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IF YOU WANT RELIEF FROM DANDRUFF
. . . GRASP THESE VITAL

DANDRUFF FACTS!

A GERM CAUSES DANDRUFF: Sen-

sational new scientific research has discovered
and proved that dandruff is a germ disease. It is
caused by a queer, microscopic, bottle-shaped
germ—Pityrosporum ovale. When these germs
multiply excessively, dandruff is usually in evi-
dence. When they are killed, dandruff disappears.

LISTERINE KILLS THE DAN-

DRUFF GERM: Listerine, the same an-
tiseptic you now have on your bathroom shelf,
was the germicide used to kill Pityrosporum ovale
in these amazing laboratory tests. Listerine Anti-
septic bathes the hair and hair follicles, annihi-
lating the germ, soothing the irritated skin area.

KILLS THE DANDRUFF GERM

LABORATORY PROOF: Expert bac-

teriologists inoculated rabbits with the Pityros-
porum ovale germ. Symptoms of dandruff quickly
appeared. The rabbits were then treated with Lis-
terine to kill the germ. Within two weeks on an
averagedandruffdisappeared from theside treated;
continued in evidence on the untreated side!

CLINICAL PROOF: Listerine works on
humans too. In one typical test, seventy-six
per cent of the dandruff patients of a New Jersey
clinic who used the Listerine treatment twice a
day, showed complete disappearance of, or marked
improvement in, the symptoms within a month,

. » « PROMOTES RAPID
IMPROVEMENT

There really is a way to get relief
from dandruff as the above tests
show. When you kill the germ,
dandruff disappears.

So, if you are plagued by ugly
scales, and all the other trying an-
noyances that come with dandruff,
stop fooling with those remedies
that may affect only surface

symptoms. Get at the cause of
the trouble with simple, delight-
ful, soothing treatments with
Listerine, famous for over 25
years as a mouthwash and gargle.
So easy to do in your own home.
Just douse full strength Lis-
terine Antiseptic on your
scalp and massage vigor-
ously and persistently.
You’ll be surprised how
soon both hair and
scalp look cleaner,
livelier, healthier.

Repeat the treatment once or

twice each day. Even after dan-

druff has disappeared, enjoy a

Listerine treatment occasionally

to offset possible recurrence.

LamBeERT PHARMACAL Co.
St. Louis, Mo.

LISTERINE

The Proved Treatment for

DANDRUFF
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Born bad, bred to the owlhoot,
Dave Sandall fled his Cain-
brand heritage. But who can
hide from a six-gun destiny, or
bury the ghosts of a loot-trail past?

HERITAGE OF THE
OWLHOOT

A Novel of the Highline Trails

By WALT COBURN

OR two days and nights now. Bull moaned and screamed and cursed and
Sandall had been crazy from whisky. sobbed through those horrible nightmares
He had pulled off his boots and and waking hours of delirium tremens.
shaken out imaginary snakes, He had He had tried to burn down the cabin twice.
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4 ACTION

He had made an attempt to kill himself.
Now he crouched in a corner, his blood-
shot, maniacal eyes staring at the boy
Dave, who was trying to act brave.

Bull aimed to do something. Dave had
hidden the six-shooter and carbine and the
sawed-off shotgun. He had cached every
knife he could find. But there were hunks
of stovewood that Bull could use to beat
in his head. Bull was big and husky. He
weighed about two hundred pounds and
all of it was hard meat. Dave was a slim
boy of fifteen. But he had Bull’s six-
shooter hidden under his faded flannel
shirt,

“Fetch me my jug, yuh little rat.”
Bull’s hoarse voice was a menacing growl.

Dave didn’t move. The brown jug was
there on the floor beside Bull’s bunk,
almost within reach of the crazy man’s big
hand. He was using that excuse to get
Dave within reach. Then he’d choke him
or beat him up, as he had a dozen times
before. There were ugly blue bruises on
Dave’s throat and his body was marked
and welted. Bull Sandall always beat
Dave when he got drunk like this.

Dave had tried to edge toward the door,
but Bull, with that devilish cunning of a
madman, had cut off that means of escape.
The boy was trapped.

“Fetch me that jug, you snivelin’ little
coyote.”

Dave did not move. Under the healthy
sun tan on his face, his skin was pale.
His bloodless lips quivered with fear. But
his hazel eyes showed brave little lights
that no earthly fear could dim:. He won-
dered if he’d have to use that six-shooter.

Now Bull reached out and got the jug.
He pulled the cork with his teeth and tilted
it upward. Now he drained the last drop
of the moonshine whisky and hurled the
jug at Dave. The heavy missile missed
the boy’s head by a scant few inches. Bull
snarled at him for dodging.

“Coyote. Just a yellow-bellied coyote.”

Dave crouched there, watching. It was
just a matter of minutes now until he
~would have to use that gun or else be
killed. Because Bull would be hollering
for that other jug and the other jug was
busted. Dave had dropped it when he was
fetching it from the still. He had stum-
bled in the dark coming down the steep
trail from the cave where Bull stilled his
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corn likker, The jug had busted into
smithereens. And there was no more
corn.

Bull was a cow thief and a horse thief.
He had killed a couple of men in drunken
fights down on the Missouri River at the
saloon at Crooked Creek crossing. Bull .
peddled whisky there and sold stolen beef
to the prospectors who had tried to make
a fortune placer mining. The placer gold
was pretty well panned out now and Bull’s
business had fallen off. Winter was com-
ing on and the pickings looked slim. So
he had gone on a big drunk to celebrate
hard times and now he was half crazy and
as ugly as a wounded grizzly.

AVE waited for Bull to make a

move. Dave hated the big man with
all his heart. He loathed the sight of him,
he feared him, and he knew that he was
going to have to kill him or else be
killed.

Bull didn’t know Dave had that six-
shooter hidden under his shirt. The big
man was coming toward him now. Slow-
like, stealthy. Crouching like an animal
about to spring. Inching his way toward
the slim boy whose hand now felt for the
hidden gun.

“Where’s that other jug, yuh little
sneakin’ skunk?”

“What other jug?”

“The one y’re a-hidin’ on me. Drag it
out.”

“There ain’t another jug.” Dave’s voice
was a little unsteady.

“That’s a lie. I’'m goin’ tuh break yore
back. - I'm goin’ tuh take yuh and bend
yuh backwards acrost ‘the bunk till yore
back cracks. I'll double yuh up like a
jacknife. I'm a-goin’ tuh kill yuh, yuh
sneakin’ little whelp.”

Closer. . . . Closer. Now he was almost
within reach. Dave slid the gun from the
waistband of his old overalls. Tts blued
barrel was steady as -it covered the big
man.

“Come a step closer,” said the boy
tensely, “and I'll have to kill yuh.”

Bull Sandall picked up a stick of stove-
wood. His unshaven, heavy jawed face
twisted in a crazy look. His bloodshot
eyes were red slits.

“Stand back,” cried Dave.
yuh !”

'“I’n kill‘
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A hoarse, rasping laugh. Bull lunged
forward, hurling the stick.

The explosion of the big gun was deaf-
ening in the little cabin. There was the
acrid odor of powder smoke.

Bull Sandall lay on the dirt floor, a
widening crimson blotch on his chest. His
eyes rolled back in under his heavy black
brows. His mouth, ugly, twisting, heavy
lipped, opened. Blood came in {frothy
bubbles from behind his set teeth.

“Kid. . . . Yuh've killed me.”

AVE got a pick and shovel and the

lantern from the barn. The ground
was hard and it was slow work digging
through the first sod, because it was half
frozen and hard as flint. But Dave had
dug postholes enough to savvy how to get
down in the ground. Slim as he was, he
had a wiry gort of strength. He almed to
bury Bull Sandall and then ride on out of
Montana toward Mexico.

Dave wondered some about Bull San-
dall. Bull was his old man. And while
Bull had treated him ornery he felt that
he owed Bull a decent kind of a burial.

Bull had a horror about being buried in

a shallow grave that the coyotes and
wolves might dig up. When he was drunk,
he’d talk about it a lot and shove a gun in
Dave’s belly and make the boy promise
he’d dig his old man a deep grave. Then
he’d make Dave pull off those boots and
shake out the imaginary snakes. Like as
not he’d hit the boy with one of the empty
boots. But Dave figured that as long as
he’d killed his old man, he’d plant him
proper. If Bull Sandall wanted the proper
kind of plantin’, he’d git it.

Dave had a good sized grave dug by
daylight. There were some pine boards
that Bull had got to build a shed. There
was part of a keg of eight- penny nails in
the blacksmith shop

Dave made a pine box that would hold
the dead man. He dragged it over to the
cabin. It was green lumber and Dave was
sweating when he got it over there to the
cabin door.

Bull Sandall was a heavy man. Dave
wiped away the blood and tried to lift the
stiffened body. But his muscles were not
up to the task, it looked like he’d have to
call for help. And the nearest neighbor
twenty-five miles away. That nearest
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neighbor hated Bull Sandall like a wolf
hates a grizzly.

Dave went back to the barn and saddled
a big roan gelding called Strawberry. He
dragged the pine box to the open grave
and slid it down into the hole. Then he
rigged up a sort of shroud out of the bed
tarp and dragged Bull’s body to the grave.
It took a lot of time and Dave had to man-
age as best he could. He finally got the
tarp-covered body into the coffin and was
nailing down the boards on top when
some men rode up.

“Plantin’ corn?” asked the sheriff from
Chinook, grinning down at the sweating
boy in the open hole.

AVE pounded the last nail home and

crawled out of the open grave. His
faded shirt and overalls were soiled. The
big roan gelding stood there, bridle reins
dropped. Dave looked up at the sheriff
without a trace of fear.

“I had tuh kill the ol’ man, I'm plantin’
him.”

“How’s that again, son?”

“Bull went loco. I had tuh shoot him.
He always was scared uh the varmints
“diggin’ him up, so I made him a good
grave and a coffin.”

The sheriff from Chinook stepped down
off his horse. There was a puzzled look
in his eyes. Dave wiped the sweat from
his face with a blue bandanna handker-
chief that needed washing. He spat and
spoke.

“Bull got on the prod. He was aimin’
tuh kill me on account of the jug I busted.
I shot him just above the briskit.”

“Yuh mean, kid, that yuh killed yore
father?”

“'Y’es.”

The sheriff looked at the men who rode
here with him. His face was grave,

“Open up that box, one of you boys.
Two of you ride up and fetch down that
still. Looks like we got a real job on our
hands. Kid, where’s the gun yuh used tuh
kill yore old man?”

Dave motioned toward the cabin. “It’s
in there. But don’t mess around openin’
the box. He’s nailed in there tight and
solid. He was always talkin’ about bein’
planted deep. I done a good job, though
it was mighty tough handlin’ him.”

The sheriff eyed Dave. There was
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blood on the boy’s clothes and hands.
This was Dave Sandall, Bull’'s whelp. He
had the name of being a bad kid. Packed
a gun and could butcher a stolen beef with
any man. Kids his age was sometimes as
tough as a growed up man.

“Yo're under arrest, son. While Mon-
tana ain’t mournin’ the loss uh such a
skunk as Bull Sandall, still murder is
murder and yo’re goin’ into town with us.”

“I aimed tuh go to’rds Mexico.”

“Did yuh, now? Ain’t that news?”

A man had slid down into the open
grave and was starting to pry open the
coffin. Dave leaped down on him, his face
white with fury.

“Let that box alone. Git outa here.”

The man snapped handcuffs on Dave’s
wrists and passed the sobbing, fighting
boy up to the other members of the posse.

“Bull’s whelp,” grunted the sheriff.
“Chip off the old block. Set him on that
roan geldin’ and tie him to the saddle.
That kid needs some trainin’ and he’ll git
it in jail.”

Dave cried and fought. They had
opened the pine box and were examining
the dead body of Bull Sandall.

“Shot just above the belly, Sheriff.”

“Put the boards back on, then, and
take this button into town. I’ll wait here
till the coroner comes. Keep a close watch
on that kid. He’s bad medicine.”

Dave, his face white with anger, fought
the ropes that held him fast in the saddle.
He cursed the sheriff and his men with
words that he had learned around cow
camps. The men grinned at him good
naturedly. They marked him for a tough
youngster who would some day prove to
be a dangerous man.

“I’ll kill yuh fer this, yuh big buzzard,”
he snarled at the sheriff. “T’ll kill yuh.”

II

HEY tried Dave for the killing of his

father. The boy had no money with
which to hire a decent attorney. The
State furnished him a lawyer. His name
was Stearns.

Stearns had been drunk for ten or
twelve years. He was a lanky, untidy
man with hair that needed trimming. His
nose was a large, purple affair. His small
eyes were bloodshot and red lidded. Even
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in his sober youth he had not been much
of an attorney. Now, sodden with cheap
whisky, his brain cooked in alcoholic
fumes, he was both disgusting and pitiful.

Dave watched him with contemptuous
eyes. The days he had spent in jail wait-
ing trial had hardened the boy. He had
been put in there with criminals who were
all too willing to wise him up to many
things. Now, defended by a rum-dum
lawyer, he stood little or no chance of
beating his trial.

He watched the jury of nine men and
three women. He saw no mercy there as
the State’s attorney outlined Dave’s repu-
tation for toughness. He branded the
boy as a potential thief and badman. He
cited instances where Dave had been im-
plicated with his late father in cattle
rustling and horse stealing.

Dave could have told them that Bull
had made him help. He made the boy
pack a gun and drink and ’still whisky and
butcher stolen beef. He taught the young-
ster how to put on a brand through a wet
gunnysack or blanket so that the brand
would look old. He taught him all kinds
of orneriness and beat Dave if he learned
slowly.

Dave might have stood a chance if he
had been allowed to take the stand and tell
how his father had mistreated him. But
Stearns bungled the boy’s case. He sat
there in the courtroom, half drunk, slug-
gish in wit, without giving his young client
any kind of a decent chance to defend
himself.

Dave didn’t know when he was born or
what had become of his mother. He reck-
oned that he was about fifteen or sixteen,
maybe. He hadn’t any memory of a
mother. Only of his drunken father,
whom he had always hated and feared.

“He needed killin’,” Dave cried out
when he was on the stand. “I shot him.
I ain’t sorry and I'd be a-lyin’ if I said I
was. It was him or me and I killed him.
And if the law puts me in jail fer it, then
it is a hell of a law.”

And he said a lot more,

Stearns tried to shut him up, but Dave
was hot headed. He cursed the drunken
attorney with words that brought hot
blushes to the cheeks of the three women
on the jury. He swore at the judge and
fought the deputy who was guarding him.
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Even if he stood any kind of a chance
before, his burst of temper now con-
demned him,

“The kid has nerve, anyhow,” said a
cowpuncher. “If I was on that jury I'd
stay by the button till them three females
died uh old age.- The yearlin’ ain’t had a
chance. I bet that fool judge will just
nacherally throw the whole book at the
kid. Bet a hat the jury ain’t out an hour.”

The jury was out thirty minutes. The
foreman of the jury announced that they
had come to a decision.

Dave, steady eyed, straight mouthed,
stood up to hear the verdict.

They had found him guilty of man-
slaughter. There was no doubt but what
the judge would sentence him to prison.

“ . . from five to twenty-five years.
You will serve the first part of your sen-
tence in the State Reform School. When
you become of legal age you will spend the
rest of your time in the State’s Prison at
Deer Lodge.”

Dave stood  there, white around the
mouth. His hazel eyes were hard, defiant.

“Have you anything to say, David
Sandall ?”” asked the judge in a crisp voice.

“I got somethin’ tuh say.” Dave’s voice
was even toned, bitter. “I got this much
tuh say. You and yore damned laws has
made me into a outlaw: TI'll never serve
that stretch in the pen. I’ll git out some-
how and when I do I’ll go the route. Tuh
hell with you and tuh hell with yore
damned laws. Take me outa here.”

HEY took Dave Sandall back to his
jail cell. He joked and laughed with
the older prisoners. They called him a
game kid and laughed when the deputy
repeated what Dave had told the judge.
Stearns came into the jail to see Dave.
The boy knocked him down and kicked
him in the face. The jailer dragged the
attorney, bleeding and moaning, outside.
“I shoulda killed the drunken louse,”
said Dave hotly. ‘“That’s the kind of a
shyster they give me when I'm up on trial.
That’s yore -stinkin’ law.”
That night just before midnight the
deputy woke Dave up from a fitful sleep.
“Climb into your duds, Dave. We’re
takin’ a train ride.”
Dave put on his clothes. It was a cheap,
ill-fitting blue serge suit the jailer had

bought him with money donated by the
other prisoners. He wore a pair of store
boots and a gray flannel shirt and a tie.
His hat was one that had belonged to Bull.
By stuffing lamp wicks in behind the
sweatband he managed to wear it.

There was a game grin on Dave’s mouth
when he said farewell to his jail mates,
who all woke up to tell him good-bye. But
in the darkness outside on the station plat-
form, while he waited for the train, hot
tears stung his eyes. He was handcuffed
to the big deputy. A choked sob escaped
from his tight throat. He couldn’t hold it
back.

“What’s the matter, Dave?”

“Not . . . not a damned thing. Let a
man alone, can’t yuh?”

It was Dave’s first train ride. He and
the deputy rode in the day coach. Once
on the train, the deputy took the handcuffs
off the boy. He felt silly being handcuffed
to a mere kid.

The prisoners in the jail had taken up
a collection and had handed Dave several
dollars when he left. The boy woke up
the peanut butcher and bought candy and
gum and peanuts and some apples. The
geputy dozed in the seat alongside the
boy.

Dave filled up on the stuff he had bought.
He asked if he could go to the lavatory
and the drowsy deputy grumbled permis-
sion. He accompanied the boy to the
lavatory and took a seat opposite the
closed door.

He dropped off into a half-sleep. It
may have been twenty or thirty minutes.
Rubbing his heavy lidded eyes, he looked
at his watch. Now he got up and pounded
on the lavatory door.

“Come on outa there, kid. Yuh sleepin’
in there?”

There was no reply to his summons. A
look of anger and alarm drove the sleep
from the big deputy’s eyes. He tried the
door. It was locked on the inside. It took
him several minutes to get hold of the
conductor who had a key that would open
the lavatory.

It was empty. The little window was
wide open. Dave Sandall had slipped out
of the clutches of the law.

The wrathful deputy got off at the next
station. He hired a horse and rode back
along the railroad right of way. He was
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still hunting for Dave the next morning,
but without any success.

111

AVE, crawling through the lavatory

window, hung by his hands from the
window sill. The train rushed through
the black night, The wind roared in the
boy’s ears. The wheels clicked over the
rails. Clickety-click. Clickety-click.

Below was blackness. The boy’s nerves
- were like fiddle strings pulled too tightly.
He wanted to crawl back into the safety
of the coach. His heart pounded in his
throat. Fear gripped him with a cold
hand, crushing his breath. He hung by his
hands, his feet groping in vain for a hold
on the smooth side of the railway coach.
Then, with a gasp like a drowning swim-
mer, his fingers let go.

Perhaps he screamed when he let go.
There was that horrible fear of falling
beneath the wheels of that rushing train.
Terror gripped him.

With a terrific force he hit the ground.
It was like being hurled from the mouth
of a cannon. Face and hands torn by the
cinders as he rolled over and over down
the steep embankment. He rolled into a
barb wire fence. His head collided with
a post and he was knocked senseless.

It was breaking day when he regained
consciousness. His head was splitting.
Face and hands were cut and bleeding.
His clothes were ripped to rags. But he
was free. He started to get to his feet,
then sank back on the ground with a
groan. His right leg was broken just
below the knee.

Dave lay there, his body bathed in cold
sweat. He chewed on his coat sleeve to
keep from crying out with pain. Then he
crawled, dragging his broken leg, through
the tall grass toward some willow thickets
that lined the river bank a hundred yards
or more away. That would be Milk River,
he reckoned. If he could only make an
Injun camp or some rancher’s place. He'd
make some kind of a dicker with them to
set his leg and hide him out for a few
weeks till he was able to go on.

He made the river bank and drank some
of the cold water. Then he bathed his
swollen leg in the water, hoping to ease that
pain that made him sick to his stomach. He
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fainted two or three times. The pain was
getting worse. He was shivering from the

cold, too. His old mackinaw coat was left
on the train. It was cold and looked like
Snow.

He tried to set his leg but the pain
made him vomit .and he lay there on the
ground, his head pillowed in his arms, teeth
set and grinding to keep back the sobs that
choked him, He was shivering from cold
and yet the pain made him sweat. Things
kept swimming in his eyes and going black.
His leg ached and throbbed with pain.

T was almost noon when the big deputy,
following Dave’s sign, found the boy
there on the river bank.

Dave tried to grin, though his face was
drawn and pale and his teeth were chat-
tering,

“I'm licked, looks like,” he managed to
say.

The big deputy wrapped the boy in his
overcoat and made Dave drink some whisky
he had fetched along.

“That was a low down, ornery trick I
pulled,” admitted Dave. “You was white
to me and I done yuh dirt. I had this tough
luck a-comin’ to me.”

“Take another slug uh whisky, button.
Then keep wrapped up in that coonskin
coat. I'm goin’ after a rig tuh take yuh
into the hospital. Hang an’ rattle, boy.
You got guts.”

“T’ll tough ’er out,” gritted Dave. “Take
yore time goin’ but hit a run comin’ back.
I'll manage.”

Dave did manage. The big deputy came
back with a buckboard and they loaded the
boy onto a mattress and covered him with
blankets.

At the hospital in town they set Dave’s
leg. His face and hands healed up quickly
and the second day Dave began to enjoy

* hospital life,

“Gosh,” he told the white clad nurse with
the Irish eyes, “this is cleaner than any-
thing, ain’t it.”

She had cheeks as red as an apple and
her hair was black. “I’ll have you scrubbed
clean, Davy, if it takes all the scouring
brushes in the place. Look at those hands.
I’'m going to cut your hair tomorrow.”

She was the first woman Dave had ever
talked to much. It took him a few days to
get over being bashful when she bathed him
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and took care of him. But she joshed him
a lot and called him Jesse James and Billy
the Kid and treated him like a cowboy
would treat him. She had been born and
raised on a cow ranch and was married to
a cow-puncher, so she knew how to talk
to him. In no time they were friends.

The doctor was a blunt-spoken old coun-
try doctor who always was chewing on a
cold cigar. He joked a lot, too, and told
Dave that he was making him a wooden
leg.

It was the first kindliness that the boy
Dave had ever found in life and it put a
lump in his throat when the nurse put a
vase of flowers on the white table beside his
cot and when the doctor brought him a sack
of apples. Even the big deputy, despite the
fact that he had been raked over the coals
for letting Dave get away from him,
brought the boy candy and a mouth harp.

“That roan horse that belonged tuh
Bull,” Dave told the big deputy, “I won’t
be needin’ him. He’s yourn. You bin
almighty white to me. I'll make yuh out
a bill uh sale.”

He liked the big deputy and the blue
eyed nurse and the grizzled old doctor who
poked his ribs. He was sorry when the
time came for him to go to the reform
school.

The red cheeked nurse kissed him square
on his mouth and cried over him when he
left. The old doctor blew his nose vio-
lently and swore softly. Hobbling along
on crutches, Dave boarded the train with
the big deputy who was taking him to the
reform school to begin a twenty-five year
‘stretch behind prison walls.

HOSE few weeks in the hospital were

destined to be the only soft weeks that
Dave Sandall was to know for a long time.
When the big deputy shook hands with him
and turned him over to the authorities there
at the institution, Dave felt the return of
that bitterness and hatred for the law.

At first he fought against this new disci-
pline that shut him in behind high walls.
He was kept in a cell like a jail cell. They
watched him carefully. When he hit a
keeper over the head with one of his
crutches they treated him like a hardened
criminal,

The day of reforms and inspections of .

State institutions had not yet arrived and

the “teachers” had rough means of han-
dling unruly boys.

There was a heavy-set, bull-necked
“teacher” who swung a three-foot length
of rubber hose as a weapon when he did
not use his fists, He beat Dave into in-
sensibility twice the first two weeks the boy
was there. Then another of his forms of
punishment was the water cure, At other
times he would string some youth up by his
thumbs until only his toes touched the floor
and let the victim hang there until he
passed out, This burly red-haired man was
known among the boys as “Big Red.”

Dave had been there nearly two weeks,
most of which had been spent in the solitary
cell, when he met Hutch. Hutch was the
oldest boy in the reformatory. A tall, well
muscled youth with black hair and yellow
eyes that the boys claimed could see at
night. Hutch was the natural leader of
the other boys. His was the criminal mind
and he had all the craft and cunning and
grit of an old timer. He was in on a high-
way robbery jolt that would end him up
in State’s Prison, =

Hutch was a trusty., He worked in the
commissary department and made side
money grafting. Hutch sized up Dave,
who was still limping around with a cane.
Dave met the keen scrutiny of Hutch’s yel-
low eyes and never flinched. He had been
sent to the commissary for clean overalls
and shirt.

“Got any dough on yuh, kid?” asked
Hutch.

“No. Not a dime.”

Hutch passed out the blue shirt and over-
alls. The shirt would be much too small,
the overalls too large.

“These don’t fit me,” he said, shoving
them back across the counter,

A nasty grin spread Hutch’s mouth.
“They’re what you get, see? If you don’t
like it you'll get a crack on the jaw. How’d
yuh like that?”

Dave looked at the yellow eyed Hutch,
who was as large as a full grown man. He
made two of the crippled Dave.

“You'll gimme the overalls and shirt I
want,” Dave said quietly, “or I'll climb
acrost that counter and help myself.”

Hutch leaped the counter with a snarl.
As he swung at Dave the latter clubbed the
bigger youth with his heavy cane. Hutch
crumpled with a little groan. Dave climbed
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across the counter and helped himself to
overalls and shirt, Then he sat on the
counter, his cane ready, and waited for
the unconscious Hutch to come out of it.

Hutch stirred and opened his eyes, he
rubbed the lump above his right ear. Dave
grinned at him, balancing the cane for an-
other blow.

“I'd fight yuh without it,” he explained
“only I got a busted laig that ain’t well.
Come at me and I'll knock yuh cold.”

Hutch smiled grimly as he got to his feet.
“You'll do, kid. What’s your name and
what’s the rap you're takin’?”

“Name’s Dave Sandall. I'm doin’ a
manslaughter charge.” He had picked up
the argot of jail cells and prisons.

“Manslaughter? Tough guy, eh? Who'd
yuh croak, Dave?”

“My old man. I'd always knowed I'd
have tuh git him some day. He was
ornery. Drunk all the time. Beat me up
a lot. Him and Big Red make a good
team.”

He shook hands with Hutch, who seemed
to bear him no grudge. Hutch showed re-
spect for the younger boy who had already
killed a man.

Big Red came along the hall and glared
in at the two boys. Then he walked into
the commissary. Hutch treated him with
careless indifference. Big Red borrowed a
cigaret from Hutch while Dave picked up
his shirt and overalls and hobbled out.

HE next day Dave met Hutch in the
yard. “I'm tryin’ to fix it for yuh to
work with me in the commissary, Dave.
It'll take time but I can swing it. I like
your style, pardner.”
. “How kin yuh swing it, Hutch?”

Hutch dropped an eyelid down over
one of his yellow eyes. “It takes a little
dough, that’s all. Money buys a lot here
and I got some planted on the outside.
Never mind how I get it, but I do. Fifty
bucks at a crack. That’s what good pals
on the outside can do for a guy in here.
I'm doin’ time for highway robbery, see.
~ And no dick has ever found my cache. Kid,
play with me and we’ll be settin’ purty some
day. Keep your yap shut. I'll handle Big
Red and them others for yuh. And I'll bet
a hundred dollars against that two-bit shirt
you got on that we’ll never do time in the
Big House.”
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“Yuh mean we kin make a getaway?”

“Why not? When the time-comes, we
clear out. I need somebody that’s game to
string with me. Ever ride any?”

Dave grinned. “All my life. You ride?”

“I rode the rough string for the Bear
Paw Pool when I was sixteen.”

Big Red came along and they split up.
Big Red didn't like to see anybody talk-
ing. The hour in the yard inside the high
brick walls was supposed to be a recrea-
tion hour, but the guards always kept them
moving along and no visiting was allowed.
In a few years all this strict and unfair
discipline was to be changed, but Dave was
not to see those great changes come.

Dave took courage now after Hutch had
talked to him. Big Red ignored him when
he passed. Hutch moved away in the op-
posite direction. He saw Big Red catch
up to Hutch, Saw something pass from
Hutch’s hand into the hand of Big Red.
Some minutes later Big Red halted Dave.

“You go into Hutch’s dormitory, kid.
See you act pretty or I'll knock your ears
off.”

He moved on. Dave knew that Hutch
had bribed Big Red. His heart warmed
toward the yellow eyed boy who was to
help shape his destiny. He reckoned he’d
stick by Hutch,

That night after lights out Hutch crawled
in under Dave’s blankets and they whis-
pered together for an hour, Hutch was
outlining his plan to escape. He had two
butcher knives he had stolen from the
kitchen.

“Big Red will try to stop us if he gets
wise, Dave. Case he does, we’ll kill him.
We’ll have to kill him.”

Dave, whose legs and back bore ugly,
festering welts from Big Red’s rubber hose,
nodded grimly,

“If he gits in our way, Hutch, we’ll shore
carve him.”

v

HE night was dark. There was a

twenty-foot drop from the window of
the dormitory to the ground. The bars on
the window had been cut by hacksaw
blades, then-wrenched apart by Hutch’s big
hands. They had made a rope out of their
blankets. The other boys in the dormitory
lay there pretending to be aslegep though
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they knew that Hutch and Dave were mak-
ing an escape. .

It was close to midnight, they reckoned.
Big Red was on guard in the yard below.
He’d have the keys to the outer gate. To
get free, they had to go out that gate or
else over the wall. Hutch, for nearly a
year, had tried to find a way to get over the
wall. But it was too high and too smooth
to climb up. It would have to be the gate.
A twenty-foot slide down the blanket-rope
to the yard, chancing that Big Red would
be asleep when they jumped him. Big
Red packed a .45 six-shooter and a black-
jack. He was big and he was tough.

“But,” said Hutch, “he told me today
he sat up nearly all last night in a stud
game and he’ll be two-thirds drunk tonight
and mebbyso sound asleep. Still, he’ll put
up a fight. I'm his meal ticket here, kid.
I'm the only payin’ customer. . . . Listen,
Dave, when you slide down the rope, stay
there still and silent in the dark. I’ll be
down when you gimme the rope signal that
you're on the ground. Just shake the rope
and T'll slip down like a fireman on a
greased pole. Then we take on Big Red.
All right, kid, let’s go.”

Dave went down the rope hand over
hand. It was dark against the brick wall
and Dave’s feet touched the ground under
the cover of a black night that promised a
snowstorm. He jiggled the improvised
rope. Now Hutch came sliding down, hand
over hand. The two stood against the wall
in the blackness. Snow swirled in around
the lighted yard. Big Red, wrapped in
muffler and coonskin coat and four buckle
overshoes and blanket lined canvas overalls,
sat hunched against the wall beside the
gate.

Hutch slipped Dave one of the two

butcher knives. Now the two stood there,
shivering a little in the cold, watching that
huddled figure of the brutal Big Red.
. “For six months,” breathed Hutch, “that
dirty son kept me in a lousy, stinkin’ cell
alone. The bread he gimme to eat was full
of worms. The water was alkali water he’d
fetch in from out of town. He was just
shakin’ me down for some dough. I still
wear marks from his beatin’s. He put me
in the hospital five times. I’'ve bin bribin’
him for two years. Dave, if he kills me,
promise me you’ll do yore best to cut his
heart out.”

Dave nodded agreement to his friend.
“T’ll handle my end, Hutch.”

IG RED was half asleep. But it was

too cold to sleep heavy and he came
awake suddenly when Hutch rushed him.
Big Red’s gun hung on his overcoat pocket
and Hutch’s butcher knife was ripping
through fur and flannel to the soft flesh
underneath. Hutch was laughing. A crazy,
bitter laugh., Now Big Red’s gun began
spitting fire. Hutch slashed the guard’s
wrist to the bone. Then his hard fist
dropped the big man. Hutch pocketed the
guard’s gun, >

It was over,

He grinned up at Dave from his kneeling
position beside the bleeding and uncon-
scious guard.

“He didn’t believe in banks. I got his
roll, kid. Here’s his keys. Open that gate.
Fast, Hell, they’ll be after usina...”

Dave unlocked the big iron gate. Now
he and Hutch were running down the
street. Behind them was the commotion
kicked up by the crack of Big Red’s gun.
Hutch led the way down an alley. Then
into a small barn. Two saddled horses
showed in the light of the match Hutch
held in his cupped hands. -

“Pays tuh have friends on the outside,
kid. There’s a belt and gun hung on yore
saddle horn. A carbine in the saddle scab-
bard. Meat and bread and whisky in the
saddle pockets. Let’s ramble.”

They left town on a high run. Their
horses were grain fed and hard. The night
was black and stormy. They spurred down
a side street and across country. Hutch
knew the country. He had punched cows
there and the darkest night ever made could
not hide the trails from his yellow eyes.
He kept twisting his head and looking at
Dave, then looking back behind them.

“Nobody a-comin’, Dave. Have a drink
uh whisky ?”

“If yuh don’t mind, Hutch, I'll leave
the bottle alone, My old man done enough
drinkin’ fer ten of us.”

“All the more for me then. Let me have
yore undershirt, will yuh?”

“Undershirt ?”

“Yeh. .Skin ’er off. Big Red sent a slug
through my off arm and it’s bleedin’, But
he’ll never pull another trigger.”

“Yuh . .. Yuh got ’im, Hutch?”
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“Ripped his belly wide open. Here’s
how.”

12

BLACKER, stormier night had
never been made. No sheriff living
could follow a trail in that black swirl of
snow and wind. Dave and Hutch rode
through the night, heads bent, cold and mis-
erable, pushing their horses to a long trot.
That was the first night of many to come
that they were to ride together with death
trying to close in on them.

Two weeks later, on stolen horses, they
rode into a Wyoming town in broad day-
light during a heavy snowstorm. They left
their horses at the hitchrack in front of a
saloon, The blizzard swept street held no
sign of human being, except some hurry-
ing figure now and then, muffled in fur,
beating his way through the storm on some
important errand. :

Dave followed Hutch into the saloon.
They were both frost bitten and the warmth
of the sheet-iron stove and a few slugs of
whisky was plenty welcome. There was
nobody in the saloon except the bartender
and a drunken sheepherder who slept on
the floor, his dog curled up beside him.

The bartender, an old cowhand, wel-
comed the pair with a bottle and a smile
and careless, friendly talk, They thawed
out at the stove, then buttoned up their
fur coats.

“Leavin’, boys?”

“Just puttin’ ourselves back into circula-
tion,” said Hutch, “I’ll take along a quart.
So-long.”

They walked down the street to a small
bank. A gust of wind and snow followed
them into the bank. There were two men
in the bank and they looked at the two
strangers indifferently. But their indif-
ference was short lived.

Hutch and Dave were covering them
with six-shooters. Both of the young out-
laws were smiling grimly. Hutch’s yellow
eyes were dangerous.

“We need some green money, gents,”
said Hutch, “It’s your ante. If either of
you shorthorns tries any tricks, we’ll gut-
shoot yuh both. Make ’er fast.”

Dave shoved the money in a gunny-sack,
while Hutch kept the two bank men cov-
ered, In less than five minutes they were
riding out of town into the blizzard. Head-
ing eastward toward an old cattle shed
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where they had fresh horses waiting. Rid-
ing at a long lope. The snow drifting to
cover their tracks. They were headed for
the Hole in the Wall country.

“Easy pickin’s, Dave. I’ll tell a man them
two dudes was shore scared. Here, take
a shot uh this likker, It'll warm yore
belly.”

Dave took a small drink. He hated the
taste of the stuff, but it acted like good
medicine on a day like this.

They found their change of horses and
kept on going until night crept up on them
out of the short twilight. Then they headed
for the shelter of some scrub timber. They
hobbled their horses and spent a long, mis-
erable night huddled together in their chaps
and fur coats, not daring to make a fire lest
they attract the notice of some law officer.
They ate cold bacon and biscuits and nib-
bled at the whisky. The snow drifted over
them like a blanket. Now and then they
got up and stamped their numb feet and
slapped their arms around to restore cir-
culation,

“Bet a hat my feet is froze,” growled
Hutch.

“My face shore is,” added Dave,
my hands is stiff.”

“But we ain’t in any stinkin’ jail, kid.”

“That’s right, Hutch. We're free.”

“We made better than five thousand in
that haul. Fun money. Easy pickin’s.
Beats punchin’ cows for forty a month and
beans. We'll soon be rich as hell, Dave.”

“Goin’ at this rate, we’ll have ’er made
by spring. What'll we do with ’er all?”

“Hit a steamer and locate in South
America, I got friends down there. We'll
work for wages till we locate the right
place, then we’ll buy an outfit.”

[

and

HEY pulled out at daylight. Toward
noon they hit a line camp where a cow-
boy was feeding a bunch of cattle.

“We’d be willin’ to help yuh shovel hay,”
Hutch told him, “but we’re about ten jumps
ahead of a posse. Here’s twenty bucks for
what grub we eat. If a law officer asks
have we gone this way tell him we have
and that it will be to his sorrow if he
ketches up with us.”

The cowboy was about Hutch’s age. He
grinned uneasily. He had heard about how
outlaws killed men who talked too much.

“If yuh say so, they won’t git a word
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outa me,” he told Hutch earnestly.

Hutch’s yellow eyes glittered. “You tell
the sons that we ate here. Tell ’em they
better not crowd us too close.”

Dave marveled at Hutch’s boldness.
Hutch talked tough and he acted tough.
He had that cold, nerve steadied manner
of a born killer. Though he admitted that
Big Red was the first man he had ever
killed, he had gone at it with a premedi-
tated violence that awed Dave., Dave had
killed Bull Sandall, his father, but he had
killed in self defense. The killing of Big
Red made the boy shudder a little. God
knowed Big Red had treated them ornery,
but to kill a man like that didn’t seem right
to Dave. He fought against that squeam-
ishness with all his might, too. He had
hired out for a tough hand and had said
he'd play his string out.

From now on it was kill or be killed.
But it looked to him like Hutch was aiming
to carry the game too far. Hutch acted
like he wanted to go out and kill men. His
yellow eyes under the crooked black brows
would take on a tigerish glitter when he
talked about shooting men. Hutch was a
born killer. Dave was not, and the boy
wondered if he was yellow or if he was
right.

Hutch talked mighty tough to this cow-
boy at the line camp. He kept hitting the
bottle and telling the forty-a-month cow-
boy how bad he was.

“T never packed a gun,” said the cowboy,
when he had cooked a hot meal for Dave
and Hutch, “I don't know just why, but
I never packed a gun.”

Hutch sneered at him as he ate the cow-
boy's beef and potatoes and bread and
beans., Hutch had an ugly streak in him.
He liked to taunt a man or beast and tor-
ment them. Now he was ribbing this lone
cowboy.

“Never packed a gun? Scared yuh might
have tuh use it I reckon. You're a hell of
a sweet specimen tuh be follerin’ the cow
business. What you really need is a sheep
hook.”

HE cowboy’s frost-bitten face paled.

Hutch was making fight talk. But if
he took up the challenge he might be killed.
He stood there by the stove where he had
cooked their dinner, his eyes narrowed, his
lips clamped. Now he spoke.

“I don’t know you, feller. You come
here and I fed yuh. Now yuh try tuh pick
a fight. Lay off that gun and I’ll give you
a whuppin’ or take one.”

Hutch sat back in his tilted chair, His
eyes were slitted and deadly. His hand was
on his gun. Now Dave knew that Hutch
meant to kill this unarmed cowboy. He
was out to build himself a rep as a killer
and he was going to whittle notches on the
gun he packed.

“You don’t have to take a whuppin’,”
said Dave. ‘“Hutch, you ain’t hurtin’ this
boy while I kin stand in yore way.”

“What do you mean, kid?”

“What I said. Yuh heard me. I ain’t
standin’ by and watch a murder done. If
yuh need a fight, I'll take yuh on. Fill
yore hand.”

Hutch, his hand on his gun, let the front
legs of his tilted chair touch the dirt floor
of the cabin. His yellow eyes now watched
Dave. Dave had quit his chair and now
stood by the table, his hand on his six-
shooter. His hazel eyes did not flinch
under Hutch’s menacing scrutiny. He was
not afraid. He knew that Hutch was fast
with a gun and that Hutch, just now, was
rearing to kill him. But he was not afraid.

“Why don’t yuh draw yore gun,
Hutch?”

Hutch’s hand left the cedar butt of his
45. He grinned, though his eyes still
glittered.

“We're pardners, Dave. I wouldn't
fight with you for a million dollars.”

“Then let this cowpoke alone, Hutch.”

“I was only havin’ some fun with him.
Yuh take things too serious, Dave. You're
the best friend I got. What we quarrelin’
about, anyhow? We’re pardners, ain’t
we?”

“I reckon we are, Hutch,” said Dave
slowly.

Hutch grinned and rose from his chair,
“I was just hoorawin’ the feller, Dave.”

“Shore. Just like mebbyso I was
hoorawin’ you, Hutch.”

The cowboy looked from Hutch to Dave.
His eyes thanked Dave. When Hutch
swaggered out the door into the storm, the
cowpuncher held out his hand to Dave.

“I'm thanking you for my life,” he said
briefly. “If ever you need a friend ask in
any Wyoming town for Jeff Hardin and
somebody will be able to locate me. My
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father owns one of the biggest cow outfits
in the West. Will you shake hands?”

Vv

DAVE and Hutch rode on through the
storm. Dave knew that back at the
cabin he had left a man who had become
his friend. Even as he knew that he now
was the enemy of the yellow-eyed Hutch.
Hutch was the kind that never forgave a
quarrel, never forgot a grudge.

He’d have to watch Hutch from now on.
That first quarrel at the reformatory com-
missary was still in Hutch’s craw. Dave
knew that. This second run-in settled it.
Hutch was layin’ to kill him now. It might
be tonight or next year or ten years from
now, but Hutch would be sure to try it.
Hutch’d wait till the sign was right be-
cause, deep down in his killer’s heart, he
was afraid of Dave.

Dave watched him covertly as they rode
into the blizzard. He saw that the yellow
eyes were brooding and sullen. Hutch had
been the big bully at the reformatory. He
had been the king there. Younger and
smaller boys had been made to pay tribute
in some form or another. Dave had been
the only one to defy Hutch. Dave reck-
oned that mebby-so Hutch had killed Big
Red just to show the younger boy that he
could be tough.

Hutch had rode broncs for the Bear Paw
Pool when he was sixteen. He was tough
and ornery. He wanted to be tough. He
aimed to be as tough as any man that ever
rode the outlaw trail. But he was afraid
of Dave Sandall’s cool courage. Dave
knew that and he had the sense to know
that a coward is always far more danger-
ous than a brave man. Hutch would kill
him if he got the right chance.

On the other hand Jeff Hardin of
Wyoming had become Dave’s friend. He
knew about the Hardin outfit. J. T. Har-
din was a power in Wyoming politics. He
could have been United States Senator,
but chose not to take any prominent part
in the political game He liked the rough
life of the cowboy and spent most of his
time on his ranch. An old timer in that
country, he was known all over the state.
Jeff Hardin, old J. T.’s son, might some
day prove to be a valuable friend.

Not that Dave cared much. Dave’s way

was the crooked trail of the outlaw pack.
He could not afford to make friends with-
any man. To ride with them, drink with
them, rob with them, perhaps kill with
them, that was one thing. But to make a
friend of any man, good or bad, was not
in Dave’s manner of reckoning.

There was something about Jeff Hardin
that made Dave admire him a lot. For one
thing, Jeff Hardin had faced Hutch like a
man. He hadn’t crawled on his belly to
Hutch, even when he figgered that Hutch
was aimin’ to kill him. Jeff Hardin was
no man’s yellow bellied coyote. Like as
not he had book learnin’, too. J. T.’s son
would have everything that money could
buy. But still he was there at a lonely line
camp eating beans and biscuits and beef
and shoveling hay to pore cattle,

Old J. T. was worth all kinds of money,
but it was money that he’d worked hard
for. He had been up and down plenty
many times. He had been broke and
hungry and in need of a friend but he
was worth a-plenty now. And it hadn’t
added onto the size of his hatband, either.
He shaved when his whiskers got to
itchin’ and he wore the kind of clothes
he was used to. And he was probably
bringin’ up his son along the same lines
he had traveled. Jeff Hardin was all
right. He was old J. T.’s son and a chip
off the old block. But Dave figured that
Jeff’s trail and Dave Sandall’s trail went
in opposite directions. Jeff Hardin was
the son of a big millionaire cowman.
Dave Sandall’s trail was the crooked trail
to hell.

UTCH squinted through the driving

snow at Dave. There was an ugly
grin on his mouth and his yellow eyes
glittered like, the eyes of some predatory
animal.

“You shoulda let me kill that gent back
yonder, Dave.”

“Why, Hutch?”

“There’ll be a posse a follerin’ wus.
They’ll hit his camp and he’ll put ’em on
our trail.”

“Think so, Hutch ?”

“Listen here, kid, you can’t play this
game with white chips. You gotta go the
whole route.”

“He fed us, Hutch, I'd feel like a
crawlin’ snake if I killed a man that

~
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had taken me in out of a snow storm and
fed me.”

“Yuh'd rather let him squeal on us and
get us killed?”

Dave pulled up his horse. His hazel
eyes looked almost gray in the storm.

“Hutch, we might as well settle ’er here.
I ain’t killin’ men that never hurt me,
I ain’t killin’ a man that ain’t packin’ a
gun. That goes as she lays. If she don’t
lay good, try out yore luck. I take nothin’
off you or any man. I'm in this game to
the limit, but I reckon a man kin play
this kind of a hand without murderin’
men that ain’t heeled. I'm as game as you
are. If my way don’t suit, let’s settle
the deal now. I'll fight yuh or I'll split
the trails right here and now.”

“Only for me, you'd be doin’ time, kid.”

“I’'m rememberin’ that, Hutch.”

“We started out together. It ain’t
sensible tuh be janglin’.”

“No, it ain’t sensible, Hutch. I never
started it. You done picked the argu-
ment.”

“I reckon yo’re right, Dave. Only I
think somethin’ of my scalp and I know
that cowboy back yonder will squeal on
us.”

“What’ll yuh bet?” grinned Dave, see-
ing Hutch’s eyes lose their menace.

“A hundred?”

“Make ’er five hundred.”
~ grinned.

- “Called. How’ll yuh prove it?”

“You ride on, Hutch. TI’ll stay here
on the trail somewheres and wait. If I
don’t show up at camp tomorrow you
kin keep the five hundred bucks I'll give
yuh now. If I show up tomorrow at noon
at that cabin we’re headin’ for at the
Hole in the Wall, you pay me back that
five hundred and five hundred more. Is
that fair?”

“Fair enough, kid. Only you kinda for-
get that we're in this hide and find game
together. What kind of a damned skunk
do yuh think I am to leave a man in a
tight like that?”

This was an angle to Hutch’s character
that Dave had never seen. It was a part
of the yellow-eyed Hutch’s own queer
code. Hutch was no doubt planning on
killing Dave some time, somewhere. But
he would not leave him to be killed by any
posse. They were still a lot of miles from

Dave still

the Hole in the Wall country. Between
there and where they now sat their saddles
was some dangerous territory to cross.
Behind them was a posse.

66 F that’s yore way of quittin’ me,

Dave,” said Hutch, “you don’t need
to pay me off with five hundred lousy
bucks. We started together. We are
goin’ to finish together. That bettin’ goes,
but if you stay here on the open trail, I'm
stayin’ with yuh. I’ll collect when that
fool posse ketches up.”

“Yo’re hurt, Hutch. Yuh need a warm
place tuh sleep and a decent bandage on
that bullet hole. I reckon we kin manage
tuh find out if that cowboy double-crossed
us. Somebody kin find out.”

Somehow Dave could not help but lik-
ing this yellow-eyed killer., Hutch had
been man enough to stick in a tight. That
was something. A lot of gents would
have let a boy take his chances alone. But
not Hutch.

They rode on together. On through the
blizzard that swept the country. Each of
them kept a silent tongue. Twice they
stopped and Dave wrapped new bandages
around Hutch’s wound. These bandages
were cut from Dave’s undershirt.

The dusk made travel hard in the storm.
Both of the young outlaws were badly
frost bitten and numb from the bitter cold.
Just before dark they hit a deserted line
camp and put up their horses in the log
barn. There was grub in the cabin and
plenty of wood. Dave built a fire in the
stove and they cooked supper. The heat of
the cabin stung their frost bitten faces
and that bullet hole in Hutch’s left arm
was in bad shape. But there was no word
of complaint from either. After the sup-
per dishes were washed they sat’around
and smoked.

Hutch was uneasy and nervous and
seemed to be listening for some noise out-
side the cabin. The blizzard was still on
and the wind moaned like something alive.

“Expectin’ company, Hutch?” asked
Dave. He had been watching the other
wonderingly for some time.

“There’s a posse on our trail, kid, and
don’t let that fact slip out of your skull
for one minute. There’ll be men in that
posse that know where this cabin is
located.
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“It'll be hard tuh find on a night like
this. We're just as safe as if we was in
jail. It’s the fever in that bullet wound
that’s got yuh jumpy.”

“If you'd let me kill that cowboy back
yonder, we’d stand a show. But I tell yuh
they’re a-follerin’ us. If they . . . Put
out that candle, kid. They’re comin’.”

Vi

UTSIDE in the snow-swept night a

horse had nickered. Another horse
had nickered back. Hutch sloshed a pail
of snow water on the fire. The cabin was
now in utter darkness.

“Now,” gritted Hutch “let ’em come.
And T’ll live tuh git back and shoot that
blabbin’ cowboy in the belly. You owe me
five hundred simoleons, pardner.”

Dave made no reply. He was gripping
his carbine tightly, peering out through a
hole he had scratched and dug out of the
chinking between the logs. Hutch was
crouched on the opposite side of the cabin,
squinting out through a similar hole. The
last faint red glow of the fire had showed
his narrowed yellow eyes gleaming in the
dark like the eyes of a panther. Dave
wondered if Hutch really could see in the
darkness.

A heavy bar had been slid across the
door. They had the advantage of warmth
over those men outside who were sur-
rounding the cabin. Now Hutch moved a
little. He had shoved the barrel of his
carbine through his porthole. He jerked
the trigger and from outside there came
the quick, gasping moan of a man badly
hit. Dave could see nothing in that black,
snow-filled night. It was so dark that you
couldn’t see your hand in front of your
face.

Now, from out in that black storm, there
came a volley of shots. The one window
in the cabin was smashed. One or two bul-
lets ripped through the door. Dave shot
at random, without hope of hitting any-

thing. He could hear men calling to one

Hutch fired deliberately. His
The wind

another.
gun was taking deadly toll.
moaned like a dirge.

Now some heavy object thudded against
the door. Hutch and Dave emptied their
guns at the door. They heard a man
cursing heavily. The thudding impact

against the door quit. No doubt they had
tried to use a corral pole as a battering
ram.

Now a menacing voice outside shouted
at the two young outlaws.

“You two might as well give up.
There’s plenty of us. We'll take yuh dead
or alive.”

“There’s two of us,” Hutch called back
tauntingly. “We’re nice and warm in
here and we’re fightin’ on full bellies.
How’d yuh like a good hot cup uh Java?”

“Yuh want us so bad,” added Dave,
“why don’t yuh walk in an’ git us?”

The possemen made a second terrific
rush with their battering ram and the two
outlaws riddled the door with slugs. Now
Hutch whirled and shot at the window.
A man outside screamed in agony.

“I think,” said Hutch, “that I got that
dude in the neck. That snow keeps me
from seein’ good.”

“Kin yuh really see in the dark, Hutch?”

“As good as a tom cat, kid.”

Hutch liked to blow and brag. Dave
had never heard tell of any man who could
see in the dark. Yet Hutch was picking
off men in that inky blackness with the
same accuracy he would have had in broad
daylight. And now it suddenly came into
Dave’s mind that when Hutch got ready
to kill him, it would be on a moonless
night. Hutch would be sure to use his
advantage.

HEY kept on shooting at the door,

which was but a blurred shadow in
the dark. The battering ram quit. There
was a silence out there that was unbroken
save for the moaning of wounded men.

“How do yuh like it out West,” taunted
Hutch, “as far as yuh bin?”

Now came that same voice from out
in the storm. Only now all the menace
was gone. No doubt the sheriff, for it
was probably the sheriff, had realized the
folly of trying to break into the cabin.

“You win, boys,” he called out of the
black night. “I got some wounded men
out here. They’ll die if they don’t get out
of this snow and in where it’s warm. Any
chance to make a dicker with you two
fellers tuh let these wounded men in the
cabin?”’

“What do yuh take us for?” snarled
Hutch. “Think we’re carin’ for a lot uh
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law gents that is tryin’ to kill us? Guess
once more, Johnny Law.”

There was a long minute of silence.
Dave could hear the sheriff talking to his
men.

“There’s five men wounded,” called the
sheriff. “Let them come in the cabin with
the doctor that’s along with us and I'll give
you boys my word that the rest of us will
head back for town at daylight.”

“Do you git that kind uh jokes out of
the Arkansaw Traveler?” jeered Hutch.

“There’s just about grub enough in that
cabin,” called the sheriff, “to last two men
a week, even if yuh went easy on the bacon
and beans and flour. Yore horses is in
the shed.. Supposin’ I was to take them
horses and set you two fellers afoot? I
kin gather fifty men that will be plumb
eager to foller yore sign and cut yuh down.
Think that 'un over.”

Dave and Hutch knew that the sheriff
was telling the truth. The storm would
cover the range with big drifts. It was
still a long ways to the Hole in the Wall
country. Afoot, plowing through those
drifts and with a bunch of men surround-
ing you, that was a death sentence and
nothing but.

“It’s a horse on us, Hutch, looks like.
Anyhow. I hate tuh hear them pore devils
give up head out yonder. What'll we do?”

“Go out and cut their throats with that
dull butcher knife there in the cupboard.
- We’'ll take our chances, kid. Don’t
weaken. Ever walked much?”

“Some. If they set us afoot, Hutch,
we're gone goslins. You know that as well

as I do. That gent has an ace in the
hole.”
“Kid,” said Hutch grimly, “you’ll

never make a real tough outlaw. Yuh
weaken too quick. Yuh git chicken
hearted. We hired out for tough hands.
Are you goin’ to play yore string out?”

“I don’t have any hankerin’ to start out
afoot acrost them snow drifts, Hutch.
That’s just downright fool’s play. I'll play
my string out along the lines I figger is
good judgment. Yonder sheriff is puttin’
us a fair proposition. If we don’t take
it, we're fools. Startin’ out on foot acrost
forty-fifty miles uh country in this kind
uh weather might sound good to you but
I don’t cotton to the idea.”

2—Action Stories—October

“Hell, kid, that sheriff is just tryin’ tuh
trap us.”

“How do yuh mean, Hutch?”

“The minute we unbar that door, they’ll
charge us.”

“I don’t reckon it thataway, Hutch. He
has men out there that’s hurt and will
shore enough die if we don’t let ’em inside.
If it was me, I'd chance it.”

“Kid, you’ll never git any place if yuh
don’t change your ways of thinkin’. A
cop is always a cop. A sheriff is always
a sheriff. They’ll use every lousy trick
they know to ketch a man. Tuh hell with
those wounded gents outside. They took
a chance and lost, that’s all. They're just
unlucky scalp hunters. Let ’em die.”

Hutch’s voice was harsh, cold blooded. -
Outside the wind whipped around the cor-
ners of the log cabin and drove snow
through the broken window. The snow
hit Dave’s face and he crouched to one
side, there in the blackness that was heavy
with the choking fumes of burnt powder.
He heard a wounded man outside begging
for somebody to kill him. Dave’s stomach
felt like it was a tight knot. He wanted
to help that poor devil outside that was
begging for a gun. Hutch, crouched low
alongside his peep hole, was whistling
through his teeth.

Dave made up his mind then.

“Hutch,” he said, out of that blackness
through which his fellow outlaw’s eyes
could see, “I'm goin’ to make some kind
of a dicker with that sheriff gent.”

66 § UST what, kid,” Hutch’s voice cut
through that black cabin like a knife,

.~ “do yuh mean?”

- “Just what I said, Hutch. It’s our one
chance. If we don’t take it, we’'ll be afoot
in the middle uh nowhere with the snow
belly deep to a tall camel.”

“We’ll be double-crossed, kid.”

“We’'ll have tuh chance that, Hutch.
It’s our one bet.”

Dave felt that Hutch’s yellow eyes were
studying him in the black -cabin. He
wondered if Hutch would kill him now.
It was as good a chance as the yellow-
eyed gun toter would ever get. Seconds
seemed hours to Dave now as he waited
for Hutch’s reply.

K‘Kid !),

“Yeah?”
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“You got a long head on yuh. I got
just half a notion tuh gamble on yore
hunch. You got a knack for figgerin’
things out. But before we take the bar
off that door, we gotta figger out a way
tuh protect our bets. Got any ideas on
tap?”’

“One.
stop any crooked deal.
busted, ain’t it?”

“Plenty busted, kid.”

“Then let the sheriff crawl through it.
He'll give himself up before we let any-
body in. If they try any tricks, we'll kill
this sheriff. Does that sound solid?”

Hutch chuckled there in the dark. The
sound of it made Dave shudder a little.

“Great stuff, kid. Holler out and tell
Mister John Law yore proposition.”

Dave called out to the waiting sheriff.
When he had explained his idea, and
when his final words had been whirled
away with the storm, there followed a
short silence. Then the sheriff’s voice
broke through the storm. It was a voice
that 2 man would remember. Deep toned,
drawling and unafraid.

“T’ll just take you boys up on that deal.”

“Then come ahead,” called Hutch.

The sheriff broke away the sharp,
pointed bits of glass on the window with
the barrel of his Winchester. Now he
crawled through from the outside. He
stood there by the window, breathing
audibly.

“Hold yore hands behind yore back,”
gritted Hutch.

“How can you tell where my hands
are?”

“I kin, that’s all,” said Hutch, a tone
of grisly humor in his voice. “Yore right
hand is on yore gun. Yore left has a holt
of the window sill.”

“What kind of eyes have you got, any-
how ?”

“Cat’s eyes, Mister Law. You got on a
buffalo coat and black chaps. Yore
whiskers needs a razor. Your left-hand
cheek is bleedin’ some.”

“You win,” said the sheriff grimly.
“My hands is raised. You boys has me
foul. For gosh sake, hurry up and let
them wounded men inside. That blizzard
out there is a tough ’un.”

Hutch’s laugh was gritty. There came
the dull crack of a six-shooter barrel

I reckon it will be enough tuh
That window is

against bone. The dull thud of a heavy
body hitting the floor. The metallic sound
of handcuffs. Now Hutch spoke.

“He’ll wake up directly, kid. I got him
handcuffed to the bunk. Call out to them
cheap sports that they kin fetch in their
men one at a time. I'll fix a blanket over
the window.”

AVE did as Hutch ordered. He

hoped that Hutch hadn’t hurt the
sheriff too much. That sheriff was a
game cuss, takin’ a chance like that for the
sake of some men who were hurt and
needed attention. Dave’s-voice sounded a
little husky and strained now as he called
out through the broken window.
- “We got yore sheriff under control.
He’s plumb safe until one of you gents
start somethin’. Then he goes out like
Nellie’s glass eye. Fetch in yore hurt men
one at a time. Try any monkey work and
we’ll kill the sheriff and some of you hide
hunters.”

“That,” laughed Hutch, “is tellin’ it to
’em in nice, purty, simple words. Kid,
you got brains.”

Dave wondered just how much of that
Hutch meant. You could never tell when
Hutch was being sarcastic and ornery.

“Open up the door, kid.”

Dave slid back the heavy bar.
swung open the door.

“Come in with yore meat,” called Hutch.

Dark shapes moved in the blackness.
The snow swirled in through the open
door. The man who had been begging to
be killed was quiet now. It was the quiet
rest of death. Dave hoped that it had bin
Hutch’s bullet that snuffed out the candle
flame of that poor devil’s life. The smell
of fresh blood and powder smoke was
sickening and Dave knew that he never
would be, that he never could be the killer
that Hutch was.

Yet he had started on the outlaw trail
and he would have to ride it to the end.
What that end would be was plain. A
bullet, a hangman’s rope around his neck.
Even before he had  begun to find out
what life was about, he was condemned.
He was wanted now, dead or alive. He

He

‘had hired out for a tough hand and he

would have to play his string out. He
thought of that even as they carried in
those men who groaned and swore at the
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pain that was wracking them. He won-
dered if he, some day, would feel the hot
bite of a lead slug and lie bleeding some-
where, torn with pain. He hoped that the
bullet that ended him would be well aimed
so that he wouldn’t lie and suffer long.

One by one the five wounded men were
carried into the cabin, the men who car-
ried the wounded stumbling in the dark.
One of the helpers fell and the wounded
posseman howled with pain. Hutch
laughed harshly.

“Where’s your guts, law man?” he
sneered through the darkness that only his
yellow eyes could penetrate.

VII

HOSE men who were unhurt found
a sort of shelter in the shed. They
built a big fire and squatted around it.

Inside the cabin were Dave, Hutch, the
manacled sheriff, five wounded men and
the doctor. Hutch had disarmed every
man that came in, whole or wounded, and
had tossed their guns out into the snow-
drift.

The sheriff lay on his side, his' wrists
handcuffed to a pole upright that ran from
floor to ceiling as a support of the double
bunk in the cabin. He was a gray mus-
tached man with deeply tanned skin and
blue eyes. He said but little as he lay
_there on the floor, helpless. There was,
after all, little to say.

Dave made a fire in the stove and heated
water. The doctor was a young fellow
not much older than Hutch. . He had an
easy way with him and took things as a
matter of course. Dave liked the doctor
and helped him bathe and dress the
wounds of the suffering men who lay on
the floor. Hutch sat back in a corner, his
yellow eyes brooding, his hands near his
guns. He said nothing to Dave about the
latter helping the doctor, but Dave knew
that his outlaw companion took this act of
decency as a sort of weakness.

The sheriff’s blue eyes studied Dave
and Hutch. He was a veteran peace
officer and part of his job was to size men
up.

“How did you know so certain that you’d
be findin’ us here?” Hutch asked the
sheriff.

“I turned that if you two didn’t make

this cabin, then you’d freeze tuh death
somewheres.”

“We come past a line camp,” Hutch
went on. ‘“There was a cowboy there.
Did he put you on our trail ?”

“Yuh mean Jeff Hardin, I reckon.”

“That’s his name,” put in Dave.

“We come past Jeff’s camp, but we got
nothin’ out of him. I knowed you had
passed that way and I asked Jeff which
direction you'd gone. He said that he
was right sorry, but I couldn’t git no in-
formation from him. When I asked him
why, he said that one of you two would-be
outlaws had saved his life. I didn’t ask
him no more questions because I figgered
Jeff wouldn’t talk. Jeff Hardin never put
me on yore trail. I know this country
fairly well, havin’ rode it for fifty years.
I knowed yuh’d either be here or buried
somewheres in the snow by mornin’ if yuh
missed the cabin in the storm.”

66 RECKON,” sneered Hutch, “that
you'd lie, anyhow, to protect this
Hardin gent.”

“Protect Jeff Hardin?” A slow smile
widened the sheriff’s mouth. “Jeff don’t
need protectin’ from such snakes as you,
young fellow. Give Jeff a gun and he’ll
handle his own end.”

Hutch nodded briefly toward the
wounded men.

“We was two against yore whole damned
posse. Neither of us got a scratch, but
yore men look kinda bunged up to me.
I reckon that proves we kin take care of
our scalps. Yore Jeff Hardin could do
as good, yuh think?”

Hutch grinned crookedly at the sheriff,
his head nodding.

“I'm admittin’ T don’t know how you
picked so many of us off. Luck, I reckon,
or them nasty eyes of yourn kin see in the
dark.”

Hutch grinned crookedly.
luck.”

The sheriff’s head must be hurting him,
but he voiced not one word of complaint.

“I hope that some day,” he said bluntly,
“I git the chance to throw you in prison
and lose the key.”

Hutch’s grin became a sneer. “How do
you know yuh’ll ever git outa this cabin
alive?”

“I don’t know. You'd be snaky enough

“It wasn’t
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to do murder all right. Are you tryin’ to
build up a bad rep?”

“I aim to make a special job uh killin’
sheriffs,” bragged Hutch with that tough-
ness of youth that wants to be known as
a real gun-slinging bad man.

The boasting made the grizzled sheriff
smile faintly. He was fully aware of the
fact that this young braggart was a dan-
gerous sort of character. Hutch had that
heedless recklessness of youth. He feared
few things and hid whatever fear he did
have behind a grin and a snarl and a pair
of yellow slitted eyes. Given the right
breaks and Hutch would certainly become
plenty tough. He would be treacherous
and without mercy.

HE sheriff turned his gaze toward

Dave, who was helping the doctor
probe for a bullet in a man’s back. Dave
had a clean cut face. His jaw was firm,
his forehead high, his eyes were steady
gazing. Jeff Hardin had briefly related
the incident at his cabin when Dave had
saved him from being killed by Hutch.

The sheriff was a man with grown
sons of his own. He thought to himself
that this young outlaw had the makings
of a man if he had been given a chance.

Dave bathed the ugly wound in the
suffering man’s back. The poor devil lay
there gritting his teeth and wincing when
the probe went into the bullet hole.

Now Dave, wearing a pair of rubber
gloves the doctor had made him put on,
was handling a small, shiny instrument.
Sort of a clamp or long pointed pliers.

“All right now,” said the doctor to him.
“Just be ready when I get this. . . .
That’s the ticket. Good work. You'd
make a surgeon, my outlaw friend.”

Somehow Dave felt all warm inside at
this bit of faint praise. Now he and the
doctor were bandaging and fastening pads
of gauze and dressings with strips of
adhesive. : :

“Yuh'll be goin’ in for preachin’ next,
kid,” sneered Hutch. But Dave paid him
no heed. He was peeling off the rubber
gloves and getting the blood off his arms.
The doctor was giving the wounded men
hypodermic injections to ease their pain.

Dave had been fascinated by this work
of caring for wounded men. He wished

that he was that cool, pleasant-mannered.

-
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young doctor who, despite his youth, was
so efficient.

The sheriff asked for a smoke and Dave
rolled him one. The veteran peace officer
thanked him.

“Quit herding with that young snake
there,” he told Dave, indicating Hutch,
“and you might turn out tuh be a man
and do somethin’ besides pull a gun
trigger.”

Hutch snarled something under his
breath. Dave shook his head.

“Can’t quit now, Sheriff. No turnin’
back now. I'd a heap rather be killed
then serve that twenty-five-year stretch
that they handed me. I aimed tuh go
straight. But damn ’em, they won’t give
a kid a chance tuh try his hand. I’ll string
my bets with Hutch.”

VIII

T dawn the posse quit the shelter of
the shed and rode away. They had
brought but little grub and so they started
out empty and cold and uncomfortable,
though the storm had let up and the sun
was trying to break through a gray sky.
Dave saddled his horse and Hutch’s.
Hutch unlocked the hand-cuffs that had
rubbed the sheriff’s wrists until they bled.
“Yore posse has gone. There’s a dead
stiff there in the shed that they left behind.
Try to foller us and it will be to yore
sorrow, not ours. So long.”

“I'll land you behind the bars yet,”
promised the sheriff. Hutch leered at
him, his yellow eyes mocking this old
veteran of the law trails.

For a long moment the old sheriff and
the young outlaw eyed one another. Then
Hutch backed out the door, his hand on
his gun.

“Come on, Dave,” he said to the younger
outlaw as Dave stood there in the cabin.

The doctor held out his hand to Dave.

“I won’t forget how you helped me. I'd
have been badly handicapped otherwise.”
Dave shook hands awkwardly. He

hated any sort of demonstration like that,
It made him feel foolish.

He had started to follow Hutch when
the tall sheriff halted him with an out-
stretched hand.

“Sorry, son, that yuh started off on the
wrong trail. I hope I'll never have tuh
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swap shots with yuh. If ever a play
comes up that you kin quit this game, do
so. The best yuh kin expect is the worst
of it. Ask the oldest old timer yuh meet
up with when yuh reach the Hole in the
Wall. See what he says.”

“Say, cut out this damned sermon
~stuff,” snarled Hutch. “What do yuh
" think this is, a church? Come on, Dave,
or else stay here and let the law take
yuh back and throw yuh in a solitary cell
and feed yuh on dry, mouldy bread and
water. Let’s be draggin’ it, kid, or else
let’s split here.”

“I'm comin’, Hutch, but I ain’t comin’
till I git ready. You ain’t my keeper.”

Hutch stepped outside and into the sad-
dle of his waiting horse. He sat his horse
with an admirable ease, though the big
gelding was humped up and snuffy. Now
the horse sank its head and with a squeal,
commenced pitching. Hutch, grinning,
rode him easily. He raked the buck out
of the big gelding and came back at a trot.

Dave left the cabin and mounted his
horse. Dave’s horse was more gentle and
made no attempt to buck. He looked back
over his shoulder at the cabin they were
leaving. He saw the sheriff standing
there in the doorway. Dave saw him
wave and waved back. Hutch noticed the
exchange of greetings and sneered in an
ugly way.

“Yuh fergot to kiss the John Law
good-bye, kid. Hell, you’ll never go the
route, the way yo’re actin’.”

“No?” Dave smiled a little.
smiled his eyes puckered a little.
not, Hutch?”

When he
“Think

“Not if yo're goin’ tuh be throwin’ in

with the law. The big gents we’ll meet
at the Hole in the Wall wouldn’t treat
yuh so good if the story was to git out
that you and the sheriff back yonder is
pardners. Hand shakin’ and so on, and
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