist saving money and solving her hosiery problems? NOT SOLD
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IN STORES. Men and women wanted NOW, spare or full time, to s\”a:;r s, :Y‘%‘
write orders and earn big money. You can get orders even if you Good Housekeeping
never sold a thing in your life! 29045 souansto W

Man or woman—young or old, YOU can easily earn steady income, spare or full time. No money or
experience needed. We supply EVERYTHING free and set you up in business at OUR expense. Noth-
ing to buy or deliver. Write orders. We deliver and collect. Big advance pay plus huge cash bonus
that increases your earnings up to 409! Your name and address on posteard will bring you sample
stocking; self-selling sales books with FULL COLOR illustrations; 32-page sales manual showing you
easy steps to success; color cards, free “door openers” worth 81 each but which you give away free;
special plan to have others sell for you, ete., etc. You can start making money the minute you receive
the complete FREE outfits!

YOUR COST ONE CENT'!

SEND NO MONEY. Pay nothing now or later. No obligation. Not
even a promise 1o re:‘um gulﬁls. Simply ‘&/mﬁ your n;m: lnnd nl'lldrese
on a penny postcard and mail to us. We'll immediately rush you
everything you need FREE and postage prepaid. WRITE TODAY!

KENDEX CORPORATION « BABYLON 29, N. Y.




(G(OOKEOIINE
S ANIEASYSHOTE
- o Ffbe TWO DAYS' HUNTING. IN THE

. S //) -~
AR : e NORTH WOOLS, IT LOOKS LIKE
e STEVE AND BILL HAVE FOUND

e

. B . 0 s “THEIR BUCK , BUT THEN. ..
[
3 8 7 BY GOSH,\ 7 WONDER &] [} Y WONDER \[7 THISISA YWELL LIFT )/ WED BETTER

| MIRACLE /| HIM INTO
A5 LIVES. / BOBBY HAD \THE TRUCK SEE THAT HE
TAKE ME HOME A8 et | GIVEN UP HOPE )y 83, DOESN'T uump X
' 2 AW OF FINDING ‘ :

HE'S TAME { WHAT THAT
AS ADOGSL A

{ YOURE IN FOR ASLICK
7 SHAVE, STEVE. THIS "}
{THIN GILLETTE SURE {

DEER WON'T BE > )
B7A\OVIN' MUCH TILL LATE Y4 SUPPOSE WE %
2 & AFTERNOON. WHY NOT | COULD CLEAN /s
KNOCK OFF AND HAVE OETEEY
A BITE WITH US? ? 3

MEN, TO ENJOY QUICKER, EASIER SHAVES
AT A SAVING. . .TRY THIN GILLETTES/
THESE ARE THE KEENEST, LONGEST =

LASTING BLADES IN THE LOW=-PRICE
FIELD. MADE TO FIT YOUR GILLETTE
. RAZOR. PRECISELY, THIN GILLETTES
TALL AND ) b PROTECT YOU FROM NICKS AND
ERIMEY. IRRITATION . BUY THIN
N GILLETTES

W WE'VE ALL THE S IF YOURE SURE
[ {ROOM IN THE WORLD. \WE WON'T BE
L AWHY NOT FINISH YOUR) CROWDING
3' WEEK OUT HERE ? You
il

i

| N

.




10 FICTION BULL’S EYES IN EVERY ISSUE

NEXT ISSUE
PUBLISHED
APRIL 4TH

%%,

VOLUME - 44 - APRIL, 1951 ; NUMBER 2

1—O0ld West Novel—1
THE SIXGUN SIX. .. ..ccovmonenn weve....i..Robert L. Trimnell 14
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e He was heading fast toward the epitaph—“He tried to keep the peace.”
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Stim Marlin had to stand off a lynch-mad horde—for the man he hated most.
Copyright 1936 by Popular Publications, Inc. .
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Silently, hopelessly they waited—for a hired Fkiller to end their dreams.
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The West wasn’t big énough to hide Dave’s brother from the hangrope.
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Shep had-to win his spurs the hard way—against the gunslick Burley boys.
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Little Buddy had his own ideas on how to stage a shoot-out.
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SATAN’S MAN FRIDAY..................... ...Hal Hammond 86
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Hell-Roaring Bill Jones terrorized the West—into law and order.
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~ inLee Work Clothes

say the Ervin Engelbachs of Pevely, Mo.

Dad in his new

Lee overalls

‘at your sewice” in LEe
Matched Shirt and Pants

Janet and Ray
in L@@ Riders

(Authentic Western Cowboy
Pants and Jackets)

THE H. D. LEE COMPANY, INC.

Kansas City, Mo. Minneapolis, Minn, Trenton, N. J.
San Francisco, Calif. South Bend, Ind.

WORLD'S LARGEST MANUFACTURERS OF UNION-MADE WORK CLOTHES  rue i o LEF co . in




A

WILL YOU BE 1 OUT OF 9?

According to American Medical Association “Journal” one
ip every nine persons became a hospital patient last year.

HOSPITALIZATION

OPERATIONS

SICKNESS or ACCIDENT

Every speeding ambu-
lance calls attention to
sudden accident or, sick-
ness. Can you listen to
the screech of a siren
with a satisfied feeling
that you and your family

have insurance to help.

pay Hospital and Surgical
bills? If not, you should
investigate our new Pro-
vider Hospital-Surgical
Plan that is issued to both
individuals and family
groups at a very small
cost " that everyone can
afford. We think it is the
newest, most modern and
up-to-date Hospital Pro-
tection plan on the mar-
ket today. It covers you
in any hospital. It also
pays benefits when not
hospitalized as a bed pa-
tient for emergency hos-
pital treatments. At no
extra cost the policy also
pays for accidental loss of
life and for loss of wages
when in hospital for in-
jury.

ACT NOW . . . SEND IN THIS COUPON
OR A PENNY POSTCARD TODAY ...
BEFORE IT IS TOO LATE.

(This offer may be withdrawn without notice.)
THERE IS NO OBLIGATION—NO SALESMAN

WILL CALL.

-—-———--————————--—-—-
AMERICAN LIFE & ACCIDENT INS. CO.

231-D American Life Bldg., St Louis 8, Mo.

Tell me how | can enroll in your NEW Hospital-Surgical

Plan. | understand | am not obligated in the least.
Name ,..esseesssvvoe sesesssessarrersasanseiss B

Street or Box No. ...... Bias s s 0as ss RS bR SEIs se s bin
TOWN. cossssessas S Zone.... Stat@..eeveass

Mail Coupon Today
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PIKE'S PAST

¢ ByL C DAVIS o

: Z EBULON MONTGOMERY
PIKE discovered the famed Rocky
Mountain peak that bears his

name, but he never climbed it! He didn’t

give it his name, either. That was left
to another explorer.

Although Pike’s chief claim to fame :

was his exploration of the vast wilderness
west of the Mississippi in the early 1800’s,
the dashing young officer had a brilliant
career in the army east of that river.

Soldiering was in his blood, for his
father had served in the Revolution as
an officer and was commandant at Fort
Washington, on the site of the present-
day city of Cincinnati, at the time young
Zeb signed up. ‘“Mad Anthony” Wayne
of Revolutionary fame was his first tutor
and he progressed rapidly under his
leadership.

Young Pike was transferred from one
army post to another, finally being placed
in charge of Fort Kaskaskia, near St.
Louis, in 1805. By this time he was a
lieutenant and had been noticed by Gen-
eral Wilkinson, commander of the west-
ern army, who sent him on an expedition
into the Upper Mississippi Valley.

One of Pike's tasks was to find the
source of the Father of Waters, which
he mistakenly thought was Lake Leech.
However, he effected a treaty with the
Indians in the territory now occupied by
Minneapolis and St. Paul, which led to
the establishment of Fort Snelling, an
important frontier post.

“Very good!” commended his superior
officer when the 26-year-old” lieutenant
returned with his small party of men.

The general had dreams of an empire,
He beamed on the handsome, energetic
young officer.

“And now I have more important

(Please continue on page 8)
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JOB OPPORTUNITIES ARE GREATER /I PROMOTIONS -COME FASTER

e o« For the Well Trained Man in...

TELEVISION &creonics

Here’s YOUR 'big chance! See how we can You'll also get D.T.I's colorful “ALL 6" folder, revealing
help you get started toward a thrilling job or one of today’s most complete combinations of home training
your own business in one of America’s most advantages.
interesting, promising and fast-growing oppor-
tunity ﬁ.?d;p—msvfsmn, RADIO and ELEC- EMPLOYMENT SERVICE
TRONICS. You need no previous experlence
whatsoever fo fake advantage of this
unusval opportunity. D.T.L.’s amazingly effec-
tive method enables you to ftrain either af
home in spare time—or full tfime in our modern
Chicago laboratories—followed by Employment
Service to help you actually get started in this
exciting field.

Upon graduation, D.T.l.'s
efficient Employment Service
will help you get started in
a good job in America’s thrill-
ing, newer opporiunity flelds
of Television, Radio and
Electronics. Or if you prefer,
we'll help you start a busi-

ARMED FORCES ness of your own.

Should you later enter the Armed Forces,
you'll find this fraining a grend help for , Get BOTH of these informa-
gelting info the interesting and desirable 2 Shaan
Radio-Electronics branch of the Service, with i fionipaskag publications.

i tuniti i
::"::.por vnities for higher pay and befter DE FOREST’S TRAINING, INC., Dept. PF-3-H
GET COMPLETE FACTS 2533 N. Ashland Ave., Chicago 14, Il
Mail coupon today for D.T.L's exciting new- g ot 1 {
OPPORTUNITY NEWS BULLETIN, “89 Ways Without obligation, § would like your Opportunity News
Bulletin showing 89 Ways to Earn Money in Television-

to Earn Money in Television-Radio-Electronics,” - g " Y
I¥'s packed with suggestions for making money Radio-Electronics™; also, the folder showing how | may
in this fast-moving new field. prepare to get started in this thrilling field,

De FOREST’S TRAINING,

CHICAGO 14, ILLINOIS
A DeVRY INSTITUTION




BIG BUILDING BOOKS

12th EDITION FUR
EXAMINATION
SEND NO MONEY

Learn to draw plans, estimate, be & live-wire bullder, do remodel-

ing, contracting. These 9 practical, profusely Illustrated books-cover

subjects that will help you to-get more work and make more money.

Masonry, concrete forms, carpentry, steel square, roof framing, con-

struction, plumbing, heattng painting, decorating and many other
subjects, More than 4000 pages — 2750 illustrations.

BETTER JOBS — BETTER PAY UP-TO-DATE

A nationwide building boom is in full swing EDlTION
and trained men are ne[eded Big or())ponun[nes These books are

re alays for MEN WHO KNOW HOW. Those e B earrieta

supply quick, easily understood training we have ever pub-
and handy, permanent reference information that lished on these
helps solve building problems. many subjects,

Coupon Brings Nine Big Books for Examination
S s e o S — e S S S G S —
AMERICAN TECHNICAL SOCIETY—Publishers since 1898
Dept. G331 Drexel at S8th Street Chicago 37, Ill.
You may ship me the Up-to-Date edition of your nlne big books,
"Bnudlng Estimating -na Conu-cunz without any obligation to
buy. I wm pay the dellvery charges only, and if fully satisfied in ten
days, will send you 3 00, and after that only $4.00 a month,
untn t.ho total price of only $34. BO is paid, I am not obligated in
mny way unless I keep the books

Name

Adds

City State.
Please attach a letter stating your age,
and address, und nai and

, occupation, employer’'s name
ss of at least one business man as a

name a
reference. Men in service, also pleuo give home address.

worthless objects into
Gald and Silver Treasures

learned handiwork, nds fantastic—
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i R.E. Brandell, Warner Electric
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10 STORY WESTERN MAGAZINE

; (Continued from page 6)
things for you. I'm sending you west!”

Little knowing that he might be an
unwilling dupe in Wilkinson’s scheme to
colonize the Southwest and possibly make
it independent of the United States, young
Pike was pleased.

“At wyour service, sir! When do I
start?”

“As soon as you can get a party of
men together. On your way up the Mis-
souri you are to liberate some Osage
Indian captives in Western Missouri.
Further instructions await your depar-
ture.”

Up the Big Muddy to the mouth of
the Osage, then up the Osage the party
progressed. When the liberation was ac-

complished, they proceeded to the Chou-

teau trading post near the Missouri-
Kansas line. A visit with the Pawnees
near the Kansas-Nebraska line on the
Republican river marked their northern-
most penetration before the party headed
south toward the Arkansas river.

The expedition ascended the Arkansas
into Colorado, and it was near Pueblo, in
the year 1806, that Pike first saw the
“small blue cloud” that now bears his
name. The party halted in admiration.

“What a grand peak that is!” Pike
exclaimed.

“Is that your name for it, Lieutenant?”
one of his men asked.

“Why not?” he laughed. “Let’s just
call it Grand Peak.”

“Are we going to climb it?” another
asked.

“No. Not now. We have other moun-
tains to climb.”

One of Pike's objectives was discovery
of the headwaters of the Arkansas. When
that was accomplished, the expedition
headed south over the Sangre de Criste
range. It was mid-winter and the going
was rough. This time they were in search

(Please continue on page 10)
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Wilhout cost or obligation, please send me full particulars about the course BEFORE which | have marked X:

Business and
C] Advertising

=] Buslnau A; mlnlslu!ion

us. Correspondence [ Bus. Law

AN ) cmmea Public Aa:ountlnz
gc oc

[ Cost Accounting

[0 Federal Tax

8 'F:im Yu;h Collego O French
o0d Englis [ High School
L) Higher themallcs D Ilustration

Poshl Civil Service
O Retailing ) Refall Bus, Management
8 :.alss{mt{\shlp D[ngeumml

ign Lettering enograph
8 pam;h [ Traffic Mana::mutnyt

Alr Condhlonhm and
Plumbing Courses
0 Air Condnlmmng

CASH IN on your HIDDEN TALENTS

Locked in your mind may be the germ of a valuable idea
. . . an undeveloped aptitude . . . a hidden talent. And the
key that can help unlock those capabilities of yours is
{raining—sound, practical, down-to-earth training!

Helping men and women bring out the best that’s in
them has been the job of I.C.S. for more than 58 years.
In every field of industry, youw’ll find leaders whose skills
were developed through study with I.C.S.

They are the ones who sensed a latent ability within
themselves — and who proceeded to do something about it.
While others (equally gifted, perhaps) plodded along in
routine jobs, they mastered I.C.S. Courses . .. qualified
themselves for rich rewards. ,

You can develop your hidden talents the same way they
did. Start today and be ready for tomorrow’s opportunities.
Here’s the coupon to mail:

{ APPROVED

BOX 3278-E, SCRANTON 9, PENNA,

Chcmlul Courses Electrical Courses 1 Mold-Loft Work
Chemical{Engineering O Electrical Drafting O Patternmaking—Wood, Metal
D Chemistry, Analytical O Electrical Engineering [ Reading Shop Blueprints
[ Chemistry, Industrial 0 Electric Light and Power O Sheet-Metal Drafting
[ Chomistry, Mfg. Iron & Steel O Lighting Technician [ Sheet- Metal Worlm lj Ship Drmjnl
O] Petroleum Refining O Plastics [ Practical Electrician ) Ship Fitting [0 Tool
O Pulp and Paper Making O Power House Electric L) Toolmaking
CIVIlltne‘lnurlng. cAruhltco- D Ship Electrician o V::“:l"\l—glzm Electric
tural an ining Courses ailroal ourses
g Architectare () Arcitectaral Drafting ptena; Sembustion 0 A Brake 01 Car Inspector
Building Estimating ry R £ Diesel L
Cl levl Engineering D Coal Mining O Auto E:Wlﬂ [0 Aviation [
CJ Contracting and Buildy HiDises Shettnc [ Locomoliv Fireman
O Highway Engineering EI Diesel Engines [ Gas Engines (5 Locomotive Machinish
O Lumber Dealer Mechanical Couun £ Railroad Section Foreman
O Reading Structural Blueprints [ Aeronautical Engineer’s, [ Steam and Diesel Loco. Eng.

[ Sanitary Engineering Stationary Engineering

[ Structural Drafting

[J Structural Engineering

[ Surveying end Mapping
Communications Courses

[ Electronics o

1 Prac. FM and Tefevision g

] Prac. Telephony (3 Radio Operating [Ej]

a

(u} Alvulﬂ Drafting 0O Flilhl Engineer

O For, Foundry Work  Coursas

Bl“ .d“ Ea?ténontolmlm 83"{ kE‘ Engine Runnin;
ndustrial Engineering mbus. Engrg. [ Engine Runni

O Industrial Instrumentation [ Marine Engineering X

ndustrial Metallurgy

Machine Shop

Machine Shop Inspection

:‘echanial Drafting

0 Cotton Mamnuturluﬂ [ Loom Fixing

3 Hea O3 Plumbing 3 Radio, General [ Radio Servicing : O Rayon Weaving extile Designing
(8] Rofrixovauon [ Steam Fitting O3 Telegraph Engineering lechanical Engineeting {1 Woolen Manufacturing

Neme. Age. Home Address.

City. State. Working Hours———— AM, t0————P.M
Present Posilion by.

Length of Service Enroliment under G.1. Bill approved for World War 11 Veterans. Special tuition rates to members of the Armed Forces. 1)

in World War Il Canadian residents send coupon to Schools Ld, Canada.
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« « BOOKKEEPER . . C.P. A.

The demand for skilled accountants—men and women who
really know their business—is increasing. National and state
legislation is requiring of business much more in the
way of Auditing, Cost Accouating, Business Law, Or-
ganization, Management, Finance. Men who prove their
qualifications in this important field are promoted to
responsible executive positions. ,

Knowledge of bookkeeping unnecessary. We. train
you from ground up, or according to your individual
needs. Low cost; easy terms.

Send for free 48-page book describing the LaSalle
accountancy training and the opportunities in this highly
profitable field—plus “Ten Years’ Promotion ia One,”
a book which has helped many mea.

LASALLE EXTENSION UNIVERSITY

A CORRESPONDENCE INSTITUTION
——m—mmem=417 S. Dearborn Street-mmmmme=a
Dept. 3334-HR, Chicago 5,1ll. 7 ;

Please send me “Accountancy,
the Profession that Pays'— plus
“Ten Years' Promotion in One”
—without obligation.

[0 Higher Accountancy
O C.P.A. Coaching

O Bookkeepin,

O Law: LL.B. Degree

[ Business Management
0O Salesmanship

[ Traffic Management ey
O Foremanship [ Stenotypy

O IndustrialManagement (Machine Shorthand)

Namt, s v o m o o s o o s oo o = e AL o co
Mml-mm-----4----------ﬂ..'.

GU, Zou. Sfdu."uuu--u-uuu-uununn'

No Shop
Needed

i
vOUR OWN

Businegss

Clean and Mothproof
Rugs and Upholstery

Can you quality? . . . If you are dependable, honest and willing to -
F!

work, send for FREE Booklot explaining how you can become
“‘vour own boss” in a growing business of your own. You'll use
proven successful methods of established DURACLEAN Dealers.
Bervice rendered .“in the home,” offices and public buildings. Easy
to learn.

DURACLEAN cleans by absorption! No serubbing. No soaking or
shrinkage. Fabrics dry in Just a few hours. Dirt, grease and many
unsightly spots vanish as if by magic . . . colors revive. Upholstery
and floor coverlag fast longer.

DURAPROOF kills moths and carpet beetles. Makes material re-
glstant to both! Another year ‘round service. DURAPROOF to our
knowledge, is the only moth proof service backed by a National
Money Back, 4 YEAR WARRANTY for your customer’s protection.
These .services are Nationally Advertised! Leading furniture and
department stores recommend DURACLEAN Dealer’s service, Al-
most every building in your territory houses a potential customer.
Even auto dealers buy your servico to revive upholstery In used cars.
Bome dealers establish a shop or an office after business has grown.
Others continue to operate from their own home. Profits up to $15
and $20 for & day’s setvice on EACH of your service men.
Territorles are limited! Write Immediately for FREE Booklet and
Easy Terms. No obligation.

DURAGLEAN CO., 1-673 Duraclean Bldg., Deerfield, Hlinois
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(Continued from page 8)

of the headwaters of the Red River, but
after ‘many weary miles of struggle
through mountain passes drifted with
snow they ended up in the San Luis
Valley in the Rio Grande basin instead.

Was Pike spying on the Spaniards?
Well, the Spaniards thought so, and halted
the expedition. They were very polite
about the matter, however.

“The governor at Santa Fe would so
much like to meet you, sefior. Eet ees not
often Americanos accord us the honor.”

THE governor was less polite than the

- arresting party. He gruffly ordered
Pike and his men to be escorted to Chi-
huahua, which provided further oppor-
tunity of exploration. But if they expected
to go any deeper into the Spanish domain
they were doomed to disappointment, for
here they were shipped back to the United
States under armed escort and ordered
never to return.

Promotions came slowly in those days,
and although Pike had been elevated to
the rank of captain while he was deep in
the wilderness of Colorado, he chafed at
the delay. He was a man of action, who
believed in himself and undertook hazard-
ous ventures at great risk, and felt the
public was slow with its plaudits, the War
Department tardy with promotions. He
was indignant.

“T'll resign my commission!” he said.
“The New Jersey Militia wants me to
lead them.”

The War Department gave in and
stepped up his rank another notch—to that
of major. He was assigned first to Fort
Bellefontaine and then to famed Fort Mc-
Henry at Baltimore.

A book came off the press in 1810 which
narrated Pike's wilderness wanderings,
written by himself. It started him toward
becoming a world figure.

(Please continue on page 13)
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You Don’t Invest a Gent!
.« « Everything Furnished A€££7

I’ll put a profitable ‘‘shoe store business’ right in
your pocket! Make quick cash—earn liberal advance
commissions from the first hour you work! You have
none of the usual store exvenses of rent, light,
heat, et investment in costly stock.

c.—Nno 3
WE FURNISH EVERYTHING YOU NEED—SHOW YOU
HOW TO MAKE BIG MONEY FROM THE

VERY START!

Get into this business of never-ending de-
mand, because EVERYONE WEARS SHOES!
You'll get quick orders from comfort-hungry
folks, and plenty of repeat business right
along, following our TESTED SELLING
METHODS proved by over 5,000 successful
salesmen!

Even starting In spare time, you should
soon have a full-time, ever-growing,
profitable lifetime business for yourself!

OVER 160 FAST-SELLING
STYLES FOR MEN & WOMEN

Popular, alr-cooled styles lead a
wonderful line of foot-wear in the
finest_leathers, latest styles, and
the EXCLUSIVE comf wrt-features
that cannot be found in retaill
stores! You can satlsfy the needs
and taste of almost everyone in
your territory—SELL COMFORT,
STYLE, QUALITY and CASH IN!
Sport, dress, work shoes for
men and women—EX
profits with Leather Jacke
Raincoats, Wool Shirts, ete.l

EXTRA PROFITS
SELLING CLOTHING

In addition to the
generous profit  you
make on every pair
of shoes, yuu‘hnv: ';3
opportunity 0

TO YOUR INCOME by
selling top qua}".y
Leather Jackets, Wool
Shirts, Raincoats for
men and women.

GooD
HOUSEKEEPING
SEAL OPENS DOORS

Recognized by women all
over the world as the symbol

of quality merchandise, the
Good Housekeeping Seal of Ap-
proval on Velvet-eez shoes opens
doors for you and clinches sales

When you sell this line, you sell
FEATURES—features that no other
shoe man can offer the folks in your
territory—like this wonderful EX-
CLUSIVE Velvet-Eez AIR CUSHION

e

ing to late night.
?ﬂ-c?gu Demonstrator you' got
free in your Sales Outfit wiil clinch
sales for you as it has far hundreds
of other Consolidated Shoe Men all
over the country!
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Consolidated Shoe System

Dept. S-116 Chippewa Falls, Wisconsin

EXCLUSIVE FEATURES

AIR CUSHION CL!yghes saues

PUT A “SHOE STORE
BUSINESS” RIGHT
IN YOUR POCKET . . .
YOU DON'T INVEST
A CENT . . . MAKE '
BIGGER PROFITS . . .
NO STORE OVERHEAD...
EXCLUSIVE SALES
FEATURES BUILD YOUR
‘REPEAT BUSINESS!

A PENNY POSTCARD CAN

PUT YOU IN BUSINESS!

Sell them all! When you send your name and
on this on a

e penny post-
card—you are launching yourself in an ent!ug

new world of profit! Sell them all! Comple!

line! 160 fine shoe styles of finest quality, plus
included in

other fast-selling numbers, all

FREE SELLING OUTFIT! Rush that coupon to-
HAN 511

day for your BIG C CE in

BILL EVANS, TELLS
HOW HE HAS A
PAY-DAY EVERYDAY!

uld be so easy and pleasant.

“1 have been a salesman for thirty
years, but I never thought selling
I HAVE

0!
PAYDAY EVERY DAY I WORK! Al I do t::

hand a new customer a sample and ask if

ever wore Velvet-eez Alr Cushion shoes. I never
forget to mention the way we give correct fit."”

W. M. Evans, Louisiana
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RUSH THE COUPON NOW!

Consolidated Shoe System
Dept. $-118, Chippewa Falls, Wisconsin
Set me up for BIG PROFITS! Rush me
FREE Selling Qutfit featuring AIR CUSH-
ION shoes, Jackets, Coats, Shirts, ete.
Include amazing 5-second Velvet-ces
Demonstrator, send it all FREE aud
PREPAID,
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. ... says Leonidas Burgoyne
of Chicago, Illinois, “Expert individual
instruction in the fully equipped shops
of Greer Shop Training gave me the right
start to get my good paying job.”

GREER SHOP TRAINING. ...
established 1902, is one of America’s
largest trade schools. Over 48,000 suc-
cessful graduates. You learn by tearing
down, repairing and rebuilding. Day and
evening classes. Mail this coupon today!

LEARN A TRADE AMOW/
GREER SHOP TRAINING, pesk 8, 460 S. State St., Chicago, IIl.

Gentlemen: Please send me information about trade | have I
checked below, (Specify If you are VET [C] or NON-VET [J).
IN OUR CHICAGO SHOPS  [T]BODY, FENDER REPAIR
[C] AUTO MECHANICS [C] WELDING—ARC, GAS
[ DIESEL [ MACHINIST
[ REFRIGERATION 1 PIANO TUNING
Above courses approved for Vets and Civilians,
ALSO THE FOLLOWING HOME STUDY COURSES

[ REFRIGERATION 1 DIESEL [J PLASTICS
Name Age
Address

Ci

GREER SHOP TRAINING

IGHTER

World’s
Tiniest I-I
=2

World’s Tiniest Lighter!
7% Only % Tall, %" Wide, %’ Thick!
PRECISION - MADE LIKE FINE WATCH!
6 for $5.00| ;704! Gift for Men and Women !

You'll be thrilled. . .your friends will be amazed when
you use the WORLD'S SMALLEST LIGHTER!
Never before a lighter so small. . . yet 80 mechani-
cally perfect. Gives a sure light every time you
use it. Perfect for women because it has a built-in
eyelet for use on charm bracelet or as a brooch, Wear
it a8 & novel scatter pin. Men go for this tiny lighter
because it takes a minimum of pocket room. Hides
away in vest pocket. Creates a sensation wherever
it'sused. NOT A TOY| A sturdy, PRECISION-
BUILT LIGHTER that will give years of service.
Designed and built like a fine watch, handsomely
plated in fine chrome. Uses regular fuel and flints.
Unconditionally Guaranteed!
SEND NO MONEY! Pay postman only $1.00 each
plus 856¢c postage on delivery. Or send cash with or-
der and save 356¢ postage charges. Order 6 right now
for only $5.00, , . a 209 pavings for you!l Use lighter
10 days. If notdelighted, retarn for immediate refand.
MODERN MERCHANDISE, Dept. 350

189 W. Madison Street, Chicago 2, lilinols
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(Continued from page 10)

Then the War of 1812 broke.

The British had scored heavily at
Detroit and Niagara, but in spite of these
setbacks the Americans determined to
carry the war to the enemy. Accordingly,
Pike began recruiting men at Staten Is-
land and taking them to Albany.

“If we go into Canada you will hear of
my fame—or my death!” were the pro-
phetic words he wrote to his old friend
Wilkinson. The Colonel’s 15th regiment
was ordered to return to Plattsburg for
the winter after a trial foray into Quebec.
During the winter at Plattsburg he trained
his men rigidly, and by the spring of 1813
they were ready to take part in a double-
barreled offensive against the British.

At Sackets Harbor, where he arrived
in March of that year, Colonel Pike was
breveted a brigadier general and made
inspector general of the northern armies.
Sackets Harbor and Buffalo were the
jumping off places for the offensive across
Lake Ontario, and General Pike led the
assault against York (now Toronto).

A successful landing was made on April
27th, the British being forced back into
the woods and with their commander
hoisting the white flag of surrender. But
General Pike was mortally wounded in an
explosion and died on Lake Ontario while
being carried back to Sackets Harbor,

There he is buried, and the mayor of
that town is resisting all efforts of the
Colorado Springs Chamber of Commerce
to remove his grave to the top of the broad
peak that bears his name.

Zebulon Pike never got around to
climbing “Grand Peak,” but Dr., Edwin
James did, just a few years after Pike
discovered it. For a while it was known
as James Peak, then General John C,
Fremont, the famous explorer, named it
“Pike’s Peak” in 1843, and the name still
stands,
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LEVISION

My Famous Training System Prepares You
Double Quick For a Good Job or Your Own
Profitable Radio-Television Business

Radio-Television is now America’s greatest opportunity
fleld! Trained men are needed to fiil good jobs and
handle profitable Radio-Television Service work. I have
trained hundreds of men for success in Radio-Te Ievi-
slon—and 1 stand ready to Train you too, even if vi

have no previous experience. My training is 1007,
practical—designed to give you the kmowledge and
experience you need to make money in Radio-Tele-
vision in the shortest possible time. I Train you with
up-to-the-second revised lessons—PLUS many blg kits
of Radio-Television equipment. You actually do over
300 demonstrations, experiments and construetion pro-
fects. In addition, you build a Powerful 6-tube-2-band
radio, a multi-range test meter and a complete Tele-
vision recelver! All equipment is YOURS TO KEEP.

Easy to Make Extra Money While You Learn
You do all your training with me AT HOME in spare hours, Keep
right on with your present job and ineome while learning—and earn
extra cash besides! The day you enroll I begin sending you plans
and ideas for doing profitable spare time Radio-TV work. Many of
my Sprayberry students pay for thelr entire training this way! You
get priceless experience and many plans for making extra money.
You build all your own Radio-TV Test Equipment from parts I
send you—nothing else to buy. Just one more reason why I belleve
I offer the ambitious man the biggest value in top notch Radlo-TV
Tralning avallable anywhere in America today.

Be Ready for Top Paying Radio-Television Jobs
Radio-Television s growing with amazing speed. More than 2000
Radlo broadcasting stations PLUS an additionsl 102 muhion
stations are now on the air. Radio sets and receivers
being made and sold in record breaking numbers. If you enl;
working with your hands . . . if you like to do interesting an
varled work . . . if yon relmy want to make good money and work
fn an industry that has & future . . . YOU BELONG IN RADIO-
TELEVISION, But you MUST have good Training to ‘“‘cash in
. . . the kind of training that starts you out with basic funda-

entals and carries you right through every circuit and pro
of Radio- 'l‘elerlsion Servicing and Repair. In a wo . « that's
Sprayberry Train! the course backed by more than 80 years
of association wlth the ‘Radlo-Television industryl

FRE 3 BIG RADIO AND
TELEVISION BOOKS

I want you to have ALL the facts sbout
my comﬁnu system of Radio-Television
Training! Act now! Rush the coupon lor
my three l‘ mlo-'rohvi-
‘“‘How To M oney in mdlm’l‘elivl-
sion.'’ PLU! my naw {llustrated Television
bulletin PLUS an actual sample Spnﬂ
berry Lesson—all rm u.h my

ments, Ne will
eall on you Send Lho l'ounon in an en-
velope or paste on back of post ) §
will rulb all threa books at once!

Sprayberry Academy of

n {11 North Canal St.,, Chicago 6, M.
Ploase rush to me all information on your Rla

\ : i Radio, Dept. 53-U
,/ B8 111 N. Canal St., Chicago 6, L.
Mal
o Television T Pl
not Dbllkllo me and that mo salesman wm eall

7’oday —

SPRAVBERRY ACADEMY OF RADIO Dept. ”-U l
NO OBLIGATION

P I S R e

: IF YOU ARE EXPERIENCED No Salesman .s .
VETERANS: My Radio l die 1’1l qualify you for will (; | Please cy..a Below About Your mhnc.
ion in 4 to 8 woeks. in'ca O Are You 0 No Exp

& rllnlno is A’ynna
for
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CHAPTER J/lﬂp @ﬂ gol'n m

l The stage went boiling out of Hay-
town in a smoky cloud of alkali dust, The
driver, perched with his hat cocked to one
side, waved his whip and yelled at the
six-horse team to be sure everybody saw
him, The horses broke into a gallop and
everybody along the street stopped and
stared. Some waved their hats and shouted.
Dad Peterson, the driver, acted like he
didn’t see, just® yelled louder and cracked
his whip like a fiend from hell.

As soon as they were out of Haytown
and into sagebrush country, he dropped
the whip into its socket and took a twist
of raw leaf from his pocket. He turned to
the big, rawboned man behind him, clinging
to the luggage rack.

14

* A furtive movement caught
his eye, and he began to run,

By ROBERT L.
TRIMNELL
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it was just one shot, fired in haste. One shot, but it could throw
Marshal Dulany into his own Clayfon jail—and betray the whole rich

boomtown into the grasping hands of . . .
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“Chaw, Todd?”

“Thanks, but I'll smoke, Dad.”

Peterson shoved the stem end of the
plug into his mouth. He gnawed away
at it for some moments, being the kind
that considered it unsporting to cut a raw
leaf to size with a knife.

“You'll water up at Gila Crick, Dad?”

Again Peterson turned. Todd Dulany
was a rangy man of thirty, in cow-country
clothes except for a loose brown coat. A
star-shaped badge was partly hidden by
being pinned to the lining, but the coat
was unbuttoned. City Marshal, Clayton,
the badge read. But Peterson was not
looking at that. It was the deep creases
in Dulany’s high forehead.

“What’s that about Gila Crick? What
you care if I water the hosses there?”

“T just wanted to know.”

Peterson went “Hump!” and turned
around to watch the team. They didn’t
need much watching, for they knew the feel
of every inch of the route. They traveled
no other than the forty miles between Hay-
town and Clayton, the silver town in the
mountains, with occasional trips on to
Puma.

“Twenty miles ahead,” Peterson
grumbled, “and all you got to talk about
is is we goin’ to water the hosses at Gila
Crick. Hell, reckon it’s the only crick be-
tween here and Clayton. Ain't it, now?”

“Guess,” Dulany said.

“Guess, hell,” the driver grumbled, and
lashed his whip out over the six-horse
team.’

“Gila Crick’s about half way from Hay-
town to Clayton, right?” the marshal said.
“A long walk either way, and nothing but

sage brush and jackrabbits between?”

"~ The oldster switched around suddenly.
“What in blazes you mean by that? Course
it’s a long walk, only happens we're ridin’.
What we care how far it is to walk? Damn
if somethin’ ain’t eatin’ you, Todd!”

Dulany didn’t answer. He hooked his
boots under the rail of the baggage rack
to steady him while he got papers and
tobacco from his shirt pocket. He wasn’t
used to building a smoke on the top of a
jolting stage. Inside, now—but he stopped
thinking about that. Maybe he’d been
building smokes inside his office for too
long, and had forgotten how he used to
brag he could make a quirly in the rain,

riding that bug-eyed bronc he had back in
the horse-breaking days. That bronc wasn’t
broken himself, they used to say. But that
didn’t mean Todd Dulany couldn’t break
a horse down to size for the Methodist
preacher—who was from Vermont and .
thought a horse was what pulled a plow.

Getting soft, he told himself. Thirty
years old and wishing he were riding in-
side the stage.

“Hey, Todd. ”

The oldster dropped his whip butt in
the socket again and turned around, one
leg cocked up, over the back of his seat.
They were ‘in flat sage country, and as
long as he had the reins loose in his hands,
the horses couldn’t hurt anything if they
tried.

“Them passengers, Todd. I wouldn’t
like to meet up sudden with them, some
dark night. Boy, not me. Even the girl.
She’s the kind all silky and purry, and a
feller gets dazzled. Then he wakes up in
a corner and wpnders how he got there.”
Peterson had the chaw tucked away in his
grizzled cheek now, and his jaw rolled
slowly, his wind-bleared eyes fixed on the
deputy. “Say, Todd. Damn if you didn’t
look awful funny at them six passengers
when we was boardin’ back to Haytown.”

ODD forced a laugh and looked away.

Look funny at the passengers? Sure
he had. Next, Dad Peterson would be
asking why he’d gone to Haytown, and
the answer was because of these six pass-
engers. But Dad wasn’t going to learn that
yet. So he shifted the subject.

“Dad, you love gossip somethin’ awful,
talkin’ like that about six people below.”
He jerked his thumb down toward the in-
side of the stage. “But I got a little piece
that’ll make that long nose of yours curl
up!!’

Dad rubbed a horny hand over his long
nose, a weathered, bulbous affair that made
everything else in his face look small, and
shot a quick look at Todd. “Yeah?”

“Well; you know jealous old Miz Dffim-
mond is about Ike—"

Peterson’s ears seemed to twitch and
he moved a bit closer. “Yeah!”

“Well, she was just hoppin’ mad, the
other day. ITke didn’t come home all night.”

Peterson shoved back his hat and rubbed
his nose and crawled over the back of his
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seat. “I be damn’!” He grinned expect-
antly, and rubbed his hands together.

“It was next morning she found Ike took
the job of night watchman at Number Two
Shaft, Jackson Mine.”

Peterson’s jaw dropped. “That all?”

Todd grinned at him. “That’s all, you
old gossip.”

“Hell!” The oldster swiveled around
and grabbed his whip and didn’t turn
around again for five miles.

Dulany didn’t like to tease the oldster
that way, but he wanted to keep him off
the subject of the six passengers. What
was going to happen to those six passengers
was something he didn’t want Peterson
involved in. It was Todd’s own respon-
sibility.

It was like Samcard Breadon had said.
“Todd, you ‘can’t line ’em up and shoot
their heads off like rattlesnakes—which is
what they are. You can’t do it, but it’s
what ought to be done.” °

They’d been sitting at a table in
Breadon’s saloon. Breadon had turned his
palms up when he said that, tightened his
big shoulders. “But of course you can’t
do it. Hangrope law is no law at all.”

Samcard Breadon was a big, balding,
red-faced and red-handed man, wearing a
handsome gray coat and a bunchy, violently
colored tie. His eyes were blue, quick, rov-
ing. He owned the saloon in Clayton that
they called the “Samcard.” The drinks
were cheap, the games honest. A straight
place if there ever was one.

The news had come that day from a

friend of Samcard’s who ran a place at

the railhead. Six strangers, a hard-look-
ing lot, were talking too loudly about the
soft thing they’d heard of at the silver town
of Clayton. A boomtown, they knew, and
one that had been completely untapped by

smart people. They figured to take the

lid off Clayton. And under the lid, they
knew the greembacks were thick as the
squarehead miners,

“This friend of mine,” Samcard went
on. “He’s heard about this outfit. He says
they’ve got everything they need to take a
town and wring it dry. IFast guns and big
fists, not to mention sleeve cards that jump
like grasshoppers. They're smooth, and
anybody they can’t talk to sleep so they can
roll him, they turn the girl loose on. A
real charmer, they say, and about as much

scruples as a she-coyote with seven pups.”
. Samcard spoke with passion. Like Todd,
he wanted to keep it a clean town. So far
it was. One gambler had taken Todd’s
offer of until sundown to leave Clayton. A
miner was now resting in boothill who had
figured to shoot the town up one night, and
didn’t think Todd Dulany could use the
Colt .45 he carried. Others had absorbed
Todd’s big fists in their faces until they
quieted down.

“When they get here,” Todd had told
Breadon, “I’ll give 'em a talk and set ’em
right on things.”

Samcard had smiled wearily. “No, Todd.
My friend says that won’t do. Once they’re
in town, they’ve got you. But he figured
they’d scare if you threw it at them good
and hard before they got here.”

And at last they worked out a plan. If
they looked bad to Todd, he’d stop them
from ever getting to Clayton. And in Hay-
town, when he saw them, he knew they’d
be dangerous once they were in Clayton.
Too smooth to be thrown out of town for
disturbing the peace, or any such charge.
There’d be nothing legal you could hang on
them.

He had stood there in front of the stage
office in Haytown, watching them board
the stage. He was leaning against the wall,
his eyes narrowed, inspecting them care-
fully.

A little man with pale hands and snaky
fingers, impeccably dressed. A couple of
big fellows, one of whom knew his way
around, a calm, deliberate type. The other
one was a bully-boy., He had shoulders
that seemed swollen and a battered face.
Then, two lean men that looked like
brothers, narrow-faced and with biting, all-
seeing eyes.

What could you hold against them?
They weren’t dressed flashily, or badly.
They behaved themselves. They were
polite,

And the girl. She was a slender girl with
a good figure and a good face—not just
pretty, though it was that, too—and nice
hazel eyes and brown hair, a slightly up-
turned nose, and a dainty smile. But more
than that, she was the kind of girl men in
the West were proud to defend. She looked
innocent and wholesome.

But Todd saw her sna{) an order at the
bully-boy. Her mouth slanted off to one
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side and words came 'spitting out, words
that made the big man fumble for his car-
petbag and jump hurriedly into the stage.

Samcard’s friend was right, Todd
thought. You couldn’t let them run loose
in Clayton. And you couldn’t chase them
out of town, either.

He sighed and swung up on top of the
stage, for they filled the compartment.

S THEY were approaching Gila Crick,

Dad Peterson turned around, at last

overcoming his resentment at being pinned
down as a gossip.

“Well now, Todd, you jist tell me why
you was so inter’sted in Gila Crick? Hey?
Now that you can see the hosses tongues
hangin’ to their knees, and you know we’re
goin ’to stop here and water?”’

Todd smiled, even though his chest was
tight and his throat like sandpaper, and
that not from the dust that had been blast-
ing up at them from twenty-four pounding
hoofs. _

“I thought I'd look around and hunt
some Gila monsters, if it’s true what they
say about Gila Crick being fringed with
’em. I’ve heard tell them easterners pay a
big price for Gila hides.”

“Liar!” the oldster shrieked. “You set
there makin’ fun of me, damn you, Todd
Dulany! I know what you're after. You're
after to talk to that purty gal down under-
neath, when we stop. And I’ll tell you her
name’s Lila Franks, and she’s a-travellin’
with her brother, George Franks. You ask
me if I can’t tell a thing or two. I got the

assenger list right in my pocket, I have.”
?‘Ie blinked, still a bit hurt, and glad to
throw his knowledge in the marshal’s face.

“Which one’s George Franks?” Dulany
said.

“How'd I know? Passenger list don’t
draw no pitchers!” He turned around and
growled, “Here’s yore blasted Gila Crick
ahead, and I hope it’s crawlin’ with Gilas
and one of ’em bites yuh dead, I do.” He
added in a low growl, “Though I never
seed one here.”

Gila Crick was a wide arroyo, a terrible
torrent in the spring, but with some water
all year around. The water kept straggly
willows half-alive on its banks. In the
spring, the poorly rooted ones were torn
out. Those that remained were strong as

wire, twisted and gnarled and ragged.

“Gila Crick!” Dad Peterson yelled. “We
got to water the hosses, so get out and
stretch yore legs and have a drink afore the
hosses rile it!” He leaned over and yelled
that in the direction of -the stage windows.
Then he. clawed out a hand and dragged
the brake on and shouted too loudly at the
horses—as though he were in town with a
lot of wide-eyed kids watching.

Dulany was on the ground before the
door opened. He took his coat off and
threw it up on top of the stage, then took
his hat off and rubbed the sweat from his
forehead. That was to make it look like
he’d removed his coat because of the heat,
instead of to free his gun for action. He
saw the six passengers begin to spill out,
and he turned toward the creek, so his eyes
wouldn’t give him away. Dad Peterson was
leading his teams down into the arroyo,
pointing the string downstream so they
could all water without getting out of
harness. He heard the passengers beating
dust out of their clothes, and the men
stamping around heavily to rid themselves
of their stiffness.

Todd waited until Peterson had walked
‘the teams through the water, watered them,
led them back to the stage and hitched on
the trace chains. Then, as the driver was
about to call, “All aboard,” Todd moved
to the bank of the arroyo and turned
quickly toward the passengers. In the same
movement he whipped out his Colt, brought
it up level, with his thumb riding the ham-
mer down.

“Stand where you are, everybody—in-
cluding you, Dad.”

The group of six had been huddled to-
gether. Now they broke apart suddenly,
and the two thin ones threw up their hands.
The other didn’t react so quickly, just
stared curiously at him, and Peterson
called :

“Have you gone nuts, Todd? Put thet
gun away and get onto the stage!”

Todd said, “Stand where you are, Dad,
and don’t claw your gun or I’ll blow your
head off, too.” He picked up calmness as he
spoke, and eyed them coolly. The girl,
pretty and doll-like in a long green travel
dress and a tiny green hat, had a hand over
her throat, as though surprised into that
position. Yet her eyes were level, calm,

“T don’t understand this,” she said, in a
quick voice, irritated.
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Todd was eyeing the little gambler, who
seemed fidgety, chewing his lip. But Todd’s
gun roamed over all of them, including
Dad, and slowly their. palms rose and
showed pink toward him.,

“Get this,” he growled at them. “I knew.

you were coming. We don’t want wolf
packs in Clayton. The miners have trouble
holding their earnings as it is. You're half-
way Dbetween Clayton and Haytown.
You're walking back to Haytown. This
way you'll keep out of my jail, at least. Just

- figure yourselves lucky it’s this way. Dad

—" he called. “Get your teams ready. You
and me are goin’ on.”

“Just a minute.” :

It was the smoother of the two big men
speaking, holding a big open hand toward
Todd. “Isn’t this illegal? You've no right
to—-—”

As the big fellow spoke, Todd lined the
maneuver up for what it was. At the other
end of the line, the little gambler was taking
off his derby hat and rubbing sweat from
his fotehead. Then a small white hand
darted into the hat.

A hand into a hat—but it was a gun
movement, just the same. A jerking dash
and the little gambler’s eyes narrowed
quickly as his feet firmed down into the
ground. He didn’t have to fling the hat
aside. Todd knew the hideout gun was
there. He saw the nickled barrel flash in
the sunlight even as he swung and trig-
gered. ;

The Colt leaped against his palm. The
derby hat exploded in orange flame.

It was too late, for the sledge blow of
Todd’s .45 slug caught the little man in the
chest and threw him over backwards, rolled
him twice in the dust and left him lying
there like a rag doll. The nickel-plated hat
gun clacked on a rock.

As soon as he’d fired, Todd swung back
to the others, in time to arrest three men’s
hands, two diving for open hip guns and
one plunging in to an armpit.

“Up with the hands and turn your backs
to me!” Todd snapped. “You too, lady. I
don’t like that bulge in your handbag!”’
They turned. Todd raced over to the little
gambler. He was lying on his back. Al-
ready the blood had stopped pumping out
of the hole in his chest, Gun in hand, Todd
ran to the stage and climbed up a wheel to
the top, “Let’s go, Dad.”

Maybe the oldster was too shocked to
resist. He let the brake off with a quick
jerk and snapped his whip, and the stage
lurched down into the arroyo.

Todd pitched off the baggage as they
climbed the other side. The last he saw of
the people on the banks of Gila Crick, they
were in" a little group, staring after him.
All but the little gambler on the ground,
whose eyes were glazing, and he saw noth-
ing-at all. . . .

OR fifteen minutes the stage rolled on,

neither of the men on top speaking. Dad

Peterson sat staring ahead, not even chew-
ing. He seemed to have lost his tobacco.
At last he reached into his coat pocket and
pulled out a flat pint bottle. He drank an
inch off it, blew out his breath, wiped his
eyes with his sleeve. He handed the bottle
to Todd. ¢

He took it, and stared at the whiskey
sloshing around as the stage jolted. At last
he uncorked it, drank off an ounce or so,
and replaced it in-the old driver’s pocket.

“You gone crazy as a billy goat, Todd!”

Todd had taken the cleaning rod from
his coat pocket, and was swabbing his gun
barrel. He shivered, in spite of the heat.
His mouth was agonizingly dry now. He
kept telling himself he’d done a crazy thing,
but how'd he know the gambler would pull
a gun?

That was bad, very bad. If he'd just set
them afoot, there’d have been no trouble.
But the little man pulled his gun. And like

it was planned, the others had been reach--

ing, as though the little gambler was to fire
and draw off Todd's attention, while the
others had time to aim and blow him into
the arroyo. And feverish as his thoughts
were, he realized that no law could have
touched them. If a man, even a lawman,
pulls a gun on you, you've got every right
to defend yourself.

Sickening, he realized the spot he’d be
in if they came to Clayton. And they had
a witness, Dad Peterson, whose word
wasn't for sale.

“Todd, you ever look out through the

bars in your jail? Better go in and try it |

s0’s you can get used to it. Why, they'll
have you jugged afore you can turn
around!”

Todd clutched the oldster’s arm. “Dad,
they're crooks and killers, the worst kind1”




20 10 STORY WESTERN MAGAZINE

“Prove it,” Dad retorted.
Todd was in agony as they rolled on
toward Clayton.

g Bullyy Oy

Clayton was a new unpainted town,
so new that most of the wood still gleamed
yellow. It wound through a long canyon,
on the sides of which were the mine en-
trances. The Forlorn Peaks towered over
the town, shadowing it, and the smoke from
the smelter hung over it like an umbrella,
except on windy days, when the wind
screamed down the canyon and threatened
to blow the whole flimsy town out to the
cactus flats.

For all that, it was a tamed town, and
most_of the taming was due to Todd
Dulany. The job of peace officer hadn’t
been wanted at first, when Clayton was still
a brawling boom camp, when Injun whis-
key went at ten dollars a bottle and there
was a row of cracked heads each morning.

Todd had been recovering from a broken
hip, a souvenir of the breaking of a crazy
black mustang, when he heard Clayton
wanted peace. He’d had enough of mus-
tangs. He saw no future in them but
another broken hip.

He rode herd on Clayton, and it was
partly that rough-handed, gun-drawing
fear he blasted into it that tamed it. Also,
there was the coming of families, and not
every man was spending his evenings in
places like Samcard Breadon’s saloon,

With a lump in his throat, Todd watched
people wave from the boardwalks as the
stage rolled in.

“What we goin’ to tell around?” Dad
Peterson said. “I know you did what you
thought right, Todd, but I ain’t goin’ to
cover for you. Though maybe. I'll help
shade the story your way.”

He jerked the horses to a halt in front
of the stage station, forgetting for once to
shout and make a big thing of his arrival.
Todd switched around and got his feet on
the near wheel. He was about to jump
down when he saw Samcard Breadon on
the porch.

The big saloon keeper had his hands in
His pockets, leaning against a wall. As he
saw Todd, his big red face seemed to pale,

and he removed his hands, pushed away.
He seemed to be startled, but quickly that
was gone and he grinned.

Todd jumped down, wondering. In spite
of turmoil inside him, he saw that strange
action of Breadon’s, and he wondered.

Peterson said, “Todd, I’'m drivin’ on to
Puma. T’ll forget to talk till I get back—
tomorrow.”’

“Thanks,” Todd said. He jumped down.
He and Samcard paced off down the board-
walk.

“Tt went bad ?”” Breaden said finally.

“One of ’em took a hideout from his hat

rand I had to let fly. I hit him where you’re

supposed to when you pull a trigger.
Square in the chest.”

Breadon shook his head. “Bad.” He
frowned, still shaking his big head, staring
hard down at the boardwalk. At the saloon
he said, “Come in and we’ll talk it over.”

They pushed inside. The place was full
of miners, rough, red-shirted men having a
quick drink before going home. It was six
o’clock, and they were just off shift, laugh-
ing, contented with the thought of hot
supper waiting at home. A few “howdied”
the marshal. He nodded to them and
smiled, though it cost an effort. He was
glad when Breadon took him off to a quiet
corner and had a bottle of whiskey brought
over for them.

“Hell,” Samcard grunted. “Now, they’ll
have a lever to pry their way into town.
They’re smart ones. They won’t go back to
Haytown now, Todd.”

Todd’s head jerked up. “You know a
lot about ‘em.”

Samcard’s hard blue eyes met his stare,
“I got good information on them.”

Todd slumped back down, He grasped
the bottle when it was brought, and poured
himself some whiskey. He didn’t hear the
merry laughter of the miners, or the chatter
of the girls whe were befriending the home-
less ones, or the steady clack of the roulette
wheel in the back of the place.

He was thinking only of the little gam-
bler taking his derby off, wiping his fore-
head, and his hand darting suddenly into
the hat. Then the others, slapping for their
guns as soon as Todd swung toward the
little gambler. \

It ‘was as though they were set and wait-
ing for it, before Todd ever pulled his
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He didn’t drink himself foolish, as he
was tempted to. After a while he went over
to his office, a cubbyhole with a door and
window on the street, behind which was the
jail, empty now, and seldom occupied now-
days except for a few Saturday night
drunks. He slumped down into his swivel
chair, in the darkness, and stared out at
the street, at the lights coming out of
houses and stores.

For one crazy moment fear seized him,
and he thought of running to the livery
stable and getting his horse. He sat bolt
upright in his chair and the cigarette he
was rolling spilled. “Ride away!” he
gasped. Then there’d be no facing the five
remaining stagecoach passengers, no hav-
ing to meet Dad Peterson’s scowling
honesty. He stood up and switched toward
the door.” Suddenly his body wilted. He
sat back down in the chair and wiped
nervous sweat from his forehead.

He couldn’t run. That would be no good
at all.

He sat up most of the night, staring out
into the street and figuring how long it
would take those five people to walk twenty

miles. Toward.morning he slept, leaning
back in the chair.

He woke with something flashing in his
face. He shook his head, found he was
stiff from the cramped position. It was the
sun on the window opposite that had
wakened him. He sat upright and made
himself a cigarette.

A half hour after dawn, they came. Five
weary people, limping through the dusty
streets, their heads hanging low. He
watched them go into the Clayton Hotel.

“Maybe,” he growled, “that walk will
take some of the starch out of you!”

But that was the only profit he could see
in his foolish trip to Haytown.

THAT day he was cursed with a court
trial. He'd signed as witness to a claim
sale some time back, and the lawyer had
been careless in wording the documénts.
He had to sit in the hot, stuffy courtroom
all day, and they never called him for in-
formation anyway. All that time, the five
outlaws were sleeping it off, and they’d be
fresh and ready to meet him in the evening.
And all-that time his back was tightening
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with nerves, and clammy sweat trickled
down his neck. He'd killed a man before
witnesses, and the reason for killing didn’t
add up to a very pretty picture. That’s
what it all amounted to. ~

He was at Old Lady Austen’s boarding
house, where he lived, and half way
through his dinner when Samcard Bread-
on’s- swamper came in. He said Breadon
had to talk to him. Todd couldn’t eat after
that. Breadon wouldn’t have called him if
trouble weren’t about to pop. °

He buckled on his gunbelt and walked
slowly through the gathering dusk to the
saloon. There were a lot of people in the
streets, women doing late shopping, miners
heading home. He nodded and tipped his
hat to them; the responses were polite and
pleasant. Yes, the town was still friendly
to its marshal. It didn’t know, yet.

There was more noise than usual in the
Samecard, and the crowd at the bar seemed
thicker. He spied Samcard at his usual
corner table, looking somewhat pale. He
went to the table and stood there, looking
at the crowd, waiting for Breadon to speak.

“There’s a bully-boy at the bar, Todd.
He’s tried starting some fights, seems to be
after trouble. And I have a hunch he’s one
of them. I've seen a couple other strangers
that look likely, but I don’t know. They
don’t act like they know the bully-boy,
but—"

“He might be asking for the city marshal
to throw him' out?”

“Looks like it. He’s crowin’ that his
name’s Joe Cray and ‘No damn lawdog
ever laid a hand on me! That kind.”

Todd saw him then. It was the big one
with the swollen shoulders. He had a
miner’s red shirt on now—the gang was
fitting him in with the tougher men of
Clayton. This business smelled to high
heaven of brains, Todd thought, Some-
body moving in with it all planned in
advance. He thought of the girl. Lily, Dad
said her name was. He remembered her
snarling at Cray back at Haytown. Was
she the brains?

Joe Cray let out a bellowing laugh just
then, picked up a chair and smashed it
against the bar. It splintered as his giant
shoulders put weight behind it. A couple
of men jumped out of the way as splinters
flew.

“Shore I pay for the chairs!” he bel-

lowed at the crowd. “Chairs is just part of
mie drinkin’ costs!” He bellowed with
laughter. “Same as I pay doctor bills for
the heads I busts. Hey, where’s the boss
of this rat hole? I tell him, I'll pay!” He
threw the pieces of the chair atross the
room and people ducked. “Where's the
boss?” he bellowed. ' i

“Here,” Samcard said, in a low voice.

The giant at the bar turned. “T’ll pay
yuh! How much a chair?” Then he saw
Todd standing by Breadon’s table, the star
shining on his chest. = “The law!” he
howled. “Hey, law, come have a drink!”

Todd whispered to Breadon, “I wish you
had a bouncer here. He's looking for fight,
and that’s no good.” ’

Breadon laid a big red hand on his arm.
“Todd, you aren’t scared of him?”

“No. Only I—well, I'm getting deeper
into this thing.”” He rubbed a nervous hand
across his mouth. “Cray’s one of them.
You guessed right.” :

Cray came over to them with big, lum-
bering strides. “Hey, law, ain’t you goin’
to drink?” :

“Yeah, I'll drink.” Todd walked beside

him back to the bar, his back stiff and sweat

dripping down his neck, every nerve hot
and jumping. The miners around them
were quiet now, seeing a fight coming,
and bending their ears to what Cray and
their city marshal said.

A whiskey was put in front of him, and
Todd drank it off. He turned slowly toward
Cray, at his side.

Recognition showed in the other’s eyes.
He had a fattish, scarred' face. A bully-
boy’s face. He was laughing. He wasn’t
going to talk about what happened at Gila
Crick. Not right now. He was letting that
pass. Todd measured him and found Cray
had an inch and thirty pounds over him.

“Have another,” Cray said, grinning,

“No.” Todd said it quickly, knowing
they had to break off the farce somewhere.

“You ain’t drinkin’ with me ?”’

“No. And you're leaning awful close to
where I can arrest you for disturbing the
peace.” As he said that,  Todd backed a
step, moved slightly to the left, to clear the
bar from his gun hand.

“You want to eat what you just said?”
Cray knotted a fist like a ham and shook 1t
at Todd.

Todd saw the other had no visible gun.

%
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He backed another step, dropped his hand
on his Colt handle.

“You’re under arrest, Cray.
around and march out that door.”

For a long second there was not a sound
in the saloon. Todd found a space had been
cleared between them. A half-circle formed
out into the saloon, with scores of men
listening, waiting for the first move. And
suddenly, a cold, bony hand fell on Todd’s,
clamping his hand'down tight on his gun.

“Fight fair, Mister Law. You can see
this Cray here has no gun.”

Todd turned slightly. Over his shoulder
was a pale, thin face—another from the
stage! He jerked his hand away, but the
man was fast. He snatched the Colt out of
the holster and threw it up on the bar.

“Fight fair, Mister Law,” he said, grin-
ning brokenly.
And suddenly Joe Cray charged.

Turn

ULANY had to forget the pale man

behind him, and his lost gun. There
was no way out but to fight. A fist came
flying up at him. He ducked, ramming him-
self forward and putting out his left, hook-
ing it in with his shoulders behind it. A
fist grazed his ear. His own fist hit the
rushing man and jarred. Like a man walk-
ing into a tree limb at night, he thought.
That’s how it hit the bully-boy. It rocked
Todd’s shoulder. And Bully-Boy Joe Cray
lost his legs, spinning, rocketing off crazily
into the crowd. He disappeared under legs
and coats, and men stumbled and were
pushed over him.

It seemed to take a long time for him to
get untangled. He came out, though, on
his knees, his fists knotted, his face lobster-
red, a three-inch cut over his left eye. He
rubbed blood away with his knotted fist, got
up.

“Damn if I won't get yuh!” he howled,
and came piling in.

Todd knew his left was the best, his left
hooking in. It was a good left, and he was
fast and smooth on his feet,” and when
that left. chopped in, there were shoulders
behind it. He drove his right out but cut
it short and came in Hard underneath with
the left. It hit something and hit it hard,
but the bully-boy was on him, driving those
rocky fists into his belly, slamming him
back against the bar.

“Todd leaped to the side, away, backing

fast. A left came up at him, and then a
right. He tried to guard but his hand was
brushed aside by the weight behind that
fist, and it caught his jaw, blowing holes
through the back of his head. He was fly-
ing backwards then, racing his feet to try
to stand. He heard boots scramble to clear
away, then his head hit slats, rattling, part-
ing. The batwings. He kept going, but
down flat on his back, skidding across the
porch, out into the street.

He got a mouthiul of dirt. Got to fight,
he told himself, struggling painfully up. His
head spun. No, he thought, there isn’t that
much in a fist. No fist hits that hard all
by itself. Too much weight. He got up to
the boardwalk, his hands flat on it.

Above, the batwings were open and the
hulking form of Cray was silhouetted by
the lamp lights inside. Bulging shoulders
rose and fell as he panted,

“Hey, Law, come on in!”

There was a roar of laughter echoing
hollowly from behind Cray. Todd began
climbing the boardwalk, cautiously, for if
the big man caried the fight out here, his
position was bad. Cray waited, blocking
the door.

Suddenly Todd leaped forward, cocking
that left fist. Cray knew about it now, and™~
threw up his right, Todd’s fist thudded into
the man’s heavy arm, and he came down
solidly on his right foot, leaning forward.
He had a good swing that way, and he
kicked his left boot up high as he could
reach.

With a scream, Cray went over back-
ward. Todd raced on, leaped past him to
the bar. A bottle of whiskey was standing
there, alone. He clawed out and caught
the neck.

Cray was up then. Somebody was yell-
ing, “No kicking! Fight fair, Lawman!”
and Todd knew who it was. He grinned
savagely as he leaped toward Cray. Cray
put out a left hand to guard his head—
that’s where the bottle would be aimed, he

- figured.

Todd chopped the bottle in a short, hard
crack, and it exploded on the big left fist.
Whiskey, blood, broken glass sloshed to
the floor, onto a wide open place that every-
body could see. And out of the fist fell a
cylindrical gray object, clumping heavily
when it landed.

Todd grunted, “There’s your fair fight-
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ing. We used to call it a ‘lead lawyer’
Guaranteed to settle all arguments. Fist it,
and you've got a double punch.” He
grabbed his jaw, shook it. It seemed all
right, but was swollen. A lead lawyer
would do that every time it didn’t kill you.
. “Open the other fist, Cray,” Todd
rasped.

The bad man had backed off. He opened
his other fist, and threw a lead cylinder
down. It thumped on the floor. But he
used that hand to catch up a chair. With a
single overhand sweep, he sent it hurtling
through the air at Todd. It came spinning
and Todd threw up an arm, but one leg
rapped his temple like a hammer. He
reeled back and saw that Cray had snatched
up a table. The bully-boy had it in front
of him like a shield, and was coming at a
crazy, galloping run.

His back against the bar, Dulany knew it
would squash him like a spider. He leaped
to the side, trying to escape, but it caught
his shoulder. Just a corner of it spinning
him around, catching his arm. The rest of
it hit the bar and it broke in half. That
freed him. “Groaning with pain, he turned
back on Cray.

Cray had half the table and he caught
it by one leg, his face blazing and his eyes
wild. He crashed it down and it broke again
on Todd’s shoulder, and Cray chopped
and chopped at Todd with the remaining
leg, until he sprawled to the floor. He scur-
ried off on his knees, bleeding and bruised
all over, fighting to get up.

He staggered to his feet, grabbed a leg
up to fend off the ripping blows. Cray
had gone crazy, and there was only one
thought in him—to kill.

“Die, Law!” he screamed. “Die!” He

heaved his arms back for a mighty swing
with the table leg, and Todd saw his last
chance. He jabbed the leg he held straight
in at that red face. A scream came out of it.

Cray staggered back. His face was
bloody. He. swung once more with the
table Jeg, and it ripped into the one Todd
held. Cray let his go and rushed in, arms
outstretched, fingers clawing. He caught
those enormous arms around Dulany’s
head. The rush drove them back, back into
the batwings. Dulany stumbled over the
doorsill. He slipped and went down, but
as he went he kicked out with one leg. He
went down on his back with a crash that

completely smashed the lights out of him.

But his leg was stiff, and Cray rode it.
Rode it screaming off into the darkness of
the night.

== Run, Law-Dog, Run!

When he awoke, Todd Dulany
imagined he was in his bed at the boarding
house. There was that same lump in the
straw mattress, under his left hip., He
even seemed to hear Old Lady Austen,
though her voice didn’t have the usual
rusty whine to it. That made him doubt
where he was. But, no, there was that little
pillow of sagehen feathers, all scratchy at
the back of his neck.

There was another voice that made it all
crazy. Lily Franks, the female member of
the gang. Her voice was purring, soft.

“But I'll see when he wakes up, Mrs. -

Austen,” she was saying, in an innocent,
child-like kind of voice. “If he wants me
to,” she went on, “and you know I am a
qualified nurse—"’

Todd groaned aloud. That was too

much. It he were really in his own room

at Mrs. Austen’s, and Lily was putting out
a line like that, . . . He came into focus a
little then, as Old Lady Austen’s voice
reverted to its customary rasp.

“Wall, I’m that busy I can’t be messing
with no brawlin’ low-lifes, A body’s got all
she can manage around here ’thout playin’
nursemaid. J got work to do, so if he’ll
have you do it, all right. But get your
money in advance ; / don’t trust a one of the
lot!” And a door slammed closed.

There was no mistaking her voice. Todd
knew now it was not just a dream. Lily
Franks was in his room at the boarding
house. And he was on fire all over, with his
arms so sore he couldn’t move them. Sud-
denly something warm and soft was spread
over his face—a poultice of some kind.

He put his hand to his face and caught a
hand. A soft, warm hand. He caught it
hard, for his nerves still strung up tight as
guitar strings. There was a little cry, and
she tried to pull her hand away.

“No you don’t,” he growled, spitting at
the stuff over his mouth.” Cotton soaked
in a bitter mess, it tasted like. He tore
the rest of it off his face and opened his
eyes. They didn’t open well, and seemed to
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be shadowed by bruises so he had to squint
to see. "

Her face was above him. A “young,
rounded face, clean and innocent, clouded
by soft brown hair. Her eyes matched it,
soft eyes—the eyes of a young professional
nurse, people would say. And it would be
the wrongest judgment ever made.

“You're here to watch me, eh,” he said.
He pushed up on his elbows. “Smooth.
You're smooth operators, all six of you.
Five, I mean.” His lips seemed to get in
the way of his talking, and the words
bruited out.

She wrenched her, hand away from him.
“Shut up,” she snapped, and hard black
points appeared in the centers of her eyes.
“You know who I am and what I'm doing
here, but shut up. You’re in no position to
fight out of it.” She slapped the poultice
back on his face, and pushed him flat.

He lay there, exhausted now, the poul-
tice warm and comforting on his torn,
bruised face. His back ached from the
smashes of Cray’s table leg, and every bone
seemed to be bruised.

That Cray, he’d never fought a man like
that. Oh, they lined up so pretty, this
gang. A bully-boy like Cray to brute their
oposition down. A slick man with a hide-
out gun like the little gambler, to take him
unawares—only their man wasn’t slick
enough. The girl—so honest and respect-
able looking, to move in when a respectable
woman was needed. The others he couldn’t
peg so neatly, except for the brains. Some-
body was the brains, the one guiding the
plan to maneuver Clayton into their
pockets.

“The brains,” he said through the
poultice. “Are you the brains of this bunch,
Lily?”

She laughed, a quick, bitter sort of laugh.
“Brains? Mister Law, I can fake a
registered nurse and deal a fast deck of
cards, and when a drunk is carrying too
much money for his own safety, I can lure
him some place where Cray and a club can
go into action. But brains—"

He said nothing, listening to the bitter
twang in her voice,

“I’'m not dumb; it’s not that,” she said
quietly. “It’s that to brain this gang you
got to have a fat cold diamond where your
heart should be. Or a bag of gold, if that

sounds better to you. Me, I'm just a girl
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that has got to get along in the world.”

HE PAWED the poultice off his face
and looked at her. She was staring
blankly at the plaster wall above him, as
though she saw a lot of things that weren’t
nice. They all showed in shades of ex-
pression passing over -her face, but you
couldn’t tell what they were from that.
Her eyes dropped to his, and he saw she

‘was frightened. Her eyes were not calm

and innocent now, nor angry. They were
lshot with fear. She licked her lips nervous-
Y. » ;
“Do you know why I'm here, Dulany ?”
she said hoarsely.

“To poison me?”

She bit her lip. “He didn’t think of that,
I guess. No, I'm to keep people away from
you, and tell you what’ll happen if you
don’t leave Clayton.”

He said, “They seem pretty much afraid
of me. First that gambler with the hat gun
took’fa.fter me, then Cray the bully-boy, now
you. /

She nodded. “The plan is wider than
that, but you stood in the way of things
going right. You've survived twice now
when you were supposed to die. Instead,
two men have died.”

“Two men! Cray—?”

“When you kicked him off the porch
last night, he landed on his head. Neck
broken. Now it’'s more than just getting
rid of you, more than just you blocking
things. They're crazy for your blood. Dead
or alive, you've got to go.”

He had a momentary feeling of satis-
faction. They wanted Todd Dulany’s big
fists out of the way, so they’d arranged the
show at Gila Crick. But it was past that.
They were crazy to kill him, now.

“And if I leave, you'll clean up here in
Clayton?” .

She looked strangely at him. She
opened her mouth to speak and it stayed
open. For a moment she stared. Finally
she said, “Listen, a woman in my position
—well, I've got to do what they say, under-
stand ? George Franks—the big one—is my
brother. He’s a killer and worse, and I
have to do what he says. I'd like to run
away—Lord, how I'd like to! But how
could I live, what could I do?”

He nodded slowly. This was no place
for a woman alone,

She stood up quickly, nervously. “You
know what I'm getting at?”

He frowned. “You can’t leave the
gang—" :

“I can.” She smiled suddenly and there
was an intense glitter in her eyes. “I can!
I'll leave with you, Dulany!”

He was too surprised to speak, just
stared at her. Her fists were clenched and
her smile was hard and desperate.

“Heaven knows I don’t love you, the
way your face is battered, Dulany. But I
saw you back at the stage station in Hay-
town. You're good enough. So I'm going
with you, Dulany.”

“No!” he blurted. “If I go—if I run out,
it’'ll be alone.”

She came close and leaned over him. Her
eyes had the black needle points in them
now. Her breath came in quick gasps.

“If you go alone, Dulany, youll go
dead!” '

He had no answer to that. . ..

Later that day Old Lady Austen jerked
the door open. Her voice rasped in: “That
old fool Peterson finally got back from
Puma way, busted a wagon wheel and had
to ride a hoss on to Puma to the black-
smith to get it fixed. That’s the kind of old
fool he is—can’t wire a piece of grease-
wood in for a new spoke. Says he's comin’
in to talk to Dulany if he can talk again.
Huh! That old goat knows about as much
about his business as this female knows
about nursin’!”

She tromped off down the stairs,

Lily smiled wryly. But almost immedi-
ately her face was again hard and deter-
mined. “Well?” she said.

“I haven’t decided. I'm too beat to
think.” Todd touched a hand gingerly to
his swollen face. He was weak, too, from
loss of blood. He had eaten at noon, but
still he was too weak, too bruised to think
right.

“All you've got is a choice. A coffin—or
me and the trail south. Why stay here and
get killed? For a hundred dollars a
month ?”’

That made it simple. For a man-beaten
as badly as Todd was, the argument faded.
The easy way was the only way., As he
thought “of it, the blood pulsed into his
head. To go off with a lovely young woman
like Lily—or to fill a wooden hox!

“Meet me at dark at the south end of

-
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town,” he said. “Get a horse for yourself.”

She smiled, and for the first time.it was
an easy, pleasant smile.

When Dad Peterson came in, Todd was
sitting on the edge of his bed, rolling a
smoke with fingers that seemed too bruised
to handle the delicate job. He cursed and
handed the tobacco and papers to Lily.
“Twist me one,” he said.

Peterson sat down beside him. “I heard
about the fight, Todd. Damn, he beat you
up!” He looked at Todd, and glanced at
Lily. He scowled. She looked down away
from the oldster’s piercing eyes, blushing.

“What she doin’ here?” Peterson
growled.

Todd tried to grin. “My nurse.”

Peterson turned around and spat tobacco
juice out the open window, “Hell,” he
muttered, scowling at the girl, as though
the word were for her benefit. “I got a
waggin’ tongue, Todd, like you said. I'm
itchin’ to tell about Gila Crick.” He
scowled at the girl again, to show why he
was so anxious to tell.

“Hold it until dark,” Todd said.

“Till dark?”

“Yeah. I'm crawfishin’, Backin’ out.”
He looked flatly at Peterson. He was ad-
mitting defeat, and he put it into the look
he gave Peterson. He took the rolled
cigarette from Lily and stuck it in his
mouth.

Peterson was too shocked to speak. He
mumbled something about ‘Fence rail and
tar and feathers’ and Lily heard it and
clutched her throat.

“I'm ruined anyway,”. Todd growled.
“I'm pulling out, Dad.” )

Peterson nodded slowly. With a gesture
of disgust, he spat his chaw out the win-
dow and walked off and down the stairs.

N HOUR before dark Todd left the

boarding house and walked down to-
ward his office. A couple of men stopped
him on the way, storekeepers he’d known
ever since he'd come to Clayton,

“Boy, you sure handled him!” one of
them Jaughed, slapping him on the back,
and striking a place that was all one bruise.
“But what that big ox did to your face,
Todd! Well, you sure handled him.”

“Oh, sure,” he said, hurrying on away
from them.

There were shouts all along the street,

men pounding him on the back. Every-
body was happy he’d won the fight. They
were proud they’d picked such a fighting
man for their city marshal. They suggested
favorite liniments for his bruised body, and
salves for his face. They meant well, but
the chatter got on his nerves. He didn’t
want this. He wanted to head off away
from Clayton, and leave it all behind.

He passed Samcard Breadon’s. He won-
dered if Samcard would become friendly
with the gang after he had gone. Possibly.
He shook his head, too bruised and tired to
care. He didn’t want to see Samcard. Or
anybody.

He went to his office and began collecting
his few personal belongings. He straight-
ened his files and records, and then sat
down in the swivel chair and stared numb-
ly out at the street. He wondered if in kill-
ing the little gambler and Cray he had
accomplished anything. Well, taking Lily
along would subtract three from the gang
of six. But it seemed like a six-armed
octopus—he hadn’t touched the head. And
the head would get new arms.

hHe decided he didn't even care about
that. i

And then he saw them coming across the
street. The three of them, each with a hand
in his right coat pocket. As alike as three
peas, even though one was bigger than the
others. All wore the same respectable black
suits, the same flat, expressionless look on
their faces.

They climbed the steps of the office and
stood for a moment on the porch, staring
in the window at him. They moved through
the doorway slowly, in single file. They
stood against the wall, each still with his
hand in a right coat pocket.

“You're leaving town tonight, Mar-
shal?” It was George Franks talking, the
big one—Lily’s brother. His face was
blank, heavy.

Todd didn’t get up. He swiveled around
in his chair. “Yes,” he said. [

Franks smiled. As though they felt
the smile, the two flanking him smiled, too.
It was a movement of lips that changed
nothing in their cold, brutal expressions.

“Lily isn’t going,” Franks whispered
hoarsely.

“Lily ?”" Todd felt his mouth drop open,
Lily had told them. Why? He was almost
afraid to ask,
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"‘Lily told us,” Franks said, his smile
widening a little, and his eyes going colder

~ than before. He stepped forward until he

towered above Todd. “Lily was acting
_strange when she got back from the board-
ing house. So we asked her.”

Todd tried to get up. Lily’s brother
stepped on his toes. The others moved
around to flank him, hide him from the
window while they were crowding him
back into the chair.

“Lily gets hurt easy,” Franks whispered.
“She told us.”

For a momeént Todd was stunned by it.
“Your sister!” he breathed. “You beat
her?”

“Lily hurts easy,” Franks said, still
smiling.

Todd saw red. All the fire came back to
him then, and he pitched himself forward
into Frank’s belly. He drove a fist up, but
one of them caught his other arm and threw
him off balance, and the fist missed. They
crowded him back to the wall. Their right
hands came out of their pockets then. In
each was not a gun, as Todd had thought.
Each clutched a short billy club.

Todd got his foot against the wall and
pitched himself at Franks. He opened his
mouth to shout out at the street, but a club
smashed the side of his head. It knocked
the shout out of him, but he could still fight.
He felt his fist hit flesh, and it felt good.
And then another billy club gashed across
his head. ;

He let out a bellow of rage and hooked
his right fist into Franks’ stomach. The
big m&n gave way, and Todd charged
across the room. He headed for the door,
so he could yell out into the street. Hands
clutched his foot and he slammed down, his
whole body hitting the floor, hard.

A man jumped on his back and a billy
club cracked him between neck and shoul-
der. Jolts of agonizing pain shot through
him. He writhed, and the next blow glanced
off his head.

Blind with pain, Todd rolled over. His
hand caught a jaw and the flabby skin
around it. He clawed in with all the
strength that was in that hand. Then he
cracked his left into the face.

That was all. A club hit from behind and
drove all the light out of his brain and into
the floor. He went down spinning, and the
bottom came up and met him,

= Dulany’s Inforno

4 He didn’t know how much later it
was when he heard the voices. They seemed
distant, yet clear. One was George Franks’.

“Hell, we didn’'t know what to do with
him! T had to call you over. He wouldn’t
go quiet. Lot of people came runnin’ to
see what the ruckus was, and we had to
move him over here to this cell. We told
’em we thought the noise was out back.”

Samcard Breadon swore under his
breath. “You’ve bungled it every time.”

Franks said, his voice shrilling, “You
knew he was a tough one or you wouldn’t
have set the whole six of us against him at
Gila Crick. Now Haze got his face smashed
up. Oh, sure, you had this town laid wide
open for us! All we got to do is get rid of
the city marshal, eh?”

Breadon snorted. “You've bungled it
every time, I still say.” He grumbled to
him for a minute. “I was better off as it
was. I never should have been so greedy,
bringin’ you in. It was soft, safe, and legal,
before.”

Franks laughed shrilly. “I’ve seen your
kind! You made big money from cleaning
that bank in Montana. We heard about
that. You put it in a nice safe business,
and you went legal. But you can’t stay that
way, can you, Breadon? You got to go
back at it! Big, fast money!”

“All right, I'm back at it. And you've
bungled your part.”

“Bungled, hell!” Franks’ voice dropped
to a snarl. “I’m givin’ orders now, Bread-
on. We're runnin’ this show. A big haul
tonight. Like I told you, this burg’ll burn
like a firecracker. We'll get rid of this law-
hound in the fire—"" Todd felt a kick into
his side, as Franks indicated him— “and
then we start raidin’. The town will fight

fire, and every store cash box will be .

waitin’ for us. The jewelry store next to
your place won’t have anything left but
glass, and that tin safe in the stage station
won’t take a minute to open. Like I said,
you'll give us directions on where every
cash box in town is fixed. See?”

“I don’t want—"

“Shut up. You're going to be fightin’ the
fire. We're keepin’ you respectable.
Franks paused.
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Todd caught his breath at that pause.
Even as near to blacking out as he was,
he knew it was better for the man to go
on talking. He heard a scratch of shoe-

leather on the cement floor of the cell. Then .

a brand came down on his head, a white-
hot thing that wrapped itself around his
head and burned to the very core of his
brain.

He didn’t blank out. He just became
numb. He could feel somebody tying his
hands together, then his feet, and pulling
them up and tying them to his hands, until
he was bent like a bow. It hurt, but only
until he fell into the bottom again.

Next thing he knew, they were untying
him. It seemed ages later. A voice was
saying, “Get the ropes off. They might
not burn off and somebody in this hick
burg might ask questions.”

Waves of unconsciousness seemed to be
stripped off him. I got a hard head, he
whispered to himself. Or maybe it’s broken.

His head spun and throbbed. He began
to hear better. Feet were creaking the
boards in his office, and there was a mumble
of voices. Then he smelled kerosene. The
sharp odor bit into his nostrils.

He opened his eyes. It was dark, pitch-
dark. Then he realized sthat one eye was
swollen shut. He wouldn’t see anything
with that eye anyway. The whole side of
his face was stiff with clotted blood.

Suddenly the kerosene smell changed.
It became oilier, suffocating. And light
began to come to his undamaged left eye.

Dulany groaned. He tried to get up,
but he was too beaten, too bruised, and
his legs were sacks of mush. Noise now,
a crackling of burning wood. Heat reached
out at him. Laying flat, he tried to back
away from it. Was that his hair burning?

He pushed with his hands, squirmed,
got half way to his knees and pushed again.
The flames were not so hot. He pushed
again, squirming, pushing the cement floor
away from him. His feet hit something.
The wall. And the flames were growing,
crackling wildly, snapping the sun-parched
wood of the office into fiery dust.

He lay numb again, pleasantly warmed
by the fire. Warmth made him think of
Lily—Lily who had lured men to where
billy clubs waited. And billy clubs re-
minded him of her brutal brother and

Samcard Breadon,

Samcard, who couldn’t stay straight,
George Franks, who had never tried to.

And suddenly, crazy anger boiled up in-
side him. Hate for Franks and Breadon
—men who had tried to wreck him or kill
him, who had already ruined Lily’s life.
But no. Lily had been hurt, had been used
in their dirty schemes, but inside she had
a brightly burning spark of decency. A
good man was all she needed.

He forgot the billy clubs that had dented
his skull, and the nauseating bands that
crushed his brains. Hate for these two men
brought back his strength. He stood up,
leaned back against the wall to steady
himself.

Before him was a roaring, scarlet sheet
of flame. The stone wall wouldn’t burn,
but the heat would kill him in another
minute. Calm now, he felt down to his
holster. His gun was still there. Perhaps
they’d left it to show he’d died naturally,
armed. He pulled it out and turned to the
cell's only window. :

He heard the shouts of a crowd out in th
street. Away from him, for the cell faced
on the rock walls of the gorge, rising
beyond him.

The blaze showed him every crack in the
wall. He picked a crack below a window
bar. He leveled his gun and fired into
it. Mortar dust spat up. He fired again,
Rock splinters flew. Angrily, he emptied
the gun into that crack. At the last shot,
a rock splintered out, showing him the
bottom of the bar, imbedded in mortar.

His back seemed to be on fire now, and
for a . second he lost all control and
screamed. He beat the gun against the wall.
Then his mind cleared again. Quickly, he
reloaded his gun. He emptied it again at
the rocks surrounding the bar. The shots
were like dynamite smashing at him, crash-
ing around the walls of the cell But the
last shot smashed a rock outside, throwing
it clear. The bar hung free.

He dropped his gun and grasped the
bar. With a jerk it was out. A sheet of
flame smashed at him, driving him against
the wall. He heard his own voice crying
out. In desperation, he flung himself up
the wall, squeezed painfully through the
narrow opening.

Suddenly his hands were grasped. They
yanked at him. He crashed down to the
ground, There were voices, and hands
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rolling him over, shouting, “Shirt on fire,
roll ’im!” .

He rolled. Hands caught his feet and
dragged him over rocky ground. Then a
rough voice said, “Hook your mouth
around ‘the neck of the bottle, Todd.” A
round glass cylinder went into his mouth
and liquid flame seared down his throat.
He coughed and it was taken away. He
knew the taste. It was Dad’s pint.

“Don’t he look like hell, Lily! Er, pardon
my French.” -

LILY. He opened his eyes. The right
eye still gave only a splinter of light.
Lily was there, bending over him, and
Dad Peterson with the pint bottle in his
hand. As he watched, Peterson tilted the
bottle into his own mouth; drank lustily.

“They didn’t keep a guard on Lily,”
Peterson - said, wiping his mouth. ‘“She
skinned out the hotel window on a bed-
sheet and hunted me.”

. Seeing her, the soft warmth in her eyes,
and hearing that, Todd knew he’d figured
right about Lily. She said nothing, but
he could read all he needed in her eyes.

He turned to the fire, just as the roof
on his office fell in, and a pillar of flame
shot up. The jail window he'd crawled
out of was spouting fire. He shuddered.

“Those devils!” Again strength surged
through him and he struggled to his feet.
They took his arms to steady him. “No,
I can get along. Give me your gun, Dad.”

He took the oldster’s Colt, and now they
both followed him as he trotted down be-
hind the row of stores next to the jail.
All were catching fire now. At the other
end of town he heard an earth-shaking
boom. Dynamite. The miners were al-
ready tryingeto contain the fire. But he
felt a wind rising, and he knew the town,
lying in the narrow gorge, could go up
in flame.

He hurried out of the alley into the main
street. It was bright as day with a solid

« row of buildings blazing. The other side

of the street was as yet untouched, but
was pinked by the flames. The big gold
Samecard over Breadon’s saloon seemed to
dance, as though Samcard were mocking
the town, laughing in the face of all the hell
he had caused. b

Men streamed through the streets like
ants, a whorl of confusion, carrying axes

and buckets of water, dragging useless
things out of the burning buildings. Todd
stood there, raking them with his eyes, and
suddenly a furtive movement on the board-
walk caught his eye. A man ducking out of
a store, carrying something. The big shoul-
ders, the -pale face turned for a second
toward him. Franks.

He heard Lily catch her breath, sobbing.
He began to run, to race dodging through
the crowds of men. They didn’t even see
that he carried a Colt in his fist, that most
of his hair was burned off, his face swollen,
sooted, caked with blood. They were too
busy running feverishly about, in the way
of men when fire threatens to raze an
entire town.

Franks saw him coming. He began to
run, hugging a box tight to him. A man
came out of the fire-fighting crowd and
ran toward Franks. It was Samcard, yelling
incoherently. But then Todd knew that
Samcard wasn’t after Franks. He was
runing to the saloon. The shingle roof was
on fire. 4

Another dynamite charge went off then,
down the street, and a two-story building
collapsed like a house of cards. The flame
roared up to the gap it left, and stopped.
Already men were climbing up on the next
house with buckets of water and brooms,
to beat out the sparks.

Samcard was yelling as he leaped up on
the boardwalk and plunged in through the
batwings to his saloon. Todd almost
laughed. Samcard was seeing his whole
evil plan turn back on him, and the fire
was about to wipe out his honest efforts
of years.

Franks- reached the Samcard a second
later, glanced around once at Todd, and
plunged inside. ‘

Todd had his eyes fixed on the batwings
of the saloon. He didn’t see a man rushing
past him, carrying a shovel. He tripped
over the blade and went flat. Scrambling
up to his feet, he hurried on toward the
saloon. )

But another man was ahead of him. A
stout miner was running down the board-
walk, carrying a box. A voice bellowed out
from the street, a voice heavy with author-
ity :

“Yeah, in there, Clark. We got to clear
Samcard’s to save the east side of the
street,”
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Todd recognized the voice as that of
one of the mine bosses, and sickeningly, he
realized what was in the box—dynamite!
But it was too late, for Clark had raced
in through the batwings already, carrying
the box.

Todd screamed a warning, but it was too
late.. A shot roared in the saloon. The
miner Clark came staggering back out of
the batwings, bent over, clutching his belly,
his face twisted with agony. Blood
streamed from his wound.

“They thought it was me coming in!”
Todd cried out. He raced up to the board-
walk. Clark was falling from it. Another
shot cracked, throwing the miner to the
street. =, )

From inside, another shot blasted. It
was instantly drowned by a roar that split
the hellish night wide open, a blast that
lifted the roof of the Samcard, hulged out
the walls, and left a vacum that sucked
them back in as though they were thrown
by giant hands.

Todd was knocked to the ground by
the blast: As he struck, he pictured what
had happened inside. When they shot
Clark, he dropped the dynamite, Perhaps
in the crazy light of the flames, they thought
the dynamite was a man. Or maybe they
hit it by accident.

It didn't matter. When Todd stood up,

the Samcard was a flattéened tangle of
broken timbers—a house of cards collapsed
by an unseen hand.

SR .

Clayton was divided forever on the truth
of what happened that night.” As Peterson
told the story of Samcard and the gang
of six that tried to take over Clayton, it
sounded too fantastac. Yet, with a third
of the town burned, almost anything seemed
possible. His story was borne out by
those who caught one of the two thin men
looting a store, and shot him on the spot.
The other disappeared.

The local doctor was busy that night,
patching Todd Dulany and others who
were singed in the fire. Samcard Breadon
lived long enough for the doctor to .say
he couldn’t live. Franks was dead when
they pried half the roof of the Samcard
off his body.

But nobody would believe anything bad
about ‘Lily. “She looks so plague-on-it-
wholesome,” Dad Peterson said, “that I
reckon she is!”

Todd agreed to that. With a good man,
Lily would be all right.

“Only T wouldn’t take no chances,”
Peterson said. “I'd marry her up proper
and legal, right off.”

And Dulany was through taking chances,
too. y

THE END
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DEAD MAN'S
HOMESTEAD

v 3 .

I# was more than the cattle-king could
understand—a nester who wouldn't be
bluffed, wouldn't be shot . . . and
wouldn't rest until he brought the fight

to his enemy's door.
32

The gunman moved his head
in an impatient gesture.

for the man called Pawnee was left.

John Calgary stood outside the split-
rail fence and narrowed his eyes against
the ‘cascade of light over the drifted snow.
While he watered the stock, the sun had
dropped to a scarlet crescent above Iron
Bluff. In the last light of day the whole
of Wooden Valley seemed afire, the earth
and sky.painted a flaming red.

IT WAS too late now. Only the waiting

o
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A sensation sharper than the freezing
weather stirred at the base of Calgary’s
spine and his mild eyes darkened. This
was a preview of what Lee Armitage had
promised, but there would be real flames
when the man acted.

A powerless anger striking through him,
Calgary strode through calf-deep snow. He
was a big man, rangy of frame, and he
moved with an economy- of effort. A rough
sheepskin coat covered the gray homespun
of his shirt, but he was bareheaded and un-
~ gloved. His hands spoke of all of him:
blunt, sinewy, yet capable of tenderness;
rough and work-worn, but still sensitive.

Halfway to the house standing near the
timber, he skirted the stone foundation of
his first home. In the spring, he thought,
I must clear out the rubble.

He put away from him the part of his
mind that rose to question whether spring
would come again for John Calgary. As
soon as the ground was solid, he would
clean up the charred remains of the first
building.

There had not been time to do it when
" he brought Martha and the baby back from
the railroad terminal in Norton. In fact
there had scarcely been time to put up any
kind of shelter before winter struck. At
first a blind rage had taken hold of him
when he found the home he had built with
his own labor burned to the ground, a fire-
gutted ruin. Then the rage had given way
to a frenzy of determination that drove him
from dawn until dusk, and then through
half the night, working by lantern light. He
had won the race with winter, and although
this house was cruder and smaller than the
first, it served.

The fire had been something more than
coincidence, Calgary knew, but proof was
another thing. And in this raw country
men like Armitage were a law unto them-
selves, even against proof.

He stamped the snow from his boots and
went into the house. The warmth and fra-
grance of the kitchen struck him, and he
saw his wife bent over the stone fireplace,
the play of firelight soft on the curve of her
face.

“Tt seems warmer,” he said in his slow,
deep voice. .

“T thought it was. The baby is better,
too.”

Neither of them voiced what was upper-

most in their minds. The spectre that clung
to the shadows was driven back by these
little things, a baby's cold, the breaking of
winter. John Calgary drew off the sheep-
skin coat and moved into the only other
room in the house. Light followed him to

fall on the small face of his son, asleep in”

the tiny bed next to theirs.

He listened to the even breathing of the
child, touched a finger to a forehead that
was cool, then nodded to himself and closed
the door.

He said to his wife, “If you wrapped
him well—"

“T am not leaving,” she said with finality.

He moved to the table, sat with his arms
flat, fingers locked together, staring at the
scrubbed pine. There was nothing more
he could say. When Armitage and his rid-
ers left, he had pleaded with her to take
the team and wagon into Norton, knowing
as he argued that she would refuse.

Surely the man Pawnee had decency
enough to leave a woman and child un-
harmed—or did he? There was something
about him that set him apart from other
men. Even Armitage seemed to fear him,
and treated him with a servility he accorded
no one else.

The man was a killer. One look into the
pale, cadaverous face, the overly bright,
wary eyes, told Calgary that. In spite of
the cold earlier that day Pawnee had worn
only thin, supple gloves and his coat
stopped at his waist, well above the .44
Colts tied low an either leg.

WITHOUT tasting “it, he ate the food
his wife placed before him, forcing it
down his constricted throat. His eyes fol-
lowed her movements, watched her slender
form, the ring of gleaming brown hair at
the nape of her neck. He had not been fair
to her. What he had seen when he first
came into this country was not the same
through a woman’s eyes. For him, the
isolation, the cold and heat, a rough shanty
for a home, all these were secondary to the
rich land and abundant water. Water
which Armitage demanded now.

‘He rose and averted his glance. “The
wind is coming up. Best«close the shut-
ters.”

A horse’s whinny drifted on a breath of
wind, and fear was stark in Martha Cal-
gary's eyes. “John!”
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Calgary lifted the Sharps carbine from
its pegs and moved his tongue over his dry
lips. “One of ours,” he said, doubting
himself at the same time.

Outside the night was filled with quick
suggestive movement as the wind lashed
the trees. Bitter gusts knifed at John Cal-
gary while he moved from one window to
the next, closing the shutters by touch, his
eyes on the dark around him. In his hand
the barrel of the Sharps was cold and hard.

One shot against twelve. A farmer
against a professional killer.

The snéw on the south side of the house
was still trampled from the mounts of
Armitage and his men. A semi-circle of
packed snow, amber-stained with drop-
pings, fanned out from where he, Calgary,
had faced them. Pawnee had been to one
side, he remembered, apart from the rest,
his glittering eyes appraising John Calgary,
moving over the farmstead and mapping
each approach.

Lee Armitage was on his big bay, his
flabby face reddened with anger. ‘“Home-
stead, hell! No squatter is going to crowd
me off water I've used for ten years.”

John Calgary said in his even voice,
“There is water enough for all.”

The cattleman answered with a stab of
spurs in the bay’s flanks that sent the horse
rearing with a squeal. ““You and your truck
get off this land by sundown. Or you won't
live to use it.” S

The bay’s hooves slashed downward at
Calgary’s head, and he ducked to his knees.
It was either that or have his skull crushed.
Then, as he rose, snow caked to him, a hoot
of derisive laughter drifted from the riders
and Pawnee’s lips curled in a thin line. . ..

The last of the shutters closed and
latched, he went back in the house. A
heady, sour-sweet odor filled the kltch'en
and he saw his wife slowly stirring a thick
liquid in the iron pot over the embers.

“Soap,” she said defensively. “We can’t
go dirty.”

In spite of the weight dragging at him,
Calgary smiled. As ordinary a thing as
making soap meant tomorrow would come
and life would be as before. Standing be-
side her, the Sharps still in his hand, he
passed his arm around her waist, and she
looked up into his face.

“You should have married another
man,” Calgary said heavily. “One who

would have been content to stay in Bos-
ton s

Her head dropped on his shoulder. “I
love it here, John. The country is beauti-

ful. We are making a new life for our- .

selves.” The motion of the ladle in her
hand slowed, stopped. “If only . ..” An-
ger was bright in her eyes. “This man
Pawnee. What does he have against us?”

Calgary shook his head, watching. the
bubbles rise through the mixture of lye
and tallow to blister on the surface with a
hiss. “Not Pawnee. He is told what to
do—a hired gunfighter.”

Calgary had seen them on the dusty,
rutted street in Norton, lean men with the
stamp of recklessness on them. Men whose
hands never strayed far from the smooth
butts of the Colts they carried.

“Then Armitage.”

“He has learned what power can do,”
Calgary said. ‘“Whether he owns this land
or not, he intends to have it. It makes no
difference that he does not need it. What
he wants, he will take.” '

Martha Calgary was silent. A gust of
wind whipped down the chimney, carrying
the hot breath of the bubbling soap into
Calgary’s face. He listened, his head
cocked, an inner sense sending pin-pricks
of warning along his spine. There was no
sound above the howl of the wind.

“Armitage is a coward,” he said. “He
hasn’t the courage for what he hires Paw-
nee to do. But he may be bluffing. I in-
tend—"

The crash of the door, sudden and sharp,
cut off his words. Wind blew into the
room, but even before it had sent the oil
lamp guttering, Pawnee was through the
door. The man moved with liquid grace,
leaping through the opening and duckmg
to one side, the muzzle of his Colt centered
on the man and woman by the fire.

NSTINCTIVELY, Calgary jerked the

Sharps carbine up, then let it fall. It
was too late. In the time it would take him
to raise the hammer, Pawnee could empty
his revolver. Already the man’s finger
curled around the trigger and his eyes were
chips of black onyx under the brim of his
flat-crowned Stetson. :

“You should have sent your wife away,
Calgary.” :

Pawnee’s lips scarcely moved as he
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spoke. There was no pity or regret in the
man’s tone. He spoke as if finding the
woman there was unexpected, but of no
concern to him.

“Whyare you doing this?”” Martha Cal-
gary cried. “Are a few acres and a spring
worth a man’s life ?”’

“Five hundred dollars are,” Pawnee said
flatly. “To me.”

“You can’t stop the people,” Calgary
said slowly. “No matter what Armitage
and his kind do, the people will come ‘in
here.”

A sudden draft swept the flame high in
the lamp chimney, then snuffed it out. Only
the glow from the fire lit the room, soften-
ing the taut, hewn lines of Calgary's face.

“What happens to us isn’t important.
There will be others, many more than you
can stop, Pawnee.”

The gunman moved his head in an im-
patient gesture. The ‘sound of oiled steel
meshing into place came as he thumbed
back the hammer. Calgary drew a deep,
shaking breath and measured the distance
separating them. He had no chance of stop-
ping the man, but anything was better than
standing stock still for leaden death.

His wife moved beside him as he started
his rush. Her hand swept forward, the
ladle in it brimming with scalding soap.
Pawnee dodged, swinging the revolver, at
the instant the scorching soap hit his bare
hand.

Flame jetted from the muzzle and the
roar of the 44 filled the room. Splinters
shot from the pine floor at Calgary’s feet
and Pawnee yelled. He dropped his gun,
shaking the clinging, burning soap from his
fingers. His left hand darted for the gun
strapped to that side and swept up in a
blur of speed.

John Calgary swung the Sharps in both
hands like a double-bitted axe. The walnut
stock caught Pawnee on the forearm with
splintering force that shook Calgary’s
shoulders. Bone crushed like rotted wood
and Pawnee screamed, his eyes rolled back
into his head, mouth gaping wide. The
Colt dropped from his lax fingers and he
stumbled back against the wall.

Calgary was on the gun before it hit the
floor. A 'kind of madness gripped his face,
strained his eyes wide and staring. He
thumbed back the hammer and leveled. the
44 at Pawnee's head. '

His wife pulled his arm down an instant
before his finger crooked against the trig-
ger. “No, John! -Don’t!”

‘He looked at her dazedly, almost with-
out recognition. “He deserves to die.”

“Take him to the marshal in Norton,”
she pleaded. “Please, John.”

Calgary’s knuckles were bone-white over
the butt of the Colt and his chest heaved.
He drew his hand over his eyes and shook
his head. Moving like a man drugged, he
found the other gun, cocked it and gave it
to the woman. ,

“If he moves, kill him.”

As Calgary passed, Pawnee’s glance
turned on him with malignant hatred, his
lips compressed in pain. The moon was
high now, crystal bright on the snow, and
he traced the gunman’s steps around' the
house once, then leading up into the tim-
ber. High on the slope he found the man’s
black mare tethered to a tree, a bottle of
coal oil lashed to the saddle. Calgary led
the mare to his barn, slipped a hackamore
on his work horse and brought the two
animals to the house.

Pawnee swung into his high-pommeled
saddle with a stifled groan, hugging his
broken arm tight against his side. Ugly red
blisters covered his right hand and dotted
the side of his face where the scalding soap
had showered. Bareback on the work
horse, his long legs hanging free on either
side, John Calgary turned the animal up
the wagon road out of Wooden Valley.

Silently, they moved up the drifted road
to the crest, and there Calgary called a
halt, sitting motionless, his breath frosting
in the clear, sharp air. Here the road
forked, one leg angling down to the Bar-A,
Lee Armitage’s ranch, and the other run-
ning into Norton. Under his coat, tucked
ih his waitband, Pawnee’s Colt dug hard
against Calgary’s ribs.

The black mare pawed impatiently and
saddle leather creaked. Calgary’s thoughts
broke off sharply. He looked up at the gun-
man and saw him slack in his saddle, moan=
ing faintly. John Calgary swung his horse
down the left fork, knowing this was what
he had intended all the time. Taking Paw-
nee to the marshal in Norton would ac-
complish nothing. The pattern had gone
beyond the pitiful semblance of law that
existed in this country. Armitage recog-
nized only one autherity ... that of guns.
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An hour later he passed the cattle chute
at the Bar-A, then the horse corral. Even
before he saw the lights of the buildings,
the ranch dogs met him. :

Calgary stripped the mittens from his
hands and unbuttoned the sheepskin, pull-
ing it aside to expose the Colt. The chorus-
ing barks of the dogs brought men from the
bunkhouse to stare at the strange proces-
sion appearing out of the night, and the
ranchhouse door swung open. Lee Armi-
tage stood in the yellow rectangle.

John Calgary slid from the chestnut and
led Pawnee’s mare into the pool of light
below the ranchhouse steps.

“Here is your man.”

RMITAGE’S pale eyes flamed and a

murmur ran through the ring of men

at the bunkhouse. Pawnee teetered to one

side, groaned and slumped from his saddle

to sprawl flat on his back on the trampled
earth. No one moved forward.

“His arm is broken. A doctor should
set it,” Calgary said.

Lee Armitage jerked his head to the
hands outside the bunkhouse. “Drag him
away,” he snapped.

Two punchers lifted the unconscious
man. Pawnee’s head lolled back and he
mumbled. Armitage swung to John Cal-

ga{){’\’hat are you waiting for? My
thanks ?” [

Calgary stood motionless.

“No,” he said quietly. “The odds are in
your favor, Armitage. I am waiting for
you to take advantage of them.”

Lee Armitage’s lips narrowed and his
fingers hooked at his gun. Then he stopped,
threw his head back and laughed. “Hear
that, boys? We got a gunslick here, telling
me to make my play.”

The circle of riders was silent. Lee
Armitage half-turned as if to step back into
the house. Over his shoulder, his eyes fixed
on Calgary, he tossed, “Be thankful you're
_still alive to play the fool.”

The movement threw Calgary off guard.
His hand, ready to jerk the gun from his
waistband, relaxed and fell to his side.
Armitage whirled back then, his Colt
swinging up, spurting orange flame at Cal-

ary.

. 'lyhe tearing impact of the bullet numbed
his shoulder, spinning him into the work

horse. The chestnut plunged heavily, wall-
eyed, and bolted. The -cattleman’s gun
roared again and the bullet hissed past John
Calgary’s head. He staggered, caught him-
self and stood spread-legged. With meas-
ured deliberateness he pulled the heavy
revolver free, cocked it and leveled it at the
silhouetted target of Armitage in the door.

The man swung his Colt for another
shot, faltered, then dropped it. “Don’t
'shoot! I quit!” :

His empty hands were raised, palms out-
stretched to Calgary. His jaw quivered
and fear bled his face white. John Calgary
hesitated for the second time that night.
Under the code of this country, Armitage
was fair game, just as Pawnee had been,
but Calgary was no killer.

He lowered the .44 and Armitage ran
for the house, slamming the ~door behind
him. A warm stream spread down John
Calgary’s shoulder and dizziness swept
over him. He closed his eyes and felt him-
self plunging forward ; then an arm steadied
him, led him toward the bunkhouse.

“The quitter winged you, fellah,” a voice
drawled. “We better have a look-see.”

He was inside then, and heat melted the
cold from him. Calloused fingers pulled the
clothing from his shoulder.

“Jest a nick,” said a rider.

Moving stiffly with the makeshift band-
age on his arm, Calgary shouldered into his
coat and looked at the men circling him.
There was no enmity in the rough, weath-
ered faces, rather a new respect for John
Calgary, the dirt farmer from Wooden Val-
ley. Silent, they followed him out to where
a man stood with his horse.

“Calgary,” the gray-haired puncher said.
“You got that homestead of yours now.
Ain’t nobody going to step over your line
without an invite.”” He looked at the ranch-
house and spat on the ground. ““After to-
night I'm takin’ my leave of this spread,
but me and the boys will be around to see
nobody bothers you.” .

A murmur of assent ran through the rid-
ers, and warmth flooded in John Calgary,
rising to a choking lump in his throat, He
searched for words to thank them.

Then he realized no words were needed.
He had earned his tight to Wooden Valley,
won it beyond contest. John Calgary turned
up the road for home, sitting very straight
on the back of the plodding chestnut,



EARING the log gates of the sally-
H port creak open, Sergeant-Major

Dave Cole hurriedly initialled the
monthly return dated April, 1860, and re-
turned it to Hawks, the clerk. “Must be
the supply train,” Dave said, stepping to
the window.

In the dead light of mid-afternoon. Fort
Defiance, New Mexico Territory, lay al-
most silent. It was motionless, too, save
for the blue-clad sentry bucking the gale as
he walked his post before the guard-house,

By BEN T. YOUNG

Leaning to one side, the
redskin raised his warclub.

Sergeant-Major Dave Cole welcomed
the blazing inferno of an Indian attack
~for it meant that his kid brother
might not hang!

and the wind-devils swirling about the
cactus-covered slopes of the encircling hills.

Forlorn, this outpost in the Navajo
country. The officers and men of the be-
low-strength 1st Battalion 3rd Infantry
that formed the garrison, hated it and
longed to leave—that is, all of them save
Dave Cole. Now that he had young broth-
er Joe safely under his wing again, Dave
was content to stay till he'd served out his
hitch and could take Joe home to face the
music as a Cole should.

37
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Absently Dave watched the dragoon
escort clatter past, then the first of the
heavily-loaded -Pittsburgh wagons headed
for the quartermaster’s corral. Of a sud-
den he felt a lash of fear tear through his
guts. Hunched on the driver’s seat, peer-
ing from beneath the dirty canvas cover,
was Sam Smead. Sam was a brother of
the man Joe had killed, eight years before,
in Illinois. i

Dave started for the rear door leading to

* the wood-yard. Joe, a civilian wagoner on
the payroll as Tom Parker, was splitting
pifion chunks there. Hearing the train,
he’d drop his axe and go to help unload.
Any moment, now, he’d face Smead and
be recognized despite his beard. Then hell
would be out for recess.

“Sergeant!”

Dave stopped as though struck by a
thrown tomahawk, and snapped to atten-
tion facing the open doorway of the post
commander’s office. “Yes, sir?”

Red-bearded Major Faulkner, pawing
the papers on his table, did not answer.

Jumpy as a cat on ice, Dave felt cold
sweat beading his forehead. There was
shouting in the corral. In his mind’s eye
he could see Joe clambering over the “high
wall to flee unarmed into the Indian-in-
fested hills. Or worse still, grappling with
Smead for possession of the carbine that
every civilian teamster kept handy on the
footboard of his wagon.

“Never mind,” Faulkner sa.c then, hold-
ing up an envelope, “I've found it.”

When Dave reached the corral and hur-
ried through the confusion of parking wag-
ons and straining teams, Smead was un-

“harnessing his six horses. Joe was no-
where in sight. “Where’s Parker?” Dave
demanded of a soldier carrying a sack of
beans into the storehouse.

“Hospital,” the soldier said, staggering
under the load. “Cut his foot with an axe
just before the train came in.”

Hurrying across the parade, Dave
stopped a moment to compose himself,
then entered the surgery. “I hear the mule-
skinner, Parker, cut his foot,” he said to
Kelcy, the steward.

Kelcy stowed away some bandage ma-
terial and looked at Dave. His face was
inscrutable as‘a flat rock. He said noth-

ing.

“Y knew him back in the States,” Dave

explained, trying to give nothing away.

“Oh,” Kelcy grunted.

“Can I see him?”

Kelcy nodded toward the ward.

Luckily, Joe was the sole occupant. The
plank door of the surgery was, however,
far from sound-proof. Sitting on the edge
of the cot adjoining Joe's, Dave leaned
forward and spoke softly. “Sam Smead’s
here,” he said.

“I know.” Joe chuckled. “That’s how
come this mishap. Hearing the train com-
in’ down the hill, I shinnied up on the
stable roof to watch. Spotted the fox-faced
buzzard as his wagon rocked up out of the
arroyo. Like to fell off the roof from sur-
prise, but I thought fast and—" His voice
trailed off into a twisted grin.

Dave glanced at Joe’s bandaged foot.

“Nary a thing wrong with it,”” Joe ex-
plained. “The surgeon is sick in his quar-
ters. Kelcy’s a bueno amigo. Asks noth-
ing, tells nothing. He'll keep me here till
the train’s gone again, come Wednesday.
Before it’s back, next month, I'll have to
light.a“shuck. Smead seen you yet?”

“No, but I can’t dodge him for three
days.” He paused as a bugle shrilled.
“There goes Retreat.”

Dave rose, stood looking down at Joe.
One wouldn’t have suspected they were
brothers. Dave was tall and rangy, with
black hair and a dark face which made his
eyes seem a lighter gray than they were; a
sharp contrast to Joe’s stocky build and
rawhide-colored hair. “Keep your head
down and your trap shut,” Dave said, and
went out.

The boom of the evening gun had rolled
over the hills after the setting sun, and the
flag was gone from its staff when Dave re-
entered headquarters. Mr. Gould, the ad-
jutant, was just leaving.

“Sergeant,” Gould said, taking his pis-
tol-belt from one of the pegs beside the
door, “we at last have the additional wag-
oner we've been pestering headquarters for.
A teamster named Smead stays here with
his outfit.”

AVE was too upset to want any supper,
but lest his absence cause comment,

he went to his mess and nibbled at some
food. The usual pleasant odors of coffee
and hot meat made him sick, and he hurried
to his quarters, a small room behind the
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office. After kindling a blaze in the corner
fireplace, he slumped onto the bunk and sat
staring at the flames. That Sam Smead
should blunder into this remote place so
far from Illinois was startling, like waking
to find a rattler in your blankets. “Damn
him!” Dave muttered. “Damn them all!”

Since Dave could remember, the shift-
less, thieving Smeads—Rufe and Sam, Ned
and Chet, and the old man who’d sired the
litter on their weed-grown corn-patch
down the creek—had been a plague to the
hard-working Cole boys, whose father had
died in Mexico at the head of his company
of Illinois volunteers, and whose mother—
sickened by the shock—had raised her two
sons to manhood and then also died. “Al-
ways watch over Joe,” she had told Dave,
quoting a verse from the Old Testament,
something about a man being his brother’s
keeper. “Joe’s so- hot-headed and impul-
sive.” And those traits—plus the Smeads’
malicious deviltry—had shortly made Joe a
fugitive from the law, and caused.Dave’s
abandonment of the farm to do his mother’s
last bidding.

Shep, the.Coles’ dog, had been found
shot to death near the Smead cabin. Both
furious, Dave and Jim had:confronted Rufe
Smead, leaning against the tumble-down
log barn with a smirk on his face and a
Lutes rifle in his hands. Joe had grabbed
a hay-fork, and before Dave could stop
him—

Out in the darkness the bugler was
sounding Tattoo, and Dave listened until
the wind had borne the last of the melan-
choly notes away. Then he fell to seeing
his pictures again: Rufe writhing in the
dust with blood oozing through his linsey
shirt; Sam screaming, “You've kilt him!”
as he caught up a mule to ride for the
sheriff.

Within the hour Joe had armed himself
and fled ; and Dave, fearing lest more kill-
ing result from a clash with pursuing peace
officers, had hurriedly turned over the live-
stock to the nearest neighbor and followed
blindly, knowing only that Joe had a
hankering for the West.

For a year, fruitless wandering along the
frontier—Council Bluffs, Independence, El
Paso. But it was like listening for a whis.-
per in a big wind ; and dispirited and penni-
less, Dave had joined the Army.

Finally, after seven years, Fort De-

fiance was his station; and while on an
errand to department headquarters in Al-
buquerque, he had found Joe lounging on
the Plaza. A few words with the quarter-
master sergeant who hired civilian labor
and Joe, alias Tom Parker, was taken on
as a wagoner for Fort Defiance.

Dave replenished the fire and took to
pacing the earthen floor. He'd planned,
when his hitch was up come June, to turn
in his blankets and take Joe back, then hire
a good lawyer and see what was what.
Now, if Smead saw Joe, that plan was
knocked hell-west-and-crooked.  Smead
would tell everybody. The Coles would be
disgraced, and Joe would be returned to
Illinois in handcuffs.

Joe must get away quickly. But how?
There were no horses nor wagons for sale.
at Fort Defiance, and Dave would not con-
sider the theft of Government property.
Anyway, it would be suicidal for a man to
strike out alone,” with the Navajos in-
creasingly restless.

Suddenly, he had it. Joe was a civilian
and free to leave. He could quit here, blam-
ing his injury, and go with the train when
it left Wednesday. At Albuquerque he
could head for Mexico, and wait for Dave.
Dave looked. at hig watch. Too late to see
Joe now, but— X

Tapping on the window brought Dave’s
head up. He had made no light in the
room, but the leaping flames in the fire-
place cast a glow on a stubbled face beyond
the glass.

Sam Smead.

Dave felt his hackles rise. Steady, he
warned himself, and slid back the sash.
“Go to the door, Smead. I'll let you in.”

If Sam was confounded at Dave’s cas-
ualness, it was not apparent when he en-
tered. “Howdy,” he smirked, then emptied
a stream of tobacco juice into the fire.
“S'prised to see me?” s

Dave stood with an elbow on the narrow
mantel-shelf, eyeing his visitor. Sam was
the same herring-gutted, shifty-eyed coot,
his slack face more sallow than ever in the
flickering light. He smelled like a wet dog.
“Surprised ?” Dave countered, sparring for
time to gather his wits. “Not ’specially.
Men get around these days. Been West
long ?”

Sam sat down, grinning maliciously.
“Six weeks.”
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SILENCE, then, save for the short rapid
A puffs of Dave’s pipe, and Sam'’s heavy
breathing. ‘“Ever hear from the folks
around home?” Sam asked presently.

“NO.!’

Sam seemed to gain confidence then. “I
been lucky,” he chuckled. “Got this Army
job first off. Then I heard there was a
Dave Cole at Defiance and, thinks I, where
Dave is so’s Joe; and here I be.”

“You won't find Joe here.”

Inching forward on the cord-bottomed
chair, Sam tensed himself. “The hell you
preach. I have, a-ready. Went to the hos-
pital fer some—"

Dave grabbed the slack across the chest
of the checkered woolen shirt and jerked
Sam up.

Sam bared his yellow teeth. “I wouldn't,
Sergeant,” he drawled. “Else you'll have
them chevrons snatched off'n your sleeves.
Think what that red-headed major’'d say
if’n he kpowed you was hidin’ a killer.”

Dave flung Sam back onto the chair.
“And you’ll tell him.’

“D’pends.” &

“On what?”

“How you'n me get along. What'’s it
worth to you to hang onto them stripes, an’
keep Joe out’n the calaboose?” x

Dave shook his head. “Blackmail’s a
dirty business, Smead. Besides, what
money I have is deposited with the quarter-
master at Albuquerque.” ‘

“You'll have more tomorrow. The pay-
master come with the train. Meantime, fix
it with the sutler so’s I can git me some
chewin’ an’ whiskey on jawbone.”

“The sutler can’t do business on jaw-
bone. Orders.”

“Well, then borry me a little change
from some officer.”

Again Dave shook his head. “Can’t do
that. Anyhow, all the officers are meeting
with the major in his quarters. They’ll be
there till late.”

“Sp?” Sam's foxy eyes narrowed as he
rose. “Might be a right smart chanct fer
me to spill the beans before the whole she-
bang.”

Glaring, they stood for a moment; then
Sam’s eyes dropped. “Hell with you!” he
snapped, and slammed out. . ..

Dave heard him hesitate as though ex-
pecting to be recalled, then go on. Snuffing
out the candle, Dave opened the door and

peered across the parade. The post was
dark, but as Dave’s eyes became accus-
tomed to the gloom, he could make out a
patch of black moving toward the major’s
window. It stopped, then disappeared in
the deep shadow along the front of the
building.

Dave knew now that Sam wasn’t bluf-
fing. For ten minutes he sat with face
buried in his hands. Suddenly he raised his
‘head, listening ; and a shiver ran down his
spine. Firm measured footfalls were ap-
proaching the door. Bayonet scabbards,
swinging with the strides of their wearers,
rattled softly. Smead had told. A detail
was coming to arrest him.

He waited for the commands that would
halt it. None came. Then he realized it

.was only a guard corporal posting his re-

lief.

Dave snatched his hat and coat. Maybe
Smead was bluffing.

The major’s window was still aglow.
Dave hurried toward it, stopping only when
he could peer inside. The coal-oil lamp
didn’t make much of a light, but he could
see that Faulkner was listening gravely to
someone. Other officers were seated about,
intent upon the words of someone invisible
to Dave.

Again his nerves went taut as bow-
strings. Swmead’s still sounding off, he
thought. He craned his neck, got a look at
the speaker who was leaning against the
wall in the corner, thumbs hooked in his
belt. It was Long John Pope, C Company’s
captain. “Thank the Lord!” Dave
breathed, turning away. “By tomorrow I've
got to think of some way out of this.”

Officers’ Row was just a line of con-
nected adobe cubicles, each with its own
entrance and window. As Dave returned
along its length, his steps muffled in the
sand, he heard a scraping sound. He
stopped. It came again, a rasping, like a
sash being inched open. Instantly alert, his
eyes bored into the blackness along the
wall. Someone was straddling a window
sill. Striding forward, Dave jerked the fig-
ure into the clear.

With a flick like that of a snake’s tail,
the fellow twisted free, started to rum.
Whirling, then, he ducked in under Dave's
outstretched arm, and Dave felt the blind
stab of a knife tear through the skirt of his
coat.

*
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Dave caught the sinewy wrist of the
knife-hand, but it threw him off balance
and the fellow dumped him backward. The
fall drove most 6f the breath from his
lungs, but despite the desperate yank ‘the
man made to pull free, Dave held the wrist.
A quick twist brought the fellow to one
knee, his free hand groping for Dave’s face.

As a gouging thumb found one of his
eyes, Dave swung in a left that connected
with a smack, knocking the knife-fighter
sidewise. Still holding the wrist, Dave
rolled atop him. “You—thievin'—coyote,”
he panted.

At once the struggling ceased. “Cole!
Lucky it's you. Lemme up.” -

Dave took the knife. “Like hell, Smead.
I could slit your gullet right now.”

“Not so loud. If jest us two know this,
no harm’s done. Lemme go an’ I won’t
pester you no more. Il forgit 'bout Joe,
too.”

Dave’s mind raced. What to do? He
could finish the whelp and, with the open
window and the knife as mute evidence,
there’d be few questions asked. But he
couldn’t kill in cold blood. On the other
hand, if Smead were turned in, he would
talk before going to jail for burglary, and
Joe’s goose would be cooked. If freed,
Smead might—out of gratitude, or to save
his own hide—keep his mouth shut long
enough for Joe to pull foot. No, that would
be a dirty business, too.

Sighing, Dave rose, but kept his hold on
Smead. “Corporal of the Guard!” he
called.

ESPITE loud demands for an immedi-
ate audience with the post commander,
Sam was locked in the prison-room, out of
action till after Reveille. Then, of course,

he’d be allowed to tell his story. And he
would tell it, tell it all.

It was hours before Dave fell into a
troubled sleep. Well-nigh at once he came
awake again. Bugles were stuttering fran-
tically. Men were running, shouting; a
horse was screaming. There were musket
shots, sharp, brisk, like cracks of a great
whip.

He quit his bed like a buck deer jumped
by wolves. Groping for his clothes, he
flicked a glance through the window, saw
red pencils of flame biting into the darkness
on the hillside across the arroyo. He
rushed from the doorway and collided with
Hawks,

“Cole,” the clerk panted. “The major—
wants you—"

There was a sinister thud. A bullet had
found a resting place. Hawks gulped and
fell forward. “Guard-house,” he gasped.

As Dave sped across the parade, he
saw that the yowling Indians were attack-
ing on all sides. The rattle of musketry
was gaining in volume, like the popping of
brush in a wind-driven fire. Deploying as
it ran, B Company passed him, the non-
coms hoarsely cursing the sleep-fuddled
men 1nto position.

He overtook Gould, the adjutant, hold-
ing his Chicopee saber clear of his long
legs. Together they reached the guard-
house.

Major Faulkner stood in the open door-
way, solid and sturdy as an oak stump. He
was fingering a bullet-nicked ear and damn-
ing the man who'd built Fort Defiance in a
hollow, double-damning traders who sold
firearms to Indians.

“Started at the rear gate,” he told them,
shouting to be heard above the din. The
guard was down there with Upton, Officer
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of the Day; and Upton’s first sergeant had
taken the company down to reénforce them
and cover the north. Simmons’ men were
firing from the roofs along the south wall,
and holding their own well enough. Pope’s
outfit, ordered to the east wall, had gone
boiling over, dammit all, and was facing
the hill beyond the arroyo. Young Mr.
Treadway, the shavetail just joined, had
taken a detail and was fussing with the
mountain howitzer by the flagstaff, trying
to get it into action.

“Hawks was hit, sir.”

“Take that man off Number Qne, then,
I want a messenger.”

Dave called to the sentry standing there
uncertainly, -not knowing just what to do.
The sentry turned, crouched, sat down
heavily. “He’s hit too, sir.”

Just then a ball crashed through the
barred window of the adjoining room, and
a yell rose from the occupants. “Release
those men, Gould. Can’t have them
+trapped. Arm them.” Faulkner pointed to
the racked muskets kept there for just such
an emergency.

Bounding in, a bugler stood gasping for
breath. “Beggin’ pardon sir—they’re pull-
in’ out on the west, an’ Cap’n Upton wants
to know should he advance?”

Stepping out, Faulkner and Dave went
to the end of the building. On the west
and south the fire had slackened, but there
was a burst of added fury on the east.
“Pope’s catchin’ it, now,” Faulkner said.
“Bugler, tell Upton to stand fast; Sim-
mons, too. May be just a trick. Cole, see
how Pope’s making out. If he needs help,
let me know. If they fall back, he may fol-
low as far as the hilltop. Here, take these
prisoners. What is it, Gould?”

“One of the prisoners, sir, is a civilian
teamster. Says he won't fight.”

Smead stepped forward. “Dam’ right
I won't!” :

Roaring, then, ‘the howitzer drowned
what Faulkner had to say, which was per-
haps just as well. Moving out with his
detachment, Dave saw that Smead was
with it. This will at least keep him still
for a few hours, maybe for good'n all, Dave
thought. But if I'm killed and he’s not,
what will happen to Joe?

The eastern sky was turning a sword-
blade blue. Against it, the hill facing the
main gate was a scallop of blackness

spotted with intermittent red holes. Gun-
fire was stuttering like corn on a hot stove,
punctuated now and then by a skull-shat-
tering detonation of the howitzer.

From behind rocks and hummocks along
the arroyo, Pope’s men were firing up the
opposite slope. “Scatter in there!” Dave
ordered his charges, indicating gaps in the
ragged line, then hurried in search of Pope.

Dave stumbled over the legs of a prone
man and stopped. “Get down, fool!” the
fellow called.

Seeing the buckskin shirt,; the white of a
bandaged foot, Dave crouched. “Joe!”

Joe grinned. “Don’t s'pose I'm goin’ to
lose my hair ’thout an argument, do you?”

Dave found Long John Pope leaning
against a boulder, hands clutching the shaft
of an arrow protruding from his stomach.
In the growing light his face showed white
and hard-set, like a death mask. “Com-
mandin’ officer’s compliments,” Dave be-
gan, then stopped.

Long John was sliding slowly to the
ground. “You take over—Sergeant,” he
gasped.

The Indians were breaking. Their fire
was still heavy, but the flashes—like red
eyes winking—were farther up the hill.
Without command, the files fixed bayonets
and began to advance. Drawing his revol-
ver, Dave stepped through the line and
started up the slope.

Slowly the men moved forward, clutch-
ing at rocks and bits of brush while they
gained a foothold. A musket ball spanged
against a stone at Dave’s side. It had come
from the rear. He whirled in time to see
Smead scuttle behind a cactus.

Dave went back, his eyes blazing. He
said nothing, but there was no mistaking
the gesture he made with his gun. Smead
rose and moved on up the hill, probably
expecting a bullet in the back.

Gradually the Navajos were pulling out.
A few at a time they withdrew from the
fight and scurried over the crest of the hill.
Smead, well in the lead now, was hurrying
blindly, not stopping to fire. Apparently
he was as much afraid of the man behind
as he was of the Indians before him.

Dave saw him outlined against the sky,
saw him go suddenly to his knees. Whether
he’d tripped or been hit, Dave couldn’t tell.
In an instant a mounted warrior appeared,
circled his pony rapidly around the fallen
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figure. Leaning to one side, he raised his
war-club.

I'm a fool to save him, Dave told him-
self. But his Colt spoke. The Indian
slumped forward till he lay along the pony’s
neck, then slid headforemost to the ground.

Thin high notes of a bugle floated up
from the post. It was Cease Firing, then

Recall; and through the slowly thinning

cloud of acrid-smelling smoke the panting
infantrymen, with the usual apathy of old
regulars, turned and began slipping and
sliding down the hill again.

Dave went on. He found Smead grovel-
ing in the sand beside the dead Indian,
whimpering with fear. Smead pointed to
the leg of his homespun trousers. An arrow
had torn its way through the cloth below
the knee, just grazing the flesh. Dave got
him to his feet, picked up the musket and
helped him to the post. J

MA]OR FAULKNER was not one to
let a mere skirmish upset things for
long, especially since he had no mounted
force with which to pursue the scattered
Indians. Aside from omitting the day’s
drills and fatigues, he paid no more atten-
tion to it. By early afternoon his report
to headquarters was in readiness, as were
plans 'to deliver Smead—charged with
burglary and no alibis listened to—to the
civil authorities at Santa Fe. i

Checking the casualty list, Dave cringed
when he came to: Tom Parker—Civilian—
Chest Wound—Serious. Joe had been
picked up unconscious. He still was. And
the surgeon held out scant hope. So, when
an orderly appeared, telling Dave he was
wanted at the hospital, his face went tight
and he followed like a man going to the
gallows.

“That Smead jigger wants to see you,”
the orderly explained as they were crossing
the parade.

Dave scarcely heard him. Entering the
crowded ward, rank with the stench of
iodoform, blood and death, his eyes sought
Joe’s cot. It was empty, and Dave.felt his
tortured stomach go into a spasm.

The dead had been placed in the laundry
where an artificer was knocking together
pine coffins. Hurrying there, Dave quickly
scanned the row of still forms on the floor,
each covered with a blanket. Issue shoes
and blue trouser legs protruded from all

but one. Those feet wore cowhide boots.
“God!” Dave breathed. :

Ceasing his clatter, the artificer watched
Dave stoop beside this figure and draw
down the blanket. The chalk-like face be-
neath it was that of one of the wagoners,
but not Joe Cole.

With an upsurge of hope, Dave returned
to the ward and encountered Kelcy. “Yon-
der,” Kelcy said, jerking his head toward
the surgery. “Operation.”

“Will he live?”

As Kelcy shrugged, someone called him
away; and Dave, about at the end of his
rope with worry, looked dazedly about for
Smead. He wanted no thanks for saving
the worthless polecat.

The slightly wounded had left the hos-
pital, but Smead hung about rather than
return to confinement.

“Joe cashed in?” he asked as Dave
stopped before him.

He seemed so genuinely concerned that
Dave was touched. “No, Sam,” he said.
“There’s still a chance.”

“Good! I was a-feared I'd lost my holt
on you. Now hark: Take back that charge
agin’ me or I'm a-goin’ to headquarters.”

“Smead.” His eyes hard as pistol balls,
Dave sat on his heels. “I wouldn’t blame
you for wanting Joe punished for the
wrong he’s done, but you don’t give a hoot
about that. You'd let him go scot-free for
a few dirty dollars, or to save your own
yellow hide. But to hell with you. I'm go-
ing to the major right now and endgthis
nightmare.”

“Better wait. Joe may not live.”

“I'm telling the major anyhow, before
you get the chance. 1f Joe does live, I'll
get a furlough and take him back myself,
but from now on you've got no hold on
me.”

In the orderly room, Dave hung his hat
on the peg with' his gun-belt. The major’s
gun was there, but Gould was out and
Faulkner sat alone in his office. Dave
rapped on the jamb of the open doorway
and stood at attention, waiting. He dreaded
this. :

Tt was a moment before Faulkner looked
up.

Saluting, then, Dave spoke, his voice
hollow like the far-off beat of an Indian
drum; “May I speak to the post com-
mander, sir?” he said. “Privately?”
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“Sure, Cole. Come in.”

From outside came a sudden confusion
of sounds : the creak of the sally-port gates.
clattering hoofs, shouts. “What now?”
Faulkner muttered, stepping to the win-
dew.

A detachment of dragoons trotted past,
and urgent boots clumped into the outer
room. A man appeared, a man in dust-
covered civilian clothing who looked tough
as whang-leather. His quick eyes sought
Faulkner’s shoulder ornaments.

“G'day, Major!” he barked. “You're
the post commander, I reckon?”

As Faulkner nodded, the man shoved his
wide-brimmed hat back from his forehead
and hooked thumbs in the belt. “I'm a
United States Deputy Marshal. Come all
the way from Illinois after a man wanted
for a killin’ a while back. Trailed him to
Albuquerque and found he’d been sent on
here.” He began to fumble inside his
skirted coat.

DESPERATELY Dave fought back a
faintness that was all but flooring him.
How had they found out back at Illinois?
And Dave would so much have preferred
to tell Faulkner himself.

The marshal took out a folded paper.
“Here’s my authority,” he went on, hand-
ing it to Faulkner. “Letter from the
United States Attorney at Santa Fe.”

Faulkner read the letter and looked at
Dawe. “One of those civilians,” he growled.
“Have him brought here under guard. The
name is— Again Faulkner looked at the
letter. “Why,” he said, his eyes widening
with comprehension. “It's Smead, that
thief.”

Utterly bewildered, Dave moved out to
obey the Major's order. It's a mistake, he
told himself. They've got the names mized.
It's Joe they want, for killing Smead. . . .

Sam, too, was bewildered as the sentry
brought him in; so bewildered that he for-
got to limp. His eyes flicked about as he
backed against the wall beside the door.

Now it's coming, Dave warned himself.

“Wait outside,” Faulkner told the sen-
try, then turned to Sam. “This man has a
warrant for you.”

“The Federal agent you shot happened
to die,” the marshal explained. “Just re-
eent.” !

“Federal agent!” Dave blurted,

Neither Faulkner nor the marshal paid
him any heed. They were watching Sam.

Sam’s face had gone the color of old
snow. “So the feller—I really didn’t think
he was bad hurt,” he croaked dazedly.
Something seemed to snap within him.
He snarled like a cornered bobcat., Behind
him, high on the wall, were holstered guns
on wooden pegs. Quick as powder one was
in his hand. His thumb was fumbling with
the heavy hammer, trying to draw it back.

It was all happening in seconds, but they
seemed like minutes to Dave. He saw
Faulkner whirl and stoop for a stick of
firewood ; saw the marshal’s fist sweep to
his holster and the Allen come up in a
smooth arc; heard the hammer of Smead’s
gun click back. Then Dave swung a chair.

As it crashed Smead back against the
wall, both guns roared. The .44 ball from
Smead’s Colt furrowed the floor. The slug
from the Allen went home. Smead’s knees
buckled, let him down. He kicked convul-
sively, then was still, silenced forever.

The sentry lunged in but the marshal
paid no attention. Whistling softly between
his teeth, he walked over and touched the
body with a speculative foot. “I’'m obliged,
Sergeant,” he said. “Without that clip you
fetched him, I might net have had time.
Them Smeads is hard to take in. T got his
brother same way last month.”

Dave was gazing down into the dead
face. “What,” he asked dully, “was the
brother’s name?”

The marshal was putting up his gun.
Rtess

Dave’s head jerked up. “Rufe?”

“Yep. He was in the same ruckus. I've
heard say a lad, Joe Somebody, near killed
him once with a pitehfork, but—"

The marshal rambled on and the major
said something, but Dave wasn’t listening.
So Joe hadn’t killed Rufe! Sam had been
playing a trick. If Joe could only live
Now. . + «

Abruptly Kelcy appeared, saluted the
major, flicked an impassive glance over the
body on the floor, fixed his inscrutable eyes
on Dave and shook his head.

“Won't die,” Kelcy reported.

Over Dave’s worry-wrinkled face broke
"a slow smile. His back straightened, his
shoulders squared.

“Thank you, Kelcy,” he said. “Thank
you very much,”

A
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DON'T COME CHEAP!

-~
Young Shep found that ouf for sure when he rode shotgun on his old
man's stage—and the Burley boys hitched a ride.
-
Hyde Burley weaved for-
.7 ward off the wheel. . . .
g
HE stagecoach was high in Chero-
o kee Cut when the sound of distant
o gunfire drifted in from the Madre-

hno Mountains that towered east of the
pass. Shep Landell glanced at his father

s the driver’s seat, and old Luke nodded
as if to confirm the thought that came in- By ROE
stantly to them both: the Burley Brothers,

Everybody in the region knew that Hyde R'CHMOND

and Elroy Burley had broken out of jail,
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robbed a bank, killed several more men,
and headed into the Red Hills that rolled
up to the Madrelinos.

Shep would have liked to talk about it,
but his father was a quiet man anyway,
and he hadn’t yet accepted the boy as a
full-fledged partner on this Colmer City
to Harburg run, although Shep had been
riding shotgun guard for two whole weeks.
So the boy kept his own mouth shut, even
though he was bursting with eagerness to
discuss the Burleys, and watched the six
horses labor up the long steep grade of the
pass cut by the Ossawippi River hetween
the Red Hills and the Madrelinos.

They were up in the cool, fragrant shade
of the pines now, and Shep inhaled the
highland air with pleasure. It still seemed
too good to be true, that he was actually
riding with his dad, Luke Landell, the
best driver on the line. It would be perfect
when Dad finally came to regard him as a
full-grown man and an equal—if he ever
did. Somehow, Shep knew, he had to prove
himself. Thus far the runs had been un-
eventful, plain routine.

Remembering = the distant shots, he
checked his equipment. A double-barreled
shotgun on his knees, a Spencer carbine
within reach at his back, and the Colt .44
holstered on his right leg. He was adept
from long practice at handling all three
weapons, If the opportunity to display his
skill in combat had not come, it was no
fault of his.

The road flattened out at the summit,
and Luke Landell brought the coach
creaking to a halt to rest the horses after
their climb.” Shep swung lightly down from
the left side, saluted the four passengers,
and walked around the rear end to stare
down at the Ossawippi far below the trail.
A steady roar came up from the Great Falls
ahead, where the river plunged precipitous-
ly toward the valley floor. Shep turned at
his father’s voice.

“Here, son.” Luke tossed a large can-
teen down. Shep caught it and offered
it to the occupants of the Concord.

Big John Parmiter took the canteen and

ured water into a silver cup for his
daughter Polly, back home from the East.
Big John owned the Pronged P, biggest
ranch in the area, and a good deal of the
town of Harburg. The girl was about Slim’s
age, twenty, proud and beautiful as a

princess, and the boy held both her and
Big John in considerable awe.

After drinking, himself, Parmiter passed
the canteen to Hines, a small drummer in
a checked suit and derby. Shep was glad
when Hines had the courtesy to extend it
first to Belle Chompenay, the bright-haired
dancehall girl whom Parmiter had deliber-
ately ignored. Big John had been annoyed
when he found Belle among the passengers,
but Luke Landell had quickly silenced his
protest. Nobody that lived inspired any
awe in Luke,

“If you don't like it, John, you'll have

to lay over in Colmer,” Luke told the cat-
tleman. “The lady’s ridin’.”

“Lady?” John Parmiter demanded in-
dignantly. Then he stopped short at the
look in Luke’s eyes, and Slim had been
prouder than ever of his father.

Now the Parmiters ignored Shep, and
only Belle Chompenay smiled with her
pretty painted lips and brooding blue eyes
as he retrieved the water bottle.

Back on top, Luke set the team in mo-
tion with a few words and a crack of the
long lash. They rolled on across the level
expanse of the summit to the clop of hoofs
and jingle of harness, creaking wood and
leather, the slurred rattle of wheels and
grind of axles. Shep listened ‘intently but
there was no more shooting. Maybe the
Burleys were dead up there, but more like-
ly they had shot their way out again.

Luke spat a stream of tobacco juice and
said: “Them Burley boys. It gives you the
same feelin’ you used to get when the
Apaches was up. I hope Saunders’ll know
enough not to take them prisoners this
time, Men like them oughta be shot like
mad dogs.” ’

“The Burleys stood you up once, didn’t
they ?”’

“T don’t need no remindin’ of that,” Luke
said, and the boy knew he was through
talking for the time.

SHEP sighed and settled back. They were
approaching the southern rim of the
summit, the falls thundering on the west,
the Three Chiefs dominating the eastern
skyline, the valley of the Ossawippi ahead
and thousands of feet below.

A single shot rang out in front of them,
and Shep’s heart jumped when he saw two
figures emerge from a jumble of boulders,
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“Don’t make a move, son,” Luke Lan-
dell warned as he reined up and pulled on
the brake. “It’s the Burleys, on- foot,
wantin’ a ride.” j ,

“But Dad—" protested the boy, gripping
the shotgun.

“Don’t move that gun,” Luke ordered
firmly, sawing the reins and shouting at
the horses to whoa up.

It was the Burley brothers all right, un-
shaven and ragged, carrying carbines and
wearing two guns each, their saddles and
bags on the ground at their feet. Hyde was
big, broad and massive, dark of eye and
black of hair and beard. Elroy was long
and lean, his eyes strangely light, his head
and whiskers a rusty brown. Hyde had
an ugly scowl, Elroy a good-natured grin.

“This ain’t a stick-up, Luke,” Hyde said
sourly. “Horseés got hurt and we had to
shoot ’em. We're ridin’ a ways with you
on your stage.” :

“Took a lot of shootin’ to kill two
horses,” Luke Landell said.

Elroy laughed. “They was tough cay-
uses, Luke.” ]

Hyde Burley inspected the interior of
the coach and motioned to his brother. “‘In-
side, Elroy, you're more of a ladies’ man.
I'll get on top and watch the old man and
the kid.”

He heaved their saddles up onto the lug-
gage deck and climbed after them. Elroy
smiled and stepped up into the coach, sit-
ting down beside Belle Chompenay on the
front seat, facing Parmiter and his daugh-
ter. ¢ ,

“Howdy, Belle,” Elroy said pleasantly.
“And Mr. Parmiter himself with another
_pretty gal. Two beauties is more’'n I bar-
gained for.”

On the topside Hyde settled down amidst
the baggage and said: “All right, old-
timer, let her roll. And make some time on
this downgrade.”

“Sherift Saunders on your trail?”’ Luke
asked.

Hyde Burley snorted contemptuously.
“He ain’t worryin’ us, old man. We just
want to get to some horses at Midway.
Crack that whip!” 2

“Ever get tired of runnin’, Hyde?”’ Luke
threw over his shoulder.,

“Not after that stinkin’ jail,” Hyde said.
“Shut up and team them horses.”

Shep Landell was feeling scared and

ashamed as they pitched down the long
winding loops of the pass. The shotgun
might as well have been empty, the .44
a childish toy. It was humiliating the way
the Burleys hadn’t even bothered to disarm
him. The traitorous thought that his own
father had betrayed him came and passed.
Surely Luke knew best how to handle the
situation. After all, it wasn't a holdup ;
the outlaws merely wanted a lift to the

? station at Midway.

But something told Shep that John Par-
miter’s presence would give them further
ideas. He was the wealthiest man in the
Ossawippi country, and the Burleys knew
it.

They might hold Polly Parmiter and
make Big John ransom her. . . . Shep pic-
tured himself bracing the Burleys and
rescuing the girl, but it wasn't entirely
convincing. The brothers made him feel
very young and awkward. It was like meet-
ing up with legendary giants, come sud-
denly to life. Since early boyhood Shep had
heard of the Burleys and their spectacular
exploits.

‘Shep sneaked a look back at Hyde Bur-
ley and shuddered. Hyde looked like a
killer, *black, sullen and merciless. Cruelty
was in the vicious mouth, the solid stubbled
jaws, the broken beak of a nose. From be-
low Elroy’s gay lilting laugh floated out,
and Slim marveled at the difference in the
two brdthers. Yet it was said that the
smiling Elroy was no less deadly than the
surly Hyde, and some declared Elroy even
worse.

THE afternoon sun was lowering in the
west when the stage dropped at last
into the valley, outlining the sandstone
columns of the Spires in flame, tinting the

~massive bulk of Blue Butte with many

colors in the east. Luke glanced at his
watch, and Shep knew from his expression
they were on time. An easy run into Huf-
nail’s at Midway for supper and a change
of horses. And then there was no telling
what the Burleys might try.

Luke Landell was calm and easy, as if
there were no unexpected and unwelcome
passengers. His strong, grave face was
weathered darkly, cut with stern but
pleasant lines. Shep wished he could ac-
quire more of his father’s qualities, gain
some of that patient strength and quiet as-

TR e e
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surance. He was displeased with his own
tall thin frame, still a trifle gangling at
twenty. He was impatient to fill out man-
sized like his father, get some character in-
to his unmarred face.

“Where’d you get the kid here, Luke?”
growled Hyde. “Ain't he kinda tender to
be totin’ them big guns?” ;

“He can use 'em,” Luke said, and the
boy was grateful.

Hyde grunted. “He better not get no
ideas.”

“What happens at Hufnail’s?” inquired
Luke Landell.

“Why, nothin’ much, except one of your
passengers’ll maybe stop over.” Hyde made
the "grimace. that served him as a smile.
“Old Parmiter should pay well to get his
daughter back, eh?”

Shep was shocked at the notion of the
dainty Parmiter girl in the hands of the
Burleys. That sweet innocent little Polly.
. . . The boy found that his hands were
sweating on the shotgun, and his back
ached with strain.

Twilight had come with soft shadows

of gray and lavender when Midway showed

ahead against the bleak backdrop of Snake-
back Ridge. Hufnail’s lay to the left of
the road, a rambling house,” big barn, cor-
rals and sheds. Hyde Burley said, “Keep
your mouths shut,” and hunched himself
back into the luggage on top. Luke swung

“into the yard and brought the codch to a

smooth stop in the clouding dust.

Hufnail came out, fat, red-cheeked, and
jovial, to open the stage door and greet the
passengers, but there was worry in his
eyes. Shep Landell understood this when
Sheriff Saunders emerged from the house
and stood staring into the north, paying
scant attention to the Concord. Elroy Bur-

ley had slipped out the off-side door toMs

circle the back of the coach. When Saun-
ders looked that way, he saw Elroy smiling
from the rear wheel and then Hyde
crouched on top.

There was a moment of tense silence as
Hufnail hurried the passengers to the
front door of his establishment. Saunders,
a trim, wiry little man in a neat black suit,
masked his surprise and fear, estimated his
thin chances.

“Too bad you had to be here, Saunders,”
said Hyde Burley.
¢ “Expectin’ some friends, Sam?” drawled

Elroy, waving toward the Madrelinos,
“They won’t be comin’ in. They’re sleepin’
in the hills tonight.”

“If T was you I'd ride out and join 'em,”
Hyde said.

Saunders stood motionless, knowing he
was licked and tasting the rank bitterness
of it. If he reached, he was a dead man.
Luke and the kid couldn’t help him, with
Hyde at their backs. Hufnail and Par-
miter were not in this game. The sheriff
was alone- and beaten, and it would be
more foolish than brave to make a play.

“T was just goin’ to do that, boys,”
Saunders said. “But I'll be back.”

“If T was you I'd keep right on into
Colmer,” Hyde told him. “It’s a lot
healthier.”

“Your friends ain’t goin’ to be much
company, Sam,” Elroy said, grinning.
“They’re sleepin’ mighty sound.”

“Bushwhacked, of course,” Saunders
muttered.

“We was some outnumbered,” Elroy
admitted.

Big John Parmiter came outside, a
giant going to fat, florid-faced with gray
hair and a gray mustache, carrying him-
self with dignity. “Well, aren’t you goin’
to take them?” he demanded of the sheriff.

“Would it do any particular good, John,
to get myself shot here?”

“You're a lot of protection!” Parmiter
said with scorn. “You'll never’ get re-
elected, Sam. Never in God's world!”

“T don’t expect to,”” Saunders said sober-
ly, and walked away toward the corrals,

Elroy Burley strolled wth a slight swag-
ger in Parmiter’s direction. “Get back in-
side, mister. Unless you wanta take us?”

Hyde, carbine hali-raised, was looking
after the small dark form of the sheriff.
Luke Landell turned in the seat and said,
“Don’t do it, Fiyde. You got enough on
your head without that.”

Hyde shrugged his heavy shoulders.
“Just watchin’, Luke. I never shot nobody
in the back. You two can get down.”

Shep jumped to the ground and took
the reins his father tossed down. Luke
descended, slow and easy, and they began
unhjtching the horses.

“I felt sorry for the sheriff, Dad,” mur-
mured Shep.

Luke nodded. “But Sam did right.
Either way he was outa office, Dead heroes
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don’t get elected any more’n live cowards.”
“Aren’t we goin’ to do anythin’, Dad?”
“Tt all depends,” Luke said. “It’s their
first move, son.” ;

AF TER washing up at the outside water
barrel, the Landells entered the stage
depot, one long room extending the depth
of the building. Inside the door a bar
stood on the right, and leaning on it were
the Burley brothers, Elroy chatting casual-
ly with Hufnail, Hyde drinking in dour
silence. At the left was a store counter
backed by laden shelves. To the rear were
dining room tables and chairs, and there
Parmiter was talking to Hines over their
drinks, The women were still absent, fresh-
ening up from the journey in the ladies’
room that Hufnail had fitted out in the
family living quarters.

Hufnail beamed and slid a bottle and two
glasses along the wood, and Shep hoped
briefly that his father might pour two
drinks. But Luke filled one glass and turned
the other bottomside up, so the boy re-
treated to lounge regretfully on the grocery
counter. He could take his liquor and hold
it like a man, but Luke didn’t seem to think
he was of age. Shep had to content him-
self with shaping and lighting a cigarette.

Hyde turned to Luke: “Oughta take
your gun and the kid’s, I reckon.”

Luke shook his head. “No need of that,
Hyde.”

“Maybe not. But I know you ain’t for-
gettin’ the time we held you up, Luke. You
didn't like that none.”

“Naturally not,” Luke said. “Only time
I ever was stood up. But that's under the
bridge a long time. We're supposed to
wear guns on duty. We'll just keep 'em on,
Hyde.”

“All right, old timer,” Hyde grumbled.
“But don’t take no funny notions.”

“Why don't you boys saddle up and
ride? Saunders’ll be back with a posse.”

“We got other plans,” Hyde said, re-
turning glumly to his glass.

Polly Parmiter came back, haughty as a
young empress, and sat .down at the table
with her father and Hines. Feeling un-
comfortable with her in the room, remote
as she was, Shep walked out onto the broad
porch and gazed out over the river and the
Broadlands beyond. In a few minutes,
with a clicking of heels, Belle Chompenay

swayed gracefully out and*stood beside him,
her perfume strong and disturbing in the
peaceful dusk.

“What's goin’ to happen here, kid ?” she
asked in her husky voice.

Shep Landell shook his head and looked
thoughtfully at her. The gay smile was
mostly bravado, Shep saw. Sorrow lurked
in her blue eyes, although there was a de-
fiant strength about her chin and the lift
of her blonde head. Something tragic under-
lay the glamour.

“That girl’s a cold fish,” Belle went on.
“But I'd hate to see her dragged off by
them two boys.”

“Probably wouldn't hurt her,” Slim
said. “They want money from the old man.”

The call to supper came and the girl
clutched his arm. “Can I sit with you?
The Parmiters make me feel like the lowest
thing alive.”

Shep nodded, a bit worried about how
his father would react, and Belle rewarded
him with a dazzling smile. Inside, Ma
Hufnail, fatter and jollier even than her
husband, was serving the food.

John Parmiter said loudly: “Sorry, my
dear, that you have to eat in such com-
pany,” and glared at Belle and the Bur-
leys.

Elroy laughed aloud. “Ain’t it a crime 2"

Hyde said: ‘“Button up, big man, be-
fore 1 bend a gun on your head.”

The Parmiters permitted Hines to re-
main at their table. The Burleys selected
a vantage place of their own, while Belle
sat down with Shep and his father. The
meal was partaken of mainly in silence,
and even the cheer of the Hufnails was
dimmed and discouraged in that atmos-
phere. Only Elroy Burley and Luke Landell

acted relaxed and at ease.

TI—IE Burley brothers, farthest back in
the deep gloomy room where they could
watch the others and both outside doors,
finished first and pushed back to roll
smokes. The rear door opened quickly and
Sheriff Saunders stood there, hand on his
gun butt, a thin-intense figure against the
outer darkness. The Burleys’ chairs
scraped back still more on opposite sides of
the table. Everyone else sat frozen. There
was a new holdness about Saunders, but
Shep thought: Why didnw’t he come in al-
ready drawn? Qr shoot through a window?
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“Don’t move,# Saunders said crisply.
“You boys are covered; the place is sur-
rounded. Unbuckle your belts and throw
‘em down.”

Hyde sat black and stolid as a rock. El-
roy smiled pleasantly at the sheriff. Very
slowly their big hands crept toward their
belt buckles. Elroy leaned slightly forward,
still smiling, his hair rusty red in the lamp-
light. :

“You're lyin’ a little, Sammy,” he
drawled. :

“Don’t reach!” warned Saunders.
“There’ll be a dozen slugs in you. Drop
them belts!” There was a hint of panic
in the sheriff, and Shep realized that his
boldness had been that of desperation.

It happened so fast that Shep couldn’t

follow it. Elroy and Hyde moved at the
same instant, Elroy coming up in a crouch,
Hyde still seated. Lighting forked from
either side of their table and struck Saun-
ders rigid in the doorway, his gun-hand
jerking high, shooting into the ceiling. The
blasts blended and hammered through the
room. \
Saunders, smashed back against the
door-casing, tottered forward on wobbling
legs, and Polly Parmiter’s scream split the
fading roar of the gun echoes. Saunders
fell full length, clawing at an empty table,
pulling it over on top of him with a crash.
Then there was silence and the smell of
powder, as the Burleys wheeled to cover
the room with their smoking guns.

Luke Landell had risen and Shep was
surprised to find himself upright, but they
both sank back into their chairs under the
menacing guns. Big John Parmiter was
trying to comfort his daughter, who was
sobbing face down on the table. Hines
looked ghastly pale, ready to faint. Huf-
nail and his wife stood transfixed in the
wide kitchen doorway. Belle Chompenay
sat shaking her golden head.

“Sorry, folks, but we didn’t have any
choice,” Elroy Burley said. “Sam was
tryin’ to bluff out a mighty poor hand.”

Hyde moved to the upset table and
dragged Saunders’ slight body out through
the back door into the darkening night.
Luke Landell spoke slowly, to no one in
particular:

“Sam had to come back. Sometimes a
man is driven against all judgment.”

“He could’'ve got 'em from a window,”

Shep said. “Or at least come in with his
gun out.”

“He had to try it the right way,” Luke
said. “Give them a chance.”

Hyde Burley came back rubbing his
palms on his pants, walking past his brother
mnto the center of the long dim room. Big,
black and sullen, he stood glowering there,
boots wide apart, thumbs hooked in belt.

“Luke, you can hitch up and get rollin’,”
he said. “Parmiter, we're holdin’ the girl
until you get some money out here.”

Elroy put a hand on Hyde’s great shoul-
der. “Let’s take some horses and hit outa
here right now.” A

“Parmiter ain’t gettin’ off that easy.”

“It’s crazy, Hyde. We'll have the whole
country on top of us.”

“Parmiter’ll hold ’em off,” Hyde said,
“if he wants his daughter back.”

Big John Parmiter, face swollen almost
purple with rage, whirled to Luke Landell.
“You goin’ to let ’em do this?” .

“Can I stop them?” Luke asked. “I'm
not the law.”

“You'll never drive stage again!” snarled
Parmiter. “We’re supposed to be under
your protection. I'll report you, Landell.
I'll blacklist you with every line in the
country !”

“Go ahead,” Luke said.

“Shut up,” Hyde Burley commanded.
“Elroy, you go along with the boys while
they hitch up. I'll stay here and talk busi-
ness with the big man.”

“I don’t like this, Hyde,” Elroy pro-
tested mildly.

Hyde snorted. “Get a movin’ before we
have some more company.”

“All right.” Elroy motioned to the Lan-
dells and followed them to the door, paus-
ing at the bar to pick up a bottle of whiskey.

“Fifty cents for the suppers, please,”
Hufnail called out quaveringly. “And that
bottle you got. . ..”

Elroy turned with a merry laugh. “Col-
lect from Parmiter. He’s treatin’ the
crowd.” Outside, he shook his head. “That
Hyde and the ideas he dreams up- Someda};
he's goin’ to get us in real serious trouble,

HE stage was ready to tri}Vf‘I again, six
fresh horses harnessed in and Luke
Landell on his high perch. Belle Chompenay
had offered to stay with Polly Parmiter,
but the girl and her father repulsed the
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offer with caustic scorn. When Shep
slouched awkwardly past and tried to say
something to reassure Polly, she turned a
frozen face on him, gesturing contemptu-
ously toward the blonde dancehall girl.

“Stay with your own kind,” she said
witheringly.

Shep, cheeks and ears on fire, saw her as
she really was for the first time. Not
beautiful at all but spoiled, selfish and sulky.
No princess but a young shrew in rich
garments, full of false pride.

Big John Parmiter was blustering furi-
ous threats at the Burley brothers. Elroy
laughed at him and Hyde didn’t seem to
hear a word the rancher said.

. Shep Landell stepped out into the ver-

anda and looked up at his father. It was
still incredible to the boy that Luke was
going to pull out of this without any kind
of a fight. He knew how Luke, his guard
dead in the boot, had fought off an out-
law gang in Cherokee Cut, driving the
whole pack into the Red Hills. Maybe
Luke was getting old and losing his fire.
He didn’t like Parmiter much anyway, and
maybe he thought the girl wasn’t worth
saving. But to Shep that was beside the
point. .

The Burleys were killers from way back
and there must be a good price on their
heads. Luke himself had said they should
be shot like mad dogs.

The passengers were aboard at last,
Parmiter and Hines in the rear seat, Belle
Chompenay alone on the front. Shep
mounted to the seat, Luke kicked off the
brake and cracked the whip, and Elroy
Burley waved a whiskey bottle from the
doorway as the stage lurched ahead and
clattered out of the yard, southward into
the night.

“You goin’ to leave it like that, Dad?”
Shep asked.

“I’m thinkin’, son,” said Luke.

The moon was a yellow horn above the
pinnacles of the Spires, the Ossawippi
flowed musically in willow-fringed banks
beside the road, and the Broadlands rolled
away to the southwest like an ocean of
grass under a sparkling swarm of stars. Tt
was a nice night, Slim reflected, a fine
country, yet that afternoon how many men
had died in the Madrelinos? And Sherif
Saunders was ly.fing dead in the back yard
at Midway Station,

A couple of miles dowit the trail Luke
reined the horses down and halted the
stage. Handing the reins to Shep, he
picked up the Spencer carbine and said:
“I'm goin’ back, son. You can take the
stage in all right.”

“I'll go with you, Dad,” Shep said quick-

“No, you've got to drive in. That’s an
order, son.” :

“But there’s two of 'em. They’ll—"

“I won’t play it like Sam 'did; I'll play
it smart,” Luke said. “Get the drop on
‘'em. It’s the only way. With them holdin’
the girl, a posse couldn’t get close to 'em.”

Big John Parmiter shouted from below:
“What’s the matter here? Drive along,
Landell. I'm in a hurry, you fool!”

Luke climbed down and 'ooked into the
coach. “I'm goin’ back. You pick up sonte
money and some men in town. I'll see that
they don’t harm the girl.” '

Sick and shivering inside, Shep nervously
clucked the horses into motion, snapping
the whip a few times so his father would
hear it. Well out of sight and hearing, he
pulled up at the roadside. Setting the brake
and snubbing the reins firmly, he grabbed
the shotgun and swung lithely down onto
the gravel.

“I’'m goin’ back too,” he said. “You can
drive into town if you want to.”

“You can’t do that!” hollered Parmiter.
“Get back up there. I can’t handle a six-
horse team. What do you—7?"

“Sit here and wait then,” Shep said. “It
probably won’t take long.” He raised his
hand in farewell.

Belle Chompenay thrust her head out,
silvery in the moonlight. “God bless you,
boy.”

Shep Landell smiled at her, saluted
again, and started hiking back after his
father, walking fast but taking care to stay
behind Luke.

WHEN Shep reached the long straight
stretch below Midway, Luke was no-
where in view. He took to the fields and the
brush, circling toward the black bulk of
Snakeback Ridge to approach Hufnail's
from behind, moving cautiously so his dad
wouldn’t hear him and send him back to
the stage. Threading his way through
timber and underbrush, he crept toward the
rear of the long building.
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The living quarters and kitchen were
dark, but faint lamplight showed in the
public room. Peering carefully through a
window, Shep saw that.one lamp was
glowing dully near the front. Hufnail was
behind the bar, the Burley brothers hunched
before it. Polly Parmiter must be tied up
in a room somewhere. At any rate she
wasn’t in sight.

Treading with utmost stealth, Shep
moved toward the kitchen door. He en-
tered noiselessly, slipping toward the wide
open entry to the dining room. From there
he’d have a perfect shot at the men up
front. Peeping around the corner, Shep
saw that his father had got there first.

Luke Landell, carbine ready in the crook
of his right arm, Colt steady in his left hand,
had the Burleys backed to the bar with their
hands up. Shep breathed deeply in relief,
but at that moment there was a flicker of
movement beyond the open front entrance.
Somebody moving in the porch shadows, a
man, two men, behind Luke’s back. . . .
Saunders’ deputies or posse hands coming
in, Shep thought hopefully. But then they
were inside, and steel flashed a cruel arc
as the first one clubbed at Luke’s head with
a gun barrel.

Shep heard the vicious impact, and saw
his father stumble forward. Elroy Burley
lunged from the bar and lashed a fist into
the bowed face. Luke’s head rocked back
and he spun in a half-circle. Hyde Burley
~ slugged savagely at the back of the neck and
Luke went reeling forward on jacking legs,
sprawling face down on the store counter.
His guns were still in’ his hands but Luke
was out, maybe dead. . . . Then one of the
newcomers, the man who had struck first
with the gun barrel, raised it to hit again.

Throwing the shotgun level and holding
hard, Shep squeezed off one barrel. The
tremendous blast roared out and the recoil
jolted him violently. The charge caught the
man in the middle, flung him into the corner
like a bundle of clothing. The other stranger
was just bringing up his sixgun when Shep
pressed the second trigger and took another
jarring kick. The victim, lifted bodily by
the terrific wallop of the shotgun, went
backwards out the doorway and floundered
down into darkness.

Hufnail had disappeared behind the bar,
but the Burleys were shooting at the kitch-
en entry, their bullets splintering wood-

work, smashing glassware. One shot shat-
tered the lamp and left the place in sudden
blackness. Shep Landell had drawn back to
an angle of safety, dropping the shotgun
and lifting the Colt .44 from its sheath. The
Burleys had stopped firing now, and Shep
didn’t know what to do next. Probably the
best thing would be to get out of that kit-
chen. He left the way he had come, crouch-
ing low into the backyard, the gun in his
hand. >

The night was much darker, and Shep
noticed that the stars and moon were gone,
clouded over with sudden density. Omin-
ous rumblings sounded from the moun-
tains. Then, with an abrupt vivid flare of
weird blue-green, lightning split the entire
sky wide open, and thunder toppled with
reverberating crashes in the Madrelinos.
Rain came in great slashing sheets, and
Shep Landell was instantly drenched as
he crept along the rear wall of the house.

It came to him that the Burleys might
shoot his father as he lay there unconscious,
and Shep leaped forward into long, swing-
ing strides, head bowed under the wind-
whipped rain. Terror clutched his throat as
he stumbled over Saunders’ body in the
wet grass, but he went, driving on toward
the back corner, intent only on getting to
the Burleys.

OUNDING the corner in full stride,

Shep bumped squarely into a. solid
figure. Hyde Burley. His springing mo-
mentum carried the big man back against
the side of an old wagon. As Hyde’s arms
grappled at him, Shep slammed his gun
barrel along side of Hyde’s head, wrench-
ing away.when Hyde grunted and slack-
ened his grip. Dodging back, Shep cocked
the Colt and thumbed off a shot a split-
second before Hyde’s gun blazed blindingly
through the downpour.

Shep felt the searing closeness of that
slug and saw, in another brilliant flare of
lightning, Hyde’s hulking body buckle and
writhe on the wagon wheel, Throwing
down again, Shep hammered another shot
into that huge frame, and Hyde Burley
weaved forward off the wheel, staggering
and shrinking strangely in the rain, pitch-
ing headlong into the fresh mud beside the
building.

Panting and shaken, Shep Landell hur-
dled over him and raced en toward the front
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of the house. Lightning burst green and
jagged overhead, and Shep glimpsed the
smiling face of Elroy Burley behind a gun
at the porch corner. He knew he_was a
goner even as he raised and cocked his
own 44, ... -

Luke Landell, roused by the storm’s
fury came back to life at the grocery
counter. Holding the sixgun, Luke pushed
away from the wood and turned to the d#tk
room. Lightning flared, revealing the hor-
rified face of Hufnail behind the bar, and
Hufnail pointed frantically toward the
veranda. Luke couldn’t stand up but he
could crawl, and he dragged himself out
through the doorway.

A greenish flame from above showed
Elroy Burley at the corner of the porch,
bringing his gun to bear on somebody.
Bracing himself on his knees and one hand,
Luke lifted his gun and fired. The Colt
almost bucked out of Luke’s hand, and he
couldn’t seem to line it again. But it wasn't
necessary. Elroy spun away from the wall
and fell flat on his face.

Just then Shep reached the corner.
Plunging forward, he crouched dripping
and sobbing for breath at his father’s side.

“Are you hurt bad, Dad?” he asked.

“No—I'm all right. Just—kinda—
knocked out.”

Hufnail lighted the lamp over the bar
and came out with a bucket of water and a
towel. Shep bathed his dad’s battered face
and head with tender care. After a few
minutes he helped Luke to his feet and in-
side to the bar. Hufnail had covered the
body in the corner with a blanket. Shep
hauled it outside to lie with Elroy Burley
and the other dead man, and Hufnail

fetched more blankets to shreud all three of
them. Hyde Burley and Saunders were
out in the rain, but it didn’t matter now.

“My Lord, what a night!” moaned Huf-
nail. “First the sheriff, then four outlaws.
All dead at Midway, five of them in one
night! Whoever heard of such a thing?”

“You shouldn’t have come back, boy,”
Luke said. “But it's a damn good thing for
me that you did! I wasn’t figurin’ on two
extra hands with 'em.”

Shep Landell said nothing. He felt re-
mote -and dazed. The stench of powder
made him ill. Walking to the doorway on
wooden legs, he saw that the storm had
ceased, as suddenly as it had started.

Ma Huffnail was leading Polly Parmiter
in from the other part of the house, telling
her how Shep Landell and his father had
come back to save her. The girl walked
straight to Slim, her face radiant. “You
were wonderful!” she breathed.

“Thanks,” Shep said absently. “I think
the stage’s comin’ back. Your father’ll be
here in a minute.”

He turned and left her at the door, feel-
ing somewhat better as he strode back to
his father’s side. He didn’t like her assump-
tion that he had done it entirely for her.

"He hadn’t done it for her at all, as a mat-

ter of fact. He had come back for his
father.

“A bottle of your best, Hufnail,” Luke
Landell said with a grave smile. “And two
glasses, if you please.”

Shep smiled happily as his father poured
two drinks and handed him one of them.
They clicked glasses and drank together for
the first time. That was the tribute the boy
wanted, the one that mattered most of all.
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@ ® ® Punch-Packed Old-W est
Novelette

By
MARVIN
DE VRIES

His gun flamed through
the cool dark gloom, and
Morgan’s barked back,

Wyat Morgan, man-in-the-middle between two mighty spreads, knew
it took years of grueling patience fo damp a blood-feud's fire—and

one single powdersmoke second to fan it info roaring hell.
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Wyat Morgan stood beside the
bunkhouse door, his hands behind him, his
long fingers tapping idly against the bunk-
house wall. It was Sunday morning, with
its usual Sunday-morning service on the
TF on-a-Rail. Fair weather or foul, old

Toller Bough held a service for the crew,
and Wyat Morgan was considering whether
he wanted to be uncivil enough to dig out.

He finally decided he didn't want to be.
This was an important occasion to Toller
Bough, who was earnest-minded and
crammed with a piety he wanted all to
share, and Morgan felt he owed him the
courtesy of staying. The rest of the crew
trooped out, sheepish or sober according

35
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to their nature, probably counting up their
Sunday-night sins and trying to figure out
how to put them into acceptable words.

Young Clew Bough, going on nineteen,
a year younger than his sister, Nancy, came
from the main house in his Sunday best.
If he were embarrassed by this Sunday
morning service, he didn’t show it, and
Morgan liked him for it. Clew announced
that his father would be out directly.

“No rush,” somebody muttered glumly.

The men laughed, and Clew Bough
joined in. Wyat Morgan listened for the
sound of jeering, but couldn’t hear it. There
was only rue in their laughter, the wry
regret of men who knew they had fallen
from grace during the week gone by, and
Toller Bough would have to hear about it.

Ute Urk, a new man, who had never
attended one of these Sunday morning
services, came outside, his eyes bleary and
bloodshot from his Sunday-night spree.
He was the only man to wear a gun, and
Toller Bough would probably tell him to
lay it aside for the service.

“Well,” he spoke up, as if this was
simply going to kill him, “when do we start
commencin’ ? How do I hold my face, any-
how—stretch it out long an’ pious, or may
I look halfway human?”

“You can try,” somebody told him, and
got a laugh Ute Urk didn’t like.

He walked past Morgan, then suddenly
recollected something, and stopped. “The
old guy at the post office gave me a letter
for you last night,” he remarked, digging
into his pocket for it. “I didn’t recollect
till right now.”

“That’s all right,” Morgan said, taking
the letter. ““Thanks.”

It was post-marked Comanche, and had
been mailed more than a week ago. Ask
Toller Bough, it read, who burned you out
of your Triangle M place last winter. He
Enowws, but he ain’t told because he's scairt
stiff of your otherside neighbor, Boone
Taunt. ,

Wyat Morgan scowled, and read it again.
He owned the Triangle M. It was a small
piece of range on Rowdy Run, wedged like
an ax head between Toller Bough’s big TF
on-a-Rail and Boone Taunt’s big BAT. It
was a buffer between the two big places
and served to keep them out of each other’s
hair. During the past winter the Triangle
M buildings had burned to the ground.

Wyat Morgan knew it was sheer accident,
but, under the circumstances, there was
bound to be gossip; and this letter in his
hand, inferring that Toller Bough knew
Boone Taunt had burned him out but didn’t
dare to say so for fear of stirring up old
troubles between the two places, was more
of the same. Wyat Morgan had heard it
before, but this was the first time anyone
had taken the trouble to put it into writing.

“Drivel,” he muttered. ‘“Downright
drivel.” Then he saw Toller Bough coming
from the house and slipped the letter into
his hip pocket.

TOLLER BOUGH put on spectacles
and waited for the noise to quiet down.
Then he read a piece of scripture, and they
sang a familiar hymn. Comments and a
general discussion of grass-roots religion
followed, the unaccustomed exercise
stretching a lot of mental muscle. Wyat
Morgan thought this whole thing was a
good idea, and Toller Bough’s special talent
kept it all seemly.

Sometimes, a small titter went the rounds
when a puncher made his blunt way
through a passel of sin he had committed,
and the words came out blunter than he
had intended. Clew Bough grinned with
the rest, and his pride, young and sensitive
as it might be, was nowise hurt. He even
got up to have his own mild say, a little
abashed by his age, but not at all by what
was going on. It surprised Wyat Morgan.
I know, he thought, if Toller Bough was
my father this would make my skin crawl,
at least when I was Clew's age.

Willy Tilt, who had worked on TF sev-
eral years, got up and had a practical ques-
tion to ask. “Last night Taunt’s BAT was
in town full force, and I got into a ruckus
with that ugly-lookin’ Tip Humley. This
was in the Armadillo around nine o’clock.
He elbowed my space at the bar an’ 1 took
offense. 1 togk a poke at him and then I
recollected what has been said at these here
meetings an’ I let him hit me back.”

“That’s Scripture,” Toller Bough ap-
plauded.

“Yes,” Willy agreed, “but I want to
know how much of that a man’s got to
take. Sometime I'm going to plow right
in an’ fix his clock.” :

“That’s been brought up here pefore,”
Toller Bough stated. “Now that we have
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a new man here, probably I better repeat
what I've said again and again. We want
no trouble with BAT, -and Boone Taunt
wants no trouble with us. Ever since the
big flare-up five years ago, when half of
his crew and half of mine were shot to
death, we have managed to keep the peace,
and we mean to keep it to the end. So if
a man galls you into a fight, back away
from it. I insist on that, and I know Boone
Taunt, the pompous old devil, will tell his
men the same. We've settled our differ-
ences, and I won’t allow any man in this
crew to take it on himself to raise bad blood
between us. Some of you know what it
was like.” He turned to Wyat Morgan.
“You know, Wyat.”
Morgan nodded.

“Yes,” Bough went on. ““Wyat knows.
That fight was over his place on Rowdy
Run. Morgan didn’t own it then. /It was
disputed range. BAT wanted it, and I
wanted it, but in the end we both agreed
that neither of us would ever make a move
against it again. The bargain still stands.

“Wyat Morgan’s father was sheriff at
the time, and he lost his life trying to keep
the peace. That's why we turned the strip
over to Morgan, and it’s worked out. When
he was burned out last winter, I could have
claimed Boone Taunt did it, and Taunt
could have claimed I did, but nothing like
that was said, except by town gossips, and
I know Morgan doesn’t put any .stock in
any of that. You're new here, Urk, but I
want you to keep all that in mind. Don’t
fight with them.”

Urk grinned a little; it looked insolent
and impudent to Wyat Morgan, but he put
it down to his natural prejudice against
the man.

“T didn’t know all that,” Urk spoke up,
“and it comes a little late, because I had
quite’a rumpus with that same ranny Willy
mentioned. He must've been on the war-
path. However, it turned out a kind of a
draw, but I told him next time I saw him
I'd break his back.”

“You know now what is involved,”
Toller Bough said severely. “So let it go.
I see we've gotten a little off the track
here. Is there anything else any of you
would like to unburden himself of 7"

There was a brief silence. Then Urk
spoke again, and this time Wyat Morgan
was convinced of his impudence. “Why,

yes,” he said, keeping his face solemn as
an owl, “I do have somehting more to say.”

“Well,” Toller Bough said, “go right
ahead.”

“It’s about a girl,” Urk went on. “This
happened last night, too. Girls are my one
great weakness, boss. *You know how it is.
The minute I seen this one I couldn’t keep
my eyes off her. I think I ought to speak
up about it, and make a clean sweep.”

Some of the men tittered, and Urk gave
them a slow reproving look. If Bough had
any idea Urk was pulling his leg, he didn’t
let on.

“Uh—what kind of a girl are you talking
about, Urk?” he asked, earnestly.

“A blonde,” Urk answered. “I only get
that way about blondes.”

One puncher let out a sudden guffaw,
and shoved his fist in his mouth to strangle
it. .
“It isn’t a laughing matter,” Urk went
on, still solemn as an owl. y

Clew Bough suddenly caught on whai
Urk was up to. His face turned beet-red,
and he started to back away as incon-
spicuously as possible. Shame and humilia-
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tion engulfed him. Wyat Morgan was
watching him, and could see what was going
on in his mind.

“What I want to know is if you think
I'm lost,” Urk went on. He was going to
say more, but Morgan grabbed him by the
seat of his pants and pulled him down.

“Quit that damned monkey business,
will you?” he muttered in a low voice.
“Quit it.”

Ute Urk went down with a thud, and
he was mad before he hit the ground. He
tried to break . his fall with one hand, and
struck out at Morgan with the other.
Morgan dodged. The blow slid along his
cheek; and Urk’s fist smacked against the
bunkhouse wall. Urk howled and cringed,
then tried another with his other hand.
Morgan ducked his head between his knees,
and Ute Urk’s steam carried him clear over
Morgan’s back, and sprawled him flat on
the other side. By the time he got his
bearings, Morgan was on his feet waiting.

“Stop it, Wyat,” Toller Bough sput-
tered. “Let’s not have any of that.”

YAT MORGAN didn’t look back.
Ute Urk took his time getting up, but
when he did he had his gun in his hands.
He made a spinning motion, whipping the
gun around, but before he could level it
off, Morgan kicked it out of his hand. Ute
Urk spun again, going after the weapon
on all fours, and Morgan kicked him again.
Clew, meanwhile, picked up the gun, and
pocketed it.
Toller Bough caught Morgan by the

shoulder, trying once again to stop the-

fight, but Morgan jerked away and slid
along the bunkhouse wall to get some elbow
room. Urk stuck out his boot before Mor-
gan could get past, and tripped him: Mor-
gan stumbled forward trying to catch his
balance. Urk caught him from behind, his
fingers hitching in Morgan’s hip pocket.
The pocket gave way, Morgan lurched on,
and finally went down with his face in the
dirt. Ute Urk jumped him with both boots,
kicking and stamping, until Morgan rolled
sideways and got out from under.

A small terrier, the yard rat-catcher, got
too close, and Urk gave it a hard kick that
sent it end over end out of reach. Clew
Bough cat-footed around the edges of the
fight, his dark eyes gleaming. Toller Bough
didn’t try to interfere again. Morgan got

in a good blow that sent Urk reeling along °

the bunkhouse wall. His pants caught on
‘a splinter and ripped from knee to hip.
Morgan hit him again, and his head rattled
against the boards of the wall like a dry
gourd.

Morgan had a chance to finish it then
and there, but his knee suddenly gave way,
probably from a kick he had gotten, and
he sagged down. Urk kicked him again,
and Morgan lost his wind. His arms went
limp, and his sight blurred. Urk howled
suddenly, and lunged again, Morgan twisted
sideways, and avoided it. His sight began
to clear, his strength came back, but he
stayed on his knees. Urk thought he had
him whipped, and charged again. Morgan
crouched, his fist on the ground, and when
Urk got close enough, he drove it up, and
it landed solidly in the pit of Urk’s stomach.
It stopped him in his tracks, and a shud-
dering breath came out of his throat. Then
his whole front seemed to cave in, and he
twisted down on the ground in a senseless
heap.

Wyat Morgan backed off and sat down
on the bunkhouse step.

“Anyway,” Toller Bough muttered, “I
don’t like it, Wyat.”

“T do,” Clew chimed in. “T like it fine,
I wish I'd done it.” He picked up the letter

Morgan had lost and handed it back. Mor-.

gan held it in his hand a moment, and
almost threw it to the dog who loved to
tear things to bits. Instead, he stuffed it
in his pocket, then pulled it out again, and
looked at it dubiously. i

His name was on the envelope, and it
looked exactly like the one Ute Urk had
given him. But it wasn’t. That one was
still in his pocket. This was an entirely
different letter. In all likelihood Ute Urk
had lost it in the fight. It had been opened,
and he noticed a small cross in one corner,
perhaps an identifying mark of some kind
to keep the two apart. The dog stood in
front of him, its head cocked, an eager look
in its eyes.
“Sorry, pup,” Morgan said. “Later, may-
be.”

Then he put the letter in his pocket with
the other one, unaware that in the end it
might cost him his life.. ..

This second letter made a little more
sense’ than the one Ute Urk had handed
him.
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Wybt Morgan, Esq.,
. Channing Junction,
Palo Pinto County, Texas

Sunday p.m. is okay for me. I don’t
know that country, but if Rowdy Run
is a crick I'll find it, and meet you at
what you call The Falls. You better
use this letter to make yourself known
to me, and I will use yours to me like-
wise. After all, we ain’t going to talk
about how to fry fish. According to
your tell, you were burned out the pasi
winter and know who did it. My job,
I reckon, is to even the score, and
that’s all right with me if it pays out,
but you got to show me. I am always
willing to talk over a deal.

The letter wasn't signed. Ute Urk had
missed it after he came to, and Morgan
could see the loss had thrown him into a
sharp panic. But Urk had no idea who
had it and apparently didn’t dare to make
inquiries. He staggered around like a
Saturday-night drunk, and Toller Bough
had ordered him to bed. Wyat Morgan,
meanwhile, intended to keep the appoint-
ment.

Spring was beginning to throw its bright
green promise across the land. The air was
gay with bird songs. His horse felt frisky
and shied at anything it could find to shy
at. Leaving TF on-a-Rail behind, Morgan
reached his own Triangle S, a narrow
wedge-shaped piece of land shaved off the
edges of his two big neighbors.

He followed the line fence toward Rowdy
Run and saw small scatterings of his own
Triangle S stock grazing on the fresh green
grass. It made him eager to come back
here for good and get his buildings up
again so he could make his marriage pro-
posal to Clew Bough’s bright-haired sister,
Nancy, who had long since made a sure
place for herself in his heart.

He realized, of course, what all that was
going to mean in the valley. Triangle: M
was buffer range. Boone Taunt didn’t like
it that he was temporarily working for
Bough for wages, and he wouldn't like to
see Morgan fetch Nancy Bough to the
Triangle M as his bride. It would upset
the precarious balance that had been estab-
lished between the two places. Somehow,
Boone Taunt had to be reassured.

The thunder of the falls reached his ears,

and when he got close enough for his first
look, he saw a man standing on the rocks
beside it. The man was watching him, and
Morgan waved, his eyes slanting down to
the set of his gun before he hurried for-
ward.

“Nice place,” the stranger remarked
when Morgan was near enough.

Morgan nodded, his eyes going over the
man on the rocks from head to foot. There
was no mistaking what he was. All his
gear and everything he wore had the mark
of weather and hard usage on it. His voice,
raised against the noise of the falls, had
a dry crackling sound. His lips hardly
moved. His whole face was a mask, betray-
ing nothing, except that he was a tough

" customer.

“Nice day, too,” Morgan remarked.

He felt stalled. This was tricky business.
The minute he opened his mouth he was
apt to put his foot in it. He didn’t know
the man’s name. He didn’t know how much
information had passed between him and
Ute Urk. He didn’t know if the letter he
had in his pocket was the only means this
man had of identifying him. And guessing
at all these things was likely to be risky
business.

“Let’s get out of this noise,” Morgan
muttered, swinging his horse..

2 Juat One Spark . . .

The stranger followed him, leading
his animal. Morgan dismounted. A flat-
lipped grin suddenly creased his lips.
“Damn this beating around the bush,” he
muttered, and got out the letter.

“Damned corny business, I'll tell you,”
the stranger remarked, but he got out his
letter and showed it.

His name was Sid Copelle. Morgan
wiped his hand across his face, then got
out his makings and tried to roll a smoke,
“It’s your own idea,” he reminded Copelle.

“Corny, anyway,” Copelle insisted.
“What beats me 1s why you had- those
letters addressed to Wyat Morgan. That's
too foxy for words.”

“This is tricky business,” Margan said.

“No use makin’ it any trickier. S’pose
Morgan had called for thoese letters him-
self {”
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“He don’t get to town much. TF boys
always fetch an’ carry for him.”

“All the same, I don’t like black on
white, and T’ll take that letter.” -

“It’s all right,” Morgan said.

“The hell it is. T’ll take it, I said.”

There was too much at issue here for
Morgan to refuse pointblank, and he
handed it over. “It makes no nevermind
to me.”

“The fact is,” Copelle went on, “I'm not
so sure I'm going through with this. I've
been scoutin’ around an’ I can see what
you're up to. You want Wyat Morgan
croaked, don’t you, and I'm not so sure
he’ll take to it kindly.”

Morgan grinned. “I didn’t know you
wanted anybody to take to it kindly before
you did it.”

“I’'m a soft-hearted bugger.” He picked
up a pointed stone and drew an outline of
the valley on the ground. “I don’t go at
anything half-cocked, either. This is what
you're up to. Here’'s BAT an’ over here on
the other end is TF on-a-Rail. You want
to own this wedge in between. When you
get that, you'll play BAT against TF be-
cause they both run for a fraid hole the
minute anybody says ‘Boo’. By working
it right and prodding ’em further and fur-
ther apart, you think you're going to wind
up top dog.”

“What’s wrong with that?”

“You ain’t man enough to work it, Urk.
You're a small-timer. You don’t have the
guts.” A small tantalizing grin showed

" around his lips. He was enjoying this like

Urk had enjoyed pulling Toller Bough's
leg in the TF ranch-yard.

“Now, they got an agreement between
them about Morgan’s, piece and that’s all
right. But I'll tell you this—an agreement
like that is a stick of dynamite with a fuse
at both ends. Either side can light it, and
when a chump starts prodding at ‘em, that’s
what they’ll do. They'll blow each other
up and you'll go with it, and that won’t
help you much. On the other hand, they’re
both shy as mockinghirds, and a good man
could play 'em against each other till he
made something of it. But, as I say, I don’t
think you’ve got it in you.”

“Maybe you'd like to take over,” Mor-

. gan grumbled.

“Maybe,”” Copelle answered, the tan-
talizing grin going again. Then he laughed

aloud with sudden good humor, and slapped
Morgan on the back. “You're jumpy, Urk.”

“Not at all,” Morgan said, and it was
probably true, until he glanced over his
shoulder and saw Ute Urk riding their
way. “Hell’s hot door handles!” he mut-
tered. “Here comes—uh—Morgan now.”

Copelle glanced up. The grin stayed on
his face. “Maybe he smells a skunk,” he
remarked. “Maybe we ought to croak him
right—"

““You clear out,” Morgan broke in. “I’ll
give him a line.”

“That’s a good idea,” Copelle agreed,
but he took his own time getting out of
sight. .

Wyat Morgan straightened up and
walked toward Urk, who had pulled up
and was studying the brush along the creek.
When he caught sight of Morgan, he mut-
tered an oath and came forward again.
Apparently, Clew Bough had returned his
gun. He had it strapped on now, and
Morgan felt pretty sure it wouldn’t take
much to prod him into using it.

All at once, he felt pretty sure of some-
thing else, too, something that swung him
around in a futile attempt to locate Sid
Copelle. This was an ambush. Copelle had
known right from the start who he was,
and he had talked as much as he had be-
cause he knew Morgan wasn’t going to
leave this place alive. And, with Urk in
front of him and Copelle behind him, it
didn’t look likely that he avould.

“You stick your long nose into a lot of
stuff that ain’t any of your mix, don’t
you?” Urk blustered.

“Hadn’t thought of it that way,” Morgan
answered.

“Sometimes,” Morgan went on quietly,
“it’s hard to say what a man’s business is.”

TE URK frowned and looked around
again. Morgan could see what was go-
ing on in his mind. He didn’t want to ask,
but he wanted to know if Morgan was here
alone. Morgan let him worry about it, al-
though it made him wonder, if, after all,
this was the ambush he had thought it was.
He moved sideways, trying to put some
brush behind him, then started to mount.
“Hold it,” Urk ordered, grabbing his
gun. “You ain’t going anywhere. Wheres
Copelle?”
“Who?”
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“Don’t try that. You ain’t that cagey.
No, you ain’t going nowhere. Not by a
damsite.”

Morgan glanced back, trying to line him-
self up so the brush would protect him
from behind. He didn’t want it coming at
him from both ways.

Urk stopped him again and suddenly
raised his voice and called for Copelle.
“Show yourself, dammit. What ails you?
I know you're back there.”

“I'm right here,” Copelle called. Then
his gun roared, and Morgan flung himself
to the ground and rolled.

Copelle’s lead didn’t come anywhere
near him. It wasn’t meant to. It was meant
for Ute Urk, and it hit the mark. Urk
reared up in the saddle as if he had hung
himself on a rope. A red blotch blossomed
on his shirt front. His horse whipped side-
ways, and Urk didn’t go along. For a
second, he sat up there on thin air, legs
and arms flopping. Then he crashed to
the ground in a dead heap.

Copelle came out from behind the rocks.
The sardonic grin was back on his face.
His gun hung down from his limp fingers,
a wisp of dead smoke curling off the barrel.
“What's eatin’ you?” he inquired. “What're
you crawlin’ around on the ground for?”

“I don’t know,” Morgan said sheepish-
ly. “Tryin’ to go places where nobody can
see me, I reckon.”

“I told you you didn’t have it in you
if it came to a pinch,” Copelle crowed.
“Hell, man, Morgan would have killed
you. You're very lucky, friend, that I was
around.”

“Mebbeso,” Morgan agreed, though he
doubted it.

Sid Copelle laughed again, 'holstered his
gun, and moved back to his horse. Morgan
watched him a moment, his face clouding,
then mounted and rode the other way.

* * *

Boone Taunt called on Toller Bough at
the TF on-a-Rail soon after Ute Urk rode
off to keep his rendezvous with Sid Copelle
at the Falls. Taunt was a lean, sharp-eyed
old man with a quick temper, althotigh in
his dealings with Toller Bough he always
tried to control himself. e wore a mus-
tache, waxed at the tips, which was the
reason Toller Bough called him “a pompous

old devil,” or, more accurately, an “aristo-
cratic old buzzard.” Taunt had a ramrod
up his back, there was no doubt of that,
and it was hard for him to bend or adapt
himself to circumstances.

The big flareup between the two places
had left its deep scars on him as much as
it had on Toller Bough, and fear, bone-
deep fear that through some happenstance
he couldn’t foresee it might happen again,
was a day and night load on his shoulders.

Toller Bough saw him coming and
walked out into the yard to meet him.
Nancy Bough, bright-haired and cool in
the shade of the long gallery, was in a
mild sulk because Wyat Morgan had rid-
den away, when it was his usual pleasure
to spend a Sunday afternoon with her.

“I'm glad to see you, Boone,” Toller
Bough spoke up. “You don’t come as often
as I would like. Light and come to the
porch.”

“No, thank you, Toller,” Taunt an-
swered stiffly. “I won’t take much of your
time.”

“I was only napping.”

“I'm sorry I disturbed you. I'll come to
the point. I understand you have a new
rider here by the name of Ute Urk.”

“Why, yes, I do,” Toller answered,
canting his head to one side in an attitude
of mild humility. “I heard he had a little
trouble in town last night with one of your
men. It’s very unfortunate. I talked to
them all this morning, Boone. 1 don’t like
thes’e little flare-ups any better than you
do.’

“T don’t call it a little flare-up, Toller,”
Taunt stated, compressing his lips. “My
man, Tip Humley, was shot.”

Toller Bough gulped, and raised a hand
as if he wanted to hold the news away from
him. “You must be mistaken, Taunt.”

“I'm not mistaken. I know a bullet hole
when I see one.”

“I mean, I'm sure my boys had nothing
to do with it.”

“I'm not sure, I'm sorry to say. As usual,
Humley started for home after the others
had gone, and he was bushwhacked on the
way. It wouldn’t have been a serious
wound, but we didn’t find him until morn-
ing and he had lost a lot of blood. When
he recovered consciousness, he told me
your man, Ute Urk, had done it. They
had words in town, and after Urk shot him,
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he spoke up and made a brag about it.
Humley recognized the sound of his voice.”

OLLER BOUGH cupped his hands

around his mouth and called Urk’s
name. Turning to Taunt again, he said,
“We'll find out what this is_all about right
here and now.” !

Clew Bough came to the bunkhouse door,
and called out that Urk had left some time

0.
“Where'd he go?”

Clew shrugged. “He was mad as a hor-
net. He didn’t say a word to anybody. You
want me?”

Toller Bough shook his head, and prom-
ised Boone Taunt he would look into it
thoroughly. ;

“T’'ve done that, Toller,” Taunt stated
stiffly. “I want that man turned over to
the sheriff before nightfall, or I won’t an-
swer for the consequences.”

“What consequences?” Toller Bough
asked.

“Don’t be stupid,” Taunt answered with
his first show of temper.

“T’Il look into it,” Toller repeated. “I
want the facts as much as you do, Boone.”

“I've given you those. I’m warning you,
Toller. Don't play around with this. My
men won't stand for it.”

“T can’t throw Urk to the dogs on Tip
Humley’s say-so.”

“Do you mean to imply that Humley
might be lying?”

“I didn’t say that.”

“You know what it means if we make
one false move.”

“Tf the facts bear you out, I'll take Urk
in myself. I'm glad you came to me in-
stead of going to the sheriff. It was the
right thing to do. We've got to be careful,
Boone.”

Boone Taunt nodded abruptly and swung
away, “Good day, sir.” He stopped a mo-
ment to say a polite word to Nancy, then
rode on, and Toller Bough went to the
bunkhouse.

Before he made up his mind to anything
at all, he wanted to talk to Wyat Morgan,
who seemed to know how to use his head,
but Clew told him Morgan had ridden off
right after dinner. “Well, where’s Urk
then ?”’ Toller demanded.

“T don’t know that either,” Clew an-
swered,

Everyone was listening, although the
men at the table pretended to keep on with
their card game. A call from Boone Taunt
was a spicy event, and they were all ears.
Toller Bough seemed inclined to disappoint
them. He headed for the door without a
word, but before he got there, he turned
to face them again and made a reluctant
announcement:

“Tip Humley was shot last night. Some-
body bushwhacked him on the way home.
He said it was Ute Urk. I wish you boys
would ride around and find Urk. I don’t
want him to get into trouble before we find
out how this stacks up.”

“Urk came home with us last night,”
Willy Tilt spoke up. “Tip Humley was
still in the Armadillo when we left.”

Toller Bought pursed his lips. “Then

Urk’s in the clear.”

“Most certainly.”

“I don’t reckon that’ll suit Boone
Taunt,”” Bough muttered.

“I never spent much ‘time worrying
about that,” Willy Tilt stated. ‘“Besides,
that Tip Humley can lie a blue streak.”

“Go find Urk,” Toller Bough repeated
and went outside.

He suddenly felt old and weary. The

i ghosts of men he had lost in that awful

time haunted him eternally, and he glanced
up at the hillside where they lay, letting
his eyes moon drearily along their small
crosses. Always and eternally since then,
he had done everything in his power to
avoid trouble with BAT, and what he
meant to do now, he didn’t know.

It would be an easier thing to handle
if Boone Taunt’s version was true. But it
couldn’t be, not after what Willy Tilt had
said. He would do much for the sake of
peace, but, with all his sense of righteous-
ness and justice, he couldn’t do anything
but stand by Ute Urk, regardless of the
demands put upon him by Boone Taunt.
He sat down heavily on the edge of the
gallery, and Nancy came and sat beside
him. .

“T heard the talk,” she told him. “May-
be Urk pulled out for good. He didn't
fit in here, anyway.”

“No, his stuff’s in the bunkhouse.
Where's Wyat?”’

“If T knew,” she said, a little ruefully,
“I’d go out and follow him,”

“Now, Nancy.”

&
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“Well, that’s so.”

The men were making quite a to-do
about saddling up. They wore their guns,
and Toller Bough frowned bleakly.

“Clew’s planning on going to town,”
Nancy spoke up. “Tell him not to go with
the men. Sue Lester is expecting him.”

“Clew,” Toller called, “I'll need you
here a while.”

Willy Tilt swung up and started away,
but he stopped again before he got halfway
across the yard and held up his hand. Then
he pointed to the hill behind the barn, and
they all looked that way. Toller Bough'’s
breath whooshed out at the sight, and he
sat down heavily again. ,

The hill had a cover of small aspen, the
leaves spring-bright and silvery, and it
made a pretty sight against the blue sky.
But Toller Bough didn’t see it. All he saw
was Ute Urk’s horse, coming empty-
saddled down the slope with stirrups flop-

ping....

CHAPTER

J7 Roplics

After his encounter with Copelle,
Wyat Morgan rode south again, toward
the charred ruins that had been his Triangle
M buildings. The unexpected outcome of
the encounter shocked him, and convinced
him that Copelle knew right from the start
who he was and had carried out his grim
joke to its sudden surprising conclusion
for a purpose.

He wondered if the sound of the shooting
could have carried as far as BAT, or in the
other direction to TF, and whether he
shouldn’t have loaded Ute Urk on his horse
and carried him back to the TF bunkhouse.
But his horse was a spooky animal, and it
was probably wiser to send out a wagon.

Far in the distance, he saw some TF
riders fanning out along the sloping ground
that rose to the aspen hills, and he won-
dered what particular chore Toller Bough
had sent them omn, but he soon lost sight
of them.

A little later, he saw Boone Taunt riding
across Triangle M range on his way home,
and he surmised he had probably paid one
of his rare calls on Toller Bough. Two
BAT riders came to meet him, and they
stopped to hold a council of some kind.
Finally, the three of them went on toward

BAT, the two punchers trailing reluctantly
behind.

From this high ground, Morgan could
see in all directions, but he soon left it be-
hind. A spring breeze followed him down
the slope, but before he got very far along,
a sudden puff of sound, like the shattering
of a drum-head, brought him to a stop. It
was faint and far off, but he didn’t think
he was mistaken about it. It was gunfire.

He turned and went back to high ground.
Before he reached the top, he heard several
more shots. The first thing he saw when
he topped the rise was a saddled horse,
a TF animal, bolting riderless for home.
It came out of a wash that cut across Tri-
angle M range, and it probably belonged
to one of the riders he had seen climbing
the aspen hills.

It didn’t take him long to reach the cut.
It wasn’t deep, but it was badly eroded,
and it took him some time to spot anything
unusual. Finally, he saw a man crawling
along the ground on all fours, and recog-
nized Willy Tilt. He called down, but
Willy didn’t answer. A gun barked, and
Willy ducked. Morgan noticed two BAT
horses standing behind a motte of scrub
willow, but he couldn’t locate the riders.

“What in hell do you think you’re up to,
Willy?” he yelled down.

“You keep outa this,” Willy yelled back,
his voice riddled: with exasperation. “You
want to get me shot?”

“Who's tryin’ to shoot you?”

“BAT, you dummy. They got Ute Urk.
They were totin” him home, and we jumped
‘e,

“You go on back,” Morgan went on. “I'll
settle this from up here. Go on, Willy.”

Morgan moved along the edge, and
finally caught sight of the two BAT riders
flattened out behind a small outcrop of
hardpan. Ute Urk lay on his back on the
ground beside them.

“What’s wrong here?” Morgan yelled
down.

“What does it look like?” a BAT rider

elled back. “This dirty buzzard killed Tip
umley.”

“That’s a lie,” Willy Tilt chimed in.
“Ute Urk came home with us, and Humley
was still in town.”

“You get away from up there,” the BAT
rider warned Morgan.

Morgan didn’t move, and the BAT rider
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fired a shot. The bullet hit the edge and

kicked up a puff of dust. “How d’you like :

that?” Willy jeered.

Morgan finally spotted two more TF
riders working their way forward along the
far side of the wash. It wouldn’t take them
long to flush BAT out of cover. One of
them over there had a bloody arm, and
Morgan guessed he was probably the one
who had lost his horse.

“That’s enough of this,” Morgan called.
“I happen to know BAT didn’t shoot Ute
Urk. Now cool off, all of you!”

“They started it,” Willy yelped.

“You lie,” BAT yelled back. “You keep
your nose outa this, Morgan. If they want
a fight, they’ll get it. It’s none of your
mix.”

“I’m makin’ it mine,” Morgan answered.
“Now listen to me, all of you. I've got
everyone of you covered with my gun, and
T’ll use it on the first man who won't take
orders, TF or BAT, it’s all the same to
me. You two, way over there, back off
and get to your horses. You, too, Willy.”

“A fine damn stinker you turned out to
be,” Willy sputtered. s

“Back off,” Morgan repeated. “You do
the same, BAT. Leave Urk there.”

He got them into motion, but they moved
grudgingly. “All right,” he hurried them
along, “you can get up. Hurry it up, all

of you.” .
The two BAT riders reached their

horses. Willy and the two yonder men had
further to go, and Willy was still putting
up an argument. He was mad clear through
and was bound and determined to make a
last fool move. The BAT boys had mounted
and made plain targets. In hot-headed de-
fiance of Morgan’s warning, Willy flung
himself down again behind what he thought
was cover from Morgan’s gun, and threw
a quick shot at BAT.

Morgan fired, and Willy’s gun dribbled
out of his hand. He let out a wild howl
and threw up his arm. It was kinked like
a broken twig between elbow and wrist.

“You busted my arm, you dirty- buzzard,
you,” he raved, but when Morgan erdered
him again to back off, he backed.

BAT got started, leaving Ute Urk be-
hind. When they had cleared out, Morgan
wiped the sweat off his forehead with his
sleeve. He didn’t go down into the cut.
Tempers had to cool before he could rea-

son with them. But he watched them load
Urk on a horse and head for home, and
when he was sure no one would try to
circle back and have another go at it, he
mounted and went his own way. . . .

SID COPELLE heard this rumpus going
on—at least, he heard the gunfire—and
it put a grin on his face. “Jangles,” he told
his camp flunky, a roustabout boy who had
somehow tied himself to Copelle’s shirt-
tail, “BAT and TF on-a-Rail have just
gone an’ jumped down each other’s throats.
What d’you think of that?”

~ Jangles swept the long coarse hair out
of his eyes with a dirty hand. “I think
they’re nuts.”

“No, they're not nuts. They're dancin’ ,

to my tune.”

“That makes ’em nuts.”

“I got another chore for you, Jangles.”

Jangles’ eyes came up again. ‘“What
now?” This time he let his hair hang, and
he looked like some odd breed of dog wait-
ing for orders. “You want me to plug
Morgan?”

“No. Guess again.”

Jangles scratched his head. “Go pick
up the dead after they get through down
there?”

Copelle laughed. This kid was a tough
talker. Sometimes he tickled Copelle half
to death with his insolence and arrogance
and bed-rock viciousness, but on the whole
Copelle didn’t like him. He didn’t have
the ordinary animal-decency to keep him-
self clean, he had too much gab, and he was
tricky and shifty beyond all reasonable
limits. Copelle didn’t like those particular
traits, although he had no qualms about
using them when they suited his purpose.

“We’'ll leave the dead scattered around,
Jangles,” he said. “It makes a good show.
We're climbing a steep slant, Jangles, and
all we want is to keep goin’. Onward and
upward.”

“Half the time you sound like you're up-
ward all right—straight up a tree,” Jangles
answered, sullenly spitting at a green-
winged darning-needle. ‘I dop’t cotton to
guessing games, and I don't cotton to
these damn camp chores no more, neither.”
He kicked at a piece of fire-wood, and sent
it flying. “Hell, give me somethin’ worth
a man’s time.” :

“T gave you-a whack at that BAT rider,
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Tip Humley, last night, didn’t I?” Copelle
asked.

“Yeah,” Jangles grunted. “I did all
right, too. You wanted him plugged so
he’d be just about dead, but not quite.
That’s a tall order if you want to know,
but I did it. An’ I made out like I was Ute
Urk so that, dumb puncher could tell his
boss who bushwhacked him. I s’pose that
row they’re havin’ down there is the re-

sult.”
“I reckon. You did right well, Jangles.”

“Damn’ tootin’. I don’t know anybody.

who coulda done better.”

“You're quite some pumpkins.’

“Damn tootin’. First thing you know
T’ll be showin’ you up.”

“Don't go trying that,” Copelle said
mildly.

Jangles tried to outstare him, out of sheer
deviltry, perhaps, and perhaps not, but his
eyes finally went down. “What’s next?”
he mumbled.

“Clew Bough’s our meat. He’s that kid
we saw in town last night.”

“Yeah, I know,” Jangles answered
crankily.

“You can go whole-hog on him. I want
him on ice. And when you've done the job,
load him on his horse and take him off
somewhere where he can't be found. You
stay there with him.”

(‘hIe?’)

“Yeah.”

“With the corpse?”

“Yeah. Don’t show your ugly face
around here till I come lookin’ for you.
Take him back to our last camp, That’s a
good place.”

“What do I do—ride up to TF an’ croak
him, an’ if they object, tell 'em to go make
their beef to Sid Copelle ?”

“You slay me, boy. He goes sparking
every Sunday night in town. The best
thing is to bush up somewhere along the
way and let him have it when he goes by.”

“Hell, you think I don’t know nothin’?”

“Practically. Get outa here now.”

Jangles walked halfway to his horse, a
crowbait pony he hated to ride, and stopped
again. “How about ridin’ your horse?” he
asked. “This old lunker went lame again
last night an’ he’s apt to drop dead before
I git halfway to that hole-up.”

“All right, take him,” Copelle flared.
“Take him and clear out!”

2

WYAT MORGAN was on the lookout
for stray riders, so he saw Jangles
come down the slant out of the aspen hills.
He recognized Copelle’s horse, but he knew
Copelle wasn’t aboard. He trailed the rider
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for some distance, keeping out of sight,
but he couldn’t figure out what he was up
to.

The ragamuffin rider slanted toward TF,
but when he hit the TF road to town, he
dog-legged it back, wasting a lot of time.
It puzzled Morgan. The road was up and
down like a washboard, across a rash of
small hogbacks and gullies, and sometimes
for five minutes at a time Morgan lost
sight of the rider. Finally, he lost sight of
him altogether and changed his tactics.
Keeping his eye on an open space far ahead,
which the rider couldn’t as yet have passed,
Morgan threw a wide circle, and then
started working his way back.

It began to get dark, and he moved in
closer to the road, but he couldn’t locate
horse or man. It made him edgy. This
looked like a bushwhacker’s trap, but a
Sunday-night trap wasn’t apt to catch
many flies.

Then, all at once, he thought of Clew
Bough, who was sparking Sue Lester, and
always went to town on Sunday night.
Maybe Clew was this ambusher’s quarry.

‘Without a gun, he wouldn’t have a chance
to defend himself. BAT would get the
blame, and, adding it to what had happened
in the afternoon, they would all turn blind
to reason, and even Toller Bough’s bone-
deep fear, and Boone Taunt’s, too, couldn’t
stop the black smoulder from bursting into
wild flame.

He saw clearly now that this valley
would never find peace, because it was built
on fear, and fear begot fear until at last it
exploded of its own poison fester. The
surface wounds might heal, but underneath
the fester would remain and finally destroy
them all, including his own Triangle M
place.

Buffer range wasn't the answer to their
troubles. There was an answer somewhere,
and Morgan was willing to bet his bottom
dollar that, in the end, it would resolve it-
self into a question of right or wrong. Most
things did. And when Bough and Taunt
both came to see what they were groping
for, he was convinced that BAT and TF
on-a-Rail would stand together.

In the meantime, he had to find his own
answer to this bushwhacker’s trap. He
could warn Clew to ride around it, but it
wasn’t the answer he wanted. He wanted
to stop Copelle in his tracks, here and now.

The vague outline of a plan began to
simmer around in his mind. He rode back
to the mouth of the cut, gnawing at that
idea in his mind until, by the time Clew
showed up, he had made something of it.

“T got a hunch there’s trouble up ahead,
Clew,” he stated quietly. “I don’t know
what it adds up to, but I want to go see.
Let me take your horse, and you wait here.
Don’t augur about it. Just step down,
and—"

“What kind of trouble?”

“I don’t know exactly, Clew. Just step
down. It won’t take long.”

“But I got a—"

“Don’t augur.”

Clew shrugged and .slid down. He rode
a stiff-jointed paint horse, a relic of his
boyhood days that ought to have been
turned out to pasture long ago, but he still
used it to go to town. “Don’t try to get
any speed out of him,” he warned with
half a grin.

Morgan shook his head. “I’ll call you
if I want you,” he-said, mounting. “Other-
wise wait right here.”

The road ahead was soft and dusty,
muffling the sound of the horse’s hoofs.
Morgan got out his gun, holding it handily
between his legs. The best cover lay on the
left, and he raked it thoroughly as he went
by, but saw nothing.

A faint prickle raced up and down his
back. It was darker than he had antici-
pated. Brush crowded close to the road,
and twigs brushed his boots. A night bird
swooped down and away in erratic flight.
Somewhere far-off a hound bayed. Some-
thing moved alongside the road, but be-
fore he got past it he knew it was only a
rock. Once, the paint pricked up its ears
and almost came to a halt, but Morgan kept
it going.

A small sound, strange to nature, caught
his ear, a sound so small an unlistening
man wouldn’t have heard it. But it hit
Wyat Morgan like the roar of a cannon, be-
cause he knew it was the sound of a gun
coming to cock.

He wasn’t sure what happened next,

» whether he started to go overboard first, or
whether he first saw the flash of gun-flame
lashing out of the brush. At any rate, he
hit the ground before the pullet could reach
him, and his own first shot brought results.

The bushwhacker let out a strangled
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- yelp and' raised a wild commotion in the

br_ush, threshing and stumbling and flound-
ering until a man would have thought he
had flushed a bunch of cattle. Morgan

- crouched on the far side of the road, wait-

ing. Clew’s paint stood frozen, the habit
of standing ground-tiéd too strong to break.
All at once, the bushwhacker exploded. out
of the brush and floundered across the road.

Morgan lifted his gun, but he didn’t fire.
It wasn’t necessary. Before the bushwhack-
er got halfway across the road, his knees
buckled and he went down on all fours.
Morgan saw he was hardly more than a
boy, but-he was savage as a cornered ani-
mal. His head came up, and he showed his
teeth in a twisted snarl, trying to say some-
thing. Then his arms buckled and he flat-
tened out in the dust.

“Oh, Clew,” Morgan called, “come on

L3

in.

CHAPTER S t II p&

The next morning Toller Bough
called Wyat Morgan into his office. Willy
Tilt was there with his arm in a sling and
a black scowl on his face. Toller said he
had sent Nancy for Boone Taunt so they
could have a quiet reasonable talk about
this new development.

“What new development?” Morgan
asked.

“The fight over on your place yester-
day,” Bough told him, sighing deeply.

“Oh, that,” Morgan said. “I almost for-
got.”

“I wish we all could,” Bough answered.

“So do I,” Willy added, looking down
at his arm. ‘“Personally, I think you're
crazy, hoss, sending Nancy over there. It
wouldn’t surprise me any 1f them buzzards
took a crack at her.”

“I couldn’t send anybody else, that's
sure,”” Bough stated. “I know she’ll be
safe.”

“You could've sent Morgan,” Tilt said
pointedly. “He gets along fine with BAT
—just fine.”

“He's in a different position with BAT
than the rest of us,” Bough pointed out.

“I should say so,” Willy Tilt agreed.

“What’s this about Urk, Wyat?” Bough
asked. “Willy says you claim to know

for sure that BAT didn’t shoot him.”

“That’s right.”

“Well, how do you know ?”

“For the time being, Toller, I'd like to
have you take my word for it.”

Toller Bough pursed his lips. “Well,
yes, I guess that’s good enough for me.
I'm sure we can settle this with Boone
Taunt.”

Willy Tilt gave them both a disgusted
look. “I only work here,” he muttered. “So
did Urk. I didn’t cotton to him no-how,
but I'll stand by him, war or no war. That’s
more than I can say for either of you.
Dammit, you’d call black white just to
keep things lookin’ nice! Morgan don’t
know any more about it than I do. He
claimed to, so he could bust up that fight,
that’s all. Busted my arm, too.”

“I'm ‘sorry about it, Willy,” Morgan
said. “You should've—"

“Don’t tell me what I should’ve done,”
Willy broke in. “I know.”

“That’s enough of that kind of talk,
Willy,” Bough stated. “Morgan did right,
and if you can’t see it that way I'm afraid
I'll have to let you go. You know what
I’ve told you time and again. I can’t have
any hot-heads roaming around stirring up
trouble.”

“All right, go ahead and fire me. I'm
fed to the teeth with this place, anyway.
You don’t catch me tuckin’ my tail between
my legs an’ runnin’ for a fraid-hole every-
time BAT says ‘Boo’. You can talk with
Taunt all you damn please an’ smooth it all
over so it all looks purty again, but you
can’t talk a dead man back to life.”

Bough flushed under the tirade. “We've
had bad times here, Willy,” he said. “We
don’t want them again.”

“You’'ll get them good an’ proper if you
keep on craw-fishin’ all your_life.”

At any rate, Morgan thought, Willy sees
it the same way I do. Only I've got an
ace in the hole, and he’s adrift.

Toller Bough was running out of pati-
ence waiting for Boone Taunt, and looked
around for something to sputter about.
“Since when have you taken to wearing a
gun again, Wyat?” he inquired irritably.

“I never left off,” Morgan answered
mildly,

“I don’t know why you do it. Taunt and
I don’t. There ought to be a law against—"
He broke off suddenly and came to the

~
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window. “Is that Taunt riding up now?”

“No,” Morgan said, his blood suddenly
racing. “I think that’s somebody to see
me. I'll be back.”

He got up and went outside, and he was
standing by the corral gate when Sid
Copelle rode up. Copelle was riding a
lame old crowbait, but it didn’t seem to
bother his vanity any. The usual wry know-
ing grin was on his face. °

“You're just the man I want to see,” he
said. “I've been lookin’ over your Triangle
M place, an’ I figure I could do something
with it. T want to buy you out.”

“Hadn’t figured on selling,” Morgan re-
marked.

Copelle looked around. “Got a place
we can talk an’ do business?” he asked.

MORGAN shrugged and led the way
to the empty bunkhouse. When they
were inside, Copelle showed his hand.

“Don’t get the idea that I'm that piddl-
ing Ute Urk. He showed me a good thing,
that’s all, an’ I'm takin’ it over. That’s why
I played it that way up there at the Falls.
You didn’t have me bamboozled for a min-~
ute.’

“That’s what I sort of figured after I got
my wits back,” Morgan confessed. “Who
.gave you the notion that I would sell my
place?”

“I just dug it up,” Copelle said. “I
thought I could persuade you.”

“You don’t look like a man who would
have the cash.”

“T don’t happen to need it.”

“NO?”

Copelle shook his head. “No. Let me
ask you this—how much is Clew Bough
worth ?"’

Morgan grinned mirthlessly.
thought much of it. Why?”

“Because I got him for sale. Your place
for him.”

“L don't get it,” Morgan said, but he
was getting it fast.

“Clew Bough ain’t around, is he?”

“Why, no,” Morgan admitted. “He
didn’t get back from town last night.”

“Ain't anybody worried?”

“No. He sometimes stays there over-
night.”

“He didn’t last night. He never got
there. I grabbed him and it'll cost you the
Triangle M to get him back.”

“Never

“You're pretty damned brassy,” Mor-
gan remarked. “Damned if T hadn’t ought
to pop you.”

Copelle threw a leg over the arm of his
chair and let it dangle indolently. “Nobody
hardly ever tries. When they do, they
hardly ever get away with it. Besides, if
I didn’t show up at a certain place at a
certain time, Clew Bough wouldn’t like
what he would get. That’s the way I've
got 'er made. Now you sign this law paper
turning Triangle M over to me, an’ every-
thing'll be okay.”

: “,I’SAT and TF wouldn’t stand for it.

“I've got all that worked out, friend.
Sign up. Then we'll go over to tell Bough
the good news.” ”

Morgan made all the motions of trying
to get out of it. He was playing for time
and he raised a hundred objections, but
Copelle had an answer for all of them. Fin-
ally, Nancy and Boone Taunt rode into
the yard. Taunt went inside, and Nancy
rode off again. This was what Morgan had
been waiting for.

“T reckon you got me,” he said, gloom-
ily. “I'll sign that damned paper.” -

“I'm glad Taunt showed up,” Copelle
said. “Now I can kill two birds with one
stone. Let’s go over an’ tell ’em the good
news.”’

“What about Clew?” Morgan asked,
leading the way to the house.

“You don’t need to worry about him.”

If this was to be a peace talk between
Toller Bough and Boone Taunt, they ob-
viously had gotten off to a bad start. Willy
Tilt, apparently, had been giving Taunt a
piece of his mind, and Toller Bough had
ordered Willy out of the room. Morgan
met him at the door and said:

“Cool off, Willy, you're carrying too big
a load.”

“Oh, shut up,” Willy muttered, and
stamped out.

Toller Bough gave Copelle an irritated
look. “I think we ought to finish this busi-
ness first, Wyat, if you don’t mind,” he
said pointedly.

“This is Sid Copelle,” Morgan an--

nounced. “I just sold him the Triangle M,
so he’s an interested party.”
Bough and Taunt both looked stunned.
“Sorry,” Morgan muttered. “I was
pushed into it.”
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Copelle sat down, cool as brass. “I
would hardly say ‘pushed,” Morgan,” he
remarked. “At any rate, here’s my bill of
sale, and all I ask is to be let alone. That
ain’t too much, I reckon ?”

“But—but—" Toller began.

“There’s one other thing,” Copelle broke
in. “Triangle M wasn’t big enough for
Morgan an’ it ain’t big enough for me. I
figure I ought to have a mile off each of
you to give me room both ways.”

Toller Bough’s ‘jaw dropped. Boone
Taunt got up. “I take offense at this, Tol-
ler,” he spoke up, starting for the door.
“Don’t ask me to come here again. You
made some kind of arrangement with this
man without—"

“Sit down,” Copelle ordered bluntly.
“If you don't, you'll be wishin’ you had.
I don’t fool around.”

Boone Taunt hesitated a moment, his
face bleak and white; then he came back.

Copelle turned to Toller Bough. “Your
boy, Clew, didn’t get back from town last
night, you know that?”

Toller Bough gave him a puzzled look.
“Why, yes, I know that,” he answered
stiffly. ‘““He stays over once in a while.”

“This time he’ll stay a long time. He’s
dead.”

TOLLER BOUGH came up out of his
seat, his usually ruddy face white. Then
he sagged down again and mumbled, ¥I
don’t believe a word of it.”

“I reckon you will in time,” Copelle
said.

“The man’s crazy,” DBoone Taunt
snapped.

“Like a fox,” Copelle admitted. “Re-
member, I only said he was dead. I didn’t
say who did it. Not yet.” He gave Taunt
a cool ‘sardonic look, as pointed as any-
thing he might have said.

Boone Taunt got up again. “This is im-

ssible.”

“For Lord’s sake, sit down,” Toller
Bough begged. “What's the rest of it?”

“T saw him shot, gents,” Copelle claimed
baldly, “and I can name names, if it comes
to that, But I ain’t interested in stirring
up a rumpus, All I want is some elbow
room.”

Toller Bough suddenly jumped to his
feet and grabbed Copelle by the shoulder.
“Speak up,” he rasped in a rough choked

voice. “We'll hear the rest of it right now !”

Copelle shook him off with an angry
gesture. “Keep your hands off me,” he
muttered. Then he cooled off again and
went on. “You know, bushwhackin’ is
gettin’ to be quite a popular sport around
here. First there’s Humley, then Urk, and
now Clew Bough. Them things don't just
happen, unless you want to look at it that
way.”

“We've looked at it that way long
enough,” Toller Bough muttered.

“The two of you are too damned yaller
to look at it any other way,” Copelle jeered
coolly. “That’s why I can stand here an’
tell you I want more room. And I want
it on black and white. I've got you over a
barrel, and it'll cost you a mile to get off.
Talk turkey, Toller, or I'll throw BAT
against you. You, too, Taunt, or you’ll
get the same. One peep to a jigger like
Tilt’ll do it, either way. You both know it,
so get busy.”

“That’s one kind of peep you won't ever
make, Copelle,” Morgan spoke up for the
first time. “Look outside here.” He tapped
his fingernail on the window.

Nancy had come back, back from the
line shack where Wyat Morgan had sent
her to fetch her brother, Clew. In spite of
Copelle’s claim that he had seen the shoot-
ing, Clew was far from dead. He was rid-
ing his owrl paint horse, and Jangles, tied
hand and foot, sat aboard a lead horse, his
long black hair flopping around his face
like wilted grass. His shoulder was band-
aged and he favored it considerably when
he moved, but it didn’t look as if the wound
he had gotten would be fatal. Morgan
waved through the window, and Nancy
waved back.

Toller Bough mumbled something in his
throat and ran outside. Taunt followed.

“They’ll get it straight now,” Morgan
remarked, side-stepping away from the
window. “You've played your hand, Co-
pelle. It went bad on you.”

Copelle moved back. “Damn you,” he
scolded, as if it were some mild prank Mor=-
gan had played on him, “you fixed me
good, didn’t you?”

“Good enough,” Morgan agreed.

“Why didn't you speak up? No use
lettin’ me make a fool of myself.”

“I knew it would take a lot of rope to
hang you, Copelle. And I wanted Bough
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and Taunt to get a good look at you and
your ways so they would know what they
let themselves in for. I reckon they know
now.”

“That damn Jangles,” Copelle muttered.
“I s’pose he spilled his guts.”

“Good an’ proper. He ain’t as tough as
he puts on.”

“I never liked that kid. I knew he
would be the death of me sometime.”

“You've got that straight, all right.”

Copelle moved across the room. He had
come to, the last frayed end of the rope
Morgan had fed him, and there was only
one move left to make. :

Morgan knew what it was. Copelle
could still get out of this with a whole skin.
No one out there in the yard had a weapon,
and Copelle knew it. If he could get past
Morgan, he could climb a good horse and
ride. This talk of his wasn’'t half as mild
as it sounded. It made good cover for this
next move.

“It beats me,” he muttered dolefully,
heading for a chair as if he meant to sit
down. But before he sat down, he sud-
denly came alive and whipped around. His
gun flamed through the cool dark gloom,
and Morgan’s barked back at him. The
window went to pieces, and glass spattered
across the floor.

Copelle, badly jarred, sat down. The
only reason he had missed his first shot
was because he had made a fix on the spot
where Morgan was standing before he
turned his back, but Morgan had moved in
the meantime. Copelle’s gun roared again,
but he didn’t manage it any better than the
first try. The bullet gouged the ceiling, and
he roared his outrage.

Morgan’s second shot jarred him again.
“Damn you,” Copelle roared. “You tryin’
to stitch me to this sofa? Let me up.”

“Get up.” f

Copelle tipped forward and came out of
the chair. He almost went on his nose, but
he hit a wall before he fell, and he braced
himself against it and came stumbling
across the floor straight at Morgan, his gun
flaming. Morgan tried to stop him. He
emptied his gun, and so did Copelle. Mor-
gan stepped aside to avoid a collision. Then
Copelle crashed into a wall again and sank
to the floor in a dead heap.

Morgan tried to reach a chair, but he
couldn’t make it. He saw blood seeping

down his shirt front, and his knees began
to buckle. He saw Nancy come in the
door, but she was too late to reach him be-
fore he crashed to the floor.

MORGAN didn’t try to count the days,
but he knew when it was Sunday
morning again by the sound of the off-key
hymn-singing coming through the open
window of his bed-room in the TF ranch
house. And, a little later, he heard Willy
Tilt drone through something that brought
a mild laugh from everybody.

Willy was saying that the BAT boys
had condoled him about his busted arm,
and the way they crowded around him he
thought they wanted to bust the other one,
and he had gotten real nasty about it and
told them all to go to hell. .

“Well, I don’t reckon they’ll follow your
advice,” Toller Bough said. “I think you
can let it go. It ain’t words that count, any-
how—it’s the spirit.”

“Well, I got no end of that,” Willy said.

“T think we all have,” Toller Bough said
earnestly. :

“I’'m sorry I shot off my mouth so big
and loud in all directions,” Willy went on.
“I’ve apologized to Wyat for the different
things I called him, an’ I reckon he took it
the way it was meant.”

“I don’t have any doubt at all,” Toller
Bough agreed. His earnest groping voice
held them. “Boone Taunt and I have been
making medicine most of the week, and we
see things we didn’t see before. This com-
ing week we’re going to start on some
buildings on the Triangle M. Taunt is send-
ing over five of his men to help, and I'm
sending five of you to match it, so the place
ought to be ready by the time Wyat gets
back on his feet. We have also decided to
slice off a mile of range on each side and
turn it over to Triangle M so he’ll have a
sizable place. I guess that’s all. Clew and
I are going to BAT for dinner, so I ain’t
got much time. I only want to say yot1 can
build a big hell out of a few small mistakes,
and vice versa. Nobody has the time to
mistrust an honest man. That’s what I've
been so all-fired busy doin’, T ain’t took
time to look at things that needed more
doing.”

“That brings up this new kid,” 'Willy‘
stated. “He sticks around here as if he’s
wanted, and I understand he’s the orneriest

*
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kind of a buzzard there is. What are we
going to do about him?”

“He asked me if he could stay,” Toller
stated. ‘“He ain’t as mean as he tried to
be, an’ now 'that he’s got a haircut he looks
better, too. Not charming, but passable.
He says he likes you boys, an’ if you find
it possible, I'd like to have you return the
compliment.” A

This was blunt talk, with Jangles sitting
right there to hear it.

“T’ll take him up,” Willy offered, after
brief consideration. “I’ll speak to Tip
Humley about him, too, so he don’t try to
shoot him.”

Jangles’ head went down and he smeared
a fist across his eyes.

“You reckon you can be a man?” Willy
went on. P,

“T can try,” Tangles answered him with
reasonable humility. “I reckon I'll need
some help.”

Wyat Morgan smiled at the ceiling. He
recalled how a week ago Ute Urk had
shamed Clew Bough with his ridicule, and
it occurred to him that the real reason be-
hind it was that there was something to
be a little ashamed of. Toller Bough, be-
cause of his fears, hadn’t stood honest and
forthright before them, but now he was
doing just that, and Wyat dared to think it
would be a long day before Clew Bough,
with his clear-seeing eyes, would have any

reason to feel ashamed of his father’s
actions again.

Morgan wondered what had become of
the letter Copelle had gotten from him at
the Falls, and what he had meant to do
with it if he had lived to carry out his
schemes. Ute Urk had been tricky with
those letters, trying to keep himself in the
clear, but it hadn’t worked, and it had
worked no better for Copelle.

Trying to figure out the whys and where-
fores of these things put Morgan into a
doze, and when he woke again, Nancy
Bough stood beside him with a dinner tray,
loaded double.

“We’re here alone today,” she told him,
“so I thought I would eat with you. You
look pert.”

“So do you.” She cut his meat, and
tucked a napkin around his chin.

He heard her hand rasp over his crop of
whiskers. :

“Nancy, I wonder if you would mind
shaving me sometime today?” he asked
her. “I must look like sin.”

“You don’t know what you're asking,”
she answered. “I never did anything like
shaving a man before. I might cut your
throat.”

“From you, Nancy,” he told her, taking
her hand in his, and letting his words stand
for all she meant to him, “it would be a
treat.”

THE END

il e * *

WILD GUNS CALLING

By George C. Appell

Unarmed, alone, the kid heard the badlands
guns calling him to a last bloody rendezvous with
desting—where horrowed bullets whispered—
“This is the way of the Wanted!”
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Folks who figured Buddy's dad for a corpse come sundown—didn't
guess a younker's courage could shrink a fearsome gunslick down to . . .
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“Put that thing
down, kid,” he
said hoarsely.

choked sobs of his mother in the
kitchen as he sat on the back porch
step. When you're eleven years old and
your mom is crying like that, you feel
terrible. “If I was only growed up!”
Buddy muttered fiercely to himself. “If
I was only just growed up!”
The front screen door slammed, and
instantly Mrs. Walls’ choked sobbing
stopped. Buddy could hear his dad coming

BUDDY WALLS could hear the
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back through the living room to the-kitchen,
his feet sounding heavy and tired. The
footsteps halted and there was silence, and
Buddy knew that his dad had paused in
the kitchen doorway and Mom was look-
ing at him and waiting for him to speak.
That’s the way he did when he came home
and she was waiting to find out some-

thing. -
“Tt's not true is it, Tom?” she asked
finally. “The governor wouldn’t dare

pardon Drag Lasher, would he? Drag
Lasher has shot down a dozen men in
cold blood—he’s robbed banks and stolen
cattle! The governor couldn’t possibly
pardon anyone like him, could he, Tom?”

“I’'m afraid the governor did, Mary,”
he answered wearily. “His brother, Jeb,
the fat one who cleans out the loading pens
at the depot, came into the store to tell
me that Drag is free and that he’ll be
in on the train this afternoon.”

“Let’s go away, Tom!” She sounded
hysterical. “Let’s be gone when he gets
here. We can start over somewhere else
—some. place where people won’t know us.
You owe it to me, Tom; you owe it to
Buddy. We both need you.”

“I can’'t go, Mary,” he said drearily.
“It’s something you can’t run away from.
Drag Lasher would just follow us, and
it would be the same thing over again.
Besides, our home is here, our business,
and our friends. I knew this would happen
if Drag ever got out of prison. I knew it
when I testified against him and the judge
sent him away for life. Whoever would
have dreamed that the governor would
give the Garrott Bunch a blanket pardon,
including Drag Lasher ?*

She gave a despairing cry.

“And now he’s on his way back here
to Locust Bend to kill you, just like he
swore he would,” she sobbed. “And you
think you've' got to let him call you out
and be murdered. Oh, Tom, it’s not fair!”

There was a silence, broken only by
her sobs. Then he spoke gently:

“T've got to go back to the store now,
iMary. Better have him come there than
nere. ¥

Buddy got up silently from the porch

step and slipped away from the house. “If.

1 was only growed up!” he told himself
over and over.

But deep inside him he knew that it

wouldn’t make any difference if he was
growed up; he could never be as fast with
a six-shooter as Drag Lasher was. No-
boy in the world ‘was that fast, not even
Buddy’s dad, who was pretty good or he
couldn’t have served as a deputy for Sheriff
McAbee for five years before he bought the
general store.

Something had to be done. Some way,
somehow Drag Lasher had to be stopped.
The thought churned around ceaselessly in
Buddy’s mind, producing wild, impossible
schemes that brought groans when he saw
how futile they were.

Presently he looked up and saw that
he was but a few yards from the rear
entrance to his dad’s store. Then he was
aware that he was hearing the whistle
of the approaching train. Drag Lasher
was arriving! He'd be bound to come
directly to the store from the depot.

Buddy lunged forward, jerked open the
screen door and ducked into the store. It
was empty. He knew that his dad had
gone out in front under the wooden
awning to wait for Drag Lasher. Buddy
looked about wildly and his eye fell on
the sawed-off shotgun that stood beside
the desk in the corner. It was the gun
his dad had carried while he was deputy
and it was always loaded.

The boy picked it up swiftly and crept
to the front end of the store, where he
crouched beside the screen door and tried
to stifle the mad pounding of his heart.

HIS DAD stood outside, leaning with
folded arms against the awning post.
He wore no gun. Buddy lifted his head
an inch or two so that he could see through
the window beside the door.

Drag Lasher was coming down the
street.

Men stood in groups along the walk,
silent and staring, and a tight breathless
hush hung over everything so that every
little sound carried loud and plain.

Drag Lasher came up to the store in
reckless, powerful strides. But his famous
gun with the twelve notches in its black
walnut handle was missing from the
greased holster.

Drag planted himself on the sidewalk
six feet from Tom Walls, who still leaned
against the awning post with his arms
folded.
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“T’'ve come back,” said Drag Lasher
harshly. “I’'m back to scotch me a human
snake by the name of Walls, and I'm going
to do it right. That’s why I ain’t wearing
my gun—yet.”

“Nobody wears a gun in Locust Bend
these days,” said Tom Walls quietly,
“Locust Bend became peaceful and law-
abiding after the Garrott Bunch went to
prison.”’

“Well, it ain’t peaceful no more, damn
you!” bellowed Drag Lasher. “I’'m back!
You hear me, you dirty son? Drag Lasher
is back just like he swore he’d be, and
he’s going to run you out‘of this stinkin’
burg! He's going to run you clear out
of this country—clear off the face of the
earth. And if you look back, he’s going
to gun you down just like he would any
other polecat. But he’s going to do it
all legal-like. There ain’t going to nobody
say that Drag Lasher is a skunk like you
are. So you've got till sundown to get
out of town. If you ain’t gone when the
sun touches them hills yonder, I'm coming
down this street looking for you.”

“I'll be waiting for you,” said Tom
Walls evenly.

Drag whirled around and tramped back
up the street. Tom Walls still leaned
against the awning post and watched him
go. The silent staring groups of men along
the street burst into excited talk.

Inside the store Buddy eased out his
constricted breath and felt the cold sweat
trickling down his neck. His dad was safe.
For a little while, anyway. Then Buddy
looked down at the sawed-off shotgun in
his sweaty hands, and suddenly he knew
what he had to do.

He had to kill Drag Lasher before Drag
Lasher came back -down the street at
sunset and killed his dad. Buddy’s mouth
went dry at the thought, but he knew in-
side him that it would have to be done
because there was no other way out.

He sneaked swiftly back .through the
store lest his dad see him. He knew what
would happen if his dad found out. He'd
take away the gun and lock Buddy in
the storeroom till it was over.

Beside the back screen door Buddy
paused. He wouldn’t dare go prowling
around carrying the shotgun like this. Then
he saw an empty gunnysack on the floor
nearby. He thrust the gun into it and left

the store with the sack under his arm.
He hurried now, glancing desperately at
the sun rolling down toward the blue line of
hills to the west. There wasn’t much
time.
There were only half dozen punchers

in the Paradise Saloon talking about the.

coming shoot-out when Buddy peeked in
at the rear window. Drag Lasher wasn’t
among them. He wasn’t in the barber shop
either.

Maybe he had gone to the hotel to lie
down till it was time to go down the street.
Gunmen sometimes did that. But when
Buddy - sneaked up beside the hotel, he
saw Clark, the fat proprietor, sitting there
in his old chair, blocking the entrance.
While Buddy was wondering if he could
get in the back way and look through the
rooms, Ed Rung, the banker, came up to
the hotel porch.

“Did Drag Lasher rent a room from
you?” Rung asked.

“I'll say he didn’t,” retorted Clark
grimly. “And he ain’t goin’ to either. Say,
can’t we do something to stop this business?
Somebody ought to make Tom Walls get
out of town while he can.”

“I tried to this morning,” said the
banker. “He says it would just be putting
off the showdown, so he’s going to see it
out here. We've sent for Sheriff McAbee.
He and his deputy are both over in the hills
looking for missing beef. Even if they get
here, it won't do much good. They’ll just
jail Drag for disturbing the peace and
run him out of town. Just like Tom says,
it’ll only be putting off the evil day.”

BUDDY sneaked back along the side of
the hotel out of hearing, Panio
threatened him now, and he gripped the
shrouded shotgun desperately. Drag had
to be somewhere. Maybe he was over at
Wing Fo's restaurant getting something
to eat,

Buddy stared at the shabby little false-
front with Wing Fo’s sign on it across the
street and listened to the banging of pots
and pans and the shrill voice of Wing Fo
scolding his help. There was a narrow
opening between the restaurant and the
empty building next to it, a narrow passage-
way crowded with empty boxes and open
swill barrels clouded with flies where Wing
Fo dumped his garbage. There would be

&
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a good chance to get a look into the restau-
rant through the grease-blurred window
at the front end of this passage.

Then Buddy remembered Jeb, Drag’s
brother. Drag had probably gone to the
loading pens to see him.

Buddy ran now, but when he neared the
depot he slowed to a cautious walk, Pres-
ently he heard voices and eased up close
to the pens, his hand inside the gunnysack
so that his fingers lay against both triggers
of the cocked gun.

He heard Drag speaking in an under-
tone. “You got it straight. now, Jeb?”

" “I guess so,” Jeb answered a little un-
certainly. “You want me to wait in that
passage beside Wing Fo’s with the saddle
gun you had me hide there and plug Tom
Walls when he comes up the street to meat
you. But somebody will hear the shot
and I'll get caught, won’t I7”

“Not with all the pots and pans banging
around inside the restaurant, That saddle
gun don’t make much noise either. Besides,
I'll be shooting, too, and nobody will be
listening for an extra gun. Now have you
got it straight?”

“Yeah, I reckon. But, Drag, why do
I have to shoot him? You're greased
lightning with a six-shooter. Tom Walls
can’t hold a candle to you.”

“Listen, you dumb ox,” growled Drag.
“It’s just like I got done telling you.
There was a fight in the rock quarry at
the pen and some dirty rat hit me on the
shoulder with a rock. I can’t drag iron
like I used to. My shoulder is numb and
the medico says it always will be. I'm
slow.”

“You're still faster than Tom Walls,
I bef."!

“Maybe I am,” snarled Drag. “But I
get spooked when I think about my shoul-
der. I can’t shoot straight when I'm
like that.”

“Then why don’t you forget about it?”
Jeb argued. “I don’t want to shoot Tom
Walls. He never did nothing to me—
awk!”

Buddy could hear the boards rattle as
Drag shook Jeb’s fat body. '

“You listen to me,” panted. Drag.
“You'll go through with this, or I'll kill
you! I made my brags about what I'm
going to do to Tom Walls and I'm going
to do it, see? You get over to Wing Fo's

and get yourself planted with that saddle
gun in the passage. I'll go to the hotel
and start down the street from there. I'll
be smoking a cigarette. Tom Walls will
come up the street to meet me. His kind
always does. When I throw my smoke
away, that’s your signal to down him.
For the last time, do you understand?”

“Yeah, I get it,” arfswered Jeb., “Only
don’t choke me no more. I can’t hardly
swallow now.”

Buddy heard them leave the other side
of the pens. He saw Drag separate from
his brother at the depot and start down
the street while Jeb took a course behind
the falsefronts which screened him from
the street. Buddy trailed Jeb and saw him
vanish into the opening between Wing
Fo’s and the vacant building.

Buddy ran, clutching the gun inside
the gunnysack, When he reached the
back of the restaurant, he halted and
peeped past the corner into the passage.

Jeb was leaning over and fumbling be-
hind the first swill barrel for the carbine.

Buddy glanced over his shoulder. The
glowing orange ball of the sun was still
a few minutes above the rim of the hills.
Whatever he could do had to be done
now.

At his feet lay a broken broom handle
that had been thrown away by Wing Fo.
Buddy laid the shotgun on the ground,
gripped the broom handle in both hands
and cat-footed forward. Jeb began to
straighten up. Buddy struck down with
all his slight strength. The broom handle
broke across Jeb’s skull and dropped him
face down without a sound.

There was no time to wonder if Jeb
was dead. Drag’s harsh voice was speak-
ing inside the restaurant.

“Forget the coffee. I got me a snake to
scotch and I can’t wait.”

UDDY stepped back and caught up the
shotgun from the ground. He slid it
out of the gunnysack as the front door
slammed. Above the shrill, scolding voice
of Wing Fo he heard Drag speaking softly
from the front corner of the building be-
side the passageway.
- “I'm going up to the hotel now and get
started, Jeb. When I throw my smoke
away, you shoot him. Understand?”
Buddy’s heart began to hammer against
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his ribs and his breath choked in his throat.
Frenziedly he jerked up the shotgun and
cooked back both hammers.

“You hear me, Jeb?” Drag’s voice was
a trifle louder and tense with sudden
anxiety. ‘“Where are you, Jeb?”

Drag stepped into view and stared
wildly: at the white-faced boy crouching
beside Jeb’s sprawling body, the sawed-off
shotgun in his hands aimed at Drag’s chest.

Color drained from Drag’s pock-marked
face, leaving it a putty gray.

“Put that thing ‘down, kid,” he said
hoarsely. “Turn it the other way.”

“I'm Tom Walls’ boy,” said Buddy
through clenched teeth. “And I ain’t turn-
ing it the other way.”

Drag’s putty face faded to a sickly white.

“Aw, forget it, kid,” he whined. “I
changed my mind. Honest. I ain’t going
to tangle with your old man. Put that
gun down.”

Buddy stared at him and saw the true
Drag Lasher; not the fearless, daring
gunman so many people pictured him, but
a cowardly murderer who would face a
man only when he was sure that the odds
were all in his favor. And with an un-
derstanding beyond his years, Buddy saw
something else.

He saw that this thing must be carried
out to its bitter end now, whatever it
might be, because it was not his place to
deal with Drag Lasher. His dad must do
that. When a man called you out, you
couldn’t let your little son take over the
task of dealing with him. You had to do
that yourself.

It was all different now since Buddy
knew about Drag’s injured shoulder. That
made the odds about even. Drag might
be faster on the draw, but he might also
get spooked. The shoot-out would have
to go through.

Buddy’s face went a shade whiter as he
made his decision and he hunched down
a bit more over the shotgun.

“You're going down the street, Drag,
just like you've told everybody you would,”
he said through stiff lips. “You called my
dad out, and now you’re going to ' face
him on your own. If you try to stop or
duck out of it, I'll let you have both barrels
in the back, and they're loaded double with
buckshot. Now go on.”

Drag’s pocked features twisted in
despair. He started to speak, but looked
at Buddy’s set white face and blazing
eyes, then jerked himself around and
started down the street.

A hundred yards away the tall figure
of Tom Walls left the awning in front
of his store, moved out into the center
of the street, and came unhurriedly to
meet him.

The sun was no longer in Tom Walls’
eyes. Its great, glowing orb had plunged
below the rim of the distant hills and
the long shadows had vanished from the
hushed empty street and buildings that
hid a hundred pairs of watching eyes.

Buddy fought down a wild surge of
panic. It was all he could do to keep from
calling out, to try to halt the nearing
violence. Maybe his dad couldn’t match
Drag Lasher’s famous gun at all. Buddy
shut his eyes tight.

Abruptly the falsefronts shuddered from
the crash of gunfire. A great shout arose.
Buddy forced himself to open his eyes.

His dad stood in the middle of the street
looking down at the sprawling body of
Drag Lasher in the dust. People were
running to him and were shaking his hand
and pounding him on the back.

Buddy eased down the hammers of the
shotgun and got weakly to his feet. As
he staggered back out of the passageway,
he looked back. Jeb Lasher was sitting
up and rubbing the knot on his head
dazedly, unaware that Buddy was any-
where around.

It was no trick to reach the back end
of the store unnoticed and put the gun
in its customary corner.+ He could hear
his dad in front now under the awning
and the excited crowd with him. Buddy
didn’t want to see him nor anyone else.
He just wanted to get away by himself
and think things over.

“There’s just one thing, men,” said Tom
Walls to the crowd. “I'd appreciate 1t
if you didn’t talk about this in front of
my son, Buddy. After all, he's just a boy.
There’ll be time enough to talk when he

_grows up.”

Buddy slipped out of the back door and
started for home. Dad’s wrong, he thought,
I was a boy this morning. How awful long
ago that was!

e



MOUNTAIN BLOOD

RUNS

The posse was loose in the hills, putting
Jim astraddle of a dilemma—with all
his dreams on one side . . . and his kin

on the ofher.

wire up for his calf pasture when he
_saw the posse come up the mountain
trail about an hour before sundown, mov-
ing rapidly against the bank of storm
clouds rising in the northwest. The posse
did not stop at Jim’s cabin, but kept push-

JIM GODFREY was putting new

HOT!

He reached for the rifle. . .

K. ECHOLS -

ing up the trail and quickly disappeared into
the woods.

The clouds boiled up darker, and there
was the smell of rain in the air. Godfrey
dropped his fencing gear and rode into the
creek bottoms, where he pushed his small
herd out of the low ground and onto the

77




78 10 STORY WESTERN MAGAZINE

higher land. Storms in these mountains
brought flash floods of water that swept
down the creeks in solid walls, carrying
everything loose before it.

Driving his cows before him, Godfrey
ran into the posse coming back down the
main trail. Sheriff Rudd Hartley broke
away from the group of armed horsemen
and joined Godffey. Jim pulled up to see
what his friend wanted.

Hartley -said, “Howdy, Jim.”

Godfrey did not ask the officer who he
had been looking for. He knew they had

* not found their man, but he was mountain

born and mountain trained, and mountain

men were a silent breed who grew up to -

look upon the law as a natural enemy.
The sight of a posse chasing mountain men
in these hills was not an unusual experi-
ence to him.

“Ain’t seen anything of your Uncle
Jake, have you, Jim?” ‘

That was the way with Hartley, getting
down to business with a sometimes uncom-
fortable directness.

“No. Haven’t seen him,” Jim answered.
He felt a distinct unease at the search-
ing glance the sheriff gave him. Hartley
knew as well as he did that old Jake was
serving twenty years in prison for killing
a posseman in the same battle in which
Jim’s father and brothers had died. That
battle had made mountain history.

Then another thought gave Godirey a
premonition of trouble. Hartley wasn’t
asking that question just to remind him of
his family. There was a reason for the
question, and Jim suspected that he knew
what it was. Hartley’s next words justi-
fied his suspicion.

“Jake broke out of Granite Prison a
couple of days ago,” Hartley said. “Him
and Lige Cracken. We know they got this
far. They were seen and recognized around
Moberly’s ranch last night. This morning
two of Moberly’s horses and saddles were
gone: We trailed them up the mountain
road this far, and then lost them up in the
rockbeds. We found Moberly’s horses that
they abandoned. I figured they was trying
to' get here to your place to hole up.”

Now the familiar old bitterness was
stirred up in Godfrey, a kind of free-float-
ing resentment at a world in which he
lived condemned because he bore the name
of a tribe of mountaineers who had writ-

ten a sordid and bloody chapter in the
history of these parts of Indian Territory.
That chapter was closed now, but the
people down in town had a way of keeping
it fresh in Jim’s mind:

“No, Jake hasn’t been here,” Godfrey
answered.

“They killed a guard making their es-
cape,” Hartley continued. “Stabbed him

_in the back.”

“I haven’t seen him,” Jim repeated.

Hartley sat his horse, thinking in si-
lence for awhile. Then coming to a decis-
ion, he said, “All right, Jim. You know, of
course, that it’s a criminal offense to har-

‘bor a wanted man.”

He tightened his reins to ride on, then
changed his mind and stopped again. “I’ll
tell you, Jim. Jake is your uncle and all
that, but he’s bad medicine. He can only
get you into trouble. I'd give it consider-
able thought before I let him drag me into
his business.” !

“If he’s around here, I don’t know about
it,” Jim answered with a rising impatience.

“All right,” Hartley answered.

The officer rode on to join the tired posse.
Dusk was settling fast, and the thunder
and lightning were rising swiftly. The
posse had been in a hurry to get out of the
hills.

ODFREY watched the sheriff's back
until he was out of sight, then finished
driving his cows into the high pasture. He
went up to the house to cook his supper,
hoping that the sheriff had been wrong, and
knowing that he had told the truth.

The knowledge that his uncle was hiding
here somewhere in the mountains brought
back to Godfrey all the old haunting worry
which had filled his youth. It had always
been like this; one of his relatives dodging
the law, the rest of them lying to cover the
fugitive. He had been taught that the law
was his natural enemy, just as the hound
was the natural enemy of the deer.

But Rudd Hartley did not appear to be
the enemy that he had come to believe law-
men were. Jim had come to know Hartley
pretty well in these recent years, and Hart-
ley had been of a lot of help to him in va-
rious ways. Hartley had come as near tO
being a friend as any man he had ever
known.

And now Jake was here, and Hartley was

& &=
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hunting him. Jim Godfrey felt like a man
caught in the middle of a gunbattle. It
was not his affair, but he would be hurt.
Jim went out to his smokehouse and got
down a side of home-cured bacon and
brought in a bucket of home-grown pota-

‘toes. He started slicing bacaft and peeling

potatoes while the fire in the kitchen stove
got hot and the coffee water boiled.

Jake would be hungry. He would expect
food and help. Mountain men were a tight
clan, and it was bred in them to help their
own in times of trouble. It had to be that
way, for they had no other friends. He
sliced off extra bacon, peeled more pota-
toes, put more water and grounds in the
coffee pot.

But he was troubled now, more troubled
than he had ever been. Hartley had helped
him, giving him work on his own ranch at
haying time, giving him odd tools off the
big stock farm that he ran down at the
foot of the mountain. He had given him

“five pigs once when the sow died, and Jim

had fed them by hand and raised them, and
they were the foundation of his hog stock
now running in the woods. Much of the
beginnings of his small stock farm could be
credited to the sheriff’s help. Hartley—
and only Hartley—had treated him like a
human being.

It was a little while after dark when the
supper was ready and he sat down to eat.
Now there were lighting flashes overhead,
lighting up the banks of clouds pouring over
the mountaintops. The thunder had built
up from a rumbling low in the distance to
sharp overhead explosions which rolled
and echoed off the mountainsides.

Then came the voice he had been bracing
himself for, a cautious, suspicious call from
outside the kitchen door.

“Hello.”

Natural caution made Jim blow out the
light and reach for his rifle in the corner
before he went to the door and answered
the call.

“Who is it?”

“That you, Jim?”

iaYigs,

“This is Jake, your Uncle Jake. I want
to come in. I got a friend with me.”

“All right. Come on,” Jim answered,
and threw the bar off the door.

A flash of lightning gave him a momen-
tary glimpse of the two lean, bedraggled

men who stepped into the cabin. Then he
closed the door behind them and barred it
with its two-by-four board.

“Jim, put something over that window
before you turn the light on, will you?”

Jim groped for a quilt off his bunk and
put it over the window. There were still
nails on the window frame, put there by
his father, who had blacked out the same
window more than once. Then he relit the
lamp.

The yellow glow of the light revealed
Jake Godfrey in all his worthlessness, the
lean, bearded face, the shifty, red-rimmed
eyes and the tight-lipped, bitter mouth.
His clothes were wet and smeared with
mud, and his shoes were covered with the
black muck of the sloughs and creekbanks.
And the man standing with him, also past
middle age, was completely like him in ap-
pearance and nervous restlessness.
~ Jake studied Jim, whom he had not seen
in seven years.

“Boy, you've growed up. Regular man
now, ain’t you?”

Jim had no answer for this. “You want
something to eat?” he returned.

“We sure do,” Jake answered. “Jim,
this is Lige Cracken. He's a friend of
mine, Came from over on the next ridge.
As good a feller as you ever wanted to
meet. The salt of the earth.”

Jim nodded his head and said, “Sit
down and eat.”

HE GOT two extra tin plates and cups
from the box nailed on the wall, and
dumped bacon and potatoes into them from
the skillet, and poured them coffee. The
two men sat down with their hats on and
began wolfing their food noisily.

“Heard you was doin’ right well for
yourself,” Jake said. “Bill Rawling, that
they sent down to Granite last year, was
telling me. I always knew you was a
smart boy. Only trouble, you was kinda
queer, different from your brothers. Never
knew exactly what was wrong with you,
though.”

Jim could have told him. He had want-
ed something which he could not rightly
describe, but which he strongly felt. He
had wanted freedom, an outward freedom
and particularly an inner freedom. He
wanted to move about without a haunting
fear clutching at him always, as it had al-
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yl»’ays hovered about the men of his fam-
ily. 1

These things he did not explain to Jake,
who would not have understood. Perhaps
he could not have explained them to him-
self any too clearly.

“What are you doing around here?” he
asked, to change the subject.

Jake looked at him queerly.

“What do you reckon we’re doing here?”
he answered. “We had to go somewhere.
We broke out of Granite. Hartley got on
our trail today, and we had to ditch our
horses. Me and Lige had to kill a guard
to get out, and we ain’t fixing to go back
and face that. We can hide around here
till we get fresh horses, and then get go-
ing. There’s a gold strike up around Mor-
ton’s Gulch, I hear, and we’ll be sittin’
pretty when we get there.” :

Drygulching prospectors, Jim thought.

~ Jake would never change.

“You ought to know they’d come here
looking for you. The sheriff and posse were
by here already. He was asking about

ou.”

. The lean old man grinned. “Don’t I
know it?” he answered. ‘“And didn’t I
know that this storm turned ’em back? I
ain’t lived around here for nothing.”

“What are you figuring on doing?”

“I ain’t fool enough to hang around here,
Jim. I just stopped here to get some
things, and then we’re going to put the
creek between us and the sheriff. When
this rain hits, the creek will be out of its
banks in an hour. And nobody can get
across it for three or four days. We'll be
out of the country by then.”

“It’s a long walk to the creek in a rain-
storm. You shouldn’t have left your
horses.”

“T know it. But we had to do it to throw
the posse off. We rode 'em up to the point
where the creek runs through the rock-
beds, then chased the horses on into the
woods. Then we dived off the rockbeds into

the creek and floated back downstream. -

Kinda doubled back on Hartley, and lost
him.”

The two men crammed their food into
their mouths with their knives for awhile.
Then Jake said, “We can take them horses
of yours. And you might get us a side of
bacon to take along.” N &)

“You can have some bacon, but I need

those horses,” Jim answered. “It'll be
corn-planting time when this rain’s over,
and I've got plowing to do.”

“But we need ’em!” Old Jake argued.
“We got to keep moving.” He spoke as
though tha_ti‘ settled the matter.

Jim felt“the anger building up in him.
“You’ll just have to walk it. I can’t spare
those horses. I need ’em, myself=’

“Yeah, but you ain’t running from the
law. We are.”

That was the way it always had been
with his relatives. They were always run-
ning from the law.

“T can’t help it,” Jim answered shortly.
“You can’t take ’em.”

Jake set his coffee cup down, and stared
at Jim in what was intended to be sur-
prise.

“Don’t you know you’re goin’ against
your own kin?” he demanded. “No God-
frey ever done that. We stick together.
Your pappy taught you that.”

“He taught me a lot of things,” Jim an-
swered tightly. “Things that didn’t do
him or anybody any good.”

Jake shook his head disgustedly. “You
sure are a queer one. And you gone plumb
crazy since your pappy ain’t here no more
to learn you things.”

Then he returned to his eating, silent
and thoughtful.

AFTER a while he turned to Lige Crack-
en. “That just shows you how blood
will tell on a man, No Godfrey would turn
his back on his own blood. But this here
boy ain’t a real Godfrey. My brother and
his wife took him in to raise when he was
just a baby. He was the son of a couple
of people that lived down in town. Black-
smith and his wife that was drowned up
here when they got caught in one of these
spring flash floods. The Godfreys raised
him, and now he lets ’em down in their tlm’e
of need.  Ain’t that gratitude, for you?”

Lige Cracken had a mouthful of bacon,
and he made no comment. Jake Godfrey
turned his attention back to his food, and
the silence in the room was broken only
by the sounds of .their ravenous eating.

Jim Godfrey heard Jake’s talk and was
torn between hope and dishelief. Jake, he
knew, would say anything that suited his
purpose. Jim remained silent, not wanting
to reveal the things in his mind.

b
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Outside, the sharp crackling explosions
of thunder spilt the clouds and dumped the
first torrent of rain on the mountains. Jim
got up and busied himself cleaning up the
tin dishes while the other two men sat
and smoked.

And then after a while, Jake said, “Lige,
I reckon we'd better be going. We don't
want to get caught on this side of the creek,
and that creek rises mighty fast once it
sets in raining further up in the moun-
tains.”’

Lige mashed his cigarette'out, and Jake
shoved his bench back. He went to the
door and looked out. Then he stepped
back, and with a smooth, quick movement
he started toward Jim’s rifle which was
leaning in the corner.

Jim saw the movement and interpreted
it. He dropped the frying pan and dived
for the gun. Lige Cracken stuck one of his
long legs out from his bench and tripped
him. Jim slid across the board floors, his
hands stopping within two feet of his
rifle.

Jake got his hands on the gun first. Jim,
lying flat on the floor, caught Jake’s ankle
and upset him with a hard upward jerk.
It dropped Jake to his back, but he was
still clinging to the gun.

Jim grabbed for the weapon and got
hold of it, but Jake wrenched it out of his
hand. Then Jake got up onto his knees,
lifted the rifle and slashed Jim across the
head with the barrel of the gun.

Jim saw a blinding flash of light; then
everything went dark to him, and he sank
back unconscious on the floor.:

Jake got to his feet, his face tight.

“He always was a queer one. Maybe
that'll teach him. Get a side o' bacon
out of that smoke house, Lige, and let’s
get them horses and get going before the
creek riSes.” ] ‘

He found shells for the gun in the box
nailed on the wall, and stuffed them into
his pocket. Then, plundering through the
b?x, he found a roll of currency and some
silver in an old baking powder can with a
yellow label on it. He looked triumphant-
ly at Lige and shoved the money into his
pocket.

Lige said, “Won’t he hold it against
you?”

“What of it?"” Jake returhed. “Like I
said, he ain’t a real Godfrey. And since

/

he ain't even acting like one, it ain’t noth-
ing to me what he does.”
He dropped the empty baking powder

» can on the table, and the two men went

out into the night, carrying the rifle. They
stopped at the smoke house and got a side
of bacon down from the rafter, then went
on to the lot to get the horses. -

The rain was falling heavily now.

“We better hurry,” Luke said. “That
creek will already be rising higher up the
slope.”

* * *

When Jim came to his senses, he heard
the rain still beating steadily on the house.
His head ached, and when he touched the
sore spot, his hand came away covered with
blood. Sitting on the floor, he looked stu-
pidly at the bloody hand, and his anger at
Jake sat down deep in him and burned.

He got to his feet and looked around the
cabin. His rifle was gone. Then his eyes
fell on the baking powder can on the table,
and he knew that Jake had taken the money
he had been saving to carry him through
until he got his crop in. His jaws clamped
tightly, and he knew that there was hard-
ly any use to even go out to the barnlot to
look for his horses.

But he found his lantern and lit it. He
put on his hat and slicker against the
rain and stepped out of his back door.

A voice came from beside him, just out-
side the doorstep.

“All right, Jim. Hold it a minute. I
want to look around for Jake and his
friend.”

It was the voice of Rudd Hartley, and
there was no anger in it, but merely the
firmness of a man with a tough job to do,
and who would do it.

There was something in the scene whick
brought back other such scenes out of hig
past. It brought back all the old suspicion
of the law which had been trained into him
throughout his youth. And he reacted
with a quick rage. Hartley was going to
make trouble for him—and he wouldn’t
stand for it.

It was an instinctive and a defensive act
when he swung the lantern around and
caught the surprised Hartley on the side
of the head with it. Hartley stumbled
against the house and his gun went off.
His feet slipped in the mud and he fell to
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the ground. His head hit a rock and he lay
still.

AS QUICK as the rage came to Godfrey,
it fled even more quickly. He realized
that he had hit the one man in the outside
world who had shown any interest in him
at all.

After all, Hartley was only doing his
duty. He was only representing people
who felt toward Jake and his kind in the
same way that he, himself, felt. He was
sorry he had hit the sheriff.

He stooped over and lifted Hartley by
his shoulders and dragged him inside the
house. He picked Hartley’s gun up out of
the mud and brought it inside and laid it
on the table. - Then he got water and
bathed Hartley’s head, and soon had him
revived.

As he watched the sheriff regain his
senses, he felt his- vague anxiety turn into
a real concrete fear. By thus hampering
the sheriff, he had been actually guilty of
aiding and abetting Jake and Lige in es-
caping.

Hartley sat up on the edge of the bed
and studied him with a queer look. He
looked at his gun on the table. Then he
asked a question.

“What did you do that for, Jim?”

Jim Godfrey took a deep breath; as a
man might make an effort to pull himself
together in order to walk from his cell to
the gallows. He picked up Hartley’s gun
by its barrel and went over and handed
it to him butt first.

“T don’t think I can tell you so you’ll un-
derstand. It was something out of the
past, maybe like an animal develo;?s his_
instinct when it is young, so that it can
avoid danger, That’s the best I can ex-
plain it to you. I wasn’t trying to kegp
you from looking for Jake. I reckon I did
wrong, but there wasn’t anything personal
in it. And now, if you féel like moving, I'll
take you to where Jake and Lige Cracken
are hiding.”

“Kind of going against your own kin,
ain’t you?” Hartley asked.

“Maybe I am and maybe I’'m not,” Jim
answered. “Say! You've been around here
a long time. Did you ever hear of a black-
smith and his wife that got drowned
around here, say ahout twenty-five years
or so ago?”

“Sure,” Hartley answered. “Ed Bridge-
water and his wife. His wife was my wife’s
sister. What’s that got to do with Jake
Godfrey ?”

Jim told the sheriff about Jake’s appear-
ance, and his demand for horses, and then
repeated what Jake had said about Jim not
being a real Godfrey. “I thought he just
lying to Cracken because I didn’t want to
give him my horses,” he finished.

The sheriff stared at Jim as Jim told
the story, and when he was through with it,
the sheriff was silent for a long moment.
Finally he spoke.

“That was a queer thing,” he said.
“Jake Godfrey’s brother owed Ed Bridge-
water for a team of horses, and Ed came
up here either to collect or get his horses
back. He took his wife and young son
along. They were going to do some fishing
after he: got his business done. The storm
came up while they were gone, and we fig-
ured they were all drowned. Godfrey
claimed they never went to his place. A
party of us came up and worked the creek
bank. We found the buggy, and the bodies
of his buggy horses down below here, and
also found Ed’s body and his wife’s body.
We had always figured that the kid was
drowned, too, and his body washed on
downstream somewhere. Godfrey could
have killed your parents to keep from pay-
ing for that team. But we’ll never know.”

Hartley examined Jim closely, then said,
“You could be Ed Bridgewater’s son, all
right. You look a whole lot like him, now
that T study you.”

“T guess we'll never know for sure,” Jim
answered. “But I'd like to believe it.”

“And I think you'd be safe in believing
it,” Hartley answered.

Jim got to his feet with a new spring
in his step. “We’d better be going if we
expect to get across the creek before the
rise,” he said. ;

Hartley wiped the mud off his gun and
checked it, then got to his feet. Jim went
to a box in the corner of his room and
got out an old gun and holster that had
been there since the man he had believed

.to be his father had been killed.

“We’ll go by the lot and see if my horses
are there, but I reckon they took ‘em.
I’ll have to ride double with you.”

They went out into the rain that was a
steady downpour now, and found the
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horses gone from the lot. Hartley brought
his own horse around, and Jim got on be-
hind him.

“There’s a footbridge at a narrow point.

just below the rockbeds,” Jim explained
as the horse picked his way up a muddy
trail through the woods. “It’s pretty. well
hid in the trees. - If it’s above water, we can
cross it, but we’ll have to hurry, The
creek rises fast on these slopes.”

HARTLEY kept a pocket flashlight
turned on the narrow cowtrail they
were climbing, and Jim gave him directions
at the intersections of these trails. There
was some protection from the heavy down-
pour here in the woods, but the explosions
as the lightning hit and exploded big trees,
and the cannon roar of thunder told them
that this storm would quickly swell the
steep mountain streams.

Hartley was silent a long while as the
horse slushed up the trail. Then he said
very matter-of-factly, “I don’t quite un-
derstand you, Jim. For a while, T thought
you were going to come down out of the
mountains and make something out of
yourself. You've got a little start of stock
and tools now, and T was looking for you
to make your move.”

“T wanted to,” Godfrey said. “But like
they say, ‘you can take the man out of
the mountains, but you can’t take the
mountains out of the mar.’”

“In other words,” Hartley returned.
“You're afraid of it down below. You're
like a man that started to cross a stream,
and got one foot on the other side, and
then was afraid to put his other foot across
and go on his way. So you just stand with
one foot on each bank, and don’t move.”

“Maybe.” #

Then it hit Jim Godfrey that there was
no maybe about it. He had been afraid to
go down out of the mountains, afraid there
was still too much Godfrey in him. Now—

well, there was a new angle to think about.

As they neared the creek, there was
sheetwater standing in' low places, and
every declivity had a stream of runoff wa-
ter racing down to bigger streams to add
its load to the creek’s burden. Rain beat
down on them. They crossed rushing gul-
lies knee deep to the horse, rounded big
trees knocked down by lightning, and came
at last to the footbridge, a narrow, home-
made span crossing the new-roaring ‘creek
from bank to bank at a point where during
the ages the water had cut its way through
a narrow gap in a solid layer of rock.

Hartley turned his flashlight on the old
rickety bridge, and through the pouring
rain, they saw it swaying as the boiling
flow of water pounded against its tree-
trunk pilings.

“We’re going to have to hurry if we
make it before that bridge gets washed
out,” he commented. “The first deadfall
tree that comes along can whip that thing
away like matchwood.”

“Then keep going,” Jim answered.

The water was up to within two feet of
the flogr of the bridge when they hit it on

horseback. The animal shied when he-

felt the unsteady footing, but Hartley
spurred him on, and the horse started
across, the bridge shivering at every step
he took. )

Hartley flashed the light upstream, then
swore as the beam steadied on the bare
prongs of a big dead oak racing down upon
them, turning end for end as the force of
the tumbling creek drove it toward the
bridge.

He handed the light to Jim, and urged
the horse forward with spurs and the ends
of his bridle reins, while, riding behind the
saddle, Jim kept the light on the tree. It
would be close. . .

They didn't make . it!

The tree hore down on the bridge with
express-train speed, and hit the piles with
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g crash while the horse was still ten-feet
from the far end.

The bridge shivered and gave way at
the middle with a rending noise, the water
sweeping the separated parts downstream
like double doors opening wide. The
sound of splintered timber filled the dark-
ness as the bridge crumbled and sank, tear-
ing lose from the banks. :

The horse lost his footing and went
down into the water that was engulfing
them. Then both riders and the horse were
struggling in the boiling stream. Jim lost
his flashlight as he grabbed for a piece of

-timber ‘and missed it. .

The water carried him downstream in a
mad rush, tossing him about like a floating
fence post rushing down the mountainside.
‘After a while he felt a sudden jolt. Some-
thing like half a dozen fists hit him, and
he found himself caught in the limbs of a
tree which had fallen over into the water.
The tree was still rooted in the earth on
the bank, and Jim fought against the cur-
rent, finally dragging himself along the
tree trunk. He reached the bank, dripping
and bruised,

His slicker was no use to him new, and
he took it off and hung it on a bush. Then
he worked his way back upstream in the
darkness and rain, shouting for Hartley.
He finally got an answer nearly a quarter
of a mile up from where he had emerged.
Then he located Hartley by the sound of
his voice. »

He stopped at the water’s edge and
called out, “Where are you?”

“Qut here in the creek, hanging onto a
limb of that leaning willow., My arm’s
broke, or something,” Hartley’s voice came
over the sound of the driving rain.

WITHOUT matches or a flashlight, it
took Godfrey nearly a quarter of an
hour to find a pole long enough to reach
out and allow Hartley to grasp it. Then
he hauled the sheriff to the bank and
dragged him out of the water, The over-
hanging limbs of the willow had saved him.

The. sheriff’s left arm hung limp. “I got
tangled in the wreck of the bridge,” he ex-
plained. “I don’t know whether my arm
is broke or not, but it hurts like hell. I
wonder where we could go to get out of
this rain?”

“Jake will be holed up in a cave about a

mile from here until this rain is over,” Jim
said. “It’s dry in there, and we can wait
there for daylight.”

He could not see Hartley in the dark,
but after a moment’s silence, the sheriff said
thoughtfully, “You don’t give up very
easy, do you?”

“You want those men and I want my
horses, don’t we?” Jim countered. “You
ready to go?”

“I lost my gun in the water. Could I use "

yours ?”” Hartley asked.

“I lost mine, too. But that doesn’t mat-
ter. They've only got one rifle between
them. Come on,”

They made their slow way the remain-
der of the distance, helped by the lightning
flashes and Jim’s intimate knowledge of
every rock and tree on the mountainside.
They came at least to a growth of buck-
brush in front of a flat wall of sandstone.

By a lightning flash, Hartley saw the
layout. “I never would have found this
place.”

“A lot of mountain people already know
you couldn’t,” Jim answered dryly. “You'd
better stay out here. I'll go in and get
’em‘l’

Then by the next flash of lightning,
Hartley saw Jim pick up a smooth round
rock the size of an apple. Jim started
through the brush. Hartley, ignoring his
advice, trailed along behind him as quietly
as he could. -

The cave entrance was behind a big
clump of elderberry bushes and as they
rounded the clump, they saw a dim small
fire burning just inside the cave mouth,
protected from the rain. Jake and Lige
were on the far side of the fire, broiling
slices of bacon on long, forked sticks.

Jim stepped up to the fire with the rock
hidden in his hand. Jake saw him and
dropped his broiling stick. He reached for
the rifle beside him.

As his hand came up with the gun, Jim
threw the rock. The stone hit Jake in the
head just as the rifle exploded. Jake fell
over backward and the single-shot weapon
feg from his grasp. Jim hurdled the fire,
followed by Hartley, Then Jim dived for
Jake, and they were fighting on the
ground, .

Lige Cracken got hold of the rifle and
tried to fire it hastily. It snapped on the

{Please continue on page 110)
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Howdy, folks. . . . If you like an exciting tale of gold and guns, we recommend Kenneth L. Sin-
clair’s “Tyrant of Oro Grande.” It tells the story of Mark Conway, hardrock miner and trouble-
shooter, on a secret mission to Oro Grande to learn why the Shannon’s fabulous goldmine was send-
ing only a dribble of wealth to the dead partner’s heirs.

Mark had barely hit town when he was almost
run down by Kitty Shannon’s carriage. Proud,
beautiful and dangerous to all men, Kitty ran
both the mine and the town. Surprisingly, she
soon made Mark manager of the mine.

When Sny died in Doc Beale’s office, Mark was
in a tight, for the enraged miners thought he
was the killer, The unpredictable Kitty held the
mob off, then supplied a horse so Mark could
escape to the hills,

If Kitty was doing any high-grading, Mark knew
he’d find the evidence in Vern Sny’s isolated
retort shack. He braced Sny at night, deter-
mined to beat the truth out of him. Before he
could, a bushwhack shot dropped Sny.

Mark outrode the miners but not Kitty's cow-
boys. Exhausted by his long ride, he holed up
and waited for the showdown with Ben Lake,
ramrod and his bitter enemy. . . . The complete
story will appear in the next issue,
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t  SATAN'S

- MAN FRIDAY

: SRS @} By HAL HAMMOND

He hit Jergens solidly before the
big man had a chance to get
himself set.

When common decency to your friends

marks you for boothill, Cliff figured—

it's pure pleasure to take a bully-boy
along.

HE bulky figure of the man slouch-
ing against the hitching post quick-
ened Cliff Boyle's interest and
brought to him a feeling of unrest and dis-
quiet., Lobo Jergens always affected him
that way. There had never been an open
break between the two, but the mutual feel-
ing of animosity was there, the line sepa-
rating them from open conflict thin and
brittle as glass.
Jergens gave his cigarette an impatient
toss as the hardware man approached. His
narrow eyes were emerald-green, cold and
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hard as he stared at Cliff Boyle’s sa}ldy—
colored hair from which one curly lock

fell rebelliously over his tanned forehead.

The freighter was irritated about some-
thing. It showed in his flinty eyes. It ex-
ploded from between his thick lips in whis-
tling, gusty words.

“Still the little tin hero, ain't you?”

Cliff Boyle considered this thoughtfully.
Knowing Jergens, he could guess what he
meant. Jergens had tried to court Mary
before she married Ira Walker. 3

“You know Mary needs a job now that
Ira’s lost a leg,” Boyle said, trying to be
patient, trying to get through the freighter’s
stubbornness. “There ain’t any other jobs
in Castle Butte that she can handle. I need
help in my.store. Just because you didn’t
get her don’t give you no right to keep
wearing a grudge.”

“You don’t need help in your two-bit
store any more than I need camels on my
freight line,” Jergens stated flatly. “I'm
tellin’ you toleave the Walkers alone. Send
Mary home where she belongs.” The last
word was like the flat slap of a beaver’s
tail on water.

A slow flush darkened Boyle’s face. “Ira
needs help. There’s doctors bills to pay.
They'd starve if Mary didn’t have a job.”

“Then let ’em,” Jergens rapped back.

Boyle saw that the freighter’s angry

frustration was building to a head. If there .

had to be an understanding between them,
they’d better have it now. :

“Jergens,” he said coldly, “what I do,
as fong as I'm within my rights, is my
business. If Mary wants to work in my
store, she'll work in my store. If I think
anyone is trying to persuade her not to—
T'll take the matter up personally.”

Jergens stared at Boyle’s light blue eyes
with their disconcertingly cool expression.

“Don't forget I run the only freighting
outfit in this town.” Through his voice ran
a throaty quiver of temper. “Think that
over when you've got a new shipment of
freight you want hauled. You get no more
stuff freighted in by my outfit as long as
Mary works for you.”

Cliff Bovle ended the talk abruptly. “In
that case I'll hire a team and haul it my-
self.” He turned away, but not before he
saw the look of hate in the freighter’s

reen-colored eyes, a cold stare that prom-
1sed trouble if he carried out his promise.

LIFF BOYLE. continued down the
street, walking with a loose-jointed
stride that still showed the years he had
spent in the saddle. Ahead the street fell
away and he had to walk stiff-legged down
the incline. The weathered huildings seemed
to lean with the steepness of the hill, almost
touching, as though depending on each
other for support. There was hardly room
between them for the spicy mountain air to
filter through. '

He continued down the street until he
reached the edge of the town and stopped at
a neat little log house. Without knocking,
he opened the door and called out cheerily :

“Howdy, Ira.”

The man on the bed was pale and gaunt
but his tired face wove itself into a smile
when he saw his friend.

“Howdy, Cliff,” he said. “Pull up a chair
and chin awhile. Get’s lonesome with Mary
around here only at meal times an’ in the
evenin’. Not that I ain’t glad she’s got the
job, though,” he added hastily. “Don’t
know how we'd get along without it. It'll
be a long time afore I can get back to work.
Been here two weeks now, an’ it seems
like two months.”

Cliff had been standing under the ladder
watching Ira Walker paint when it had
happened. Walker had gasped, sharp an-
guish and pain in the sound. For a second
he had swayed, while the pail of white paint
dropped from his fingers. The flat crack
of a rifle had bored its way through the
morning’s quiet as the thin man on the
ladder buckled in sections, like a stretched
chain that is dropped, and fell limply to the
ground, his kneecap shattered by the bullet.

“Just take it easy an’ quit worrying,”
Cliff said, pulling- his mind back to the
present, ‘“Thinks will work out all right.”

“A one-legged man ain’t of much use,”
Ira Walker answered him, the lines around
his mouth deepening. “This is a tough
country. You've got to be whole if you're
goin’ to make a livin’.”

Cliff Boyle had an answer for that one.
“When you're able to be up and around,
you take Mary’s place in my store.”

Ira Walker’s eyes showed his gratitude.
Fof a moment he lay quiet, his thin hands
laced together. Then they clenched, little
blue-veined ridges standing out Against
their paleness.

“The gent that fired that shot aimed to
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kill me. I hate to say it, but I'm afraid
you'll get yourself in trouble by helpin’ out
me an’ Mary.”

Cliff Boyle thought of Lobo Jergens. He
changed the subject.

“You know that puff of smoke I saw on
the mountain’ side when you were shot?
I’ve hunted that area over a dozen times
but never found a trace of where the
bushwhacker was hiding.”

* “I think I know who it is,” Ira said
softly. “Reckon you do too.”

“Could be,” Boyle answered, getting to
his feet. “Give a killer enough rope and he’ll
hang himself, so somebody said.” He
smiled at the thin, sober-faced man before
him. “Chin up, Ira. You've got to look on
the best side of things—if not for yourself,
then for Mary.”

“You shoulda been a doc,” Ira Walker
answered. “You pep me up more’n old
Doc Walker does.”

Cliff Boyle left, then, going back up the
street. His thoughts returned to a letter
in his pocket which he had’ received that
morning. It was a notice that-he had a
shipment of freight in the valley town of
Deerskin. It looked like he would have
to hire a team and haul it himself. He
thought of what he’d told Ira, Give a man
enough rope, and he’ll hang himself, and he
thought of Lobo Jergens, and of how easy
it would be for the freighter to have him
bushwhacked on that torturous mountain
road.

The sum of his thinking didn’t add up to
a very pat hand. He shrugged and turned
down a side street toward the livery stable.

-TWO men were sitting by the stable. One
had a star pinned on his vest. He was
long and loose jointed, with gray hair a
trifle lighter than his looping mustache. The
other man was smaller. His chair was
canted back against the barn on two legs,
so that his short body was stretched out
almost straight. He cocked open one sleepy
eye.

“Funny how gents pop aroun’ an’ bother
me jest when I get all settled for a snooze,”
he said, 7

Cliff grinned down at the recumbent
figure.

“Tke Brady, if you was any lazier, I'd
have to get the bellows from the blacksmith
shop and pump air in and out of your lungs.

That is, if you was half as lazy as you pre-
tend to be.”

“Jest believe *in takin’ it easy when I
get a chanct,” Tke yawned, but his gray eyes
twinkled. “Now take Jim, here,” his arm
described an arc that included Sheriff Jim
Harper. “He an’ me is pals. We don’t be-
lieve in burnin’ up a lot a energy when we
don’t have to.”

Jim Harper grinned lazily, but he didn’t
say anything.

“What's on your mind?” Ike Brady
asked.

“A team and wagon. Going to haul my
own freight.”

“You and Jergens have trouble?”” Brady
asked, laying a shrewd glance on his friend.

“Might call it that.”

“Been expectin’ it ever since you gave
Mary that job. You're welcome to anythin’

I got. Ain’t forgot you grubstaked me’

three years ago when I hit this town
broke.” Rather awkwardly he got to his
feet and went into the barn after a team.

“The road’s awful narrow at Lizzard
Pass,” Tke Brady said with pretended cas-
ualness as he brought out the team and
started hitching them to the wagon. “Long
ways down to the bottom. Accident could
happen easy.”

Cliff Boyle walked over to help him. “I'll
make out,” he said, but he noticed that the
air of lazy casualness had disappeared
from both Ike Brady and Sheriff Harper.
They looked a little restless, a little troubled.

As Cliff Boyle mounted to the wagon
seat and drove off, he saw Spade Nugget,
one of Jergens’ drivers, tooling his outfit
into - the livery stable yard. Nugget shot
him a look of myopic interest as he drove
by, flicked his glance away quickly. Cliff
swore softly. He knew that Nugget would
report what he had seen to his boss. . ..

Cliff Boyle was half-way back to Castle
Butte, descending the gravel-ribboned,
snaky road to the foot of Lizzard Pass.

‘Far below him he could see Lizzard Creek,

a thin, silvery splinter twisting erratically
through the jagged folds of giant rocks.
As he descended, the road closed in until
the wheels of the wagon rode the edge. On
his right the mountain rose vertically for
over a hundred feet, a solid wall of granite.
darkly forbidding. To his left it sloped
off steeply, loosely strewn with shale and
(Please continue on page 111)
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Hell-Roaring Bill Jones didn't need to shoot holes in feller: = '
to make 'em see the light. ' ; T ‘\

A cannonade of shots promptly
e blasted the offending derby from
the oldster’s head.

- s I A R ‘N TILD BILL HICKOK and Buffalo
Bill Cody had their points, but

there was another Bill—“Hell-

o Roaring” Bill Jones, of the Dakota Bad-
s lands—who was their equal, perhaps not
B in deadliness, but certainly as a salty and

y colorful character. Yet he has received

less than his just due of fame in Western

BERNARD annals.
Hell-Roaring Bill was as handy with a
KAAPCKE six-shooter as the best of them. Perhaps
it is a tribute to his skill that he never

89
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had to use his weapon in a lethal way.
Jones was a rough-and-ready lawman who
believed in getting results in a more harm-
less and vastly more entertaining way.
While Hell-Roaring Bill liked to run
things, he did it in a way that left people’s
hides intact, though at times he shot holes
in their dignity. y

Some would have said Hell-Roaring Bill

was officious. Others just.put his acts down -

to ebullient high spirits. His first law job,
as a constable in Bismarck, came to an
abrupt termination when he attempted to
correct the town mayor’s behavior by
rapping him over the head with his pistol-
_ butt. The mayor, knowing Bill, did not
object. The Bismarck chief of police, how-
ever, having no sense of humor, demanded
Bill’s resignation.

No whit abashed, Roaring Bill moved
to another town, where he appointed him-
self a sort of exofficio guardian of the
public manners and morals, of which he
had his own peculiar conception.

The sight of a derby hat Roaring Bill
especially regarded as a personal insult.
Therefore, when a timid old gentleman
wearing a wide-brimmed derby stepped
down from the train for his first peep at
the wild Dakota Territory, Bill.let out an
immediate howl of disgust. He drew his
six-shooter with lightning speed and let
forth a cannonade of shots which promptly
blasted the offending derby from the old-
ster’s gray head.

The old man fled in terror to regain
the shelter of the coaches, scrambling back
on board the train in fear of his life. The
bullet-riddled headpiece he left lying on the
platform where it had fallen. Roaring Bill
still was not appeased. He ran forward,
snatched up the derby and hurled it through
the train window after the man, shouting,
“Here, take the damned thing with you!
We don’t want it!”

Bill Jones’ conscientiousness was re-
warded by the citizens when they elected
him sheriff of the county. How notable
a sheriff he became may be judged by the
fact that Teddy Roosevelt, a young man
at that time, was happy to serve under him
briefly as a deputy.

It was Roaring Bill, in fact, who really
brought law to Medora, though this was
while he was serving as a court bailiff,

The occasion was the trial of a notorious

rustler, who had finally been caught. The
proceedings being the first attempt at
formal justice in the region, the spectators
and the cowpokes serving as jurymen all
came dressed up in their Sunday best. But
there was no courtroom, and no attorney
for the accused, except for a disbarred
lawyer who was not allowed to enter the
presence of the judge. The trial was
held in a schoolroom, with a neighboring
saloon serving for a jury room.

Furthermore, the cowpoke jurymen’s
idea of the workings of justice was hazy;
at best. But Roaring Bill, as bailiff, laid
claim to an intimate knowledge of the
law, and volunteered to take them in hand.

“I know you already settled on a ver-
dict of guilty before you ever came in
here,” he told the assembled jurors.  “But
you got to sit here and listen.”

THE judge was greatly impressed by
the quiet attentiveness of the jurors.
He and the prosecuting attorney delivered
their most flowery and incomprehensible
harangues, every word of which went over
the heads of the cowhands.-

Roaring Bill Jones thereupon led the
twelve to the saloon to “deliberate.” He
bought them a round of drinks, ostensibly
at the county’s expense. The foreman then
wanted to go back to the courtroom and
finish it. But Roaring Bill said: “No!”

“You got to stay here at least a half
hour,” he said, “and make some bluff at
chewing the rag. Otherwise the judge’ll
get the idea you don’t know anything,
which, by hell, you don’t.” To emphasize
his point he dropped his hand to his gun.

So the twelve jurors stood at the bar and
drank for half an hour. At the end of that
time, their wits were even more muddled,
and their speech.none too certain. But
Bill was careful to keep the foreman
reasonably sober, enough so to answer a
simple, “Yes,” “No,” and “Guilty.”

Thus instructed, the cowpokes filed back
into the courtroom to finish the ceremony.
Before they could rush back to the bar,
the judge treated them to an address con-
gratulating them on their part in bringing
“justice” to the Badlands. Nearby, with
his hand still on his gun-butt to discourage
any of the thirsty jurors from breaking
out of his seat prematurely, stood Roaring
Bill Jones,

v @



:

LORE OF THE WEST

By JOSEPH W. QUINN

Indian warriors advertised their courage by the size of their
shields, The smaller his shield the more courageous the warrior
X proclaimed himself to be. Doubtless many a brave wished he hadn't
advertised quite so extravagantly when an extra inch on his shield
might have saved him from injury or death.

°
Contrary to common belief, Indians did not use grease for their
war paints.” Pigments obtained from soil and plants were mixed with
water and applied to the face. The paint jobs were often symbolic, b 3
created fierce appearances. Perspiration or rain usually washed the
paints into a meaningless mess.

Heaven help the cowboy who greeted a gal with “Hi, Nellie”,
unless Nellie happened to be her name. For Nellie was the well-

* known name for a skinny cow or steer that had managed to attain
old age. .

When the route of a trail drive took it through dry regions where
fuel was sure to be hard to find, the chuck wagon was accompanied
by a second wagon known as the “hooligan wagon.” It was the exact %
counterpart of the chuck wagon, except that there was no chuck box.
It was loaded exclusively with firewood and water.

On some trail drives a wagon was brought along on which to load

calves born en route. No man wanted the job of driving the calf

* wagon, for with it went ceaseless ribbing from his fellow cowpokes
and the monicker of, “Nursey.”

-

The “jewelry chest” on a chuck wagon was the box up front where
such things as extra bridles, bits, hobbles, pieces of rawhide (used for b3
repairs) and other odds and ends were stored.

farmers lay in the fact that trail herds would be driven across the
farmer’s property, ruining his crops. But there were times when

* the nester would plead with a trail boss to bed down his several thou-
sand head of cattle on the farm land. If the trail boss complied, the
farmer was the recipient of a free and extensive fertilizing job which
saved him many hours of labor. ]

| One of the chief causes of trouble between the cowboys and the

Thunder, lightning, gunfire, the approach of a buffalo herd or a
band of horses were the most common causes of a stampede. But
many a wild stampede got under way from such insignificant things
as the flutter of a piece of paper, or a playing card wafted en the *
breeze, or a rider’s sneeze, or, at times, “for no doggone reason at all
except just plain, ornery cussedness.”
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l There was none of the usual cele-
bration at the end of calf roundup on the
Tolani range. Quarter horses and prize

FEUDISTS,

By
CLIFF

bucking animals remained forgotten in the F ARRELL

remudas as the cold spring rain hissed
dismally in the dying embers of the last

Hair-Trigger Range Novelette
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KEEP OUT!

Slim’s gun thundered

y o

His guns weren't for hire and neither was his favor—but it was like
Slim Marlin to stand off a killer pack alone . . . to save the miserable
neck of his lead-shattered rival!
93 ‘
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branding fires in the shadow of House-
rock Mesa.:

Cowboys piled warsacks in the hoodlum
wagons, and silently topped off for the
home ranches. They did not fraternize as
they followed the chuckwagons, which

_rolled away through the hubdeep gumbo.

Men watched each other narrowly from
beneath sodden hatbrims. Two outfits,
especially, kept apart. Only the presence
in camp of Dave Breck, sheriff of the

' county, and three fighting deputies, had

held the old feud between' Milt Warnack
and Jud Stottler in check.

That feud had lain dormant for years,
but now it seethed close to the surface.
Milt Warnack, owner of the big Sidewinder
outfit, and his new range boss, Concho
ack Saunders, were more than ready for
t. The ten riders they had brought to the
roundup were mainly strangers in this
range. They were fighting men. :

Concho Jack, big, dark-complexioned,
and handsome in a reckless, overbearing
way, spat contemptuously in_the direction
of the Stottlers as he mounted and led his
crew out of camp. Milt Warnack, stocky
and stubborn, with a seamy, underslung
jaw and cold, cloudy eyes, rode with them
and did not deign a glance at his oldtime
enemy.

Old Jud Stottler, brawny and shaggy in
old chaps and a patched slicker that
flapped open so that his brace of guns
were within quick reach, waited until
Woarnack’s / Sidewinder crew was clear.
Then he pointed his half dozen men in
the opposite direction, toward their stamp-
ing grounds in Punchbowl Basin.

At Stottler’s side were his two sons.
Fat Stottler, the elder, was in his early
thirties. He was blubbery and hell on a
horse. Chad, the younger, was ferret-
chinned and undersized. All had the same
deep-set, button-black eyes that glittered
from beneath thick, overhanging brows.

Among the last to pull out of the roundup
camp was Slim Marlin, owner of the little
Star Dot Ranch in the shadow of House-
rock Mesa. Slim Marlin was lanky, with
a bronzed, sun-puckered face and level,
hazel eyes. He helped the two cowboys
he had hired as they drove the last holdout
of Star Dot cattle back to the home range.
Like the sheriff, Slim was uneasy. Shadows
ran over the square-hewn lines of his face.

Reaching his ’dobe ranch-shack at dusk,

- he paid off the two riders. They were

tumbleweeders, who had drifted in for the
roundup. 3

“I can chuckline you until beef round-
up,” he told them.

The cowboys quickly refused. As they
rode away, heading for Showlow, they
looked at each other. “The climate is
goin’ to be too hot in this range pretty
soon, ‘Shorty,” one said. “I can smell
gunsmoke right now.”

“You can’t be neutral when a range war
busts,” Shorty agreed. “Slim Marlin thinks
so, but he’ll learn different. Tough luck
that he invested his stake in a little spread
right between those two big outfits.”

“He’ll have to side in with Milt Warn- ¥

ack, Shorty. I heard that he aims to marry
Warnack’s daughter.”

Shorty shrugged. ‘“Looks to me like
that Warnack gal hasn’t made up her mind
whether she likes Slim the best or that
flannel-mouthed range boss, Concho Jack.”

His companion swore. “Some day Slim
Marlin an’ Concho Jack are goin’ to
tangle. There’s been a lot of good men
rubbed out because a woman wouldn’t
make up her mind which one she wanted.
Come on, fella. Stir up that crowbait. We'll
have a drink in Showlow, an’ drift outa

r

this range before the guns begin talkin’,

BACK at his lonely ranch shack, Slim
Marlin turned in early. He was dog-
tired, but he didn’t sleep any top well. He
knew that Milt Warnack was counting on
him to ride against the Stettlers when this
old feud flared up. The fuse was laid, await-
ing the spark. 1

Slim had nothing in common with the
Stottlers. Old Jud Stottler was scornful of
the rights of the small spreads. Slim had
struck some friction with him over line
fences and water rights. Milt Warnack
knew this, and figured Slim would jump at
the chance to help run the Stottlers out of
the Tolani range. In fact, Warnack had
hinted that Slim would get a good slice of
Punchbow! Basin, once the Stottlers were
smashed.

“I'll give you a weddin’ stake,” Warnack
had said with a wink. “Bein’ the owner of
a real cow spread instead of a shoestring
like you got now won’t hurt your chances
with any gal.”

v ¥
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Slim thought of Yvonne Warnack, with
her pert little mouth, her blue eyes and
bubbling vivacity. He would give plenty to
bring her here as his bride. Then he
thought of Concho Jack Saunders and the

gunmen Yvonne’s father had hired, and his

frown came back. It was plain that Milt
Warnack was trying to force trouble with
the Stottlers.

Slim couldn’t understand or sympathize
with that. Warnack owned the biggest
ranch on the range and had more money
than he could ever use. Jud Stottler was
well-fixed, too. Still, they envied each
other, coveted each other’s range. Greed
was the real basis of this ugly tension,

though men talked vaguely of some old

forgotten grudge of the past.

Slim had beard that Warnack was none
too tolerant of the rights of small ranchers.
Like Stottler, he held the old cattle king’s
attitude that grubstake cowmen were no
better than squatters. Slim had fought
through one range war, when he was no
more than a button. That was in the Pecos
Valley in New Mexico. He had come to
Texas in the hope of finding peace, but
it seemed he’d never find it.

He set his jaw grimly. “Let ’em fight,”
he muttered. “I'm staying out of it—come
hell an’ blizzard!”

He was up at dawn. He shaved, bathed,
and put on his best Sunday black pants and
a clean white shirt. He greased his boots,
and trimnied the rough off his dark brown
hair with shears. He had bills to pay in
town and a grub sack to fill—and it was
likely he might see, Yvonne Warnack in
Showlow.

As he turned into Showlow's muddy
main street, the gathering clouds of range
warfare gave forth their first lightning, A
crowd of men had surged from a bar-room
half a block away. Concho Jack Saunders
led them. The big, black-haired range boss
was dragging a smaller figure by the collar
of a duck jumper. :

Concho Jack swung a fist into the face
of his prey, knocking the little man into the
mud. Then he jerked his victim to his feet
and smashed him mercilessly again and
again,

Concho Jack’s victim was Chad Stottler,
the little, ferret-featured, skulking son of
Jud Stottler. Chad was trying to fight back,
his sharp teeth bared in a snatl of fear, but

he was helpless as a rabbit in Concho Jack’s
powerful hands.

“You slimey snake,” Concho Jack
snarled. “Jerk a knife on me, will yuh?
I'll make you sorry you was ever born!”

‘Slim had dismounted. Now he burst
through the silent crowd with a growl of
protest. His fingers closed on Concho
Jack’s right arm, halting a blow that might
have killed young Stottler.

Concho Jack, over-balanced, reeled back,
and Slim moved in between them. Chad
Stottler sagged to his knees in the mud,
whimpering.

“You've had your fun, Saunders,” Slim
said. “That’s enough. Do you want to
murder him?”

Concho Jack’s gun was in a half-breed
holster, whanged low to his thigh. He
poised, his dark eyes hot with fury. He
seemed on the point of drawing.

Slim’s long body settled instantly, and
his tanned hand swung out above his
holster. For an instant no man moved.

CONCHO JACK suddenly appeared to

think better of it. He straightened
slowly, his hand moving carefully away
from his gun.

“So you sidin’ in with them scabby Stot-
tlers?” he spat.

“No,” Slim said coldly. “But he’s only
half your size, an’ no match even for a jack-
rabbit.”

“Maybe you figure you're my size,”
Concho Jack snarled. “If so, shed yore
gun, Marlin. I don’t like that way you
barged in on me,"an’ I don’t like the cut of
yore jaw, or the shape of yore nose. I could
alter "em plenty, an’ enjoy the job.”

Slim shrugged. “1 was doing you a favor,
Saunders—keeping you from killing a man
who couldn’t defend himself. I don’t hone
for trouble, but if you want it that way-—"'

Milt Warnack came pushing through
and stood between them. “Forget it, boys,”
he said gruffly. “Shake hands an’ call i
quits. We're all on the same side of the
fence, an” we can’t go fightin’ among our-
selves. Comb down yore fur, Concho.
You'll have plenty of scrappin’ withouf
takin' on yore own friends.”

Concho Jack looked at his bess,
shrugged and turned away sullenly, But
he did not offer to shake hands with Slim,

“The drinks are on me, boys,” he
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growled, “Come on, let’s get goin’.

Slim boosted Chad Stottler onto his
horse. “This is a good time to drift, fella,”
he told Stottler.

The groggy cowboy rode away. He
looked back as he reached the end of the
street, and shouted a threat. ’

Milt Warnack frowned at Slim. “That
little whelp come here lookin’ for trouble,”
he growled. “He knows he ain’t welcome
in Showlow, no more’'n my riders are in
Red Ledge. He passed some talk about
me. Concho took it up. The snake tried to
knife Concho. He only got what was
comin’.”

Slim watched Chad Stottler dwindle
down the trail toward Houserock Mesa.
“He will be on the pop when Jud Stottler
sees Chad’s face,” he observed grimly.

Milt Warnack smiled coldly. “Let it

pop,” he nodded. “I'm all ready.”

Slim looked around. The range had
poured into Showlow to shop and gossip,

. now that calf branding was cleaned up. But

ranchers were suddenly pulling out early.
Women were hastily completing their
shopping and climbing into buckboards and
mud-spattered democrat buggies. Men
were tightening cinches and mounting.
There was a worried silence along the
street. The spark had been touched to the
fuse of range war, and every man and
woman in the Tolani country knew it.

Slim turned away. ‘“Where you goin’?”
Warnack asked quickly.

“Aim to buy a grub pile an’ head back to
the ranch,” Slim said flatly.

Warnack’s eyes hardened. “You better
stick around. We're holdin’ a palaver in
Big Ed’s saloon. I want you in on it.”

“Nothing I'd say would count,” Slim
shrugged.

Milt Warnack’s underslung jaw began to
jut. “Yvonne will be in town soon,” he
;aid significantly, “Better say howdy to

er.” »

Slim turned away, fighting back a sudden
gust of contempt. Was Warnack using his
daughter as a club to drive him into this
war?

s Joud-Range Onphana

z Slim left Warnack standing there
and led his horse to Andy Lemon’s store.

A delapidated dead-axle wagon, with rusty :

bows and a mildewed canvas top, stood at
the rail. The bones of the ancient team of
buckskins showed through wrinkled hide.
The horses and the wagon had been over
long, hard trails.

Andy Lemon, bald and dour, was weigh-
ing out flour and beans for two customers.
At first glance Slim thought both were
boys, but as his eyes tuned to the musty
dimness of the store, he saw that one was a
girl. She wore old jeans, clean but faded
and threadbare. The jeans overlapped at
the back under her leather belt. Her shoes
were old and scuffed. She wore a man’s
dark slouch hat. It framed a face that
seemed to be mostly big dark eyes.

A boy of.perhaps thirteen, similarly clad,
stood with her. He was covertly eyeing the
shelves of food and the candy case. Slim
saw the meager amounts of beans and flour
and the nervous way the girl fingered the
few silver coins in her hand as she esti-
mated her purchases carefully. And he saw
the wistfulness in the boy’s face.

Slim caught Andy’s eye and beckoned
him aside. “Fill up their grub sack,” he
whispered. “Put it on*my bill.”

“I weel go halves with ye,” Andy said.
“A thrufty Scotsmon I may be, but I ha’ a
heart in my body, lad.”

The girl turned from the counter, her

.cheeks flushed. “I heard you,” she said.

“I appreciate it, but we don’t need charity.
We can pay for what we buy.”

It was Slim’s turn to redden. He had
taken it for granted that she was no more
than fifteen or sixteen; and that she would
be one of the usual nasal-toned, sallow,
poorly educated wanderers who traveled
the West, living off the generosity of the
ranchers. He had supposed there would be
a shiftless fathér, perhaps drunk in the
wagon, or cadging a free drink at the
saloons, while he depended on the children

to rustle food.

Now Slim saw his mistake, She was at
least twenty, though the pinch of toil and
short rations might have made her seem
older than she was. There was breeding
and pride both in her voice and the poise of

her head, and in the sensitive cast of her’

oval face.

Slim removed his hat. “I’m sorry, miss.
I figured—"

She smiled wearily. “You needn’t apolo-
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gize,” she hastened to say. “But we'll get
along all right. We haven’'t much farther
to go.”

. Her brother was staring at Slim with
wide eyes. “Gee, you're the cowboy that
stopped the fight out there, ain’t you?” he
blurted out. “I sure wish T was big enough
to do what you done, mister.”

“You will be one of these days, button.”
Slim grinned. “You aiming to be a cowboy
when you grow up?”’

“Sure am! My dad was a cowboy once.
I’'m goin’ to own a lot of horses an’ cattle,
an’ I'll—"

“Bud,” his sister said. “The gentleman
isn’t interested in that. Come on. Let’s hit
the trail.”

She turned to Slim. ‘“Thank you again,”
she said shyly. “We're trying to get to El
Paso. We have some folks there.”

“But I'm coming back to this range as
soon as I git Pat through to the Border,”
her brother spoke up. “I'm comin’ back
an’ hit you for a job, cowboy.”

“T'll be looking for you,” Slim said
gravely.

ANDY LEMON sighed as they both
. stood watching the girl drive the bony
team away. ‘“Gosh, the world is all wrong,
lad. Greedy men wi’ more money than they
ken what to do wit’ fight for additional
wealth, while yon lass an’ the tad struggle
an’ starve.”

“Who are they, Andy?”

“Darnell is the name, They ha’ traveled
from Nebraska. Cholera took the mother,
then the father, leavin’ them alone an’ pen-
niless. El Paso is still far away. Their
horses wi' never last the trip.”

Slim filled his grub sack. As he carried it
to his horse, his eyes lighted. Yvonne War-
nack was riding into town, mounted on a
smooth-gaited strawberry mare. She was
wearing a short, fringed riding skirt, and a
blue silk waist that matched her eyes.

- Small, with round eyes and yellow, fluffy

hair and a piquant face, she was accus-
tomed to the attention of men.

She waved at Slim, galloped up and dis-
mounted, “I waited at the ranch, expect-
ing you to call and side me to town,” she
said accusingly. “But it seems you have
forgotten me.”

She filled the world for Slim. She was
beautiful, alluring, provocative. She acted

on him like a drug. She was smiling up at
him, and then her attention was attracted
by the tramp of boots. ;

Her father appeared irom Big Ed’s bar-
room down the street with Concho Jack at
his side. Filing after them were their ten
fighting men. They moved with a certain
grimness to their horses, mounted, and
came riding by.

Yvonne's father halted. “We're going
up on Houserock Mesa to look for some of
our beef that may have strayed there,” he
said. “You coming with us, Marlin?”

Slim stood silent a moment. These men
were not-going to hunt straying cattle,
That was the baldest kind of an excuse for
invading Houserock Mesa, which was the
accepted southern limit of Jud Stottler’s
range. They were going up there to invite
trouble, hoping for an incentive to wipe out
the Stottlers with a quick thrust before Jud
Stottler could import additional fighting
men.

“No,” Slim said curtly. “I've no cause
to go up there, Milt. And neither have
you.”

Warnack’s cloudy eyes slitted. “Are you

trying to give me advice, Marlin?” he

asked sharply.

Concho Jack chuckled scornfully. “Come
on, Yvonne,” he addressed the hoss’ daugh-
ter. “Ride with the fighting men. The
Stottlers have been forcing trouble on your
dad for a long time. I aim to give them a
hatful of it. Marlin there thinks he might
get hurt. So he’ll let us do the fighting
and save his range for him.”

Yvonne turned on Slim, her eyes sud-
denly cooling. “Is that right? Aren't you
going to help Dad fight those low-down
Stottlers ?”

Slim was shaken. “Listen, Yvonne—*
he began.

But she whirled angrily away and
mounted. “When you change your mind,
let me know,” she called back with a toss of
her head.

She rode at Concho Jack’s side as the
hoofs of the armed party spattered mud in a
rush out of town. And Concho Jack’s jeer-
ing laugh rolled back at Slim Marlin.

THE next afternoon, a cowboy who had
quit a riding job at one of the small

ranches up the valley, stopped for a mo- -

ment at Slim’s ranch on his way out of the

S
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Tolani country. He had some bad news.

“They’ve pried up hell an’ put a chunk
under it,” he told Slim. “Milt Warnack an’
his tough crew rode up on Houserock Mesa

esterday, huntin’ trouble. They got it.
};‘he Stottlers ambushed ’em, rubbed out
two of Warnack’s punchers an’ shot up a
couple more. Most of the outfits in the
valley are throwin’ in with Warnack. They
figure he’ll wipe out the Stottlers sooner or
later, and they want to ride the winning
horse. As for me, I'm gettin’ out.”

Slim had been gentling a young horse.
He stood there for a time after the puncher
had rode on, smoking a cigarette, and star-
ing moodily at nothing. He was thinking
of Yvonne Warnack. -

His eyes gradually fixed on a thin finger
of blue smoke that rose into the windless
sky far along the benches west of the ranch
house. Slim frowned, saddled a horse, and
headed over the benches to investigate. It
looked like a campfire, and he wanted no
squatters on his grass.

His brows lifted a little as he rode down
into a little oak park along a stream and
saw the shabby wagon. It was the outfit
driven by the Darnell girl. Pat Darnell
straightened from the kettle in which she
was cooking beans and a fragment of salt

rk. She wore no hat now ; and her dark,
ustrous hair was braided about her head.

“Oh, so it’s you!” she said, and Slim
did not miss the note of relief.

He turned to find her brother appearing
from behind the wagon. Young Bud was

‘lowering the hammers of an old scatter-

un.
g “I was afeared that big windbag with the
fancy clothes had come back,” Bud said.
“T was goin’ to blast a tunnel through him
if he tried to kiss sis ag’in.”

Slim turned on the girl, and she was
flushing. “It was nothing,” she shrugged.
“Only a cowboy who tried to be smart. I
sent him packing in a hurry.”

“It was that big moose who beat up the
little cowboy in Showlow yesterday,” her
brother explained.

“What was Concho Jack doing around
here?” Slim asked: “This is my ranch.”

“He didn’t say,” the girl remarked dry-
Iy. “But forget it—I can take care of my-
self. I hope you don’t mind if we camp here
a day or two. The team played out last
night, and we've got to give them a rest.

We'll pay for the grass they eat. I'll send
the money by mail as soon as we get to El
Paso.”

Slim remembered the meager supply. of
food she had bought. He knew she did not
have money to buy more,

“I'm glad I located you two again,” he
said. “I can use a little help over at my
place, if you want to pass the time by earn-
ing a little money. My shack needs a house-
cleaning, an’ a little paint wouldn’t do any
harm. Bud, there, is husky enough to
whitewash my corrals an’ barn. I'll pay
you in money or grub, as you choose.”

The girl eyed him suspiciously. “You're
just inventing jobs for us,” she charged.
“You know we’re broke and short of food.”

“When you see my shack you'll know I'm
telling it straight,” ‘Slim grinned. “As for
being short on grub, I don’t allow that on
my ranch. I killed a young beef this morn-
irg, an’ most of it’ll go to waste unless you
give me a hand jerking it. I'll give you a
quarter of fresh meat if you’ll help me out.”

“Beef,” the boy exclaimed wistfully. “I
ain’t had any for so long I forget what it
tastes like!”

“Better move your camp nearer my
shack,” Slim advised. ‘“Fodder is better
there, and you won'’t be bothered by heart-
smashers like Concho Jack. Let’s clean up
this meal you're cookin’, then hitch up an’
change camp. That pot sure smells great.”

Pat Darnell stood fighting with her pride
a moment, Her glance turned to her
brother, who was awaiting her decision
with pathetic, hungry hope. Suddenly she
smiled.

“T'll only be too glad to work and earn
something,” she said. “And both of us are
grateful.”

e Bushwhack Payment

Slim found himself watching her
during the meal, following the elusive little
lights in her eyes and finding something
soothing in the constancy of her smooth
features. It came to him that she would be
pretty in feminine garb. Then he saw that
she was pretty even in the rough jeans
and cotton shirt.

She drove the wagon, and Slim piloted
the route. Because of coulees and ridges

LY
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that fingered out from Houserock Mesa, he
was forced to swing westward, nearer the
mesa, to find a route feasible for the wagon.

Mounting a rincon between hills, and
helping the team with his saddle rope, Slim
halted suddenly as he topped the rise.
There he sat motionless, staring intently.

Three riders, strung out yards apart,
were moving through the scattered scrub
oak down a narrow basin ahead. He recog-
nized Fat Stottler’s pudgy form and saw
the rifles slung on every saddle. They were
Pitchfork men, heading out into the valley,
and Slim surmised that they were on their
way to run a night raid on Milt Warnack’s
Sidewinder Ranch.

Then the brief reflection of the late after-
noon sun on some bright object among a
tangled pile of boulders drew his attention.
As Slim watched, a rifle shot winked faintly
in the sunlight from among those boulders.

Fat Stottler lifted in the saddle, stood
poised with head thrown back and arms
outspread for an instant,”in an attitude of
frozen agony. Then he fell, his big bulk
dragging the horse off stride and capsizing

L1t

Slim had seen men fall like that once or
twice in the past. He knew that Fat Stottler
was dead. A bullet had drilled him through
the back.

The hidden rifle whipped pinkish flame
again. Another of the Pitchfork men spun
in the saddle and toppled. A spur hung in
the rigging, and his body bobbed like a limp
rag as the horse went to pieces, pitching
and sun-fishing to free itself of this ter-
rifying weight.

Slim heard a low moan of horror at his
side. Pat Darnell had left the wagon and
was standing there. She had seen the
double murder. She swayed a little and
went white.

He swung down and steadied her slender
figure. The last of the Pitchfork riders
down there had rammed steel to his horse
and had made the cover of scrub oak, with
bullets whipping dust around him. Now
his rifle began to talk savagely. Spurts of
dust struck among the boulders where the
killer lay.

The hidden man answered, and again
Slim saw the flash of the sun on a golden
concho. The murderer’s rifle cracked twice,
then went silent.

After a time the surviving Pitchfork

rider mounted and sped away, keeping to
cover. No bullets struck at him. When he
was out of range, he turned back toward
the mesa. He was racing to tell Jud Stot-
tler of the death of his oldest son.

Pat Darnell fought off the faintness.
“T'm all right,” she murmured. “But that
sort of made me sick. It was cold-blooded
murder.”

Slim stood grimly watching the boulders.
Nothing moved there. He was wondering
why the killer had ceased firing so abruptly.
He suddenly mounted.

“Wait here,” he warned. “I'm going to
take a look.”

He galloped down into the narrow valley
and dismounted at the base of the shattered
heap of boulders. Climbing up among them,
he heard a groan. A big man in gaudy,
concho-spotted chaps lay face down on a
flat slab. A pool of blood was growing be-
neath him.- Concho Jack Saunders.

Slim knelt and turned him over. Concho
Jack was alive. A glancing bullet, fired by
the Pitchfork rider, had ripped an ugly
flesh wound in his shoulder and creased his
skull. The shoulder wound was not serious,
but it was possible his skull was fractured.

Slim signaled to bring the wagon up.
With the help of Pat and Bud Darnell, he
lowered Concho Jack from the rocks and

" lifted him into the wagon. The girl pro- -

duced bandages and staunched the shoulder
wound. She did not shrink from the blood,
but Slim saw her aversion for Concho Jack.
Fat Stottler and the other Pitchfork man
were dead. Slim covered them with tarps
and left them there.

“We'll move him to my shack,” Slim
decided. “Bud can ride to Showlow for a
doctor. No telling how bad his skull’s
creased.”

Pat looked at him, “And the sherift
too?” she questioned. “He murdered two
men.”

Slim shook his head. “Let the Stottlers
bring the sheriff, if they want to go to the
law,” he said,

WILIGHT had come when they lugged

Concho Jack’s limp form into Slim’s
house and placed it on the bunk. Slim
caught up a pony from his cavvy and
headed young Bud Darnell down the
Showlow trail, with curt instructions te
bring a doctor and keep his mouth shut,

S U v S I e
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Returning to the house, Slim found the
girl bathing Concho Jack’s scalp injury. “I
doubt if he’s badly hurt,” she remarked. “A
concussion perhaps, but he’s beginning to
show signs of reviving.”

Slim’s glance lifted and traveled out
through the open door: Fast-moving shad-
ows were crossing the oak flat beyond the
creek. Galloping horses now splashed
through the ford. Slim turned, lifted a rifle
from deer horns on the wall, loaded it,
and stood it beside the door.

“Stay out of sight,” he warned the girl
as he stepped out. “It’s Jud Stottler an’
some of his cowboys. I didn’t figure they
would get here so sudden. There’s no
cause for you to get mixed up in this
mess.”

He closed the door and stood in front of
it as five riders swung up from the ford.
They threw their lathered mounts back
when they made out his silent figure in the
dusk.

Old Jud Stottler peered close. “Is that
you, Marlin?” he challenged. ‘“Where’s
Concho Jack Saunders? We trailed the
wagon here.” ;

“Why do you ask?” Slim returned.

“You know why. He rimrocked my son

an’ Ed Johnson this afternoon. We come

to git him. We know he was wounded;
we saw the blood an’ the marks where he
was lifted out of the rocks.”

“He’s inside,” Slim said. “But you
won’t want him, Jud.”

“Why not?” the old cowman rasped.
“The skunk ain’t cashed in his chips al-
ready, I hope!” .

“No, but he’s wounded and unconscious.
He’s got a creased skull.”

“Come on, boys!” Stottler grated sav-
agely. “I only hope he comes to in time to
know me before I kill him.”

Slim’s voice sharpened. “Hold it, Jud!
You can’t kill a wounded man, not eyen a
snake like Concho Jack.” .

Jud Stottler checked his horse again
grinding out an oath. “Git outa the way,
Marlin,” he thundered. ‘“Chad told me
how you saved him from Saunders in
Showlow the other day, so don’t deal your-
self any misery by tryin’ to protect Saund-
ers from us now. He murdered my boy.”

“Go get the sheriff, Jud,” Slim said.
“Tll turn Concho Jack over to Dave Breck,

but not to you.”

“You've throwed in with Warnack. after
all, huh!” Stottler rasped angrily. “Well,
listen: I heard you was sweet on War-
nack’s daughter, and everybody knows
Concho Jack has the same intentions.
Here’s your chance to git rid of him, Mar-
lin. Yuh know no jury will dare convict
one of Milt Warnack’s killers. He swings
too much weight in this county. So we're
takin’ the law in our own hands. Stand
aside, Marlin. On account of what you
did for Chad, I've been patient. But my
patience is about wore out. ”

“Ride him down,” one of the four
riders snarled. “Ed Johnson was the best
pal I ever had. Let’s go!”

URY drove thenr. Slim saw a rider at

-Jud Stottler’s left side move quickly in
the saddle and reach for his holster. Slim’s
gun whipped into his hand and thundered
twice. He fired high, knowing what the
shots would do to the horses. The Pitch-
fork rider triggered at Slim, but his aim
was upset as his mount went into the air
with a bawl of terror. Jud Stottler and the
others were drawing, but their animals
were pitching and rearing also.

Slugs whistled past Slim, smacking into
the 'dobe walls. With a growl of regret he
backed through the door into the house and
barred it.

The Pitchfork men mastered their
horses, dismounted, and battered at the
door with bullets.

“Open up an’ come out with yore hands
in the air, you damn fool!” Jud Stottler
bawled. “Or, by hell, Marlin, we'll burn
you out!”

A bullet smashed a window pane,
screaming across the room. It came within
inches of Pat Darnell, who stood by the
bunk on which Concho Jack was stirring.

Slim leaped to her and pushed her to the
floor, blowing out the lamp as he did so.
Pat’s narrow escape had chilled him. Then
fury began to rage in his veins.

“Hold your fire, Stottler,” he yelled.
“There’s a girl in here, Give her a chance
to leave so she won't get hurt.”

“To hell with her!” Stottler shouted.
“It’s that Warnack heifer, I reckon. You
know how to save her, Marlin—open that
door an’ come out with your hands in the
air. We'll let you an’ her go. All we want
is Concho Jack.”

F
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Conflicting emotions tore at Slim. Every
instinct revolted at the thought of turning
over a helpless man to these blood-mad-
dened avengers. He had a hunch that
Concho Jack would not die easy in the
- hands of the frenzied old cowman. It was
whispered that Jed Stottler had “Apached”
a man once in the past. But on the other
hand, there was Pat Darnell. She had
moved to his side now, and her soft shoul-
der brushed him.

“You can’t let them have him, even if he
is, a murderer,” she breathed urgently.
“Don’t worry about me. These walls are
thick, and we can stand them off. I heard
what he said about the girl you're in love
with, If you surrender Concho Jack to
them, she’ll always hold it against you.”

Slim lifted his voice. “Yvonne Warnack
isn’t in here,” he called. “This girl was
traveling through and got mixed up in this
when I used her wagon to bring Saunders
here. Let her walk out without being hurt,
Stottler. This isn’t her fight.”

The answer was a furious blast of bullets.
Jud Stottler, cursing frenziedly, emptied a
six-shooter into a window. The slugs
wailed eerily across the room.

“There’s yore answer, Marlin,” Stottler
bellowed. “If you're stubborn enough to
sacrifice her life for that skunk, don’t blame
nobody but yourself. How about it?”

Slim moved to the window. His teeth
were set and black fury ripped at him. He
picked out movement against the darkening
brush line, and his gun spat twice.

He heard Jud Stottler utter an oath of
pain, then dive to deeper cover. “Let him
have it boys,” Stottler raged. “He pinked
me; he’s askin’ for it. Tear that shack
down with bullets.”

Slim leaped to the bunk and dragged
Concho Jack's body to the floor. He turned
and held Pat down, protecting her with his
own body as hot lead beat at the house.
The door shook to the impact of slugs.
Splinters leaped from its planks. The room
was alive with the buzz and snap and wail
of flying lead.

But the windows were high, and the
dobe ivall was thick., Broken glass stung
them. A fragment from a ricochet gouged
Slim’s forehead. The girl squirmed and
angrily protested his protection.

Jud Stottler’s shout silenced the guns.
“How about it now, Marlin?”

Slim-did not answer. He stood by a
window, waiting grimly. Jud Stottler was
brutally using the girl’s danger as a threat
to gain his own ends.

Slim heard movements in the shadows,
hoarse murmurs, then the thud of feet.
They - had started a rush. Perhaps Jud
Stottler believed he and the girl had been

killed by that last fusillade.

CHAPTER Zﬂ!u!ﬂ '! mﬂadh.lm

4 Slim picked out a running form,
notched relentlessly and knocked the man
over. He veered his sights and threw a
bullet at Jud Stottler's vague bulk. But
the wily old cowman had turned back at
that first shot, and Slim’s bullets only threw
streamers of dust around him. Then the
darkness ' swallowed the retreating men,
though their maddened cursing was plain
enough.

“Damn you, Marlin!” Jud Stottler

screeched. “You downed Link Cloud. He's-

r

layin’ out there, groanin’,

“One of you drag him away,” Slim spat.
“I don’t make war on wounded men.”

After a time that was done. Then guns
began to cross-fire the house with methodi-
cal purpose. Bullets came sweeping in
through windows from all sides. Men with
rifles had scaled trees at a distance, and
poured slugs downward. The number of
guns indicated that Stottler had been re-
inforced .by at least three or four more of
his men.

Concho Jack began to mumble wildly.
Slim crawled to him. “Lay quiet, Saund-
ers,” he ,warned. “The Stottlers are out
there, tryin’ to get you.”

“Good Lord, don't let 'em have me, Mar-
lin!”" Contho Jack panted in terror. “That
old devil would torture me!”

“Couldn’t blame him much,” Slim re-
marked, and moved back to Pat Darnell’s
side.

The firing died and Stottler again
shouted a challenge that Slim did not
answer. At last Slim heard the creak of
wheels. They were moving Pat Darnell’s
wagon, which stoed in the shadow of the
barn.

Slim’s lips tightened in thé darkness,
There was a little knoll lifting directly
from the shack on the east side, and he teal-
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ized that a fire-devil could be rolled down
from that--direction. It was a standard
method of roasting out besieged men.

Pat’s hand crept into his. “They’re going
to burn us out,” she murmured.

“T’ll injun up on that knoll pretty soon
an’ discourage ’em,” he told her with more
confidence than he felt.

The creak of wheels grew distant, and
then they could hear dry brush being
gathered and piled in the wagon.

Slim had Concho Jack’s six-shooter, as
well as his own. He took the rifle also, and
moved to the door. But Pat caught at his
arm.
“Isn’t there any other way ?”’ she gasped.
“They’ll be expecting you to come out.
You may be killed!”

Slim drew away and opened the door.
Instantly a gun lashed at him from the
darkness, and he reeled back. A slug had
creased his left thigh. Jud Stottler had
left one man to watch the door of the
house.

Slim fired twice, but his hand was un-
certain. The shock of the wound had driven
nausea through him. Pat dragged him back
as a second slug whistled by. Then she
barred the door again.

Slim, fighting off the shock of the wound,
saw a red glow leap above the little knoll
that was in view through the east window.
It increased, and the wagon, its canvas top
bursting into fiery streamers, crept into
view. The wagon was being snaked to the
crest by ropes passed around oak trees.
The horses and riders supplying the power
were hidden-on the opposite slope of the
knoll. Then the fire devil was careening
madly down the rise, straight toward the
besieged shack.

Slim straightened. He had caught the
vibration«of galloping hoofs, communicated
through the -earth. Somewhere a man
shouted, and a six-shooter pounded. Other
guns chimed in. The flaming wagon struck
a small rock and swerved from its course of
destruction.

Riders swept into view, silhouetted
against the fire. Slim identified Milt War-
nack’s squat figure among them. He heard
wild horsemen sweep away on the opposite
side of the house and into the creek. Jud
Stottler and his crew were fleeing in the
face of the overwhelming number of Side-
winder men.

After a time Milt Warnack and some of
his riders rode to the shack. Young Bud
Darnell was among them. The boy’s eyes
were bright with excitement, and he was
proud of himself.

“I seen the Stottlers comin’ for the house
as I rode away,” he explained. ““So instead

~ of goin’ for a doctor, I cut the breeze across

range to the Sidewinder spread to bring
help.”

Milt Warnack slapped Slim on the
shoulder. “I knew I could count on you
when the pinch came, Slim,” he said
genially. “You saved Concho Jack’s life. I
reckon he’ll remember that.” _

Warnack offered his hand, but somehow
Slim did not seem to see it. “Take him out
of here, Milt,” he said. ‘“He smells up the
place. I'll have to fumigate after he’s gone.”

A - doctor arrived after a while, and
dressed Slim’s injury. It would keep him
out of the saddle only a day or two. After
the doctor and the Sidewinder men had
departed, taking Concho Jack with them,
Slim saw Pat and her brother staring dis-
mally at the smouldering ruins of their
wagor. .

“I’ll see that you get a new outfit,” Slim
told them. “In the meantime, this house is
your home.”

T NOON the next day, Sheriff Dave

Breck pulled into the ranch. He eyed

the bullet-shattered windows and door

without comment. Slim sat in a chair in the

shade, with his bandaged leg propped up,

and the sheriff talked of the weather until
Pat Darnell was out of hearing.

Then he produced a subpoena. “Jud
Stottler filed a murder charge ag’'in Concho
Jack this mornin’, Slim,” he said. “He
names you as an eye-witness. I reckon the
trial will be held Saturday. Court’s in
session then, I arrested Concho an hour
ago, an’ he’s on his way to the calaboose
by this time. That lump on his head don’t

2

amount to much. He waived a hearin’.

The sheriff pulled on his gloves. “I’ll let
you know the date of the trial,” he said.
“An’ I want you to show up. You're the
chief prosecution witness.”

That afternoon Milt Warnack and his
daughter came galloping up, surrounded by
a bodyguard of armed men. In their wake
was a buckboard, tooled by an oldtimer,

Yvonne was a pretty picture in new,
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sand-hued riding breeches and stiff hat and
white silk waist. She ran' to Slim, and
brushed his cheeks with her little red lips.

“That’s for your bravery,” she declared. -

“You were wonderful last night.” v

" Then she straightened. Pat Darnell had
come to the door. Pat’s forehead was damp,
and there was a smudge of dust on the tip
of her nose. She held-a broom. She had
been cleaning up the house. Her brother
peered around a corner, then retreated to
the woodpile and resumed work.

“So you're the girl Dad told me about,”
Yvonne remarked, after inspecting Pat.
“Of course, we will pay for that wagon that
was burned. We'll see that you get a better
one. You did us a great service in helping
save Dad’s range boss.”

Pat’s cheeks took on deeper, ruddier
color. “You mean helping a murderer
escape what was coming to him,” she
snapped, and turned back into the house.

Yvonne’s eyes hardened. She turned to
Slim. “I'm going to take you over to the
Sidewinder,” she said. “You’ll be more
comfortable there. Mother and I will see
that you get the best of care.”

“Thanks.” Slim shrugged. “But there’s
no need for that. I'm no invalid. I'll be
riding inside of two days. I'll stay here
and look after things.”

It was Yvonne Warnack’s turn to whirl
petulantly away. “Perhaps there are rea-
sons why you prefer to stay here,” she
flashed, with a scornful glance at the house
where Pat’s broom could be heard.

Slim eyed her flatly, seeing her as an
utter stranger, Milt Warnack squatted
beside him then and smiled suavely.

“Jud Stottler is charging Concho Jack
with murder,” he said softly, “You're
named as an eye-witness, Of course they
can’t make that charge stick. It’s ridiculous.
Fat Stottler and that other killer was bel-
lied in a coulee, layin’ for Concho. They
smoked him up, put a slug in him. He
notched on ’em as they came up to finish
the job.”

_“Is that the way Concho will tell it?”
Slim asked.

Warnack arose, and one eyelid quivered.

“Yeah. An’ that's the way you saw it too,

_hey, Slim?”

Slirp did not answer. He sat there watch-
ing Yvonne Warnack as she rode away

7
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with them. Long after she was gone he
remainetl motionless. He aroused to dis-
cover Pat looking at him from the door.
He surprised a hurt accusation in her dark
eyes before she turned away. She had
heard Warnack’s words.

Pat had little to say to him during the
days that followed, until the Saturday
morning when he topped off to ride to
Showlow and give his testimony at Concho
Jack’s trial for murder.

Pat watched him ride away. Then she
moved. “I’m going to town, Bud,” she told
her brother. “Catch up a horse for me.”

o Guna of Showlow

5 The men who jammed the hard
benches and single aisle in the little court-
room in Showlow leaned forward tensely
as Slim Marlin pushed through the gate
to take the oath.

There were no women in the courtroom.
Jud Stottler, his iron-gray hair woli-like
n its unkempt shagginess, sat on one side,
and around him were a dozen of his cow-
boys and sympathizers from the Punch-
bowl country. Balancing him, with men and
guns to spare, Milt Warnack and his Side-
winder fighting men were grouped against
the opposite wall and more to the rear.

The Court had ordered all men dis-
armed, but even Sheriff Dave Breck did
not have the temerity to enforce that rule.
The judge eyed the gun at Slim Marlin’s
side, pursed his lips, but made no protest.
He was an old-time circuit judge, and he
believed every man had the right to protect
himself.

The prosecutor was Ben Keene, gray-
mustached, and bald, Keene was fearless
and honest. He owed nothing to War-
nack, and less to the Stottlers. He was
domg his best to send Concho Jack Saun-
ders to the gallows, but after two hours he
had made little progress.

Jud Stottler and the cowboy called Clay-
bank, who had wounded Concho Jack, had
told their stories. But Kelso Miller, defense
attorney, had provtd pre]udlte He had
brought out things in Claybank’s past that
destroyed his credibility as a witness. And
he had made Jud Stottler admit that he

hated Milt Warnack and Concho Jack.
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Now the prosecutor faced his last and
most important witness without much
hope. Ben Keene knew that Slim had

, courted Yvonne Warnack, and so did every

man in the room.
" The prosecutor established Slim’s

. presence on the scene, then stepped back.

“Now tell what you saw there, Marlin,” he
said. “Tell the truth—in your own words,
without fear or favor, without hope of re-
ward or penalty either from the law or
other sources.”

Slim looked at Concho Jack, who lolled
confidently in the prisoner’s chair, ap-
parently bored. Concho Jack had a patch
of court plaster fastened to the back of his
head.

“I saw three riders moving east, down
the draw,” Slim said. “One was Fat
Stottler., The other two I didn’t recognize.
From a scatter of high boulders off to
their left a rifle was fired. The first bullet
seemed to strike Fat Stottler in the back.
He was dead before he hit the ground.”

Milt Warnack had risen partly from his
seat and was glaring with a stricken snarl
of rage. Concho Jack had lost his cocksure
attitude. He was bending forward, his big
hands clamped on the arms of his chair, his
eyes burning.

Slim went on: “A second later another
rider was shot by the man in the rocks. He
hung in the stirrup, and if the bullet didn’t
kill him, the horse did as it dragged him.
The third rider made cover, fired about
a dozen rounds, then rode away.

“I scouted the boulders and found a
man lying there,” Slim continued. “He
was wounded. That man was Concho Jack,
the defendant. His rifle lay beside him,
and there were empty shells around. I
took him to my ranch, fought off a band
of lynchers who tried to. take him, and
finally turned him over to the Sidewinder
crew. That's all I know.”

Ben Keene moved to the witness chair
and pumped Slim’s hand fervently. I
didn't think any man had the‘guts,” he
breathed. He turned and addressed: the
Caelirt.l. T hc state closes its testimony,
your henor,” he said triumphantly.

“Any Cross- examination?” the Court
ah]\(‘(l.
There was wild consultation at the

defense table. Warnack and Kelso Miller
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were whispering furiously, and Warnack
was pounding a fist on the table.

The defense lawyer arose and charged
upon Slim. “Isn’t it true that you and the
defendant nearly came to blows in the street
of this town only the day previous to this
affair?” :

“Yes,” Slim said.

“And isn’t it also true that the defendant
offered to fight you then and there, like a
man, but you refused:?”

Slim smiled coldly. “No.”

The lawyer paused and snapped his

fingers at the jury as he put the next
question. “And isn’t it also true that you
and the defendant have been at odds over
the favor of a certain young lady, whom
we all respect? It is also true, I believe,
that she disdained you and made it plain
that Concho Jack Saunders, a brave, up-
standing man, is the one of her choice.
You resented that and—"

Slim came from the witness chair, and
his fist exploded over Kelso Miller’s florid
jaw. The punch lifted the oily attorney in
a somersault over the counsel table into
Concho Jack’s lap.

“There’s your answer,” Slim said with-
out raising his voice.

HERIFF DAVE BRECK and two

deputies leaped to tables with buckshot
guns in their hands. “I’ll blast the first
man that pulls a gun,” the sheriff bawled
over the uproar.

The judge’s gavel at last made itself
heard. “The witness is sentenced to thirty
days in jail for contempt of court,” he
intoned. ““Sentence suspended, pending his
good behavior. Is the defense ready to
proceed ?”’

Kelso Miller, furious and disheveled,
finally was able to talk. “No more ques-
tions,” he growled,

Prosecutor Ben Keene came to his feet.
“T have a new witness, your honor,” he
said. “One who has just appeared. She
declares she was also an eye-witness to
the murder.”

Slim whirled, as the courtroom buzzed.
Pat Darnell had entered during the turmeil
and was now standing there beside Ben
Keene.

Pat smiled tremulously at Slim as she
passed him and took the stand. She testified
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in a low, clear voice, and her story was
a corroboration of Slim’s testimony.

She was not cross-examined. The final
arguments were made then, and Kelso
Miller hung his plea for exoneration on
hints of a frame-up, and on prejudice on
the part of the state’s witnesses.

When the jury filed out, Concho Jack
had again assumed his swaggering attitude
of bravado. His confidence was justified.
The jury was out deliberating only ten
minutes.

Theiverdict was, “Not Guilty.”

The sheriff and his deputies leaped up
and ordered the court cleared at once. .Jud
Stottler and his men were sullen and
bitter, but the odds were too great against
them here. Stottler strode to where Slim
stood and extended his hand.

Slim did not move. “I don’t shake hands
with you, Stottler,” he grated. “You would
have killed a girl that night. You're no
better than another bigoted, grass-hungry,
selfish man in this room. You two care
for nothing but yourselves. You ruin this
range, ruin lives, and send men to their
deaths just to flatter your mule-headed
pride. Some day this range will realize
the truth. Then they’ll stop this feud in
the way it can be ended the easiest—by
wiping both of you off the face of the
earth!”

Jud Stottler stepped back, snarling. And
Milt Warnack turned, his underslung face
working with rage. Their ancient feud
forgotten for the instant as they glared with
hatred at the only man who had ever had
the courage to tell them the truth.

The Stottlers filed out, and the court-
room emptied. Slim and Pat were the last
to leave. Her hand was in his arm as they
passed through the outer doors. They were
outcasts, hated by both sides in the range
war, and shunned by the lesser men.

Then Pat’s grasp on his arm tightened
in fear.

ONCHO JACK SAUNDERS, sur-
rounded by his Sidewinder fighting
men, stood across the street, with Milt
Warnack in the background. Concho Jack
was packing a gun now, and he stood hands
on hips, glaring at the two lone figures on
the courthouse steps.
“Tar an’ feather ’em!” a voice shouted
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from somewhere. “The girl's no better
than Marlin.”

Slim held Pat’s arm, and they descended
into the street. He walked through the
dust toward Concho Jack Saunders, but
a slight, determined figure intervened. It
was Yvonne Warnack. She had a quirt
in her hand, and she blocked Slim’s path.

“You liar!” she screamed.

She raised the quirt, but with a little
cry of rage Pat Darnell leaped and tore
it from her grasp.

“You beasts!”” Pat said, glaring around.
“You crawling worms! You freed a mur-
derer today, and now you grovel and fawn
before the man who paid him to shoot
two men in the back!” Breathlessly, she
whirled on Yvonne Warnack. “And you!”
she cried. “You were willing to sell your-
self for the sake of a few more acres of
land, a few more cattle. You used your-
self to lure men into helping your father
in his selfishness. Get out; the sight of
you makes me sick !”’

Concho Jack had advanced with a growl
of anger. His huge hand reached to grasp
Pat’s arm, but Slim moved forward, and
his fist. drove a bare six inches. Concho
Jack’s knees buckled suddenly, and he
sat down.

-Slim heard Pat’s choked scream of
warning and suddenly turned.

Milt Warnack stood thirty feet away,
his legs apart, his six-shooter rising into
his hand.

And then Milt Warnack’s body twitched
and leaped. His gun exploded, but the
bullet that had thudded deep and hard
into him from somewhere beyond Slim’s
range of vision had thrown off his bead.
From across the street, a coil of gunsmoke
drove into the hot afternoon sunlight.

Old Jud Stottler stood there. He had
fired the shot. And now he fired again,
and again, the reports coming in a long
roll of gun-thunder.

Warnack went down. Some awful power
of will brought him to his knees. He lifted
his six-shooter and fired. Jud Stottler
pitched back against a building, dead. Then
Milt Warnack sagged forward on his face
in the dust of the street, coughing out
his life.

Then an instinctive perception of danger
jerked Slim’s eyes to Concho Jack, The
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big man had shifted to his knees, and his
gun was just swinging up.

LIM’S .45 was in his hand. He fired

with the instantaneous sureness of
muscular reflex. The bullet struck Concho
Jack Saunders squarely over the heart,
driving him back in the dust. There he
writhed a moment and then lay still.

The Sidewinder men aroused from their
trance, began drawing their weapons. They
were met with a blast of gunfire from

" Stottler’s ten men, who were hunkered

at building corners across the street.

Slim lifted Pat and turned to run with
her to shelter. He found Yvonne Warnack
still there in the line of fire, frozen by her
peril. He caught her arm and dragged
her with him, diving behind a watering
trough.

For a minute the battle went on with
demoniacal fury. Then the heavier boom
of a buckshot gun rolled through the slam
of six-shooters. Slim saw Sheriff Dave
Breck and his deputies disarming men and
putting an end to the fight.

There was little resistance. The end of

the Tolani range war had come when Jud.

Stottler and Milt Warnack killed €ach
other there in the dust. With them had
gone the inspiration and the driving force
of the feud.

Slim stood up, lifting Pat Darnell with
him. Milt Warnack and Jud Stottler still
lay there motionless in the dust, and
Concho Jack Saunders’ big form was
sprawled grotesquely nearby. Yvonne
Warnack lay sobbing and whimpering in
the shelter of the trough, and Slim left
her there.

He took Pat away from that grim scene
in the street, away .from the curious
crowds. He took her in his arms, and his
voice was not as steady as her own now.

“I love you,” he said. “You're brave
and sweet. But above everything else you're
1Ehe !(ind of a woman I'd fight the world
or.’

Pat kissed him, laughing and crying at
the same time. “I never want you to have
to fight anyone for me,” she said. “But
if it comes to that, well, then—we'll fight
side by side . . .
THE END

T
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(Continued from page 84)

empty shell. Lige cursed, then clubbed the
weapon as Hartley approached him.
Jim wrestled with Jake on the floor of
the cave, rolling over with him toward the
fire. Jake suddenly found a burning stick
with a free hand and jabbed it at Jim’s

‘head.

Jim saw the move soon enough to bury
his head in the other’s chest for protec-
tion. He got his hands on Jakes throat.
His fingers sank into the man’s windpipe
until his breathing became a gurgle.

Jake lost strength and dropped the fire-
brand as his nerves relaxed. Jim pushed
away from him, doubled his fist and
knocked him unconscious. Jake lay still,
out of the fight.

Hartley, because of his useless arm, was
not having much luck with Lige. The be-
whiskered escapee was pounding him un-
mercifully. Jim picked up the rifle and
knocked Lige cold with its butt.

Both of the escaped prisoners were un-
conscious but alive. Jim tied them with
the rope from one of the saddles in the cave.
Then he retrieved his money from Jake’s
pockets, and his smoking tobacco. While
they rolled welcome cigarettes by the
warmth of the fire, Hartley watched him
with a peculiar puzzlement for quite some
time.

“I'm still wondering,” he said. “T’ve
heard of mountain men fighting among
themselves, but I don’t think T ever before
heard of a mountain man helping the law—
partlcularly against another mountain
man.

“T know,” Jim Godfrey answered. “But
I've been just like you said for a long time
—standing with one foot on each side of
the stream, and not wanting to step back,
and half afraid to step on across.  Whether
my name is Godfrey or Bridgewater, I'm
on the other side of the stream from now
on. Jake kind of pushed me across it.’

“I’'m glad to hear it,” Hartley said.
“You're very likely my nephew.~ But any-
how, I'll back you. You'll get along all
rxght I know that for sure.

And Jim Godfrey, or Bridgewater—he
would never know which—knew that the
sheriff was right. And that was more im-
portant to him than the matter of a name.

«
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(Continued from page 88)

boulders for some five hundred feet, then
dropping off vertically for nearly a thou-
sand, certain death for anyone who slipped
over the edge.

_ Ahead of him the road made an abrupt
turn. It was here that trouble slapped at
him with startling suddenness. It met him
in the form of dirty sheets waving in front
of hooded faces, gunfire that set his horses
rearing and snorting in terror. The off
horse came down with his feet over the
edge, pawed frantically to regain his foot-
ing, sent loose shale rattling down the
mountainside. Under his pawing hoofs the
bank gave way, and he slid, dragging the
other horse and the wagon with him.

Cliff Boyle had a moment of crazy anger
that overrode any fear for his own safety.
As the wagon careened over, he sprang at
the man nearest him. A bullet raked his
shoulder as he hit the man, hard. They
went sprawling over the edge and down the
talus-strewn slope. ' -

Boyle jerked the hood from™the man
whose arms were wrapped around him. The
face of Lobo Jergens leered back at him,
his features distorted with fear.

“If T die,” Boyle gritted at him, “you

do, too!”

HE edge of the cliff was rushing toward

them as they rolled and skidded and slid
with nothing but a thousand-foot drop be-
low. The talus-covered slope was sliding,
too, with a rumble that was increasing to
a roar.

During one of those moments while the
world spun crazily, Boyle had a glimpse of
a large boulder hanging on the lip of the
canyon, a little to their right. He rolled
in that direction, trying to change their
tumbling course so they would bring up
against it. The freighter’s bulky body went
limp as his body Cgught the full impact of
the rocky obstruction. ;

They had hit against a slanting side of
the boulder, but now they were beginning
to slide again, slowly at first. Cliff Boyle
reached out desperately, franttcally trying
to find a handhold on the rock’s surface.
His clutching fingers held briefly here and
there, slowing their sliding progress down-
ward to an inch at a time, but each move-
ment brought them nearer the edge. The
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freighter’s limp body lay between him and
the rock, hampering his movements.

“I ought to let you go over,” Boyle mut-
tered.

His fingers found a crevice and held. For
a moment, he lay gasping air into his tor-
tured lungs before he began pulling him-
self upward. Pain ripped through him where
his torn flesh scraped against the rock. The
granite boulder was rougher above, giving
him a better grip for his hands, and he
reached down and pulled Jergens up to his
own level, pushed him until they both lay
on the boulder’s flat top. .

Silence settled down, broken only by
Cliff Boyle’s gasping breath as he lay on
his back staring at the sky above. Finally
he heard Jergens rise clumsily to his feet.

A shadow warned him of danger and he
rolled, but not swiftly enough to escape the
full force of the kick that Jergens aimed at
him. It scraped against the side of his
head with hard, grating force, bringing a
backwash of pain that turned into a surg-
ing anger.

Jergens leaped back, his hand going to a
shoulder holster and coming up with a
gun. Spread-legged he stood, muscles
bunched, anger in his greenish eyes, and
a lust to kill.

Cliff Boyle stared from the gun to the
man behind it, his nerves drawing taut, It
was one thing to feel that you were going
to die with action whirling around you;
the kind of death he had barely missed. It
was something else to stand here and wait
for a slug to end it all, knowing you didn’t
have a chance.

Jergens grmned at him, pure malice in

the grin. “You're to soft for this country,
my friend; much too soft.”

“Is that what you thought about Ira
Walker—when you tried to kill him?”

The questlon cracked the freighter’s grin
wide open. “I'll get him next time. When
I'm through with you and him, then Tl
get Mary. She’ll come to me then. Qo you
hear that? She’ll come to me then!

Cliff Boyle tensed himself, wondering
how dead he would be in 2 few brief
seconds. He bunched his muscles together,
preparing to leap, He sprang, watching
Jergens jerk on the trigger, waiting for the
bullet that didn’t come. \

He hit Jergens solidly before the big man
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had a chance to set himself, knocking him
off-balance, sending him backward across
the rock’s surface.~ Jergens tottered there
on the edge, the terror in his eyes awful to
see as he fought to regain his balance. It
was the first time Boyle had ever seen such
terrible fear in a man’s eyes. It made him
sick.

Jergens fell, his wildly waving arms try-
ing desperately to find something to clutch
on to, his scream following him down and
down, until abruptly it choked off.

With his whole body numb from reac-
tion, Cliff Boyle walked stiff-legged to the
gun that Jergens had dropped. The gun
was jammed, all right. Jergens must have
smashed it against a rock when they rolled
down the slope. A little thing, but Jer-
gens was dead, and he was alive. It could
so easily have been the other way around.

The thoughts were broken by the sound
of a voice above him. He looked up and
saw Ike Brady staring down at him.
“Didn’t ’spect you'd reach this point so
soon or me an’ the sheriff woulda come
earlier. I'll throw down a rope.”

Some minutes later Boyle pulled his
body over the rim. He looked at the lax
body of Spade Nugget. ;

“We got here just in time to polish off
Nugget and see you finish off Jergens,
Ike Brady said. ‘

“You play rough,” Sheriff Harper said
with dry humor. ;

“It was Jergens who ambushed Ira
Walker.” :

“Figgered so but couldn’t prove it,”
said the sheriff. “Reckon the courts will
turn his freight line over to you and Walker
to operate, Part damages to both of you.”

“In that case,” Cliff Boyle answered with
a tired smile, “I better hunt up some drivers
for the wagons. As of right now I'm going
back in the hardware business. Not so
exciting, but chances are my skin all stays
in one piece!”
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years 1 did $14,000 {llustrated lessons. Get PRACTICAL EXPERIENCE—build valuable
‘A worth of businesa; multitester—experiment with cireuits common to Radio Television.
- net  pro $6,850. Keep all equipment. Many students make $6, $10 extra & week fixing
Have one full time un}rlo jeo,
an NRI student."—PHL
G. BROGAN, Louisville, Ky.

neighbors’ Radios in spare time, SPECIAL BOé%LETS atart teaching
r - - -
4 Get this training

you the day you enroll. !
Send Now For 2 Books FREE—Mail Coupon
e Ry A a
tion of the Ameriean Brosd. under G' I- Blll.
NORMAN WARD,

8end pow for my FREE DOUBLE OFFER. You get actual Servicing lesson to 1
Ridgefield Park, New Jersey.

show you how you learn at home. Also my 64-page book, “How to Be a Success
""When heltw
=Xe 8 MAIL COUPON
%3 course, 1 made $5 to

in Radio-Television.” ad what my graduates are doing, earning; see equip~
ment youlpnc(lu with at home Send coupon in envelope or paste on post
§ 33 o week fixing sets
in my spare time.
Am now selling and

J. E. 8MITH, President, Dept. 1CR1, National Radio
Institute, Washington 0, D, C. Our 38th Year,
installing Television sets and “ v o B s
B N REIT-
S s, ave TOUr UWn business !
Many N.R.L trained men start their own Radio-
Television sales and service business without )
capital. Let me show you how you, too, can be §
your own boss, have a good income from your g Address.
own shop.  Band coumon for PREE ook now et oiinttiint s esssamiifoiiitsbugt sttt
dCity..... . Zone.......

[ Check if Veteran _ Approved for training LBl
P T T LT T e R R L

8 MR. ). E. SMITH, Presidont, Dopt. 1CR3
(] Radlo 9,D. C.

§ Mail me Sample Lesson and 64-page Book
about How to Win Success in Radio-Tele-
vision. Both FREE. (No Salesman will
call. Please write plainly.)

“My firet job was
Name.

e R Seation WGOX.
el R ol Tested Way to Better Pay

Baniiton, Ohlo.
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WE WILL SEND ANY ITEM YOU
CHOOSE FOR APPROVAL UNDER

 BULOVA
Self-Winding
“WATERTITE

e SELE-WiINDING (&

» WATER - RESISTANT

© )17 TEWELS

s RADIUM DIAL g

P DUST-TIGHT

¢ SWEEP HAND

» CHROME TOP CASE

o UNBREAKABLE

CRYSTAL

o LEATHER STRAP

‘M304

LD

Send only $1, pay 4.50 upan de-
livery, 4.95 o menth.

RHINESTONE COVER WATCH

Diamond-like Rhinestone S @
Covered Watch. 17 lew- ¢ /4
Fels in white case.

Send $1, pay $2 _

Lupon delivery,

2.75 d month,

A158/C61 87.50

7 Diamond cluster En-
gagement Ring, 3 Dia-
mond Wedding Band. 14K
yellow or white Gold.
Send $1, pay 7.75 upon
delivery, $8 a month.

17 Jewel Kent

wateh for Men. Yel-

low ralted Geld: plate

case, Speidel expansion

hand. Send $1, $2 upon de-
livery, 2.75 a menth.

D151 49.50

Man's Ring. 2 Diamonds,
center simulated Ruby.
14K yellow Gold. Send
$1, pay 3.95 upon deliv-
ery, 4.50 a month,

)
RN

-_——_—_——_—_——_—'
SEND $1 WITH COUPON—PAY DOWN PAYMENT
UPON DELIVERY—EASY MONTHLY PAYMENTS

L. W. Sweet, 25 West 14th St. (Dept. P-26) |
New York 11, N. Y.

Enclosed find $1 deposit. Send me No..__ I
Prico $__ o . Upon delivery, | agree to l
pay$___ and required balance monthly
thereafter until full price is paid, otherwise 'l ra'uml
selection and you will refund my money

NAME ” = '
ADBRESS-. ... oo Ll La o l
CITY. STATE e o ff

OUR MONEY BACK GUARANT'EE‘

SEND FOR
FREE CATALOG

Simply indicate your selection on the coupon below
and forward it with $1 and o brief note giving
your age, occupation, and a few other facts about
yourself. We will open an account for you and
send your selection fo you under aur Money Back
Guarantee, Pay the postman the required Down
Payment and the balance in easy monthy payments.
If you are not satisfied, we will refund oll pay-
ments made — upon return of the merchandise.

A207/C204
7 Di d Engog "
Ring, 12 Diamond Wed-
ding Band. 14K yellow or
white Gold. Send $1, pay
11.50 vupen delivery,
11.25 a month.

F12 $15
2 Carat genuine Zircon of
diamond-like brilliance,
14K yellow Gold, Send
$1, pay $1 upon dekiv-
ery, 1.50 a month.

All Prices Include Federal Tax

MAIL ORDER DIVISION FINLAY STRAUS, INC.
25 W. 14th St., NEW YORK 11, N, Y. Dept P-26




is YOURS FREE!

when you join
the Book League

Frank Yerby's latest best.
FLOODTIDE, is yours
this amazing offer. But
one of EIGHT FREE
you get at once when
you join ‘‘America’'s Biggest Bar-
gain Book Club!’’

When Mosgan Brittany lured her
way into ‘s arms, he
knew she was using him for her
own sinister purpose. But Ross h
his own plan—to A
gan's wealth;
téwn of ,Old
other woma
hit at

Cenchita’'s un-

tamed beauty set

his pulse racing. S
He Knew she was

dancing for him »
alone. . -

8 ooks.-when YoU join the Boog

b

Authot of "~ 70nd These 7 OTHER Fine

The Foxes of Harrow
Pride’s Castle
The Vixens
The Golden Hawk

ALL 8 Best-Sellers FREE

Send No Money! Pay Postman Nothing! [}

S e e o oo oas W5 OGNS Im GED OU never pay any <,
IBOOK LEAGUE OF AMERICA cSs dues (;r ¢lub ‘fe.-s i
: as a member—and ev-
lDe;:n. PP-3, Garden City, N. 'Y. | ery month you get your BOOKS FREE!
oti fhe. hadet R, o 5 l choice of fine new best-sellers by
lSh 1 authors like Steinbeck, Maugham, FLOODTIDE,
I., 5l I Hemingway and others equally famous. br. Prankie @iy
Y 1: Your Savings are TREMENDOUS. Although STAR MONEY, -
lr : ' the best-seller you choose each month may cost $3 by,
¥ or even more in publisher’s editions, YOU pay the Kathleen Winsor r
I- l Club’s bargain price of only $1.49, plus few cents THE INFINITE £
' for skipping—a clear saving of up to $1.50 on each WOMAN, A
I gt fia. o 20/ book you take! - blcln Jikii *
CUARANTES! THinot. dstighted X' will ireturfi l 2: You Choose Your Own Best-Sellers! The novel gf:';:nOF G::ORY
'i,‘\lg“'.{":.’ A(:‘,“,.-L”:.,‘j‘ ays and this membership you I'c('f‘i\'e ('Zl('h m()nth nC'Ed N()rly ')e (‘""h'ﬁ b A ath.' yo v
' l regular Selection. You may choose any other -”‘"orf STEDRIESUT)‘F
l splendid new book described in the Club’s publiea- DE MAUPASSANT
ar i “Review,"” which is sent to you free.
I‘. tion “Revie ich is se yo € RAINBOW IN THE
i i SEND NO MONEY! /
Mail coupon today—without money—and recelve your by Garland Roark
l l package containing hooks that would ecost vou $£18.60 TO- STREET OF KNIV_ES:
Zone No. DAY in publishers' editions. You also get the current Se- by Cyril Harris
City 4 (if any) ... State Jr l lt'l"‘lnn now being distributed -m:n-: 'I‘I]I EN \-uu”ml}{ Tales From THE
A e, ’ ok 5 understand why this IS “Am s Biggest Bargain Book
lg'."ﬂ“,'v bigher in Canada ad - u s, %and | Club’| BOOK LEAGUE OF AMBRICA, Dept. PP-3 Gar- DECAMERON
puToramo’ -, (OFsF o den City, N, Y. by Boecaccio

Canada only! I
pn————— L XL



