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EIN up a spell, gents, and join in
R on our regular session of story

swapping in these columns. You've
made this your claim. When we hit this
letter vein some time ago, we had no idea
that paydirt was going to come in so
steadily, but thanks to you it has. Out of
the land. about which so much fiction has
been written you’ve heen sending us the
truth, and your true stories are in many
ways stranger than the legends that are
told. They help a man to understand just
why the days of the' Old West make up
one of the richest periods in our national
history.

The Western frontier moved with the
expansion of our country from coast to
coast. First it was the Alleghenies, then
the Mississippi, then the Rockies. Since
it appears that the frontier was kind of
flexible, moving as it did with the trail-
breakers, we haven’t hesitated to stretch it
back a little for our first letter to the wild
and wooly cowtown of the “sixties—Phila-
delphia, Don’t go for your irons, now. It

(Continued on page 8)
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8 ALL-STORY WESTERN

(Continued from page 6)
was Philadelphia that gave our country,
besides the Declaration Of Independence,
one of the most famous marks of a
Westerner. We'll let our first correspon-
dent tell you how. The gent from Reno
has the floor: Z

Dear Editor:

The West gave John B. Stetson his health
—and John B. gave the West its hat. Like
the proverbial prophet honorless in his own
country the Stetson, brainchild of a Penn-

. sylvania Easterner, never covered a brain
save out yonder.

Seriously ill with tuberculosis, John B.
Stetson left his Philadelphia hat_shop to
go to Colorado for his health in the
eighteen-sixties. The mountain air led him
to concoct a hat, made out of rabbit skins,
that would protect him from the elements
on camping trips—and thus was born the
first Stetson. Nobody in the mining camps
paid much attention, except to laugh at the
peculiar headgear, until a cattleman ran
across John B. wearing it—and promptly
bought it for five dollars.

Having recovered his health, Stetson
went back to Philadelphia, duplicated his
hat in felt, called it “The Boss of the
Plains,” and sent it out West. It caught on
so fast that within a year he was making
nothing else. :

And soon the cowboy was wearing noth-
ing else. The wide-brimmed hat came in
handy as protection from sun or rain—or
for catching a brief squall for drinking
water: for firefighting; for blinding a
bronc; for hazing steers, or for fire-
fanning. : ;

Or, best of all, for catching bullets. A
Stetson with a bullet hole in it was the most
valuable of all. .

Frank Cross
Reno, Nevada

There’s many a badman who got shot

at and kept it under his Stetson.

Talking about badmen, sometimes the
question arises, “How bad can you get?”
Here's the story of a team of brothers who
tried to find out:

picture of unrelieved black, The crime
which led to their eventual undoing was
almost unparalleled for sheer brutality, even
in their bloody times.

Fleeing a posse, the brothers had carved a
bloody trail of corpses through a good part
of the country, when they came to a lone
farm house and asked for food. According
to the unquestioning hospitality of the fron-
tier, they were being served, when a baby
began to cry. Assuring the hospitable farm
wife that he had a way with babies, Micajah
Harpe left the table, went out to thé baby’s
crib—and returned, smiling, saying he had
the child quieted.

He did. When the brothers had left and
the mother went to look at the infant, she
found its throat had been cut!

This atrocity roused the countryside and
the Harpes were caught in short order.
During the ensuing fight, Wiley got away,
but Micajah was overcome and met sum-
mary justice at the hands of the baby’s
father, a member of the posse, who slashed
Micajah’s throat before the other posse-
men could interfere.

Wiley later attempted to “collect bounty”

on the -head of a fellow bandit, whom he
had murdered, but was recognized and
lynched.
Joseph Sebastian
Kansas City, Kansas

Compared to those two hombres, the
James boys could have been Sunday- .
School teachers! Now let’s hear about the
ladies, bless ’em:

Dear Editor: > 3
Most historians of the California gold-
stage holdup days have overlooked the part
played by the high-caliber gals of the time.
Contemporary chivalry did much to bury
these pistol-packing babes in anonymity.
There was the case of the skirted bandit
of Arizona, whom a jury refused to con-
vict, out of sheer gallantry, though she drew
a light sentence for brandishing a pistol.
Another, Dutch Kate, is remembered chiefly
for overlooking, during a holdup, a fortune
concealed upon the passengers, while looting
the stage’s gold box of virtually nickels!
: Lew Varney,
Phoenix, Arizona

(1]

e

Dear-Editor- : That brings our drive for this issue to

= 'Il;hey L2y cveryoag %o niatﬁer hgwlgad l;e an end, friends. Stay with us, though, for
1s, has some goo .- I thought nd- = =
up e iets \Sould Be lix:terest(::l . ~th: ut"wo ‘more of the classic stories of the Old West,

I-_Iarpeh brothers. htfsyb? they're the excep-  and keep those true yarns coming in.
.tion that proves the rule: 3 » ’ =
Wiitis fater history - had “credited most We -ll be glad to afid em to our remuda.
fl%ontier badmen with at least a faint streak . Until we meet again, Adios!

of decency, the story of the two Harpe

brothers, Micajah and Wiley, presents a THE EDITORS.
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Copyright 1938 by Popular Publicotiens, Inc under
the original title, “Granger Wagon.”

Reb Conyear rode his last grim
trail with a dead man's slogan
on ‘his lips: “My gun’'s for
hire——mjr bullets are for sale . ..
buy one, gents — with your
name on it!”

A NOVEL BY BEMNNETT FOSTER

10



- CHAPTER ONE
. Stampede .

’ I \HE third guard had gone out to
the herd, and the men that had re-
lieved, having taken coffee from the

pot on the fire, were now stretched out

beneath tarp-covered blankets. One of
the off-duty guards was snoring and the

other was lying, face pillowed on his
arm, dead to the world.

“Wheat” Andrews, wagon boss for
Old Man Metcalf of the Pinetree, sat on
the edge of his tarp and pulled on his
boots. This was his third trip up the
trail, his first as wagon boss. So far he
had got by, but he had been lucky. Lucky
and unlucky.

11



£ THAYW B

12 ALL-STORY WESTERN

The fifteen hundred head of steers he
convoyed were as jumpy a bunch as he
had ever seen. They spooked at anything
and at everything. - Twice they had run
in the daytime, once when a small dog
had come charging and yapping down on
the flank of the herd and once when a
bronc had come undone and pitched off
his rider.

Three times they had run at night,
What had caused those night runs Wheat
couldn’t say. However, he had his sus-
picions, One night run had occurred
when Bert Guthrie, the strawboss, was on
guard, and the othef two when Bill Wal-
ters had been on watch. Guthrie was
jealous of him, Andrews knew that, and
Bill Walters was mighty thick with Guth-
rie. Stamping on his boots, Wheat An-
drews walked over to the bedwagon,
where his horse stood, tied to a wheel. He
would just take a little pasear out to the
herd and see how they were doing out
there. The bunch of steers would run if
a rider lit a cigarette within sight, or if
a careless man popped a quirt against his
chaps, or undid a slicker to put it on dur-
ing a sudden gust of rain. Real spooky
they were.

As he walked to his horse, Andrgws
passed a long, tarp-wrapped bundle on
the ground. He grinned down at the
sleeper. That was Reb Conyear, and he
was part of Wheat Andrews’ good luck.
True, the herd had run, but so far they
had generally run in the right direction
and Wheat hadn’t lost a steer. He had
started with fifteen hundred big steers
and eleven men, and he still had them
all. Reb Conyear had been largely respon-
sible for that. Wheat liked the rusty-
haired boy who lay so quietly in his
suggans. Reb Conyear liked Wheat too,
the foreman could tell.

‘He still had a mental picture of Reb

Conyear back in the little trail ‘town of
Canteau. Reb Conyear standing, a de-
risive grin on his square, homely face

and the little gold flecks dancing in his
hazel eyes while he took it out of Guthrie.
Guthrie had been shooting off his mouth
in a barroom, talking about his wagon
boss, and Reb had called his hand. Reb

~didn’t even know that Wheat had heard

that byplay. =

There was another memory in Wheat’s
mind, too. Another picture of Reb sitting
his horse on a sandbar while the herd
crossed the Canadian. A tough crossing,
that had been. Wheat breathed easier
now that it was over.

Wheat Andrews tightened the cinch of
his saddle, untied his night horse and,
sticking a toe in the stirrup, mounted
and rode softly away from the sleeping
camp. From under the chuckwagon the -
snores of old Doughgood Thoms, the
cook, followed him. :

Riding away, Wheat awakened no one.
Men trailing cattle will wake when their
relief comes to camp at night. Sometimes
other things will wake them, but general-
ly they are too worn out with the day’s
work to bother about anything but sleep.

The herd was a mile from the camp,
bedded against a mesa. A little creek ran
down from the mesa and a canyon fol-
lowed up to the rim. Pretty country, but
rough, Wheat Andrews thought as he
rode. A bad place for a run. He hoped
that the steers were tied enough to stay on
the bedground tonight.

As he approached the black loom of
the sleeping cattle, he began to sing, his
voice unmelodious and rough. Over
across the herd the voice of Chuck Blos-
som, smooth and tenor, was softly lilting
The Red River IValley.

Where was Bill Walters? Wheat
strained his eyes to catch sight of the

_other guard. :

The cattle were close now. Wheat was

as near as a man riding guard would get.

He looked to right and left. His song
had almost died on his lips. Beside him
loomed a man on horseback. Wheat



w

T T a N YO

THE GUNSMOKE WAY- 13

could see him. The rider had something
lifted in his hand.

“Bill?” asked Wheat Andrews softly.

The lifted hand came down. A quirt
popped against a chaps’ leg, and with that
noise the cattle were on their feet. The
quirt popped again. Bill Walters said,
“Curse you, Andrews! Sneakin’—”

His horse was beside Wheat’s horse.
Something hard was thrust into Wheat'’s
side. The cattle were running, running
full out, and Chuck Blossom’s yell was
lost in the popping of their hoofs. Fire
from that hard object burned Wheat
Andrews’ side. He slumped forward. He
didn’t hear Bill Walters say, “Blast it!
I’'ve got to take him with me!”

He didn’t hear anything any more. . . .,

WO weeks later, Hi Metcalf sat

in the lobby of the Alps Hotel in

Denver and scrutinized Reb Con-
year with hard, unwinking blue eyes.

“You said you wanted to see me?”
questioned Reb, sinking down into a big
leather—covered chair beside Metcalf.

Metcalf stroked his little beard. That
beard and the weathered-oak face of the
man that wore it were known from San
Angelo north, all along the trail. “Yo're
Reb Conyear, ain’t you ?”’ said Hi Metcalf,

Reb nodded.

“Then I sent you word I wanted to see
you,” said Metcalf. “I been hearin’ about
you. Likely if I'd heard about you before
you started north, I wouldn’t've hired
you.”

Reb lolled lazily in his chair. He was
used to talking to these big men, Reb
was. He had worked for a lot of them, and
while they had power, money, and men to
back them, Reb Conyear was never nerv-
ous in their presence. For Reb Conyear
had power too. Not the power of men
and money, but the power to look a man
in the eyes, to face a man through powder-
smoke if necessary, and to see a thing

through.

All his life Reb Conyear had worked
for wages. He was a tophand, none bet-
ter, but it went beyond that, for Reb
Conyear had been born in the Tonto
basin, had lost his father and his mother
in one of the Tonto’s little wars, and
from the time he was ten Reb had either
been hunted or a hunter. Semething of
his success, something of his reputation,
was felt in Metcalf’'s next speech.

“So yo’re Reb Conyear,” drawled Met-
calf. “You worked for the Stock Asso-
ciation in Arizona, didn’t you?”

Reb nodded.

“An’ yo're the fella that cleaned up
Prescott when it needed it,” pursued Met-
calf. :

“I was in Prescott.”

Metcalf leaned forward. “What hap-
pened to my caftle?” he demanded.

Reb felt for papers and tobacco. *“They
run,” he said, drawing out his makings.
“They’d been runnin’ an’ they run again,
just after we’d crossed the Canadian. We
gathered ’em, an’ when we tallied there
was four hundred head missin’ an’ your
wagon boss was gone.”

“I know that,” snapped Metcalf.
“How’d it happen?”

“Well—” Reb lit his smoke— “we’d
bedded against a mesa that had two can-
yons splittin® it. That was after we'd
crossed the river. That night, come third
guard, the herd run. We got up an’ one of
the guards come m an’ said they’d gone
east. We rode that way. In the mornin’
we bunched cattle an’ combed the coun-
try. We got most of 'em, but Wheat An-
drews was missin’. We went back an’
combed out the country above the other
canyon. There was malpais there you
couldn’t’ve tracked a elephant over. It
run in a horseshoe an’ bent down to where
the Canadian took a bend. We didn’t find
the steers that we’d missed an’ we worked
two days tryin’. Andrews didn’t show
up an’ Guthrie said that Andrews had
gone with the steers an’ that we had a

v
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delivery date, so he brought us along.
When we got here, Guthrie paid me off.
We'd had words before that.” Reb puffed
his smoke.

Metcalf’s eyes were keen. “You think
Andrews got away with the steers?” he
asked.

Reb looked at the end of his cigarette.
“He was a right good cowman, but not
that good,” he drawled. “If those steers
were run over malpais it would've taken
plenty riders to hold ’em on the rocks.
Then where’d they go when they come off
the malpais? No. I think Andrews was
with the cattle when they run, or right
afterward, but I don’t think he’s with
'em now.”

“What would you do if you was me?”
Metcalf drawled the words, his blue eyes
half hidden by drooping lids.

Reb shrugged. “I dunno,” he an-
swered.

“What were you figgerin’ to do?” Met-
calf pushed his questioning.

Again Reb shrugged. “Why,” he said,
carefully choosing his words, “I like
Andrews pretty good. I thought mebbe
I'd drop back into that country an’ sort
of look him up.”

Blue eyes met hazel. Gold flecks were
dancing in the hazel eyes, but Reb’s face
was impassive. “Hundred a month an’
yore outfit,” grunted Hi Metcalf. “Give
you two dollars a head for every steer you
get back. * Suit you?”

“What about Andrews?” the hazel eyes
were keen.

“Why—” Hi Metcalf looked at the
ceiling— “I've sort of raised Wheat An-
drews. Man an’ boy I've known him for
twenty years. I like him. I'd take it
kindly if you'd look him up.”

“Suppose I find him with the steers?”

Metcalf considered that. “If he wanted
them steers worse than he wanted my
friendship, he’s welcome to ’em,” he said.

“An’ suppose I find him dead?” Reb
spoke the words flatly.

“Then,” drawled Metcalf, “I suppose
you'd act accordin’. You liked him, you
say? You can consider yorese’f the Pine-
tree troubleshooter an’ I'll back you up.”

Reb got up from his chair. “I’'m on
my way,” he said briefly. “I'd like some
expense money.”

“T’'ll leave you a letter an’ some money
at the desk,” said Metcalf. “Two months’
salary. If you can't do it in two months
you ain’t goin’ to do it, an’ you needn’t
report back. Suit you?”

“Suits me,” agreed Reb softly.

Metcalf’'s old, blue-veined, brown-
spotted hand met Reb’s young, firm,
tanned one and gripped. “Good luck,”
said Hi Metcalf.

“I'll need it,” answered Reb Conyear.

‘ a THEN he left Metcalf, Reb Con-
year had a definite plan in mind.
There was a big general store a
short distance down the street from the
Alps Hotel, and Reb went there to make
several purchases. He had ridden a por-
tion of the country in which the Pine-
tree steers and wagon boss had disap-
peared, and had stopped at one ranch
back of the #malpais horseshoe. Now, in
the big store, he bought bib overalls,
brogans, a straw hat, and red bandana
neckerchiefs. He bought some other
things and came out of the store carry-
ing an armload. He had hardly been gone
ten minutes before another man entered,
caught the same clerk that had waited on
Reb, and practically duplicated the pur-
chases.

“You're the second man that has been
buyin’ this stuff today,” said the clerk
to his customer. “I can’t figure out why
you cowmen are going in for granger
rigging.”

“You wrap that stuff up an’ tell me
what the bill is,” said the customer.
“Mebbe the cowpunchers have got some
sense an’ decided to farm.”

The clerk wrapped up the parcel and
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tendered the bill feeling thoroughly
squelched. :

Back in the Alps Hotel Reb Conyear
put his new wardrobe into a canvas sack.
Leaving his room, he went to the desk,
where he receiyed an envelope and paid
his bill. Then he departed.

At the livery stable where he had left
his saddle, Reb made inquiries. He did
not need to worry about horses. He had
been riding Metcalf horses on the trail
north, and old Hi Metcalf had disposed
of the whole mount. The livery stable man
said that there were freight outfits pull-
ing out almost daily for the south, and
told Reb where he might find a reliable
freighter. Leaving the livery, Reb en-
countered Chuck Blossom. Chuck had
been celebrating his arrival in Denver,
and his payday, and he wanted company.

“Hey, Reb!” he called. “Come on an’
have a drink.” »

Reb didn’t have time for a drink, but
he liked Chuck. ‘“Sure,”” he answered.
The two crossed the street, entered a
saloon and, going up to the bar, ordered
beer. While they were waiting for the
bartender to draw their beer, Reb heard
voices in a booth behind him. Turning,
he saw Bill Walters and Arch Guthrie
drinking together. Guthrie looked up and,
catching Reb’s eye, said something to
Walters. Walters turned to look and
then, getting up from his seat, came out
of the booth.

“Hello, Conyear,” he said. “Cele-
bratin’?”

“Some,” Reb said briefly.

“Say—" Walters  was loudmouthed
with the liquor he had drunk— “you shot
off yore mouth down in Canteau about
what a heller Wheat Andrews was.
Whaddaya think of him now, the son?
Runnin’ off his boss’s cattle.”

“I think just the same of him now that
1 did then,” answered Reb, turning to
take ‘his glass of beer. “He was a good
man with a rotten crew.”

“The hell you say!”” Walters blustered.
“I was on that crew, yuh know.”

Reb’s hazel eyes surveyed Walters

. bleakly. “An’ I still say it was rotten,” he

observed, and took a gulp of his beer.
Walters’ face flushed and Chuck Blos-
som laughed tauntingly.

“Come on back an’ sit down, Bill,”
called Guthrie nervously. /

“This feller’s talkin’ awful loud,”

blustered Walters, ignoring Guthrie’s de-

mand. “I'm goin’ to take some of the
rough off of him. So you think the crew
was rotten just because I was on it, do
you?” -

“You an’ some others.” Reb set his
glass back on the bar. He watched Wal-
ters narrowly. It was against the law
to go armed in Denver, but that law was
not always rigidly enforced. There was a
telltale bulge in the waistband of Walters’
levis.
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Walters drew back slightly, Some of
his intoxication must have been assumed,
because his voice was now sober, coldly
insulting.  “Cowthief always cottons to
cowthief,” he said deliberately. “That
must be why you stick up for Andrews.
You—" <

The bartender had gone down behind
the bar. Blossom was moving in swiftly,
and the barman was coming up again,
bringing with him his pacifier, a ten-
gauge double-barreled gun; but both

- moved too slowly.

Walters had reached for the gun in his
waistband as he spoke, but Reb Conyear,
perfectly balanced and with the experi-
ence of a hundred such encounters, leaned
in and whipped a short, left-handed blow
to the third button on Walters’ shirt.

- That third button was just over the
solar plexus, and Walters, his breath com-
pletely gone, lost all control of his arms.
When the bartender swiveled the shotgun,
Reb Conyear was standing with Walters’
gun in his hand. Walters was on the floor
and Guthrie was settling back in his seat,
his hand falling away from his armpit.

“Pay for the drinks, Chuck,” com-
manded Reb, his voice hard. “Then we’'ll
get out of here. Guthrie, you make an-
other move like that an’ I'll take that gun
you tote for my collection. Get goin’,
Chuck.” ;

“You want ’em arrested?” demanded
the bartender. “They framed the play.
If you want ’em taken in, say the word
an’ T'll get a deputy.”

Reb shook his head. = “They’re just
playful,” he answered. “Keep 'em here
until T leave, so somebody won't get

killed. Walters, I'm goin’ to keep yore
It ain’t safe for you to have one.

gun.
Mebbe I'll ship it to you an’ maybe I
won’t. Let’s go, Chuck.”

Chuck was ready. Sobered by the sud-
den action, he had put his money on the
bar and stood watching Reb. The bar-
tender, a man of parts, was staring bale-

fully at Walters and Guthrie, the shotgun
very much in evidence.

“Set still,” warned the barman. “You
tinhorns can’t get away with nothin” like
that in here! When these gents have left,
I’'m goin ’to count ten an’ then pull both
triggers. Hear me?”

Reb and Chuck Blossom backed out of
the door, Reb tucking Walters’ gun into
his trousers. As the swing doors closed
behind the two they heard the bartender
say harshly, “One—two—"

Chuck and Reb parted outside the
door; Blossom went on toward the rail-
road station, Reb headed for the ware-
house of a freight outfit. He had already
made his plan, and now he was ready to
carry it out. At the warehouse of Aber-
crombie and Jones there was much con-
fusion. A string of wagons was pulled
up alongside the loading platform and
sweating men were loading them. Reb
accosted a loafer. The wagons, he was
told, were leaving for the south, going
down into New Mexico. Here was op-
portunity. Still carrying his canvas sack,
he hurried to the livery stable where his
saddle was stored.

There, despite the curiosity of the
hostler, Reb stripped in an empty stall
and put on the new clothes. 'What he had
taken off went into the sack, and the sack
was tied. Reb got a grain sack from the
hostler, put his saddle and riding gear into
it, and went back to the warehouse.

Dumping his two burdens on the plat-
form, Reb found a clerk. “I want to ship
them bundles to Trinchera,”” he told the
clerk. “There’s a cowboy paid me to get

-’em shipped. Can you take ’em?”

The clerk surveyed Reb. “Got an out-
fit leavin’ today that’ll go through Trin-
chera,” said the clerk. “Come on an’
we’ll weigh ’em up.” Reb, lugging sad-
dle and warsack, followed the clerk.
“Who’s the boss of the wagons?” he.
asked as he. dumped the saddle on the
scales. “I'd like to hire on with him for a
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roustabout. I got a bedroll an’ I can
work.”

The clerk looked up from juggling
weights. “That’s him over there,” he said,
pointing. “Mebbe he can use you.”

Reb waited until the saddle and the
other bundle were weighed. Then, pay-
ing the charges, he walked over to the
heavyset, black-bearded man who was
watching the loading of the wagons.
Blackbeard was short and to the point.
He asked questions that Reb answered
vaguely. Blackbeard was a judge of men.
He noted Reb’s smooth, tanned cheeks
and his heavy shoulders and the supple
movement.

“Well,”” snapped Black-beard finally,
“T don’t know what you done or why you
want to leave Denver. That ain’t my
business. I'll hire you. Give you a dollar
a day an’ yore chuck.”

“Suits me,” said Reb Conyear.

So, when Abercrombie and Jones’ wag-
ons pulled out of Denver late that after-
noon, Reb Conyear sat atop a tarp-cov-
ered wagon and stared at the broad back
of the driver handling the team. He was
on his way.

CHAPTER TWO

Trail to Nowhere

to reach Trinchera. The little cow-

town, perched among the mountains
north of the Canadian, was Reb’s destina-
tion. There Reb proceeded to take several
drinks, act as if he had taken many more
and, thoroughly cursing the wagon-
master, get himself fired. When the
wagons pulled out of Trinchera, Reb
stood in the street and tried to look woe-
begone.

It was a far different Reb Conyear that
stood in Trinchera’s street from the Reb
Conyear who had left Denver. The
brogans were battered now and the bib

IT TOOK the wagon train over a week

overalls were caked with dirt. The straw
hat he wore denied any acquaintance with
the aristocracy of a Stetson, and the blue
shirt was dirty and missing buttons. But
the greatest change was in Reb’s cheeks.
A ten-day stubble of rusty beard cov-
ered his cheeks. He was dirty. Indeed
Reb was dirty from the skin out. He was
playing a role and playing it for all it
was worth.

For two days after the wagons left, Reb
lazed about the little cowtown. He drank
a little, listened a lot, and at the end of
the two days knew a few things that he
needed badly to know. The next morning,
rising early, he washed his face and went
down to Trinchera’s one general store.
In its warehouse were a sacked saddle
and a warsack waiting for an owner to
claim them. Reb wondered if, at the end
of his two months, he would walk into
the store and get them.

From seven o’clock on he hung around
the store. People went In and out in
greater numbers than usual, for it was
Saturday. About noon, a light rig whirled
up to the store and a portly, bearded man
got out and reached up to help a girl dis-
mount. Reb waited until the team was
tied to the hitchrack before he moved for-
ward. While he waited, he looked at the
girl. Black-haired, olive-cheeked, with
flashing black eyes and a warm, generous
mouth, she stood waiting for the man to
finish tying the team. When the man had
secured the horses and started toward the
waiting girl, Reb stepped forward.

“Mr. McAlpine?” he asked, making his
voice a whine.

McAlpine stopped short. “What do you
want ?”

“I heard you wanted hay hands,” mum-
bled Reb, keeping his eyes down. “I’d
like to get a job.”

“Ever cut any hay?” asked McAlpine.

“T cut hay an’ stacked,” answered Reb.
“I’m a good hand at a stack.”

McAlpine grunted. “Got a bed?”



r

i8 ALL-STORY WESTERN

“Yes, sir.”

“I pay a dollar an’ a half a day,” Mc-
Alpine’s tones were curt, “an’ you got to
get along with Granny Block. 1It's a
wagon outfit, you know. We move around
an’ cut hay on the vegas. If you can
stack hay, I'll hire you.” '

“TI can stack hay.” ‘

“What do they call you?” demanded
McAlpine.

“Rusty,” answered Reb Conyear
promptly.

“Have yore bed here at four o'clock,”
ordered McAlpine. “I’ll take you to the
ranch.”

“Yes, sir,” Reb ducked his head. “T’ll
be here.”

“If you aren’t, there won’t be any job,”
McAlpine told him, and crossed the walk
to the waiting girl.

At four o’clock, Reb was at Pry’s store
waiting. He was still waiting at five
o’clock, and it was not until half past five
that McAlpine and the buckboard arrived.
McAlpine told Reb to put his bedroll in
the back of the buckboard and jump on,
and Reb obeyed the order. A box of sup-
plies was carried out from Pry’s and
loaded in, and .McAlpine took the lines
and drove the team on down the street.
At a dwelling set well back from the road
McAlpine stopped.

“Go get Charlotte,” he said, looking
back over his shoulder at Reb. Reb
climbed out of the buckboard, and, going
up the walk to the house, knocked at the
door. : =

“Is Miss McAlpine here?” he asked the
white-haired woman who answered the
knock.

“T’ll get her,” was the reply, and Reb
waited. Presently dark-haired Charlotte
McAlpine came to the door, Her arm
around a blonde girl who, shorter than

-Charlotte, was laughing up at her.

“T’ll be expecting you this week, thén,
Beryl,” said Charlotte McAlpine. “You'll
let her come, won’t you, Mrs. White?”

The white-haired, motherly woman
smiled and nodded, and Charlotte, after
kissing both of them, bade them good-by
and walked past Reb. Apparently she
didn’t see him at all.

In the buckboard, leaving Trinchera,
Reb sat on his bedroll and listened, un-
abashed, to the conversation in the front
seat. It was part of his business to listen
to-conversations, and he had no qualms
or scruples. But he heard nothing. The
conversation between Tan McAlpine and
his daughter had to do with plans for the
visit of Beryl White to the McAlpine
ranch and that was all.

The buckboard rolled along at a steady
gait. McAlpine had two good horses—
broncs such as a ranchman might be ex-
pected to drive, but trotters, evidently
with some Standard Bred blood in them.
They cut off the miles, but the sun was
racing them and winning. It was dusk
before the road swung south, and a full
three hours had elapsed before McAlpine
stopped for Reb to open a gate.

When the gate was replaced and Reb
was back on his bedroll again, the tired
horses walked down a lane—Reb could
see the fence posts on either side—went
through another gate already down, and
stopped. A man came running from a
lighted building and took the team’s bits.

McAlpine spoke to Reb. “You go down
to the old bunkhouse, Rusty,” he directed.
“You'll find a lamp down there. Take
any of the bunks, an’ then see if the cook
will feed you. I haven’t got my hay crew
in yet. Just one man, so you won’t be
crowded.” With that he lifted the box of
groceries from the buckboard and walked
away after Charlotte, who had already
gone to the big house that bulked black
some distance from the vehicle.

“Where’s the old bunkhouse?” asked
Reb of the man who held the team.

“Down back of the house where you
see the light, granger,” answered the cow-
boy.
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Reb shouldered his bedding and walked
toward the light, and the puncher led the
team away.

Arriving at the bunkhouse—an old
rock structure built behind the newer
cabin that served the riders—Reb struck
matches, located the lamp, lit it and threw
his bed on a bunk. A tousle-headed kid
in another bunk rolled over and then sat
up when the light struck his eyes. Reb,
opening his bed, nodded to the boy.

“Just got in,” he said.

The boy lay back in his blankets.
“You'll be out at three,” he said sleepily.
“Better turn in.”

Reb grinned and began to undress. No
use bothering the cook at this time of
night, and if the tousle-haired kid was
right, morning was going to come mighty
early on lan McAlpine’s Triangle Dot
spread. Cupping a hand over the lamp
chimney, Reb blew out the light and slid
down into his blankets.

The tousle-headed kid had been right.
Before dawn there was a yell in the bunk-
house and a raucous voice demanded at-
tention. “Git up, you grangers! Want to
sleep all day? Git up!”

EB rolled over in his bed, and,
R looking at the door, saw in the

dim light a short, squat, broad-
shouldered man. Reb sat up in his bed,
rubbed the sleep from his eyes and looked
again, The man who had called was gone,
and fresh morning air was streaming
through the open door. Reb grinned at
the kid in the other bunk, threw back the

covers and put his feet on the cold floor.

As they dressed, the two occupants of
the bunkhouse introduced themselves. The
kid gave his name as Whitey Cosgrove.
The man who had called them, Whitey
said, was Granny Block, McAlpine’s fore-
man for the granger outfit. Granny was
several other things, none of them very
pleasant, according to Whitey.

With their clothing on, the two washed,

Reb rather thoroughly, Whitey with a
lick and a promise. Then they went to
the cookshack.

There were two tables set. One had
two places, the other ten. Whitey led the
way to the table with two places, and
presently the Triangle Dot punchers came
in and sat down at the big table.

There is an aristocracy of cowhands.
The true cowman, the puncher, cowboy—
call him what you will—does only the
work that can be done on horseback or
that a horse will carry him to. Haying,
making fences, building tanks, erecting
windmills—these things were done by a
granger crew. The ten men who sat at
the big table were cowpunchers. That
made all the difference.

When the punchers had been served,
the cook—a cripple with one leg shorter
than the other—brought food to Whitey
and Reb. At the big table, the cowmen
talked among themselves. At the other
table, the two ate in a dead silence broken
only by the sound of Whitey sucking up
his coffee from a saucer.

Reb listened to the talk at the other
table. As usual, it concerned horses, the
previous day’s work, conditions of range
and cattle. The usual ranch conversation.
Nothing interesting; nothing out of the
way. Still Reb singled out a man or two.

There were a big, bearded one the
others called Blackie and a smaller,
wrinkled man called Tobe, who drew his
attention. The two sat together at the
end of the table and didn‘t say much.
Apparently they were partners and ap-
parently, too, they hadn’t been with the
Triangle Dot very long. The fact came
out in the course of the conversation
when Tobe asked for information con-
cerning a certain portion of the country.

Two others also drew Reb’s attention:
Wingate, the foreman, and gray-haired,
barrel-chested, runty Granny. Reb knew
that he would have plenty to do with
Granny. Watching the little man, Reb
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could not help but like him. Granny
Block's face was rock hard, but there was
a twinkle in his eyes that promised a
good many things.

When the meal was done the cowboys
went out, following Wingate toward the
corrals and saddle sheds, and Block came
over to Reb and Whitey’s table.

“Hayin’,” said Granny Block, “won’t
start ’til we get a crew. Today you'll
clean a tank here by the house. Come
on!”?

Whitey and Reb rose and followed him.

At the corrals, the riders were saddling.
Wingate was laying out the work to sev-
eral who already had their saddles on
mounts, and as the men came out with
their horses he gave further directions.
Singly or in pairs the riders left, and
finally Wingate was alone. He nodded to
Block and said, “It’s all yours, Granny,”
and stared toward the big house, where
smoke was just begmmng to come from
the chimney.

Granny Block took hold of Reb’s arm.
“You see them mules?” Reb saw them,
all right. There were four of them—big
bay animals with long ears and collar-
galls on their necks. “You’ll find some
chain harness in the barn,” Granny Block
went-on. “Hitch them mules to the fresno
in the yard an’ then go to that tank over
there an’ scrape out the sand. It’s blowed
full.” Block turned away, then stopped.

“An’ don’t swear,” he admonished.
“The tank’s right behind the house an’
I don’t want you shockin’ the ladies.”

With that he was gone, tramping off
around the corral. Whitey looked at Reb.
“Them mules are devils,” said Whitey.

Reb shrugged. “Let’s get the harness =
he proposed.

Whitey Cosgrove knew where the har-
ness was kept, and he and Reb brought
it to the corral. While they were carry-
mg it out, Block, his blue eyes twinkling,
passed them again without a word, and
went into the barn.-

“Now,” grunted Whitey, dumping
harness on the fence, “he’ll stay in there
an’ watch us an’ laugh, an’ when we don’t
get the job done he’ll come out an’ raise
hob with us. You wait an’ see.”

Reb’s eyes narrowed. “Didn’t T see a
rope in the saddle room?” he asked.

“Sure, there’s one there,” answered
Whitey. “But what good’ll that do us?
I can’t rope much, an’—”

“You go get it,” drawled Reb. “I
never caught a mule yet by puttin’ salt
on his tail.”

Puzzled, Whitey went toward the sad-
dle shed and Reb, climbing the bars of the
corral, stood in the dust inside and eyed
the mules and the horses that had been
left. He liked the looks of the Triangle
Dot mounts and he liked the looks of
those mules.

Whitey came back, carrying the rape,
and handed it over the fence. “I still don’t
see—" he began.

“Come in here an’ bring ’em around
for me,” Reb commanded, laying out the
rope. “I figure to harness them mules.”

Whitey climbed the fence and Reb
coiled the rope and shook out a loop.
“Now bring ’em around,” he ordered.

There was a snubbing-post in the center
of the round corral. Reb, rope in hand,
walked toward it. Whitey started the
mules and the few horses around the
corral. As the first mule, a big bay, passed
Reb, the roper turned his back, his hand
flipped out and the open loop stood on
its edge like a barrel hoop. The running
mule put both front feet through the loop
and Reb, snapping his rope up, snubbed
short on the post. The mule hit the end
of the rope, went over and thumped on
the ground. Whitey knew enough to run
and sit on the struggling animal’s head,
and Reb, coming up the rope, caught a
hind foot in a half hitch, caught the other
hind foot and pulled tight. Two more
wraps of the rope and he straightened.

“Just sit there,” directed Reb Conyear.
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“It ain’t hard to harness a mule on the
ground.”

In the barn, Granny Block rubbed his
eyes and then peered again through the
crack he was using. Reb was dumping

chain harness down upon a supine mule.

Three times the procedure was repeated,
and each time a harnessed mule was added
to those -tied to the fence outside the
corral. Then, with Reb handling the lines,
the mules moved docilely off toward the
fresno. Granny Block, carefully slipping
out of the rear door of the barn, watched
the four mules pull the fresno toward the
dry tank he had indicated. Then, disbelief
still-in his eyes, the little boss of the
granger wagon went hurriedly toward
the house.

“Farmer!” ‘he said as he walked.
“Farmer, is he? Like hell!”

CHAPTER THREE

Lone Rider

AN McALPINE was just getting up
from the table when Block came in.

He walked over to the door, nodded -

to the old man and preceded him to the
little room that he used for an office. In-
side the office, seating himself, he looked
up and spoke.

“What’s on your mind, Granny?”
- Granny Block sat on the edge of the
table that McAlpine used for a desk, and

swung a short, booted leg. “That fellow '
you hired to hay,” he said, “the one you
call Rusty. He ain’t no more a granger
than T am.” - "

“No?” drawled McAlpine.

“No. You ought to seen him harness
them mules. Forefooted ’em as neat as
you please an’ laid ’em on the ground.
Granger, shucks! He'd make a tophand
in any man’s outfit.”

“SO?J!
“So, I'm wondefin’,” said Granny
Block, “if he’s another of those range

detectives you been hirin’.”

McAlpine sat erect in his chair. “Who
said that I'd been hirin’ range detec-
tives?” he demanded.

Block shrugged. “It’s plain as the nose
on yore face,” he answered familiarly.
“That fellow Blackie an’ that runt Tobe
couldn’t be nothin’ else. You been losin’
cattle, but I'm durned if I-thought that
you’d. lost so many that you'd throw men
“in here like them.”

“Who else thinks they’re detectives?”
demanded McAlpme harshly.

Block shrugged. “How do I know what
the men think?” he countered. “When
you goin’ to get the rest of the hay crew?”

“They’ll be comin’ along as Pry hires
’em,” answered McAlpine “I told him to
send out some men, an’ he said he’d get
em.’

“We got to get to cuttin’ pretty soon,”
said Block. “I hope Pry does send ’em.
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Say, if you want to see somethin’ nice,
you go out an’ watch that Rusty handle
that four-up of mules. He’s gettin’ along
right well, an’ if he handles ’em many
mornin’s like he did this ’un, all he’ll
have to do will be show ’em a rope an’
they’ll lie down to be harnessed.”

Block slipped down from the table and
McAlpine stood up. “You keep yore
mouth shut, Granny,” he warned. About
me hirin’ men, I mean. That fellow Tobe
is from the Stock Association. 1 don’t
know where Blackie came from. I took
him on when I put Tobe to work. I
thought that if I hired two men at a time,
’'d kind of mix things up if somebody
was watchin’. Get it?”

Granny Block grinned. “I get it,” he
said. “I’ll keep shut. An’ Rusty ain’t no
detective ?”’

“Not that T know,”
pine.

Block’s grin widened. “Then he’s on
the dodge,” he said. “A heck of an outfit
this is gettin’ to be. Well, I don’t care.
I don’t want to know what he done. He'll
make a hand anyhow.”

With that, Granny Block pulled down
his hat and left. When he was gone, Ian
McAlpine sat back down in his chair and
put his feet up on the table. A heck of an
outfit, Granny had said. Maybe Granny
Block didn’t know just how much of a
heck of an outfit the Triangle Dot was
getting to be.

It took two days for Reb and Whitey
to clean the tank and fix up the walls.
They did a nice job. Granny Block came
around and looked at the work and
grunted, but he didn’t have any fault to
find. That was something. The mules
behaved. A repetition of the roping of
the first morning made pretty good mules
out of them. Reb felt that he was earmng
his one-fifty a day.

He learned a lot from Whitey. Whltey
was a local boy, the son of a nester who
was having heavy sledding of it up on

answered McAl-

the mesa west of the Triangle Dot head-
quarters, and he kriew a lot about the out-
fit. This was his second summer working
for McAlpine, and he talked freely. .
' From Whitey, Reb learned something
of the country, something of the Triangle
Dot. Granny Block had been with Mc-
Alpine since the time the chunk was laid.
He was old now, and didn’t do any active
riding, and his place as foreman had
gradually been taken by Herb Wingate.
Granny resented that change and, so
Whitey said, was jealous of Wingate.
Whitey aspired to be one of Wingate’s
riders and, indeed, the tall, taciturn fore-
man showed Whitey some consideration.
Of the others, Whitey hadn’t much to
say. -Most of the men had been with the
Triangle Dot for a year or more. Only
Blackie Cook and Tobe Summers were
new hands. Harvey Little rode the rough
string and was Whitey’s hero. The rest he
just spoke of and passed over. However,

~ there was one person on the Triangle Dot

about whom Whitey spoke at length. That
was Charlotte : McAlpine. Charlotte had
been East to school and she was stuck-up,

-big-headed, and conceited, according to

Whitey. Reb reserved judgment. He
liked the girl’s looks. Moreover, he noticed
that she spent as much time as she could
with Harvey Little, who was a square-
faced, grinning kid, and it seemed to Reb
that a stuck-up girl would have dodged
the company of an ordinary cowpuncher.

Reb had already learned that Sunday
was just another day on the Triangle Dot.
The work went right on, rain or shine,

-Sunday or Monday. McAlpine worked

as hard as his men, and Reb, listening and
watching, was not so sure as he had been
that his suspicions were correct.

Reb had chosen work with the granger
outfit because he knew that he must have
some excuse for being in the country, and
that he must not attract attention. The
role of granger hand fitted those require-
ments perfectly. The riders would pay no

00 T
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attention to_him as a hay hand, and as the
granger wagon moved around, Reb could
look over the country. Most important,
granger hands are usually drifters and
talk a lot. With someone like Whitey,
who knew the country, to help in the
talking, Reb felt certain that he would
hear something that would give him a
lead.

Three days after he had arrived at the
Triangle Dot, Pry, the merchant of Trin-
chera, sent ten more men out to the ranch.
The day after that, Pry himself arrived
with two others, one of whom was a cook.
This completed the hay crew, and Granny
Block had men to boss.

He had already put Reb and Whitey
at work getting mowers and other equip-
ment ready, and now the work stock was
brought in and business picked up. Reb,
sizing up Pry and the newcomers, thought
that he had never seen a harder looking
crew. “There was not a man that Pry had
brought out that did not look as though
he would cut a throat for two bits. Pry
himself was a long, slender hombre with
black eyes set close together and a long,
thin nose above a little, tight mouth.

Whitey had already told Reb that Pry
was the big man of Trinchera, that he
had a ranch as well as a store and that
he did what banking business was done
in the little town. Reb’s opinion of the
inhabitants of the mesa country was low-
ered considerably when he heard that.
Personally he would not have trusted Pry
with a plugged nickel.

With the hay crew complete, the
mowers and rakes were loaded on wagons,
bedrolls were tossed up, the remuda was
turned over to Whitey to wrangle, and
Granny Block appeared with a gun
strapped to his fat old middle. The drivers
took the lines, and with Granny riding
a horse as fat as himself, the outfit pulled
out for the first meadow.

The first jump was eight miles. At the
end of the drive, camp was set up along-

side a hay meadow. That afternoon the
crew began to cut hay.

Reb had thought that he was to work
on the stacks, but Granny changed that
idea for him. Reb got a mower with a
team of fractious broncs. More than that,
when the remuda had been brought into
the rope corral, Granny had called Reb
over, handed him a saddle rope and or-
dered him to rope out the horses for the
other drivers. Hiding his surprise behind
his now considerable beard, Reb had
obeyed the order.

UMPING along on the seat of the
B mower, Reb cut hay and consid-

ered his position. Here he was,
right where he had wanted to be. The
Canadian was not twelve miles away and
the horseshoe mesa with its hard malpais
rim was not over ten miles distant.

Still, he hadn’t made any progress in
his quest. Reb thought it over.

Then he stopped his mower and, oilcan
in hand, oiled around. If he dida’t run in-
to something pretty soon, he decided, he
would quit this job, go get his saddle and
gear, hire a couple of horses and ride the
country. But that was a last resort. Better
stay with this job a while, for it had been
McAlpine’s Triangle Dot that Reb had
visited when looking for the missing Pine-
tree steers, and the horseshoe mesa was
on Triangle Dot range.

That night at supper, Reb had cause
to be pleased with his decision. When
dusk was settling and the men were
squatted about the fire eating, big Blackie
Cook came riding in to tell Granny that
he was to stay the night. After supper,
Blackie drew aside a squint-eyed, pock-
marked man called Tom Dally, and the
two talked until long after the others
had gone to bed. Reb caught none of the
conversation, but he did watch the two,
and when they parted Reb would have
bet that he was on a trail, some kind of
trail at least.
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Morning came, and fortune threw
favors in Reb’s lap. When the nighthawk
brought in the resmuda, there were horses
missing. Granny Block swore and raved
and ended by calling for Rusty. When
Reb arrived, Block gave orders.

“Listen,” said Granny, “yo’re no farm-
er. I seen you rope. Now you take a
horse an’ saddle an’ you go find them run-
aways. An’ don’t you come back till you
do. Hear me?”

One or two old saddles had been
brought out from the ranch for just such
contingencies. Reb secured one of these,
took the most likely looking horse that
he could find, and set out, first securing
information from the nighthawk as to
where the horses had been held during
the night.

It was no particular task to find the
horses. They had headed back toward
the ranch pasture, and Reb found them
against the fence. He drove them along
with him, back toward camp, and then
an idea struck him. Here he was, loose
and with time on his hands. He might as
well spend the day out here. Reb turned
the horses he was driving and headed for
the horseshoe mesa. He had never been
thoroughly satisfied with his investigation
of that mesa.

Leaving the horses atop the mesa, he
rode to the rim and scouted along the
malpais. He didn’t expect to find tracks,
didn’t expect to find much of anything,
but he was reconstructing a happening.
Four hundred head of big four-year-old
Pinetree steers had disappeared in this
malpais, and-Reb wanted to know how
they had done it.

He rode along the edge of the malpasis
until the rim broke off and stretched down
to the hardpan of the river bottom. There
he stopped his horse and sat looking out

over the country. Down there was the

Csnadian River, just as he had seen it on
that other occasion, and down there...,
Reb leaned forward in his saddle. Down

there at the bank of the river was a man.

Reb watched him. He saw him skirt
along the river, riding aimlessly. He saw
him stop and dismount, and then he saw
the rider, climbing back on his horse, falter
as his leg crossed the cantle of the saddle.
The horse whirled and the rider fell, then
flat and faint through the distance, the
echo of a shot drifted up to Reb Conyear.
The rider’s horse trotted a few steps and
stopped, looking back, and the man lay
flat on the ground by the river.

Reb waited. He had not recognized that
rider, nor had he seen smoke from the
shot. The man lay there, a black mark
on the ground. The horse stood a moment
with upflung head, then lowered it and
moved slowly across the hardpan toward
grass, and fell to grazing. High in the
sky was a black speck, a buzzard.

Reb moved his horse toward the slope
and then down the river came another
rider, his horse moving as though on busi-
ness, Reb watched this new arrival, saw
him suddenly straighten in his saddle and
the horse break into a lope. Reb saw him
slide the horse to a stop and throw him-
self out of his saddle, and then saw him
bend down owver the man on the ground.

Then Reb wheeled his mount and rode
back. ~
Reb picked up his strays about where
he had left them and started along toward
camp. The things he had seen filled his
mind with questions. As he sent the horses
down over the slope of the mesa he won-
dered who that rider had been, who the
second man was. Had the second man
shot the first? Reb thought not. He had
acted surprised and he had surely shaken
out his horse to get to that prone body.
Still, one couldn’t be sure. Maybe that
was an act. Reb was putting on an act,
why not somebody else?

McAlpine was coming up the river.
There was a carbine in the saddle scab-
bard under the fender of McAlpine's
saddle. Reb waited.
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“Strays?” demanded McAlpine, com-
ing up and halting his horse.

“Yes, sir,” said Reb and did not take
his hand from the bib of his overalls.
“Mr. Block sent me out to gather ’em.”

“Where’d you find ‘em?” McAlpine

- was short.

“Over against the mesa,” answered
Reb.

McAlpine considered the man. “Block
says that you're a cowpuncher,” he said.

Reb cursed the mules and his roping
under his breath. “I ain’t a puncher,” he
whined. “I been around ranches some,
but I ain’t a puncher.”

McAlpine seemed about to say some-
thing and then thought better of it. “I'll
help you take ’em in,” he offered.

“Thanks,” said Reb. ,

The two moved on after the strays.
Reb was careful to let himself slump in
the saddle, to let his arms move with the
trot of his horse. Just a fool granger in

bib overalls, Reb Conyear was. Sure.

That was all. From the corners of his
eyes McAlpine watched his companion,
and Reb did not miss that scrutiny.
The crew was cutting hay when Reb
and McAlpine got in with the strays.
Granny told Reb where the remuda was
and Reb took the horses on out and turned
them over to Whitey, who was day-
wrangling. When he came back Granny
put him on a stack. The hay was coming

in pretty fast and Reb was kept busy.

Tom Dally, also stacking, worked just
across from Reb. McAlpine and Granny
stood talking together.

Reb, building stack carefully, waited
for developments. They were not long:
in coming. A man on a big black horse
pulled into the meadow and behind him,
lying across a saddle, was another man.
The rider was Herb Wingate, Triangle
Dot foreman, and Reb could see from the
top of his stack that the prone bundle
lying across the saddle of the second horse
was Tobe Summers.

Wingate’s arrival caused a furore. Men
quit work and flocked around. Wingate
unroped Summers and laid him on the
ground, The man was dead, there was
no disputing that.

Wingate stood over Summers and an-
swered McAlpine’s questions. McAlpine
kept his head. He didn’t go off half
cocked. He asked Wingate what had hap-
pened and Reb, who had come down from
his stack, listened to the answers.

Wingate, so he said, had been riding
down the river and had seen a man on
the ground, and a grazing horse near by.
Riding up and dismounting-he had found
Summers, who, shot through the chest,
was dying even as Wingate bent over him.
The foreman’s face was hard as he talked,
but not harder than McAlpine’s rocklike
countenance. And Reb noticed something
as he listened to the talk that checked so
exactly with what he had seen. There
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was a rifle lashed on Wingate’s saddle.

CHAPTER FOUR

Diamondback

cALPINE issued orders. A hay
M wagon was unloaded. Tobe Sum-
mers’ body was loaded on it and
taken to the ranch, and from the ranch a
message was to go to Trinchera to Scott
Davis, the deputy sheriff there. With
that attended to, McAlpine singled out
Reb.
~ “Get yorese'f a horse, Rusty,” he com-
manded. “You an’ Wingate an’ me will
go back down the river an’ look around.”

Reb still had his horse in camp. He got
the animal and when he rejoined Win-
gate and McAlpine found them ready to
ride. Granny Block was with them, ex-
postulating and trying to go along, but:
McAlpine was obdurate.

“Somebody’s got to stay here and run
this outfit,” he said. “That’s yore job,
Granny.” Perforce Granny stayed, but
before the three left the old foreman came
over to Reb. Unbuckling his cartridge
belt, he handed it up.

“You take this, Rusty,” he said. “She’s
a hair-trigger, now mind.”

Reb was suffering from a plethora of
guns. What with his own in his overall
bib, he felt like a walking arsenal. But
appearances demanded that he take the
weapon - and so, thanking ‘Block, he
strapped it on. With McAlpine and Win-
gate, he rode back toward the river.

At the river there was nothing to find
or to see. Wingate showed McAlpine and
Reb the spot where he had found Tobe
Summers. There were no tracks on the
hardpan, only a dark spot that showed
where Summers had bled. Beating along
the river bank brought no result.

McAlpine and Wingate crossed the
- stream, fording the first channel, emerging
on the sandbar and splashing across the

second channel. Their search of the op-
posite bank did not enlighten them, al-
though they covered it carefully. The
three spent the remainder of the day along
the river, and it was dark when they re-
turned to the hay camp.

They left Reb at the camp and rode on
to the ranch, telling Block that they would
be back as soon as the deputy came out
from Trinchera, probably early the next
morning.

Reb, unsaddling his horse, carried his
old saddle over to ‘the bedwagon. As he
dumped it in beside Granny Block’s sad-
dle, he noticed a strange saddle in the
wagon. Reb managed to knock the blanket
from: this unfamiliar hull and, climbing
up to replace the blanket, made a hasty
examination. The saddle was fairly new,
and while there was no scabbard on it
there was a rubbed spot on the leather
on the underside of the right fender, and
the rigging showed where straps had held
a scabbard in place.

Coming back from the wagon to the
fire, Reb returned Block’s gun. Collecting
his supper from the dutch ovens and fry-
ing pans that were close to the blaze, he
repaired to-a spot well away from the
others and ate his meal. :

As he ate, Whitey Cosgrove came over
to him. Whitey was full of talk and con-
jecture. He asked questions and gave his
ideas as to what had happened. Reb lis-
tened. He had already noted that Blackie
Cook was in camp, and now he asked a
question of his own.

“Whose cactus is that in the wagon,
Whitey ?”’ queried Reb.

“That’s Blackie’s,” answered Whitey.
“He come in off the mesa whlle you was
out with McAlpine.”

Finishing his supper, Reb dumped his
dishes in the dishpan and, rolling a thin
smoke, sat down. Whitey came over again
and wanted to talk, but Reb had pulled
back, deep into his mind.

Reb had seen a man shot that day. He
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had seen Herb Wingate along the river
and Wingate carried a rifle on his saddle.
He had seen Tan McAlpine come out of
the river bottom and McAlpine, too, car-
ried a rifle, and he had seen a saddle,
Blackie Cook’s saddle, that showed where
a rifle scabbard had been fastened under
the fender. Who was it? McAlpine, Win-
gate, Cook, or some unknown? How
should he know? Reb asked himself
crossly. What business was it of his?

He went to bed still asking himself
that question.

In the morning the hay crew went to
work. They were almost through with the
cutting and stacking at that particular
spot and—so Reb told himself when he
looked at the hay that remained to be cut
—they should be through by noon and
moving on to another meadow.

Reb was on top of his stack, rounding
it off, when a little party came to the
hay camp. McAlpine and Wingate and
Scott Davis, the deputy sheriff from Trin-
chera.

Besides those three, there was a buck-
board with two men. One of the men
Reb recognized as Jake Pry, and he nearly
fell off the stack when he got a good look
at the other man. There, sitting beside
Pry, dressed in bib overalls and a straw
hat, with brogans on his feet was Bill
Walters, erstwhile rider for the Pinetree.

“What in the—"” Had Metcalf sent
Walters out on the same mission as Reb?
What was Walters doing here?

EB got down from his stack. It
R was finished anyhow, and there
wasn’t much more hay to come in.
Walking across, he joined Tom Dally on
another unfinished stack and fell to work
again. McAlpine and the deputy and
Wingate were riding out of camp, bound
for the scene of the killing, and Pry and
Walters were talking to Granny Block.
Granny nodded and Walters walked
around the buckboard and pulled off a

bedroll. So Walters was going to be
part of the hay crew! A loaded wagon
came up, and Reb was busy again.

As Reb had thought, they finished by
noon. Reb, joining the rest of the crew at
the camp, loaded his plate and ate his
dinner. Walters was there. He looked
sharply at Reb but apparently didn’t rec-
ognize him. Reb’s beard covered his face

REB CONYEAR

in a rusty stubble, his clothing was dirty
and his hat battered.

Reb devoutly hoped that Walters didn’t
know him. Still, he couldn’t be sure. When
the meal was finished, Granny Block gave
orders and the camp was loaded. Granny
led the way, and the string of loaded
wagons moved off toward the river.

It took them all afternoon to make the
move, and when they arrived at their
destination they found Herb Wingate
waiting for them. Block hailed Wingate
and the foreman answered. McAlpine and
Davis, Wingate said, had gone back to the
ranch. He gave no accounting for his
own presence.

The new meadow was in the river bot-
tom. The horseshoe mesa was two miles
distant, and the hardpan flat perhaps three
miles. They unloaded and camp was made
beside an old stack yard in which there
was still a stack or two standing.

The remuda was driven off to graze,
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Wingate riding out with Whitey, and the
cook made his fire and began the prepara-
tion of supper. Reb, his bed unloaded,
looked about for a place to put it. He
wasn’t going to put it close to Walters.
he knew that. Dragging the bed, he
stopped close beside the stack yard fence.
As he unrolled it, Granny Block walked
over and stood beside him.

“Where’d you find those horses,
Rusty ?”” he asked curtly.
Reb, unthinking, told the truth.

“Against the pasture-fence at the ranch.”

Block grunted and walked away, then
suddenly Reb recalled that he had told
McAlpine that- he had found the horses
on the mesa. Now, Reb wondered, what
would come of that?

When he and McAlpine had brought
the horses in, they had come up the river,
and that was in the direction just opposite
from the Triangle Dot headquarters.
Block was no fool. Reb, thinking it over,
decided that he had certainly spilled his
beans.

But Block did not come back, and noth-
ing was said. Whitey came in alone,
having been relieved by the nighthawk,
and reported that Wingate had gone on
to the ranch.

Going to bed well away from the others,
Reb undressed and put his gun under his
head. There was another gun in the bed-
roll, the gun Reb had taken from Bill
Walters in Denver. Its presence did not
make Reb feel any better. If Bill Walters
wanted a gun, he could get one, Reb was
certain. As far as Walters was con-
cerned, that .41 Frontier Colt was not
the only gun in the world, They sold
guns in Denver and in a good many other
places. Reb lay down in his bed and let
the camp get quiet. ;

When all was peaceful, he sat up,
dressed silently, and taking his Colt, rolled
under the stack yard fence and crawled to
a stack, Haystacks made good beds, ac-
cording to Reb Conyear, particularly when

there was an enemy loose in the camp.

Reb found some loose hay at the base
of a stack and, still crawling, prepared
to go to sleep on it. As he settled down
he felt something long and hard under
him. An exploring hand divulged its
identity. It was a rifle in a saddle scab-
bard. Reb almost yelled when he felt the
cold iron of the gun. Here was the
weapon that had dropped Tobe Summers.
Reb would have bet on it.

Reb restrained himself. This surely was
not the time or the place to come out
dragging that gun. And it wasn’t the
place to make a bed either. Reb crawled
off his pile of loose hay. He moved a
good distance away, settled himself and
tried to stay awake. Maybe somebody
would come to get that rifle. Maybe they
would come soon,

But cutting and stacking hay is hard
work. Reb was tired. Try as he might,
after he had listened and watched for so
long a time, his eyes closed and he dozed.
Periodically he would awake, only to doze
again. And so Reb Conyear did not hear
a man come stealing from the camp to the
stack yard, nor did he hear him leave.

The next morning, Reb got up from
his hay pile and crawled over the stack
yard fence to go to the fire. Most of the
men were still asleep, but the cook was
up and so was Granny Block.

Reb could not avoid Granny’s eyes as
he crossed the stack yard fence. Going to
the fence from his bed, Reb had made
occasion to walk across the loose hay he
had first chosen for a sleeping site. His
feet told him that the rifle was gone, and
Reb cursed his drowsiness.

Granny said nothing as Reb came to the
fire, and as the cook was yelling for wood,
Reb took the axe and attacked the wood-
pile. The other men arose, rubbing the
sleep from their eyes and putting on their
hats as soon as they sat up. Reb looked
around and spotted Walters. Walters was
getting dressed, and next to him Tom
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Dally was getting out of bed, cursing.
Hay was cut that morning. At noon,
Harvey Little came into the camp and ate
dirher with the crew. Blackie had not ac-
companied the crew on the move from the
upper meadow, and Harvey was the first
Triangle Dot rider they had seen since the
day before. Accordingly, Little was be-
seiged by questions which he could not
answer. Indeed the tale of Tobe Sum-
mers’ death and the advent of the deputy
from Trinchera were news to Little.

He had, he explained, gone back from
the ranch to the Bend line camp Sunday
evening. Evidently Little held down the
Bend camp and had just spent Sunday
at headquarters. He listened avidly to
what was told him, but made very little
comment.

Granny Block did most of the talking,
seeming to feel that a cowboy should be
talked to by a cowboy, and in the course
of the conversation Granny asked Little
about fresh meat. Harvey told the old
man that he had butchered a yearling and
would bring over a side, but Granny
shook his head.

“You'll be back through this evenin’ on
yore way to camp,” he said. “I'll send
a man over with you to get the meat.”

It was left at that, and Little rode away
on the bronc he was working.

The afternoon was abominably hot. The
hay cut during the morning had cured
sufficiently to rake and was now being

hauled in. Reb and Tom Dally were
stacking, but because of the heat and the
thunderheads that were rolling up over
the mesa, Granny had put them on one
stack and they were working together.

Reb was preoccupied. He had paid
scarcely any attention to Little at noon,
for when he had put his bed together be-
fore dinner he had found that the .41 Colt
he had taken from Walters was gone.
That meant that someone had visited his
bed during his absence last night. Reb
believed that someone to be Walters, but
he couldn’t be sute.

He would have bet that had he been in
his bed he wouldn’t have wakened in the
morning. But that was conjecture. As
far as Walters was concerned, he had
made no sign that he knew of Reb or that
he was aware of his existence.

The racks came in to the stack and
their loads were pitched off. Granny was
not getting any more hay down, and that
meant that he thought it would rain. It
also meant that Reb and Dally had plenty
of work. Walters and his partner brought
a rack up and stopped. The man who
had been helping Walters load was driv-
ing, and back of the rack Walters leaned
on his fork. There was a grin on the
driver’s face. Reb, hot and sweating,

didn’t pay much attention to the grin. It

might have been well if he had.
There can be a good deal of horseplay

in a granger camp, and when there is

v TAILORING COMPANY
Cincinnati, Ohio

Nationally Recognized - Nationally Pnced

MADE-TO-MEASURE CLOTHES
FOR MEN AND WOMEN #42.50 to #62.00

Complete line of Summer Weights $37.50 to $54.50
EXCLUSIVE AUTHORIZED AGENCIES IN PRINCIPAL CITIES




30 : ALL-STORY WESTERN

horseplay, it is rough. The driver was
grinning because, in loading the rack he
and Walters had found a five-foot dia-
mondback rattler under the shock. Wal-
ters had deterred his partner from killing
the snake.

“We’ll load him on,” Walters had said,
“then. we’ll pitch him off to the boys ort
the stack an’ have some fun.”

The other man had agreed. According-
ly, when the load was finished, they had
returned for the snake, caught it with a
fork and pitched it up. At the moment
he was on top of the load, caught between
the tines of the fork upon which Walter
so nonchalantly leaned. ‘

Reb was at the front of the stack. The
team stopped so that the rear of the wagon
was opposite Reb, and Walters gave his
fork an extra shove to load the implement,
caught the handle well up, and pitched
hurriedly.

Reb caught a flash of something in the
air that was not hay. He heard the buzz
of the snake and stabbed out with his fork
to deflect the descending hay. He knew
that there was a snake coming down and
he didn’t intend to be under it. At the
same time Walters yelled, “Look out—
snake!” and Tom Dally, further back on
the stack, sprang forward.

Reb had sent the forkful of hay and
the snake toward the side of the stack
with his hurried lunge. The hay, always
slippery underfoot, slid with him and he
went down, losing his fork as he fell.
Dally, his fork uplifted, was lunging for=
ward, and Reb’s astonished eyes read
murder in Dally’s face.

’ I V\HERE was no time to think of

snakes now. Rattlers are bad
: enough, but they are not quite as
certain as a five-tined fork driven by a
brawny arm. Reb tried to roll, and again
hay slid and Reb was cascading with it
over the edge of the stack, while Dally,
unable to stop his lunge, brought his fork

down into the spot where Reb had lain.

Over on the wagon, Walters and his
partner were laughing at the confusion
they had caused. The snake had slid off
the edge of the stack and a man coming
in with another rack of hay had halted
his team, leaped down and was now killing
the snake. Reb Conyear, hitting the
ground, found his leg bent under him. He
was scarcely ‘able to rise. Granny Block
was running into the stack yard, swearing.

It didn’t take Granny long to read the
riot act to Walters and the other man on
the rack. His talk was short and to the
point. Another stunt like that, vowed
Granny, and the two would be walking to
Trinchera. :

In the meantime, Dally had come down
from the stack and was helping Reb to
his feet. “I sure tried to get that rattler
before he got to you,” said Dally earnest-
ly. “Hell! He was six foot long it looked
like. That was a fine joke to play, pitchin’
a snake up on the stack. If he’d of bit
you, it'ud been so long, an’ no mistake.”

The man spoke so earnestly, seemed
so sincere, that Reb almost believed him.
Still he had seen Dally’s face and the up-
lifted fork, and he had seen those bright
tines flash down even as Reb slid from the
stack. But Dally was helping Reb up and
brushing him off, and Reb could hardly
accuse him of attempted murder. The in-
cident had been a practical joke and an
accident to all appearances, and Reb could
not be sure that it wasn’t. When Granny
Block came around the stack, Reb was
limping over to pick up his fork and ap-
parently the whole thing was over.

“I told them two that I'd fire ’em if
they tried another stunt like that,” said
Granny. “Now you drop it, Rusty. Don’t
you go jump ‘em. Sabe?” He jabbed out
a finger.

Reb made no reply. Limping over to
the stack, he stuck his fork in the side, .
prepatatory to climbing to the top. Dally
was already on the top and holding out
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his hand to help Reb. Granny watched

his ‘man anxiously as Reb went up.
Granny didn’t want trouble in the hay-

crew, but unless he was mistaken this

Rusty boy wasn’t going to drop the matter

as it stood. In fact, Granny would have
been disappointed if Reb had dropped the
matter. Reb Conyear had become a favor-
ite with the fat little boss of the granger
wagon.

The crew managed to finish the stack
before the rain began. With the rainfall,
haying came to a standstill and the crew
went to camp. Reb was slow in getting
in because of his lame leg. When he did
arrive, he found Walters and Dally under
a wagon with some others. The men with
Walters were chuckling over something,
and as Reb limped up the laughter ceased.
Reb squatted down so that he could look
under the wagon, the rain dripping from
his straw hat and beating soddenly on his
shoulders.

“No more snakes,” he said, quietly,
looking Walters in the eye. “Try it an-
other way next time an” be sure you make
a job of it!”

Walters’ face paled a little under Reb’s
stare. Then he turned to the man who sat
beside him and spoke. Reb, his warning
issued, had straightened and was limping
toward his bed.

The camp was miserable in the rain.
The wind blew gusts across the camp
site, and the men got under wagons or
sought what shelter they could find, there
to look out at the storm, pull their wet
clothing away from their bodies and roll
cigarettes with moist fingers. Under the
canvas fly that he had rigged for a sun-
shade, the cook was busy, moving around
the fire, trying to get away from the
smoke that seemed to follow wherever he
went, swearing at the weather and at wet
wood that refused to burn.

Reb Conyear, under the shelter of a
rack, sat and sucked at his damp smoke
and stared out at the scene, while under

the bedwagon Dally spoke to Walters, for -
the two were now alone.

“He’s slippery as an eel,” said Dally
“I was sure I had him with the fork, but
he rolled off the edge of the stack. Why
didn’t you say you was goin’ to bring in
a snake an’ throw it up?”

“Because I didn’t know I was goin’ to,”
answered Walters. “It was just a chance.
If you’d got him with the fork....” His
voice trailed off.

“What did Pry say ? ?” demanded Dally
“When’s he comin’ out?”

“As soon as he gets the money for the
steers,”” answered Walters. “An’ he’s got
somethin’ on his mind besides that. We
won'’t be pitchin’ hay for long, Tom.”

“It was a fool idea to do it at all, if
you ask me,” returned Dally irritably.
“Why didn’t Pry let us go to his place an’
hole up? Why did he want us out here
workin’ like dogs?”

“I dunno.” Woalters looked across to
the wagon under which Reb sat. “Pry’s
deep. There ain’t nobody goin’ to be
lookin’ hard at a granger crew an’ men
can drift in an’ out. It gives a man an
excuse to be in the country. Pry’s got
somethin’ up his sleeve. - He’s slick, Pry
is. Have you heard Granny say any-
thin’?”

“Not a word.”

“Well,” Walters shrugged, “he’ll talk
before long or I miss my guess. Tom, that
son over there under that wagon is dan-
gerous. I told Pry he was when I seen
him here, an’ Pry just grunted. We made
two tries at him, last night an’ today. I
found the gun he took off*meiin Denver
in his bedroll. T took it.”

“You fool!” grated Dally. “Now he 1
be lookin’ out.’

“He won’t look out long,” vowed Wal-
ters. “Next time I ain’t goin’ to be jokin’.”

Dally squinted meditatively. “Maybe
there won’t be a next time,” he said. “I
wish I had my money from them steers
an’ was out of here.”



32

*

ALL-STORY WESTERN

CHAPTER FIVE
The Death Gun

HE rain held—not a hard, vicious

I rain, but a steady downpour. About

six o’clock, when the cook had sup-
per ready, Harvey Little, covered with a
slicker, came into the hay camp. He ate
with the crew under the cook’s tent, sit-
ting well out because, as he said, “A little
more rain ain’t goin’ to make much dif-
ference to this slicker.”

When the meal was over, Little said
that he had to get along to camp, and
again volunteered to bring over the side
of beef. Granny Block was about to accept
the offer when Reb interposed.

“T got a poncho in my bed, Mr, Block,”
he said. “I don’t mind ridin over an’
bringin’ back a quarter.”
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Granny looked at Reb, shrugged,
seemed about to vete the suggestion, then
changed his mind. “All right,” he said.
“You can go if you want to. The horses’ll
be in in a minute.”

Granny’s prediction was correct. With-
in a short time, Whitey Cosgrove brought
the horses in and threw them into the
rope corral. Harvey, his rope wet and
stiff, managed to catch a horse for Reb
and stood by while Reb got the poncho
from his bedding and saddled. Then the
two rode away, Reb to return in the morn-
ing with the beef.

The two talked little on the way to the
camp. It was quite a piece down the
river, across the hardpan. The rain beat
on them steadily and Reb, already wet
through, rode in silence. It was dark by
the time the two had crossed the hardpan
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and Little, turning in his saddle, said
cheerily, “Not much further now. I'll bet
that you'll be plenty glad to dry out.”

Reb said that he would, and they rode
on.

Presently a light appeared and Little
turned again to his companion.

“Somebody holed up in the camp,” he
said. “Well, it won’t make any.difference.
There’s three beds anyhow. An’ there'll be
a fire built. That'll be somethin’.”

Again Reb agreed. They rode into the

camp—two buildings, a house and a shed
—and stopped. “You go on to the house,”
said Little. “T’ll throw the horses in the
corral and look after things.”

Reb disregarded that. He accompanied
Little to the corral where there were three
or four horses, and did his own unsad-
dling. Little, when he had stripped his
horse of his riding gear, drove one of the

Wingate approached the

horses over to a smaller, circular pen and
then opened the corral gate. “Horse pas-
ture,” he explained needlessly. “I’ll wran-
gle in the mornin’.”

Reb nodded and followed Little toward
the house.

When they opened the door, the room
appeared deserted. A lamp burned on a
table and another, darkened door, told of
a room beyond. Little and Reb, stepping
through, closed the door behind them and
Little grunted.

“Somebody’s been here sure enough,”
he said. “Went off an’ left the light burn-
in’. Why—" There was surprise in his
voice. 4

Reb, turning, followed Little’s eyes.



34 : ALL-STORY WESTERN

The youngster was looking at a rifle in
a sheath that stond in a corner.

“What’s the matter?” asked Reb.

“My carbine,” said Little. “Somebody
taken it a month ago, an’ here it is.”

Laughter swallowed the rest of his
words. Two girls, one dark, the other
fair, came, bubbling with laughter, from
the dark door of the other room. Char-
lotte McAlpine and Beryl White.

“Surprise! Surprise!” called Char-
lotte.

Indeed it was a surprise. Harvey Little
recoiled a step and a grin widened on
his face. “Well, what in the world—" he
began. : -

“Beryl and I went out for a ride,” ex-
plained Charlette. “We rode up on the
mesa and I said it would be fun if we
came down to see you. So we did and the
‘rain caught us. We're going to stay all
night. You'll have to sleep in the barn.”

“But your dad—"" expostulated Harvey.
“What’ll he say, an’ what'll your mother
think ?”

“Dad and mother have gone to Trin-
chera and won’t be back till tomorrow,”
answered Charlotte. “And it will be per-
fectly proper anyway. I'll chaperone
Beryl and she can chaperone me,”

There were more arguments on the tip
of Harvey’s tongue, but he stilled them.
Reb, looking at the boy, could see eager-
ness and perhaps longing in his eyes.
Harvey Little was in love with Charlotte
McAlpine, Reb would have bet his saddle
on that, and looking at the girl he wasn’t
at all sure that she was not in love with
Little.

It was then that Harvey thought of his
guest. Gravely and courteously he in-

troduced Reb. The girls nodded, Reb said

that he was pleased to meet them.

- Both men now stripped off their rain-
coats, Reb putting his poncho on a hook
and Harvey hanging his slicker beside it.
The girls had built a fire in the little sheet-
iron stove and Reb, standing beside the

stove, turned his body until first one side
and then the other side of his clothing
steamed.

The conversation in the shack was live-
ly. Reb was disregarded, left out, but
that suited him. Harvey was chided for
not being at home when his guests arrived.
There were jokes made at his expense and
he was kidded unmercifully, all of which"
he seemed to enjoy. Later the talk took
a more serious tone.

“Beryl’s going back to school with me
next year,” announced. Charlotte McAl-
pine. “Her mother sold her brand and
now she can go.”

“Yore mother sold the Cross In A
Box?” asked Harvey. “I thought she’d
keep that.” :

Beryl White laughed. “She sold it,” she
said. “I thought that she’d keep it, too.
I didn’t think anyone would buy it. But
Mr. Pry wanted it for some reason or
other and he gave Mama six hundred
dollars for the brand and what cattle there
were.”’

Harvey Little was frowning. “There
wasn’t more than eight or ten head of
Cross In A Box left,” he said. “Six hun-
dred dollars seems mighty big money fo:
that.” :

“Maybe he wanted to send Beryl to
school to get her out of the way,” laughed
Charlotte. “Mr. Pry has been mighty at-
tentive to Mrs. White, you know, in the
last few months.”

“Charlotte!” said Beryl White indig-
nantly, and both Charlotte and Harvey
Little laughed.

The talk went on. Generalities, mention
of dances past and in the future, one thing
and another. Reb yawned. After all, he
had ha