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z’éoagéz‘ Yot CO[DS Were caused é} COME]IS'

Master scholar, compiler of the great dictionary,
Webster was among the first to inquire into the
bafiling causes of that private and public menace
—the common cold.

His conclusion that colds were due to the fear-
ful plunge of meteors through the sky was far
from the truth, but no less distant than that of
other savants who assigned colds to the bite of
bedbugs, and to “sitting in cold, damp churches.”
(Dr. Thomas Haynes, 1789.)

For centuries, hundreds of absurd theories as to
the cause of colds were advanced only to be
sharply exploded. But now one has been presented
that Science has generally accepted. This is the
filtrable virus theory.

Research men say the bacteria of this virus are
s0 small the microscope cannot see them, so tiny
they cannot be trapped by the most selective
filters. Only by their harmful effect on the human
body can their existence be established. With such
a virus, scientists have repeatedly inoculated
others with one person’s cold.

At the first sign of a cold

Granting that colds are due to a virus that enters
the mouth, nose and throat, is it not a wise pre-
cautionary measure to use a good antiseptic to
fight such bacteria? Is it not wisdom to keep the
oral cavity clean and healthy? Noted physicians
tell us that it is. Millions of people find that it is.

Numerous tests have shown that regular users
of Listerine did not catch as many colds as non-
users, nor were their colds so severe. Moreover,
countless letters this company has received testify
to Listerine’s remarkable ability to check colds,
and to the almost immediate relief it gives in
cases of ordinary sore throat.

The moment Listerine enters the mouth, it
dislodges germ-bearing debris and kills literally
millions of germs on mouth and throat surfaces.

Yet it is absolutely safe—does not irritate del-
icate membranes. That is a point of utmost im-
portance in an antiseptic. Excessive strengthina
mouthwash may prove to be a danger instead of a
protection. Lambert Pharmacal Co;, Torooto, Ont.

LISTERINE fights Colds and Sore Throat
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Bullets for
7. Breakfast

by JAMES P. OLSEN

s

An action novel of the range country

-that gets under your skin—and bites!
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AGUELY UNEASY, seeming

a stranger amid the very

scenes he’d known so well,
Britt Allaman was coming home.
The wild urging that had driven him
from the Canadas to Mexico, from
Oregon to the Dakotas, had burned
suddenly, unexplicably out, leaving
ashes of longing gray within him.

It wasn’t the fanned-flame feeling
that sometimes had possessed Britt
Allaman—those occasions when his
dark countenance had jerked to the
beat of his gun; those times when
trigger terrors had tried him and
had too late found him best.

Nor was it the wild mood that, in
times past, had run him from round-
up to rustlers’ camp; from deputy to
outlaw; from wolf to wild-horse
hunter. Nor the mood that made
him of the lobo tribe: those who
run alone from choice. Silent, his
moods running deep and obscure,
Britt Allaman, perhaps, had never
found himself.

He was twenty-three when he and
his dad, “Silent” Allaman, had
fallen out. Fault on one side, and
fault equally on the other. Britt
Allaman never savvied his father,
nor had Silent thought a young cow-
hand needed himself to be savvied.
The usual cussing and recrimina-
tions, and Britt Allaman had rid-
den off.

Lots of water, gunpowder, pay
off, and pain pass under, over and
above life’s bridge in the span of
five years. And then, one night
when the geese honked in the dark
above, when the bears were foraging
desperately for those last ounces of
hibernating fat, Britt Allaman had
leaped up from his lonesome camp
fire high in the dark Cascades. He
was going home. No waiting. No
reasoning why. He threw saddle on
his rangy gray gelding and hit for
Idaho.

And here he was, still vague, un-
reasonably uneasy, and not knowing
why he had returned. Britt Alla-
man did not know the sickness by
name; the sickness that is a magnet,
drawing the pilgrim backward to the
nearly forgotten place called home.

A hundred yards from the old
ranch house, he reined up. The first
fall rains slanted through the early
dark, picking at his hat brim and
dripping down his back. He
squinted narrowly against the cold
offering of Pluvius at the lamplight
gleaming from the house. No lights
from the windows of the bunk
house, and a windmill screeched
protest and hunger for oil. It was
dismal. It wasn’t as he’d expected.
Well—what had he expected?
Damned if he could say!

Nights like this made him remi-
nisce. Things would come back to
him; things he’d forgotten. That
protesting windmill, now. And the
cold rain. Unbidden, a picture
played on his mind’s screen: An-
other squealing windmill and rainy
night. In Colorado, nearly three
years back. He was a deputy that
night—and two months later he’d
been on the owl-hoot trail for the
pure hell of it, and the hell of his
nature itself.

He and others had lain in wait.
Moving cattle. Dark forms of rid-
ers. Riders that were rustlers. Gun
flame infuriated the night. The
windmill screamed like a howling,
gibbering ghost. Well, that gang
had been broken up. Britt remem-
bered one rustler. Too good-looking,
big and blond, and a back-crawling
snake. He’d spilled his tale, and
got off.

FUNNY Britt should think of this
now. He cursed gloomily and rode
on to the stable. There were empty
stalls a-plenty. Yes, and loose
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boards on stalls and walls, and rain
leaking through the roof. The
stable needed cleaning, and the door
hung loosely on a single rusted
hinge.

So, Silent Allaman had slipped,
eh? Couldn’t make ’er when Britt
wasn’t there to act as cow Dboss,
roustabout, and general cowpoke-
do-it-all. Britt derived some grim
satisfaction from this thought, and
then cussed himself for still being a
kid in certain ways.

The front porch when he stepped
upon it groaned and a loose board
flipped up and struck him on the
knee. “Huddem it to hell!” Britt
roared.

He ripped the offending board up,
cussed angrily in rhythm to the cry
of rusted nails, and hurled it far
out into the yard.

The front door opened. A girl
stood in the light flicked out by the
lamp at her back. The light made a
soft halo around her piled, honey-
colored hair. Browned bare arms,
womanly breast, and deep eyes that
flashed more scorn than anger.

h‘;Damn sonuvagoat oughta fix—
u ! ”»

Mouth agape, his brows shooting
scalpward quizzically, surprisedly,
Britt Allaman eyed the girl; then
scowled. She had no business on
Rafter-A, and less business walking
up on a man when he was feeling
like this. Nor did he like the show
of scorn she gave.

She said, red lips curling: “At
least you have the grace to be
ashamed. I wonder if you’re man
enough to apologize?”

“For what? Me? I don’t like
women. I've got along plumb hand-
some without ’em in the past, an’
I'll continue to do the same.”

“You’ll get along with me, Britt
Allaman,” the girl snapped. “If
you’ll come inside, stop your cursing,

and bridle your hideous temper, I'll
explain to you why—little boy!”

That last emphasized barb
pricked a raw spot. Yet Britt did
not answer, nor choke her as he felt
inclined to do. She knew his name
and said he’d have to get along with
her. Hell—had his dad, old Silent,
gone and married a girl-button like
this? Old fool! Well, Britt. could
leave. Already he was sorry he had
come.

He followed the girl into the famil-
iar front room. His mood now was
not one that the old things gave
him a pang. Nothing, that is, save
the old organ. His mother used to
sit there. He could just remember
it now. Silent would sit and listen
to that long-stilled, dear voice. He’d
hold little Britt on his lap. Why—
why Britt had never figured it that
way before. His sire had been dif-
ferent then. After his mother died,
and the organ and the old songs no
longer filled the house at night

“Oh, hell!” Britt Allaman groaned.

The girl, eyes flashing, wheeled
about. Her parted red lips closed
over an intended reprimand. Her
face softened, and something suspi-
ciously akin to moisture dampened
her lids. Britt’s words had not been
a curse, but the prayerful elegy over
something that is revealed to poor
blind eyes of youth too late to be
of use.

The man’s face, usually hard, sus-
picious, because his ways had built
this upon him, and his word had
demanded it to be so, was quivery
with old pain. He was staring at
the little organ, and now reached
forth a hand—that terrible right
hand with the gun callous on the
thumb and touched the old-fash-
ioned thing.

“I’'m sorry,” the girl whispered,
her voice choked.

She was seeing another side of
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Britt Allaman—a side no other
woman had ever viewed before; and
now another side.

Britt Allaman wheeled on her
savagely. “Sorry for what?” he
rasped, the hard mask upon his face
again. “Who are you to offer me
sympathy?”

“You need it, Britt Allaman.
You need sympathy and understand-
ing more than any man I've ever
known.”

Head high, she marched out and
toward the kitchen. Britt followed,
 vaguely disturbed and not clear in
- his mind as to what she meant.

IN THE kitchen, a querulous,
stooped old man looked at Britt,
arose, offered his hand.

Britt scowled. “Who are you?
An’ where’s my dad?” he demanded.

The old fellow looked at_his re-
fused hand, scratched his head and
blinked rheumily 4t the girl. An-
grily she faced Britt.

“That is my uncle. We call him
Pap—Pap Lowrie. I'm Louellen
Lowrie. And your father, Britt Alla-
man, has been dead two years.”

Britt’s countenance never altered.
Oh, he felt it inside; but it was a
blow time already had deadened.

“Oh, I see! You bought the
place,” Britt mumbled. “How did
you know me——"" _

“I’'ve heard you spoken of, by
your father, and others. Your wild
temper, your disregard of others is
known. In the past two years, we’ve
even heard of your reputation for
hardness and wildness. That’s how
I knew you. On the porch, you in-
troduced yourself all true to form.

“As to the second question: No;
we don’t own Rafter-A. Not yet.
Pap and I came here when your
father began failing. We helped him
when his own son had left him, a
broken old man. It was your

father’s wish that you have Raf-
ter-A. In his will he provided: If
you returned within three years
after his death, and within a year
showed yourself willing to build up
the ranch, curb your temper, and
consider others than yourself, you
get the place. If you don’t, we get
it.”

“An’ I come back a year too
soon!” Britt jeered. “Who’s gonna
see that I build up the place, that
I curb my temper, an’ go around
gettin’ stepped on by somebody -
else?”

The girl smiled—a freezing, slow
grimace that made Britt snarl. “I
am. And I’ll see that you do it,
too!” she said. '

“Heh-heh!”  “Pap” chuckled.
“She’ll be a right hard boss, Britt
boy. Louellen runs us all -

“Shut wup!” Britt thundered.
“Nothin’ in pants can run me. I
damn sure ain’t goin’ to have no
woman wagon boss ramroddin’ me.
You can have Rafter-A. Take it an’
go to the devil. An’ you call me
‘boy’ again, I’ll forget you’re a dod-
derin’ old corn farmer an’ choke you
near to death!”

“Brave! He vents his vicious tem-
per on women and old men.” With-
ering—no other word for the cut of
Louellen’s voice. “Brave, and bad.
And not man enough to stick, con-
quer himself, and do a man’s work.
Well, we can use the place &

“You!” Britt stormed. “I’ll show
you! T’ll stick, an’ I'll kick you off
with your hot rolls spillin’ when the
year is up. A woman boss, eh? Try
bossin’ me. I'm stayin’, an’ to hell
with it!”

Louellen turned her head. A big
grin spread her red lips, and she
wanted to chuckle aloud. She had
the way of it now.

Another element, and a disturbing
one, gave red tone to the situation
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now. The kitchen door slammed
back and a man stamped in. His
face was flushed, his eyes liquor-
lighted. “’S helluva night,” he pet-
tishly complained. He was a big
man, blond, and too good-looking;
.somehow furtive, and not to be
trusted.

“My cousin, Kiggy Jedrow,” Lou-
ellen introduced.

“Kiggy” Jedrow’s Adam’s apple
jerked. His outlet breath hissed
gaspingly. And Britt Allaman—
now wasn’t this just too strange!
For here was the man he’d thought
of not very long before; the blond
no-guts who’d got off in Colorado
that time by squealing on his pals.
Sure! Britt had been a deputy then.
But he hated Kiggy Jedrow because
he’d got off; and, paradoxically, be-
cause he’d been false to the long-
lane code.

Britt’s hand fell toward his gun.

145

“KILLER! Stop it!”

The half-drawn gun, the .45 that
swung ever at Britt’s hip, remained
half drawn. And a slow, mocking
thinness compressed Kiggy’s lips.
Britt turned his head, and Louellen
Lowrie felt it would have been bet-
ter had he shown rage. He showed
triumph and contempt.

“I don’t shoot them that’re too
weak to draw when I make a play
for my gun,” he jeered.

The girl lowered the shotgun she’d
grabbed up and thrust against
Britt’s spine. She was trembling.
“You try to egg Kiggy into a gun-
fight, I'll shoot you,” she threat-
ened, sadly dispassionate.

“Kiggy!” Britt made sport, a
curse of the name. “Did Kiggy tell
you about the time——"

“We know. He wasn’t aware they
were rustlers when he rode.”

“Nor that you were Britt Alla-
man when I came here six months
ago!” Kiggy Jedrow hoarsely offered.

“I never sleep in the house with
fools, coyotes, or them that act so
damn big an’ got relatives so sneak-
in’ low!” Britt lashed them.

Yet he felt no pang, no rise of
triumph, either, when the girl
flushed deeply crimson and bowed
her head. The door slammed, and
Britt Allaman drove head-down
through the cold rain. Shortly
after, Louellen Lowrie saw a lamp
lighted in the bunk house.

And Britt Allaman had come
home—a bitter, dark man; an ex-
outlaw, officer, cowboy, roamer, and
gunman; cynical, harsh, and many
other things. Yes, Louellen told
herself; other things. Under it all,
a man. She remembered as he stood
by his mother’s old organ, there in
the living room.

BREAKFAST was an uneasy af-
fair. Kiggy Jedrow squirmed under
Britt’s baleful gaze.

Turning to Louellen, Britt
snarled: “Does this yellowback fig-
ger to stay on this ranch?”

“Not only figures, he is staying,”
she quietly informed him. “Kiggy
needs a chance. That’s all. No.
Don’t say it. Remember, you are
to curb your temper. And I am to
be the judge. Eat your breakfast.
Then you and I will look around.
There may be things you want to
do.”

“Yeah,” Britt mumbled, glaring
at Kiggy. “There is things I want
to do. An’if he gets under my feet,
by damn I’ll do ’em!”

“You’ll cease your cursing,” she
calmly informed him. “I am not
forced to cook for you, you know.”
She smiled. “After all, a lady is en-
titled to some consideration from a
gentleman.”
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“If you was a lady, you'd not
cook for a yellowbelly cousin,” Britt
sneered. “An’ I ain’t a gentleman.
Not for you or nobody! To hell
with bein’ a gent. I’m me, an’ that’s
plenty!”

“Lookie here, Britt,” Pap pro-
tested. “You can’t say Lou’ ain’t a
lady. I won’t have it. You hear?”

“You damned old pauper, you
ain’t tellin’ me what I can say. You
move in on my place, fool my old
man, an’ then—— Aw, hell!”

He slammed a plate of potatoes
to the floor, kicked back his chair
and stood quivering above them.
“Arrrr!” he ground out. Then seized
an egg that had been fried sunny
side up and—plop! The egg took
Pap Lowrie squarely between the
eyes.

Britt stalked out. Looked back
as he went through the door. He
chuckled like a small boy at the
spluttering picture Pap made. And
then he felt uneasily ashamed and
cussed himself for feeling so. Lou-
ellen had her head down on her
shapely brown arms. . Great sobs
caused her shoulders to shake.

Britt left bursts of smoke trailing
in the heavy wet air as he strode
toward the corrals, puffing jerkily on
his cigarette. He noted the disre-
pair of the corral, the outbuildings;
gazed across the flat range toward
the Bitter Root Mountains, now a
gray line far eastward. Here and
there ranged small bunches of cattle.
Southward of Rafter-A lay the
broken, half-timbered valley and
hills known as Little Lost, and to
the west, beyond a timbered ridge,
was the outfit of old “Woof” Dean,
the Leaning D.

Rafter-A, once paying and proud
among neighboring spreads, was now
a decrepit, shoddy beggar on its last
decline; empty bunk house, meager

amount of stock on the range; de-
cay, dissolution, and disrepair. It
would take work, and lots of it, to
build back. And the contemplation
of this work brought to Britt Alla-
man some sort of satisfaction. It
would be a fight wherein results
would be worth the uphill battle.

He leaned against the sagging cor-
ral, moodily calculating things that
would be needed for repalrs-—lum-
ber, wire, nails.

“There’s a bit of money in the
bank. TI’ll write checks for what you -
think you’ll need. I’'m sending Pap
into Little Lost to try to find some
yearlings that are missing. Kiggy
has to go somewhere on business of
his own.”

Standing at his elbow, Louellen
startled Britt. He hadn’t heard her
come up. “Money—an’ I gotta
draw from you!” he growled. “An’
you, a she boss, send that old fos-
sil to chase out stuff a-missin’. An’
as for Kiggy, well, farther he keeps
from underfoot, longer he’s likely to
live.”

“Please! There are things you
must know.” She laid a small hand
on his arm; a little hand that was
work-worn, Britt noticed. “Can’t
you be a bit reasonable? I'd like to
ride to Shellerton with you to-day
—that is, if you’re taking the wagon
in for supplies.”

“Oh, all right!” Britt ungraciously
assented.

She smiled and ran toward the
house. Britt went to the tool shed.
Pap swore squeakily as he labored
at greasing the wagon. Britt shoved
him aside.

“Get a team, if there is such a
thing on this loco spread.”

“Reckon a few old crowbaits is
the only thing that ain’t disappear-
ing,” Pap declared as he hobbled to-
ward the stable.



BULLETS FOR BREAKFAST 15

ROCKING on the seat beside
Britt, Louellen Lowrie talked. “Pap
and I had a small place down in
Little Lost. Bought it when we
sold out in Oklahoma. But we had
to sell to a man named Pentro.
Came here to work for your father.

“After your father died, I tried
to find you. Things had started go-
ing wrong. Cattle have disappeared,
and the calf crop is not half what
it should be. Buck Dean says his
father, Woof, is also losing cattle.
And Buck says Rafter-A brand is
only on about a hundred head right
now.”

She stared at the gray sky line.
“I’d hoped you’d have more to come
home to——"

“You was hopin’ I'd be so dis-
gusted I'd walk right off!” Britt
charged.

He was flaming mad. And
couldn’t have told why. He was
mad at “Buck” Dean. So Buck
Dean had been advising her, had he?
Buck, with his years at college. He
and Britt had never got on too well.

The girl didn’t answer Britt’s ac-
- cusation. She clenched her little
hands together in her lap. Mit-
tened hands, the mittens thin and
darned in many spots, Britt noted.

“I—I thought Kiggy would help,
when he came to stay,” she said
after a while. “He tries. But a girl
can’t handle things.”

“Kiggy—hell!” Britt snarled, lash-
ing out at the team.

The team ran, down through a
rocky pass across a flat and into
Shellerton. Town hadn’t changed in
five years, that Britt could see; same
old buildings; same two saloons. A
new sign over one announcing it to
be now the Card House. Kiggy
Jedrow’s horse stood before it. The
girl turned her head, pretending not
to see.

Britt stopped, jumped down. The

girl held out her hands. The sight
of those ragged little mittens again
caused Britt to scowl. He reached
up to help her. Did she slip? She
lay for a moment against his chest.
The clean smell of her, like wind
and rain-washed sage, pleased him.
Her tiny hands clutched his arms.

“You’re strong,” she whispered
confidentially.

Her breath tickled his ear. When
he left her and walked down the
street, he swaggered even more than
was his wont. He looked back, then
dived headlong into Ma Morris’ tiny
Ladies’ Store. He bought tiny gloves
and looked at a coat. He lacked
funds for that coat. He tucked the
gloves inside his shirt and went out
to stand on the walk and finger the
few bills left in his pocket.

He grinned. Make those bills get
more bills. He walked toward the
Card House.

“Fool!” he condemned himself.
“But I'd buy a blanket for a shiver-
in’ wolf I didn’t like,” he lied.

He was in a mixed, combative
mood when he kicked open the doors
of the Card House and jingled in-
side,

Kiggy Jedrow was standing at the
bar. And the man with him, press-
ing glass after glass of whisky upon
the half-drunken Kiggy, was none
other than Buck Dean. At the same
time, a door in the rear was opened,
and a heavy man with a milky left
eye came in.

“Jedrow, you’ve had enough!” the
man snapped.

It appeared to Britt that Kiggy
sobered instantly. Did this fellow
have him some place where the hair
was short? Buck Dean scowled, but
said nothing. The fellow came on
up, stopped before Britt.

“You'’re Britt Allaman, eh? My
name’s Scarva. I own this place.”
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“Ain’t braggin’, are you?” Britt
snarled.

Scarva’s face got hard. He
stepped back. Britt stood still, fac-
ing him. There was one hell of a
lot about this he didn’t like. The
room was ominously close and quiet.
There was Buck Dean, a crooked set
to his lips, by the bar, Kiggy Jed-
row, slowly backing away down the
room. And now another man took
chips in the play.

He stepped halfway between
Scarva and Britt. “I’'m Coyne,” he
growled, indicating that the name
should mean something to Britt.

It did not. Coyne’s attitude, his
way of wearing his gun, did, how-
ever, indicate a lot. Other things
were pointers, too. This play had
been fixed. They’d set a stage
against his coming here. Somebody
wanted Britt Allaman out of the
way and was losing no time to that
end. '

“I'm Coyne,” the other again
growled. “An’ when you ask some-
body if they’re braggin’, think of
yourself. You, lettin’ a heifer steal
your place an’ ramrod you. She’s
just a little——"

“Stop beggin’ for it!”” Britt roared.
“Take it!”

A bang of overturned -chairs,
scraping boots. The chill slap of
hard palms to harder gun butts.
Whisper of metal against leather,
and then the roar of guns. Britt
Allaman heard one roar and knew
they’d both fired at once. Yes;
Coyne had been fast; had been.
Now, on tiptoes, Coyne was plung-
ing toward the floor.

Britt Allaman was spun half
around. Something slapped him
hard and seared across his chest. He
cursed and fought to regain his bal-
ance. His face harsh, he spun on

Scarva. Scarva was a picture of con-
centrated hate. He was backed

against the wall, hands shoulder-
high. Buck Dean’s gun poked his
ribs.

“'m with you, Buck
ground out.

“Yeah?” Britt panted. “I wonder
—if you—are?”

III.

COYNE was laid out on a pool
table in the back. Blood frothed
and bubbled on his lips as his chest
rose and fell laboredly. Men came
spilling through the door. Buck
Dean passed Scarva a suggestive
look and holstered his gun. Britt
Allaman buttoned his coat tightly
about him. The scratch on his chest
To hell with giving them the
satisfaction of knewing he’d been
creased!

Old Woof Dean, Buck’s dad, came
in on the heels of Sheriff Goff. “I
heard you was back, Britt,” Woof
said. “But I didn’t think you’d get
into a scrape so soon. Why’n hell
don’tcha ever get over -

“Coyne begged for it,” Buck in-
terposed.

“T'll handle my own end. You
keep out,” Britt warned.

Buck looked at him oddly. Goff
asked questions, of Secarva.

“I reckon, maybe, Coyne did ask
for it, talkin’ about a girl like that,”
Scarva sullenly, bleakly, admitted,
his one good eye hot with hate.

Goff walked back to where the
doctor was working over Coyne,
came back.

Woof said: “Reckon, if that’s
how she lays, you ain’t holdin’ Britt,
Goff.”

“Reckon not,” Goff decided.

“TI don’t need your help, Woof,”
Britt declared.

Damn them, did they think he
was going to swallow this? Now
that the other play had failed, they

COW-—-1

Britt,”




BULLETS FOR BREAKFAST 17

wanted, for some reason, to play the
pal act. Huh!

Britt turned on his heel and
stalked out. At the wagon, Louellen
waited. She looked at him accus-
ingly, angrily.

“I heard it,” she choked. “You
used me as an excuse to start
trouble. Your vicious, wild nature
includes killing—or seriously wound-
ing.”

“He used your name to egg me
on,” Britt snarled, stung by her
words and manner. “Not that I'd
fight for you one little bit. It was
just that he asked for trouble. He
talked too much 5 .

“But he won’t talk no more,” said
Buck Dean, coming up. “Coyne
just now kicked off, Britt. An’ a
damned fine job you did!”

He bowed low to Louellen. She
nodded. Britt became more an-
gered.

Buck turned back to him. “Woof
an’ me would like to talk to you,
Britt—business.”

“You know where Rafter-A is,”
Britt retorted.

He climbed into the wagon. His
chest burned as though a hot brand-
ing iron lay against it. Yet Britt
Allaman was too stubborn to let
them know he was hurt. He jerked
his head toward the girl. She hesi-
tated, then climbed up beside him.

People on the street stopped and
turned heads, watching Britt out of
town. So wild Britt Allaman was
all they’d heard he was during the
five years he’d been away. Britt,
in time, would hear that opinion,
and his dark mood would grow upon
him. Hell of a home-coming he was
getting. Why not tell them off to
hell and ride away from here? And
let this female have Rafter-A?
Damned if he would!

'The ride home was a silent one.

Louellen sat forlornly as far away
cow—-2

from Britt as she could. To Britt,
it seemed each succeeding mile grew
longer. He shook his head savagely.
Things were beginning to blur and
dance and undulate before his
heated eyes. He sat rigid and un-
speaking, lips a thin line in a face
gone pale. He did not know when
the team stopped at the stable. He
heard, faint and far away, the
screech of the windmill.

Still he sat there on the seat.
Louellen waited for him to move and
turned wonderingly when he did not.
“Why—why you’re ill!” she gasped.

“Naw.” And Britt tumbled back-
ward into the wagon bed. :

He did not know when Pap and
the girl did a heroic job of getting
him into the house and to bed.
There was a telephone at Lean-
ing D, and Pap rode like a wild man
to call the doctor. Louellen ripped
off Britt’s caked, sodden shirt, ex-
posing the furrow across his chest;
exposing something else, too:

A pair of tiny gloves—gloves now
stiff with Britt’s blood; one of them
minus a finger where the bullet had
plowed it off. It might have been
that pair of gloves that saved Britt
Allaman’s life.

As she stood there with them in
her hands, Britt feverishly mum-
bled: “Those mittens are all ragged.
An’ she needs a coat. Poor girl-
button! But I wouldn’t let her
know it, I never would!”

Tears coursed down Louellen’s
cheeks as she worked over him. And
over and over she sobbed: “God
forgive me! I was wrong.”

WITHIN the week, Britt Alla-
man was up, out, and in the saddle
again; stiff, with a temper like a
sore bear’s. Pap and Kiggy stayed
away from him. Kiggy was gone
most of the time—luckily for him.

To-day, with a raw wind coursing
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out of the north, Britt rode the
range. A few late calves ran un-
branded with Rafter-A cows. Britt
rode far, circling back toward the
broken country toward Little Lost.
And he learned that Buck Dean had
it right when he said hardly more
than a hundred head carried
Rafter-A brand.

He came across plenty of Lean-
ing D stock, and began wondering
things that were not so good: Why
had Buck Dean taken the trouble to
check so closely on Rafter-A? And
what was that business he’d spoken
of in town? Yes—and why in hell
had Buck Dean been pouring whisky
into Kiggy Jedrow?

To act on impulse was the way of
Britt Allaman. He turned his rangy
gray and cut obliquely across the
range. He stopped once, three miles
from home, to water his horse and
spell himself from the wind in the
timber along Maverick Creek. Some
one else recently had stopped here.
Ashes of a fire in the lee of a cut-
bank was the sign. And there were
tracks of horses and men—and
cattle.

Idly, Britt kicked among the
ashes of the fire. Cursed, then, low
and bitterly, as he stooped and re-
trieved something he had kicked
out. Some one had lost a running
iron in the fire and ridden off and
left it. A running iron in a stamp-
ing-iron country; tracks in this shel-
tered place!

Stony-faced, Britt got his horse
and followed the tracks. They went
angling southward toward Little
Lost country and the southeast line
of Woof Dean’s Leaning D. A mile,
and the tracks played out, lost in a
rocky ravine that cut his trail.

A lot of things boiled within
Britt’s head as he again rode home-
ward. Was Louellen actually glad
he was back? He could not at all

figure why she should be. The place
would go to her if he did not stay,
or make good. Make good? Was
that it? Was it set that he couldn’t
pull Rafter-A through the crisis?

Kiggy, now—surely she couldn’t
be so blind as not to know he was a
first-water coyote, even though he
was her cousin. And there was the
way Buck Dean and Louellen spoke
to each other.

“Hell—I got it!” Britt croaked
and trimmed his gray with heavy
spurs.

THERE WERE horses standing
by the corral—Leaning D horses.
And as Britt stiffly dismounted, old
Woof Dean and Buck came from
the house. They met him by the
stable.

“We came over to see you about
sellin’ Rafter-A,” Woof said. “Miss
Lowrie says she’ll pass the deal if
you think it’s what’s best.”

“You see, Britt, I'm gettin’ mar-
ried soon, an’ I want a place of my
own,” Buck Dean explained.

“I see you do,” Britt replied with
heavy sarcasm. “You want it so
bad you’re stealin’ the place blind.
Don’t deny it, damn you! I come
across proof to-day. An’ it is you
an’ this Lowrie woman, aimin’ to

ge =

“Proof! Proof?”” Woof bristled.

“Proof!” Britt snapped. “On
Maverick Crick. I found tracks,
leadin’ toward your place. An’in a
fire, I found this!” He pulled the
running iron from his pocket and
shoved it under Woof’s nose.

“Your play in town, actin’
friendly, didn’t work, Dean. An’
now let me tell you somethin’: Stay
off Rafter-A. Keep hands off
Rafter-A beef. I'm ridin’ night an’
day, an’ I’m goin’ armed.”

“Don’t be a fool, Britt,” Buck pro-
tested. “There’s things you can’t




BULLETS FOR BREAKFAST 19

understand; things none of us can
get to the bottom of yet. We got to
work together——"

“I said—get off—this place!”

Britt pushed the words past set
teeth. He stiffened and his right
arm crooked at the elbow. Woof
swore luridly, Buck glared at Britt;
but they both got their horses and
rode.

Britt wheeled. Louellen was
standing behind him, her face very
white.

“You aren’t boss of this place,
Britt Allaman,” she said. “You've
no right to tell those men to leave.
Don’t forget that.”

“I’ll forget what I please. If you
think you can sandy me out of this
place, turn it over to Buck Dean
and then marry him, you got two
more thinks a-comin’.”

Louellen’s eyes got very wide and
round. “Me? Me marry Buck
Dean? Why—why it’s laughable!
Buck Dean’s engaged to marry the
school-teacher at the head of Mav-
erick Creek. I thought you knew.”

“Then who are you goin’ to
marry?” :

She sighed, shook her head. “The
man I may some day marry is some-
what of an enigma,” she told him.
“I’m afraid you wouldn’t under-
stand him.”

“Nor want to!” Britt snapped.

He strode to the house ahead of
her. She smiled at his broad back
as she followed.

He sat down at the kitchen table,
moodily lost in thought. Pap was
out somewhere. Kiggy had ridden
off long before.

As the girl set food before Britt,
she said: ““Britt, I wish you’d for-
get old scores and help me with
Kiggy. Make him go to work. I
know you think me foolish, but he’s
my mother’s sister’s boy, and—
well, please try to understand.”

“Why don’t you tell your man?
The one you aim to marry, an’ who
I wouldn’t understand?” Britt
growlingly demanded.

She came close to him then, held
out work-worn little hands. “I’'m
telling him now, Britt,” she said
softly.

Britt Allaman dropped his fork.
And did something he’d wanted to
do; something he’d been too stub-
born to admit he wanted to do.
That damned rotten nature of his
He grabbed her. -
Pap, coming in, backed hastily out
and eased the door shut. He whis-
tled then, and stamped his feet and
reéntered. Faces flushed, Louellen’s
eyes starry, the pair tried innocence
—and looked guilty.

Iv.

BRITT ALLAMAN loomed out
of the fine drizzle and brought his
gray to a stop before the Card
House. He wondered at himself.
Two days ago, he was bitter, sullen,
like a snapping dog. To-day, he
was coming to Shellerton to hunt
Kiggy Jedrow out and take him
back to the ranch.

He hated Kiggy; knew he was a
skunk., Yet he’d told the girl he’d
try. Yes; and he’d gain satisfaction
from the effort. He’d kick Kiggy’s
errant tail from A to Izzard if he
didn’t step!

It was almost the same scene as
on that other day. Kiggy was at
the bar, and so was Buck Dean.
This time, though, Buck wasn’t
pouring whisky into Kiggy. Kiggy
was drinking, and Scarva seemed
not to mind.

Britt swallowed his stubbornness
and walked up to Buck. “I was
mebbe wrong the other day,” he
offered.

“Sure, Britt!” Buck answered af-
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fably. “You got enough of a hard
row ahead to make you touchy.”
He lowered his voice. “I want to
congratulate you. That Louellen is
a fine little lady. An’ she’s worked
like hell to hold your place up. It'd
be a shame if either of you had to
leave.” He chuckled. “Reckon you
won’t, now.”

“How’d you know?” Britt de-
manded.

Buck scowled toward XKiggy.
“He’s shootin’ off his face. Seems
he can shoot it off about ever’thing
but what I suspect. I've done
poured my last whisky down his
throat. Scarva, I reckon, has got
him so he won’t blab, even when
he’s stewed.”

“You think Scarva might, mebbe,
be behind whoever left that runnin’
iron on Maverick Crick? Behind
cattle comin’ up lost?”

“I swear I don’t know,” Buck re-
plied. “I got ideas, but they don’t
jell. Them cow brutes an’ calves is
goin’ somewhere; an’ somebody is
doin’ it. It ain’t you, an’ it ain’t
us, even if you did have ideas to
that effect.”

Britt opened his mouth, then
snapped it shut. “Kiggy’s goin’ to
earn his keep from now on!” he
snarled. “He won’t have time to
do no runnin’ around.”

He wheeled and strode to the bar.
Scarva snarled at him and stepped
back. The barkeep, a paunchy,
pock-faced pot of blubber who stank
of cheap pomade, was setting out a
glass of whisky for Kiggy. Britt
grabbed Kiggy’s shoulder, hurled
him aside, and smacked the glass off
the bar.

“No more of that!” Britt thun-
dered. “You’re ridin’ with me.
Youre gonna ride line, fix fence,
help brand up them calves that
'should ’a’ been ironed on long ago.

By gosh, fella, you’re gonna go to
work.”

“T’ll work when I please,” Kiggy
returned defiantly. “You ain’t go-
in’ to shoot me, either. You do, an’

, where’ll you be with Lou’, eh?”

He grinned slyly and stepped back
to the bar. Britt turned on the bar-
keep.

“You feed him one more drink,
an’ I'll pour you so full of your own
slop you’ll spill over,” he warned.

The barkeep looked at Scarva.
Scarva nodded. The barkeep set out
bottle and glasses.

Buck Dean said at Britt’s elbow:
“Tll keep an eye on Scarva. Go
ahead!”

Britt nodded. He reached across
the bar and grabbed the barkeep by
the purple tie he wore. Twisted it,
cracking the man’s face with the
heel of his hand when he tried for a
gun beneath the bar. Slowly, slowly
then, he dragged him up, across the
bar and dropped him to the floor
upon his back. The barkeep sobbed
and sucked in a gasping breath—
started to. The neck of a full quart
of whisky was shoved halfway down
his throat.

“Gulp, damn you, gulp!” Britt
snarled savagely. He knelt on the
barkeep’s stomach and with his free
hand shoved his gun against the
man’s head.

The few men in the place stood
and looked on with eyes big, star-
ing, and sick. The barkeep made
gulping, horsy noises and continued

to swallow until the bottle was
drained.

Britt reached back and waved his
hand. “Another’n, Buck,” he

called.
“No—no!” the barkeep wailed.
His opened mouth was closed by
the neck of the second quart. Some
onlooker gagged and beat it for the
door. The barkeep groaned, choked,
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strained, closed his eyes, and
squeezed great tears from under the
lids. It grew very, very quiet.

“There, damn it!” Britt exclaimed,
getting up.

The barkeep got to his knees,
pitched sideways, and snored lustily.
Not bad now. But when he woke
up about twenty-four hours later,
he——

“You’ll make an ante for this.”
Scarva cursed. “A big ante.”

“Open the pot. We'll play,” Buck
invited.

“T'll open it in my own way.
When I do, I’ll win.”

Britt left Buck to argue with
Scarva. He grabbed Kiggy by the
neck, flipped his gun from the hol-
ster, turned him about and rushed
him howling toward the door. The
smack of Britt’s foot on the seat of
Kiggy’s pants reverberated in howls
of laughing derision from all—but
Scarva—who saw.

A few minutes later, Kiggy rode
out of town toward Rafter-A. A
roaring gun in Britt’s hands made
Kiggy duck this way and that in
frantic spasms of sheer terror.

Britt Allaman was taking Kiggy
home.

FROM A POINT on a timbered
rise, Britt watched the horseman
working out the draws and pockets
below him. A bleak bitterness in-
dicative of stark rage and no little
pain etched Britt’s cold-pinched
face. Spits of snow came down with
the drizzle, and the lowering, full-
bellied gray sky was as dark as
Britt’s mood.

Again he raised his glasses to his

eyes and focused them on the rider |

below him, Kiggy. And Kiggy was
driving cows and calves out of a
brushy pocket in the Little Lost
where it touched the flatter range.

Britt fingered his rifle, muttered to
himself, and decided to wait.

From his eminence he could see
into the narrow, winding niche down
which the dozen cows and eight or
nine calves were driven. Could see,
then, the brush corral in a deeper
pocket below. Kiggy herded the
little band in, dismounted and piled
brush across the opening. He
looked around and then rode hastily
away. .

For half a mile, Britt kept him in
sight with his glasses. At a lone
cottonwood, its bare branches like
skeleton fingers twisting imploringly
to heaven for a covering of soft
snow, Kiggy again dismounted. He
knelt, reached into a hole formed by
above-ground roots of the tree.

Britt saw him pull a quart bottle
from the hole, uncork it, drink
deeply. So that was how the coy-
ote had been keeping drunk during
this last week, while Britt was rid-
ing him hard and trying to make
him work! ;i

Something, a piece of paper, flut-
tered in Kiggy’s hands. He bent his
head as though reading, and then
he shoved it into his chaps pocket.
He rode out of sight. Britt de-
bated. Should he go down and run
those cows and calves, carrying
Rafter-A and Leaning D brands,
back onto the range? Yes; and three
of those calves wore no brands or
earmarks at all. Britt hadn’t got
around to making Rafter-A prop-
erty of those mavericks yet. Yeah!
Kiggy, taking his time all up.

And Louellen, too. Begging him
not to be rough with Kiggy. Lou-
ellen, claiming she wanted him to
hold his temper; that it’d be a great
lesson in self-restraint. Dammit, a
woman didn’t understand! Nor did
she understand why Britt was daily
becoming more and more irritable.
under the strain.
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“Well, if what I know is proved,
Kiggy takes it!” Britt swore aloud.
“If she loved me, she wouldn’t ask
so much. T ain’t tied to her apron
strings—not yet! I’'m gonna be me.
If she don’t like it that way, to hell
with it!”

The more he thought of it, the
angrier he became. He could not
get along with Louellen and do as
she asked in regards to giving Kiggy
a chance, glove-handling and decent
shakes. Nor could he be expected,
ever, to pull Rafter-A through in
such circumstances.

Something of the old darkness
shot through him then. He made
a decision as he lay there in the in-
creasing fall of snow. He’d do as
he damned well pleased. And he
wouldn’t give her a chance to say
she’d been mistaken; a chance to
tell him he’d failed his old man’s
terms and must slope. He’d bust
this thing wide open and hit the
trail on his own!

Britt suddenly ceased his angry
mumbling. At first a blot, then a
definite form in the white, swirling
curtain pulling from the clouds to
the range, a horse and rider came
cautiously down a draw and stopped
beside the brush corral.

Slowly, his eyes gimlet bits of
brightness, Britt squinted down his
rifle sights. The man below him
looked around, hesitated, and then
rode straight toward the rise where-
on Britt Allaman was ensconced.
His features were now distinct and
readable. That man was Buck
Dean.

Buck Dean, and his face was hard
and purposefully set. As he put his
horse to the rise, Britt heard him
swear loudly and to himself declare:

“T’ll watch that pocket if T got to
lay here all year!”

Britt came to his feet then. He
was glad he’d heard what he had.

Glad Buck Dean wasn’t the ranny
who’d come for those cattle that
Kiggy had shoved in there. Buck
saw him. His hand flashed for his
gun. Britt yelled, and Buck stayed
his draw. He rode on up and looked
questioningly at Britt.

“Tie your horse back a ways,
Buck,” Britt said. “I got the same
idea you got—only before you got
it. How’d you 2

“T trailed some cows,” Buck broke
in flatly.

“An’ I trailed a snake,” said Britt.

“It’s goin’ to make it hard, Britt,”
Buck warned. “You let me handle
him, for I'm damned sure 1T know
what snake you mean.”

“Ill handle it myself,” Britt
growled. “It’s my play, an’ I aim
to learn things first. You under-
stand; he’s my snake.”

Buck sighed, nodded, and said:
“The same, it’s silly.”

“Easy for him, ridin’° over
Rafter-A, to run off little bitsy
bunches an’ hide them for somebody
else to pick up, brand, or hide some-
where’s else,” Britt grumbled. “But
where is the stuff goin’? An’ is that
Scarva Sssshh!”

For out of the Little Lost rough-
ness had come two riders; a break
in the swirling snow. Buck gripped
Britt’s left arm.

He muttered: “The short devil
is Huler. He’s supposed to be in a
line camp for us. An’ the tall coy-
ote is Pentro, who bought Pap an’
Louellen’s place in Little Lost——
Britt, hold your fire!”

. V.

BRITT needed no such admoni-
tion. He’d hold his fire for a bit.
When the time came, he’d march
down that rise, and it was up to
those two below. He hoped they’d
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make a fight of it. He surely hoped
so!

They watched the two men dis-
mount. Huler reached under his
sheepskin coat and pulled out a run-
ning iron. He began gathering a
bundle of sticks for a fire. Pentro,
though, seemed to be dissenting.

“Pentro wants to move them on
before they work the brands an’ slap
new hot ones on those calves,” Buck
mumbled. “Hell, Britt, we’ve been
blind. Through the Little Lost
country, into some of those passes
in the Bitter Roots an’ into Mon-
tana. I bet Pentro’s got a market
up there for shady stuff. But the
way it’s been worked, we couldn’t
catch up with them.”

“They’ve reached the end of their
string now,” Britt returned harshly.

“Huler’s been pushing our Lean-
ing D stuff where Kiggy could get
it. Hurt Rafter-A more, because
we got fifteen to your one. And half
your calves wasn’t branded. The
damn e

Below them, Huler evidently had
won his point. He built a fire. Pen-
tro took down his rope and looped
a calf and dragged it close to the
blaze. Tensed, rifles at ready, Britt
and Buck waited. The calf bawled.
The cow bawled back from the
brush corral. A brand, Pentro’s it
later was seen, was run on the calf.

“A cow with one brand, her calf
with another. Plenty of evidence,”
Britt remarked. “Come on.”

Together they went afoot down
the little hill. Pentro was roping
out another calf. Huler was bent
above the fire. It was Huler who
looked up and saw the grim and de-
termined men who bore down upon
them. Huler did not hesitate. He
grabbed for his gun. Britt and
Buck fired together.

Huler was picked off his feet, spun
half about, and flung down on his

back. One spur dragged a deep fur-
row in the snow and the dirt as his
right leg drew up and kicked back
convulsively. That, then, ceased.
Huler had crossed up his last outfit
and had rustled his last beef. But
at that, compared to Kiggy and his
type, Huler had picked the best way.

Pentro had dropped his rope. He
drew his gun as he crashed his horse
crazily through the opposite side of
the brush corral. Buck fired.
Missed. Britt fired, deliberately and
unhurriedly while Pentro turned in
the saddle and blindly emptied his
gun. Bullets kicked up snow around

Britt. The devil with them! He
pressed trigger.
Pentro screamed as he was

knocked half over the saddle horn.
His horse veered, and Pentro
sprawled, squalling and kicking, to
the ground. Britt was upon him as
he jumped to his feet, left hand
clutching his right shoulder, and
tried to run. The man, tall, gaunt,
hatchet-faced, belied his hard ap-
pearance and dropped to his knees.

“My shoulder!” he screamed.
“You've broken it! You've killed
me!”

“It ain’t your shoulder you got
to worry about. Nope! It’s your
neck,” Britt jeered, yanking Pen-
tro to his feet.

He winked at Buck. Buck imper-
ceptibly nodded, yet somehow
gained the impression that Britt Al-
laman could cheerfully have hanged
Pentro. Roughly, then, while Pen-
tro groaned and shook, Britt shoved
him into the saddle and tied his feet
together under the horse’s belly.

Aside, Britt told Buck: ‘“Take
him in to Goff. I'm thinkin’, before
many hours, Pentro’ll give up an’
spill hisself all over the place. Me,
I’'m goin’ to the ranch.”

“You’re a fool,” Buck said. “Best
to let me handle him. There’s Lou-
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ellen, his cousin. She’s loyal and
soft-hearted, an’ if you get Kiggy,
it’ll be a barrier between you.”

“There’s one there now. My
mind’s made up,” Britt answered
tersely. “We ain’t got no actual
proof yet that Kiggy was stealin’,
like we have on Pentro. But I'll
beat admission of his end out of him,
or shoot it out! You get Goff to
send somebody out here to have a
look at Huler.”

He walked rapidly up the rise to
get his horse. And thus Britt Alla-
man was cutting back into the past.
The trouble would soon be ended—
rustling trouble. Louellen could go
on, then, and make something of
Rafter-A. As for himself, he was
going to let her have the place. She
wouldn’t get a chance to run him
off—after he got Kiggy.

Buck, with the groaning, whining
Pentro, rode toward Shellerton.
Britt rode toward home. Home?
The thought turned him bitter. Be-
hind them, blotted by the swirling
snow, a cow bawled answer to her
calf in the brush corral. Snow filled
the creases of Huler’s clothes and
clotted wetly upon his still, stark
face. End of a rustler’s trail.

LOUELLEN had one look at
Britt. She caught her breath
sharply, her face going pale. “Britt,
what’s the matter?” she quavered.

“Where’s Kiggy?” Britt grunted.

“He isn’t here. Britt, you aren’t
No! I can see it in your eyes,
murder! You want to kill him.
Britt, think what that would mean.”

“It means one less rattler in the
world,” Britt rapped out.

“It means you and I—”

“Where—is—Kiggy!”

Desperately the girl tried to pre-
vent this thing; and made the mis-
take that clinched Britt’s decision.
“If you harm him, it means you do

not live up to Silent Allaman’s will.
I shall have to——"

“You can have the place. I don’t
want it. Not as bad as you, that
you’d marry me to make sure Of
gettin’ it,” he flung at her, his senses,
judgment, swept away in a blind,
red burst of anger. “Kiggy’s been
helpin’ steal Rafter-A blind; stealin’
from the Deans, too. I caught him.
Buck an’ me just settled two of
them. Kiggy’s next.”

Nerves and senses numbed, the
girl dropped into a chair by the
kitchen table. “Kiggy hasn’t c-come
back. And I huh-hate you!” she
sobbed wildly. _

Britt swore and went out, slam-
ming the door hard after him. He
found Pap in the blacksmith shop,
puttering around the forge.

“Where’s Kiggy?” Britt
manded.

Pap took one look at Britt’s bleak
face and frost-dusted eyes. He laid
down the piece of iron he’d been
heating, shook his head. “He ain’t
been back since he rode out this
mornin’, Britt. An’ I bet, wherever
he is, it’s best he keeps goin’. You
fin’ly caught up with him? I been
suspectin’ that coyote for quite a
spell. Once was when a roll of bills
fell outa his pocket. Where’d he
get money?”’

“He’ll explain that hisself, when
he comes back,” Britt snapped. “I’ll
choke it out of him, an’ you’re gonna
witness it.”

“Too bad for Lou’, Britt.”

Britt glared at Pap. Pap turned
back to the forge. Britt sat on a
box and smoked furiously.

IN SHELLERTON, Kiggy Jed-
row sat with Scarva in the back
room of the Card House.

He said: “I got your note tellin’
me to come in. I left the stock

de-
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where Pentro an’ Huler could pick
it up easy. At the brush corral.”

Scarva made an impatient ges-
ture. “I’m tired of this petty pilfer-
ing. That place I own in Montana
can winter ten times what you and
Huler and Pentro can work through
his place, the way you’re going at
it. What do you think I set Pentro
up out there for?”

“But <

“But, hell! If this Allaman is in
the way, get a rifle and let him have
it from the brush. You go back and
tell Pentro—— Who’s there?”

“Timmons, Scarva, let me in,
quick.”

There was urgency in the voice of

the man who’d knocked on the door..

Scarva got up and let him in. The
man, a loafer and stable bum of the
town, was wide-eyed, shaking.

“Buck Dean jest rid in, Scarva.
He had Pentro a pris'ner. Pentro’d
bin shot an’ was blubberin’ to beat
hqlll;’ Goff’s got him down at the
jail.

Scarva stiffened. Color left his
f_ace. He looked at Kiggy, bit his
ips.

“Go get a drink, and then go back
to the jail!” he suddenly snapped at
Timmons. “When everybody leaves,
let me know. The jailer’s sick.
Goff’ll be there this afternoon and
this evening. Find out what cell
Pentro is in—everything. Beat it!”

“Secarva,” Kiggy’s voice was
hoarse and shaking, “what’re you
goin’ to do? We’d better tail. Pen-
tro will talk an’ 2

“What am I going to do?” Scarva
raged. “You mean what are we go-
ing to do. You’re in this. And
there’s a way out.”

“I tell you =

Scarva drew his gun and spun the
cylinder. “Well?”

“Yes.  Sure,
groaned.

Scarva,” Kiggy

“We're going to stop Pentro’s
mouth; that’s what. While I sneak
up outside the jail, you’re going to
talk to Goff in the office. And while
you’re holding his attention, I'm fix-
ing Pentro plenty through the cell
window.”

Kiggy groaned. Grabbed a bottle
and drank deep. Secarva chuckled.

In half an hour, Timmons was
back. “Goff’s alone. Buck Dean is
in the Cowhand Café. Others have
drifted off. An’ from what I hear,
Pentro’s goin’ to talk about as soon
as Goff offers him a deal.”

“What cell is Pentro in?”

“He’s in the inside cell on the cor-
ridor. An’, Scarva, I figgered things,
an’ thought that wouldn’t be so good
—a cell with no winders. So, while
the folks was gawkin’ around, I
snuk back an’ slipped the latch on
that back door into the jail. You
know, I figger New Mexico’d be
more my style.”

“T could shoot you,” Scarva re-
flected. “But it will be better to
pay you. You’ve earned it. Here.”

Timmons took the wad of bills
flung at him and got out as fast as
he could. Scarva might change his
mind.

Scarva got up. “Come on. Take
a drink, Kiggy. And if you fall
down on this——" He patted the
gun under his coat.

Kiggy whimpered to himself, took
a drink, and went out ahead of
Scarva. Snow was still falling.
Great flakes that wabbled, caught
the wind, and swooped to the street.
Kiggy shivered, but not from the
cold. The world was too ghostly to
suit his nerves.

He steeled himself and walked
into the jail office. Goff, seated at
his old desk, looked inquiringly up
at him.

“Britt Allaman told me to come
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on in an’ see if Pentro had con-
fessed,” Kiggy explained.

The door to the cell block rattled.
A draft had been created, as though
the back door might be open. From
being slightly suspicious, Goff was
instantly warned. He jumped to his
feet, smashed a heavy fist into
Kiggy’s white face, and yanked open
the door into the cell corridor.

A man screamed and tried to
shout a prayer—Pentro’s voice.
Gun thrust between the bars, Scarva
mercilessly sent two shots out that
turned the screams to a liquid
burble. He wheeled, then, cried a
curse, and raised his gun toward
Goff. The sheriff’s gun thundered
and echoed in the corridor. Scarva
grasped at bars, missed, fell.

Crazy with coward’s fear, the beat
of guns, the screams, the hellish as-
pect of it all bringing out the rat
breed in him, Kiggy held his broken
nose and drew his gun. It crashed,
just once. Goff went strickenly
onto his face, the bullet in his back.

VI.

RIDE! The word screamed itself
in Kiggy’s mind. Things had gone
wrong. Scarva was dead, and so
was Goff. Goff wouldn’t be able to
tel. And maybe the men who'd
come shouting toward the jail had
not recognized him through the fall-
ing curtain of snow.

Kiggy Jedrow rode like a mad-
man. He sobbed imploring prayers
to his Maker—when Satan should
have been a better bet. He felt the
constricting noose of a rope around
his throat and clawed at the but-
toned collar of his shirt. His broken
nose swelled his eyes almost closed,
and tears of self-pity blinded him.

Ride! Ride! Ride!

Where? A measure of rodent
cunning cooled into the fevered

tumult of his mean brain. Where
would be the best place? Pentro’s
cabin in Little Lost? 'No. There
might be deputies, or cowboys, out
there, rounding up rustled cattle.
And Kiggy had to have grub and
blankets and a rifle.

They wouldn’t expect him to ride
to Rafter-A. That would be the
last place on earth they would ex-
pect him to ride. Britt Allaman?
He wouldn’t dare shoot Kiggy. And
Britt had no way of knowing

Kiggy cut to his left. Two miles,
and the thin strand of wire that
connected Leaning D with town was
above him. He climbed one of the
thin pine poles, yanked loose the
wire, rode on.

“Now he can’t know!” Kiggy cried
aloud.

He’d get grub and other stuff from
Louellen. He could fool her. Even
tell her he was going somewhere to
work because Britt was too much to
work for. Maybe Britt might not
be there.

So he rode, feeling the noose
about his neck, looking ever back of
him; yet feeling somehow smart by
the move he aimed to make.

Far behind him, a grim, steel-
hearted group of men, led by Buck
Dean, pressed on. Their horses ran
full out while they fanned and
leaned far down, eyes seeking a few
tracks not filled with the falling
snow. A pack of determined hounds,
a hundredfold justified in dragging
down the coyote they now chased.

Buck Dean yelled, swerved. They
came to the place where the tele-
phone line was ripped down. From
there on there were no tracks; not
even the faint indentations that had
guided them thus far.

“He had reason for that,” Buck
mused, his voice cold as the snow-
filled, howling wind. “An’ his rea-
son could be only one: He’s headin’
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for Rafter-A, to get supplies or hide.
Let’s ride.”

SOON it would be growing dusk,
and then early darkness would fall.
Britt had built a fire in the bunk

house—a bunk house that he re-

membered in times when it had
been filled with rollicking riders of
Rafter-A. A bunk house that could
again be like that. But he would
not see it. Home-coming? Hell!
Like being hog tied in Hades. Only
he wasn’t hog tied any more, and if
Kiggy didn’t show up near dark,
Britt was going to Shellerton to dig
him out.

The bunk house gave him the wil-
lies, anyhow. Reminded him of his
past too much; his future the same.
Britt looked up quickly as Pap came
sliding in. The old man’s seamed
face bore an expression of anger,
doubt, and regret. Yes, and deter-
mination.

“Britt, I know what it’ll likely
mean, but I got to tell you. Kiggy’s
up to the house. Snuk in a few
minutes ago. Looks like the devil
hisse’f was on his tail; an’ somebody
has busted his nose. He’s feedin’
Lou’ a lot of stable salad about hav-
in’ a fist fight with you this morn-
in’, an’ goin’ to work some’eres else.
He don’t know you’re home, you
see.

“Britt, he’s lyin’, an’ he’s goin’ to
get Lou’ in trouble for helpin’ him.
That’s why I come down to get
you.”

Britt was half out of the bunk
house by the time this last sentence
was finished. Long, jerky strides
took him around to the kitchen
door. He slammed it back and
thrust himself inside, his hand
brushing his gun as he stopped to-
ward the center of the room.

Louellen cried out as she saw him,

The bundle of food she held fell from

her hands. Kiggy, stuffing his pock-
ets with shells from a box on a shelf,
wheeled.

“Ohhhhh!” he wailed.

He dropped the shells and started
edging around to get Louellen be-
tween himself and Britt.

“You beat him this morning,”
Louellen sobbed. “Your temper,
Britt, it will never be——"

“He lied,” Britt gritted. “I
wasn’t that near him to-day. 1
watched them cows an’ calves driven
into the corral by that coyote. I °
waited for the others to come an’
get them. Now he’s in trouble, an’
usin’ you to help him out. Well—
damn you, stop where you are!”

Britt’s right fingers curled about
the butt of his gun. In that move,
Louellen saw all her dreams of hap-
piness puffed away, even as a puff of
smoke would come from that gun
and drift into nothing, even as her
future would drift. It wasn’t for her
worthless cousin that she acted as
she did; but for those self-same
dreams.

She flung herself on Britt. “Run!”
she screamed at Kiggy. “Run!”

Kiggy started to draw his gun.

“No, you varmint!” Pap yelled
from the living-room door. He
looked at Kiggy over the long bar-
rel of an old shotgun.

Britt was jerking Louellen this
way and that. She clung to his gun
arm. Kiggy kicked a chair out of
his way and ran for the back door.

“Stop!”

Kiggy couldn’t stop. He rammed
his shrinking belly against the
thrust-ahead barrel of Buck Dean’s
cocked gun. There were men behind
Buck Dean. There were hard,
grimacing faces pressed against the
kitchen window, ghostlike in the
failing gray light of day.

Britt looked at Buck. He ceased
struggling with the girl. She sank
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into a chair. Tears coursed down
her face. Britt looked at her, and
she could see only hate in his eyes.
She thought it was. :

Kiggy, whining, gasping, raised
his hands. “I didn’t mean to!” he
squalled. “Oh, I didn’t mean to!
Listen——" He was panting, hoarse
and sickening to hear. “Listen, I
had 2

“Shut up!” Buck roared.

He spoke to Britt: “This—this
thing shot Goff, in the back. May-
be the sheriff will live. Maybe not.
He helped Scarva shoot Pentro to
hush his mouth, an’ shot Goff when
the sheriff got Scarva. In the
back!”

Britt snarled, “Let me 22

“Nuh-uh!” Buck shook his head.
“Let the law take its proper course
in a case like this—the proper

course.”

“Oh! Oh, sure!”

“An’ you stay here.
boys, take him out.”

“What are you going to do?”
Louellen cried.

“Why, take him to justice. Let
the law handle it—properly.”

“Lou’, Lou’” XKiggy screamed.
“They’re goin’ to take me out an’
hang—"

A heavy hand was clamped over
his mouth and he was dragged,
writhing and making inarticulate
sounds, to his horse. He was still
trying to fight, to run, to beg and
pray, as they rode away toward
Maverick Creek.

Britt looked at Pap. Pap shook
his head and wiped moisture from
his rheumy old eyes. Louellen just
sat and sobbed.

Long, slow minutes passed. There
came the sound of riders. Britt went
out on the porch, Louellen rushing
beside him. Buck Dean and the
others rode up to the porch.

“This storm,” Buck complained.

Come on,

“He got away from us. I doubt we’ll
ever catch him now. Anyhow, we’ll
not be bothered with him in this
country again.”

Louellen sobbed her relief. “I'm
glad! It’s better so,” she cried, and
turned and ran back in the house.

Britt was looking at Buck Dean’s
saddle horn. There had been a lass’
rope coiled there when they took
Kiggy away. There was none there
now. Well, what else could they do?
Buck looked sick. He was shaking.

He said, low: “I’ll see you to-
night, Britt. On Maverick Creek.
Bring a shovel.”

HIS FEW belongings in his old
war bag, Britt Allaman mounted his
gray. He had come home, thinking
to leave trouble behind. And found
that he, the tempest, had ridden a
tempestuous trail. Well, the girl
could have the place. He was
through.

Snow lay white and glistening
over the range. It was peaceful;
and he wanted peace. No! Be
damned if he’d admit, even to him-
self, that he did! He remembered
he’d left his tobacco in the bunk
house.

He swung off and went back to get
it. And wished he had not. Lou-
ellen was there, and he’d avoided
her this last day and a half. He
didn’t want to hear her crow when
she learned he was leaving her in
possession of the place. He wanted
no preachments—not from her. And
the sight of her—well, it hurt.

“Britt—Mr. Allaman,” the girl
said, “I want to talk to you.”

“I don’t want to hear it. I'm
leavin’,” Britt snapped.
She shook her head. “Not you.

I—I’'m leaving. I tried to be fair
to your father’s demands and was
unfair to you. Oh, I don’t blame
you”—those work-worn little hands



BULLETS FOR BREAKFAST 29

were spread before her— “for hating
me. But I won’t be here for you to
hate any more. The place is yours.
I’'m—getting—away.”

Let her make him feel that she
was giving up to him against her
conscience? Try to make him feel
his own place was a gift? Not much!
Britt’s blind, stubborn pride gripped
him, roped him tight. He strode
past her, slammed the door. Behind
him he heard a loud wail.

bullet-torn, bloodstained gloves to
her quivering lips.

“Get up off that floor before you
catch your death of cold!” Britt
gruffly commanded, rushing back
inside.

He lifted her to her feet. The
sobbing became muffled. Against
his chest. Then ceased.

Pap, the shameless peeper,
sneaked up and looked through the
window. Backed—grinning like an

ancient possum—away, and went to
where Britt had left the rangy gray
horse.

“You ain’t goin’ to be none needed
now, horse,” Pap said.

He led the gray into the barn.

He—against his stubborn will—
looked in through a window. Lou-
ellen had thrown herself down upon
the floor. Britt heard her cry: “He
doesn’t want me!” He looked
closely. She was pressing a pair of
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POOR BLOOD

You Can’t
Shoot A
a Woman— é
Not in ‘
Arizona!

b 2

OU CAN'T shoot a woman,
you know—not in Southern
Arizona. Not even if you are

“Baron” Carter and she is only Jane
Harker—Jane Harker of the Bolton
outfitt No; you can’t shoot a
woman, not down here, even if it
was, really, an accident—an accident
engineered by that damn Bolton.
Bolton figured he won, either way.
If the girl got away with it, his cows
would be in clover, so to speak.
And if she didn’t get away with it—
well, then he would never have to
account for the HAR stock.

by W. H. B. Kent

Then I saw that he had shot
—the girl.

What the girl thought, I don’t
know. I guess she thought only of
those lean, thirsty cows—Ilean and
hungry and thirsty, tossing their
heads along the brutal barbs of the
fence of Baron Carter.

Have you ever heard the moaning
of starving cattle?

If you have, you will, perhaps,
understand why the girl, Jane
Harker, was cutting Baron Carter’s
fence that night.

OF COURSE, however, you can’t
shoot a woman, so when “Sockeye”
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came to the ranch with a warrant
for Carter, I was not surprised.
Sockeye, our perpetual deputy, bald
and red as a buzzard, showed me the
warrant for Carter and said, “Take
your time, Bill, take your time,” as
if he thought I was going to war
over the warrant.

I grinned at Sockeye and told him
to take his fool warrant up to the
house and show it to Carter himself.

I liked Sockeye. No; I don’t
know that his being called “Sock-
eye” might have something to do
with canned salmon. Sockeye was
the perpetual deputy. Whoever
was elected sheriff always kept
Sockeye as a deputy. Sockeye did
the work.

Curious fellow, Sockeye—you
couldn’t buy him, and you couldn’t
scare him. Think that over. How
many men do you know whom you
can neither buy nor scare?

So Sockeye rode up with the war-
rant, rubbing his bald head and
looking at his hand as if he expected
to find he had rubbed off some hair

and saying: “Take your time, Bill;
take your time. Here is a warrant
for Carter. ‘Attack with a deadly
weapon.” ”

I had to laugh. “Attack with a
deadly weapon!” You can believe
that Baron Carter’s six-shooter was
a “deadly weapon.”

BUT I HAD better begin at the
beginning. Carter’s father was one
of the first white men to bring cattle
into Southern Arizona. He bought
an old Spanish land grant, a long
narrow strip of land that covered
the bottom land along the Rio
Sacatone.

That was in the old days—the
old days when the Apaches were
loose in the country. You can see
the arrow and bullet marks in the

old adobe at the ranch. They stood

off old Cochise and his warriors
there—stood them off for nine days.
That was the school Carter grew up
in; grew up tall and lean and strong,
and with a notion that he owned the
earth.

The Carters’ main range was from
the Rio Sacatone back south to the
Cholla Mountains. They had it all
their own way for years. Carter
went East to college and all that.
When Carter’s grim old father died
he left the best cow outfit in the ter-
ritory, and Carter kept it up. And
I have been the Carters’ foreman for
more years than I can remember.

It was a good cow country, and
after a time the range filled up, and
Carter began to feel crowded. So
then he strung a drift fence from
the north end of the Cholla Moun-
tains clear to his land grant in the
Sacatone valley. Most of the water
in the country was along the base
of the mountains—inside the fence.

A friend of Carter’s from the
East was visiting at the ranch one
time, and I heard him tell Carter
he was nothing but a robber baron
out of the Middle Ages. The friend
began calling him “Baron Carter,”
or just the “Baron.” It stuck. We
all got to calling him that. It
seemed to fit.

Among the newcomers was a
man named Bolton. Bolton was a
mean, thieving sort, always on the
verge of trouble. He had married a
widow woman over in the Pecos
country. Anyway, they drifted
along west, stopping a while in the
Mogollons and the San Simon, and
then came down on the Sacatone
and threw their stock in north of
Carter’s drift fence. Generally it
was a good-enough place, but when
the big dry-up came it was no place
at all.

Bolton finally killed his wife—the
former widow Harker. I don’t
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mean right out, it wasn’t that—just
that he was mean to her, mean all
day, every day, year after year, until
she died.

Before she died she got up spunk
enough to turn over the old Harker
brand, the HAR, to her daughter
and had it recorded in her name.
But, of course, the HAR stock never
had any increase—that is, all the
HAR calves were branded BT,
Bolton’s own iron, so, in time, the
HAR brand practically disappeared.

The girl, Jane Harker, grew into
a tall, slim girl with a great rope of
dusky black hair and cool gray eyes.
And there was a hard, defiant look
in her face that made one want to
beat up some one.

She wore her hair in a braid, in-
side her jumper. I never saw her
wearing anything but ragged old
blue jeans and a tattered hat that
Bolton had thrown away; and
always a belt and a six-shooter.
Folks said she carried the gun on
account of Bolton and kept it under
her pillow nights.

She lived at the Bolton ranch,
really one of the cowhands, and a
good one. For all that she was a
slim girl, she was strong as steel.
‘But no one paid much attention to
her; she was part of that damn Bol-
ton outfit—a pariah.

Sometimes I had the notion she
resented it. It ‘was, when you
stopped to think of it, a pretty
dreadful life for a young woman.

THINGS went along well enough
until the big drought—eighteen
months and never a drop of rain.
Bolton’s range dried up, and his lean
stock came down on Carter’s fence
and hung there, hungry and thirsty
and lean, shaking dumb, restless
heads from side to side and moan-
ing their misery.

Carter put men to patrolling the

fence, day and night. And I began
getting ready for war. :

It was soon after- we began watch-
ing the fence#that Carter and I were
in town, standing on the board side-
walk, talking, when the girl came
past. Carter’s back was toward her
and he stepped the wrong way and
bumped into her. She was carrying
a little bundle and it fell to the
walk, a little red ribbon spilling out.

The girl flared out at Carter:
“Get the hell out of the road!”

Carter had started to apologize,
but when she said that he laughed
and swept off his hat, bowing elab-
orately, mocking her—a mocking
devil-light in his eyes. Carter was
like that.

The girl started to say something,
then turned, swept up her little
bundle and walked away. From
the way she held her shoulders I had
the notion she wanted to cry. And
for a few minutes I didn’t like Car-
ter—Baron Carter, tall and strong
and successful, mocking that slim
girl in old overalls and a tattered
hat. And T remembered the poor
little red ribbon—it seemed to me a
desperate groping toward some of
the things a young woman has a
right to.

I suddenly had to swallow, and I
tapped Carter on the chest and told
him that for two cents I'd knock his
damn head off.

Carter grinned and put his arm
around my lean old carcass and
said: “Go to it, Bill; I've got it
coming.”

Well, of course, then it was all
right between Carter and me.

Riding back to the ranch Carter
was moody and fighting his horse,
something he never did. Once I
heard him mutter: “Poor kid!”

That same night Carter took it

into his head to patrol the fence
cow-2
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himself. He rode away just before
dark.

IT WAS around midnight when
Carter came back. We were asleep
in the bunk house when he came
and kicked the door open, calling for
me. There was something desperate
in his voice; something that made
all the boys in the bunk house roll
out of their blankets and begin pull-
ing on their boots and buckling on
their guns. But it wasn’t guns we
needed. :

I could see that Carter was carry-
ing something on his horse, in front
of him, and he told me to get a doc-
tor—get a doctor quick.

I told one of the boys to kill
horses getting a doctor out from
town, and I hurried ahead of Carter
up to the house and got the door
open.

“Light the lamp,” he said, and he
stumbled through the dark over to
his bed in the corner.

I fumbled with the lamp, break-
ing matches in nervous fingers, but
at last the flame flared up in the
dusty glass chimney, and I turned
to look at what was on the bed.

Well—it was the girl. Baron
Carter had shot the girl, shot Jane
Harker.

Carter broke out:
sake do something!”

For a minute I had hated him,
but now I was sorry for him. There
are worse things than being shot—
and one of them is to have done the

“For Heaven’s

shooting.
But Carter had done all that
could be done. She was shot

through the leg, above the knee,
and Carter had bound strips of his
shirt, tightly, over the holes. The
bleeding seemed to have stopped,
but she had lost a lot of blood.

And I cursed Bolton—cursed him
COW—-3

over and over. It was his work. I
could see his smug grin and knew
how he had planned the matter. If
the girl was not discovered, the
fence would be cut and the cattle
let through. And if she was dis-
covered, why, she was a girl—a
woman—and Baron Carter would
not shoot a woman.

And T could see Carter down by
the fence, under the stars, riding
softly along, watching and listening.
And then the black shadow by the
fence, the twang of cut wires, and
the shadowy figure pulling the wires
away to let the black shapes of
moaning, restless cattle through.

And Carter with his six-shooter,
there under the stars, saying never
a word, but calmly shooting at the
cutter of fences. That is the way
Carter would do—no words at all,
just calmly going to work to kill.

So now Carter and I sat there in
the ranch house, helpless, watching
the growing light of dawn drown out
the lamp, watching the graying face
of the girl with her underlip caught
up under white teeth and resting
there forgotten. Waiting years and
years for the doctor, I prayed to a
long-forgotten God. I thought she
was slipping away from us, slipping
away with the drifting shadows of
the departing night.

Once, for an instant, she had
roused herself, talking huskily to
Carter. “Damn you!” she said. “I
cut it in three places.”

A minute later she said:
are all through by now.”

Carter bent over her, speaking
softly, gently, saying: “I hope so.”

I didn’t understand that; not
then. I thought it was remorse. I
didn’t know, then, what had hap-
pened to Carter during those long
miles when he carried the wounded
girl in his arms.

“They



34 COWBOY STORIES

HORSES came to the house, and
I jumped out to meet the doctor.
He was sore and cramped and
nearly as dead as the horse he rode.
The cow-puncher was handing him
his little black bag and grinning,
apologetically, as the doctor cursed
him for making him ride like that.
I had a sickening feeling that the
doctor might not be much use to us.

Once in the room, however, where
the girl was, the doctor seemed to
shed his anger with his coat. It
suddenly seemed as if something
strong and dependable had come
into the room, and now everything
would be all right. I suppose good
doctors are like that.

After a long time the doctor said
that there was nothing to worry
about, and an intolerable burden
slid off our hearts. He said she had
lost a lot of blood, but she would be
all right. She would need a lot of
care and feeding up.

“Of course,” he said to Carter,
“she can’t be moved. She will have
to stay here. I'll send a woman out
from town.”

Carter laughed aloud, happily,
“Of course she’ll stay,” he said.

I caught the girl’s whisper: “Like
hell T will!”

Carter turned and looked down
at her, and there were things in his
eyes that I had never seen before.
The girl’s wide gray eyes met his,
and after a long time the hard, de-
fiant look went out of them, and a
faint flush crept up the wan cheeks.
She sighed a little ghost of a sigh,
closed her eyes, and went to sleep.

The doctor demanded a wagon for
the trip back to town. The boys
grinned, and the doctor got mad
again and told them he hoped he’d
get his hands on them sometime.
He’d teach ’em to ride a man to
death!

Ready to go, the doctor asked

Carter if he should notify Bolton,
and Carter grinned, with the devil-
light in his eyes. .

“By all means,” he said. “By all
means notify Bolton, and if Bolton
wants her, tell him to come and get
her—with a gun.”

CARTER gave orders to wait
until all the Bolton cattle were
through and then string new wire.
The boys were expecting orders to
start right away rounding up the
Bolton stock and throwing them
outside the fence. They thought it
was remorse and that Carter was
getting soft.

As one of the boys said, “You
can’t run a cow outfit on remorse,”
ending up with, “and I hope them
Bolton cows choke theirselves!”

The woman came out from town
and took over the house. Carter
moved down to, the bunk house, but
he spent most of his time with the
girl. And the girl grew stronger,
and the color came back to her face,
and in no time at all she was out
on the porch.

Then she was taking a few uncer-
tain steps, with Carter bowing over
her, anxious, and the girl looking at
him, laughing. And that hard, de-
fiant look had gone out of her face,
and I wanted to cry when I saw her
cool gray eyes had turned deep and
warm. Anybody could see how it
was with Baron Carter and the girl.

Then one day Carter went down
to the blacksmith shop and told old
Juan to make a new iron, an HAR.
Well, that was the girl’s own brand,
and I gave a yell of delight.

And Carter grinned and put his
arm around me, the way he has al-
ways done since, as a little boy, he
learned that was the way to get
something out of old Bill.

“It’ll mean war,” I told him, feel-
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ing obliged to give good advice and
hoping he wouldn’t take it.

Carter only grinned, saying:
“Start the boys to-morrow, Bill.
Round up all the Bolton stock and
brand ’em HAR.”

As one of the boys put it: “Oh,
I'll die laughing—Bolton sends the
girl down to cut fences, and now
Bolton loses both the girl and his
stock.”

I. guess no cow outfit ever went at
their work with the swift good will
our boys went at the rebranding.

THE FINISH came one day
when Carter and 1 were the only
men at the ranch. The boys were
all out doing the last of the brand-
ing, and old Juan had gone to town.
Bolton must have had a spy out and
knew how things were. He cer-
tainly caught us.

Carter and I were working on the
lower windmill—the one down in
the arroyo back of the house. It
was along toward noon when we
finished and came back up to the
house. Carter had no gun but, as
always, I was wearing mine. I'd
worn it so many years that I never
felt dressed without it. But I had
a big wrench in my hand when we
walked around the corner of the
house and looked into the guns of
Bolton and his crew—Bolton and
three of his men, a mean-looking
outfit.

Well, when four men throw their
six-shooters down on you, and you
packing a monkey wrench, you do
what you are told. So we reached
for the sky and backed up against
the house.

“Think you can shoot a girl and
then steal our stock, do you?” Bol-
ton jeered. He cursed on, rubbing
it in, as a whelp like him would.
“Baron Carter of the Sacatone—

yah—you won’t look so pretty when
I get finished with you, you girl
shooter.”

Then a window beside us slammed
up, and out of the corner of my eye
I saw the girl, and a wild hope
flared. I just knew that in a minute
she would pull a gun and all the
hate of the years of her bitter girl-
hood would flare out at Bolton. I
got ready to laugh and jeer a little
myself.

And then I couldn’t believe my
ears. It was all wrong. Things
hadn’t ought to happen that way,
and my wild hope sickened and died
as I heard the girl talking to Bolton.

“I was wondering how long you’d
let me be cooped up in this place,”
she said. “Wait a minute; I'm
coming out.”

And a minute later she came out
of the door and down off the end
of the porch. She never even
looked at us.

She walked out between us, and
for a wild instant I hoped she would
blanket their guns, and I could get
mine and go to work. But two of
them were still covering us, and it
was too risky. Not but that I
would have died, quite willingly,
just then, but I couldn’t hope to get
all four before I went. Wild, flaring
rage rocked me, and I would have
killed all five of them if I could.

The girl was standing by Bolton,
asking: “Where do I ride?”

And Bolton said jeeringly: “Get
old Bill’s gun. He might hurt his-
self.” And the girl came and un-
buckled my belt and buckled it
around her own waist, not looking
at me at all.

I remembered afterward that she
seemed to be softly whispering. But
my rage stopped my ears, and I
heard nothing.

Then Bolton pulled his foot out
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of the stirrup, the girl put her foot
in the place and swung up behind
Bolton, and they whirled and went
down the lane in a cloud of dust and
spurting pebbles.

And to this day I believe that
Bolton took the girl up behind him
because he was afraid we might get
a gun and shoot him in the back.

I watched the horses running in
a cloud of dust, and then they were
gone around the point of the hill.
And I felt a bitterness beyond that
which any man should be asked to
stand. It seemed to me that all
that was good, all that was fine and
worth while, had gone out of life.
Heaven knows I knew there were
such women—but you don’t believe
they are the ones you know.

After a long time I turned to look
at Carter and forgot the girl. Car-
ter still stood there, backed up
against the house, his forgotten
hands stretched above his head. I
had the dreadful thought that the
man had been crucified.

His eyes, in his cold, dead face,
came slowly to meet mine and hung
there, seeing nothing. Then slowly,
painfully, he began to grin, and I
hope TI’ll never again see a grin like
that—just the lips twisted back
over the teeth.

Carter brought his hands down
and looked at them, a little sur-
prised. Then he shrugged, whis-
pering: “Well, I suppose they are
like that. Poor blood! That’s it,”
he added thoughtfully, as if bring-
ing to light something he had al-
ways known. “Poor blood!”

Then he made a pitiful attempt
at straightening his shoulders, say-
ing: “It’s all right, Bill. It’s all
right. T’ll get over it.”

Well, there it is—that is why, for
father and son, I’ve run the Carter
outfit for forty years.

THREE DAYS later Sockeye
rode in with a warrant for Carter.
That came of shooting a woman.
If it had been a man fight there
would have been no bother.

Sockeye, deputy sheriff, on his
big roan, taking off his hat, rubbing
his red bald head and then looking
at his hand, saying “Take your
time, Bill; take your time,” and
handing me the warrant for Carter.

We joked a bit about the “deadly
weapon,” Sockeye grinning and say-
ing, apologetically: “Well, you
know how ’tis, Bill. That’s the way
these fool lawyers talk.”

Then Sockeye got serious. “Now
me and you, Bill, we got sense, but
Carter, he’s young and hot-headed,
and if I flash that warrant on him
mebbeso he gets hostile.”

Sockeye hooked one.leg comfort-
ably around the horn of his saddle
and began rolling a cigarette. “And
besides,” he went on, “if I take Car-
ter in now, I have to lock him up,
don’t I? Well, that ain’t no good.

“So you take the warrant and
have a little talk with Carter, and
then to-morrow morning, long
about nine o’clock, you and Carter
sort of happen into court, and
everything is nice and peaceable.
Now take your time, Bill; take your
time, and see if that ain’t the best
way.”

If anybody gets the idea that
Sockeye was afraid of Carter, they
don’t know Sockeye. Good old
Sockeye was trying to be nice to us,
and I was grateful.

“That’s all right, Sockeye,” I told
him, “and much obliged. Leave it
to me. T’ll produce Carter.”

Then, to my disgust, Carter
walked out of the corral, spoke to
Sockeye: _

“I heard you talking about a war-
rant, Sockeye. Give it to me.”
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He didn’t seem interested, just
being polite to Sockeye. That was
what was bothering me—he just
didn’t seem to care about anything.

So I handed the warrant to Car-
ter, and he didn’t even look at it.

“What time you want me, Sock-
eye?” he asked indifferently.

Sockeye replied: “Nine o’clock.”

Carter said listlessly “All right,”
and walked away. :

Then I asked: “But look here,
Sockeye, I ain’t giving you no news
when I ask what about branding
the Bolton stock? Ain’t Bolton go-
ing to law over that, too?”

Sockeye laughed and put his foot
in the stirrup, gathering up the
reins, “Oh, no!” he said. “Bolton
wanted some more warrants for cat-
tle stealing, meaning Carter and you
and your whole outfit, but old Jedge
Bench wouldn’t stand for that.
Everybody knows most of the stock
belongs to the girl, anyway, and
you burned her brand on ’em. Well,
see you to-morrow. Adios!”

THAT NIGHT, in the bunk
house, I lay awake a long time
thinking things over. I knew that
old Judge Bench would be as easy
on Carter as he could. The old
judge and Carter’s father had been
like two fingers on the same hand.
Nothing but a small fine I guessed.

And then I began to think per-
haps it would be a good thing to
have Carter locked up for a while—
say a month. That would give me
time to clear out the Bolton outfit.

Seemed to me I ought to do that
for Carter. And if Carter was in
jail, why, he would not be mixed
up in it—it would just be old Bill
—old Bill not knowing times were
changed, and the law had come to
the Sacatone.

What they did to me afterward

wouldn’t matter—if they caught
me, which wasn’t likely. The more
I thought of just calmly and qui-
etly wiping out the Bolton outfit,
the better I liked it.

THE NEXT morning we started
for town. I took five of the boys
along. I told them there might be
trouble, and they were pleased and
hopeful, but I told them not to
make a move until I gave the word.

I knew I could depend on them.
I’d been picking our outfit for years,
picking and repicking, and there
wasn’t an outfit in the South that
could stack up with our boys.

Seemed to me the very next thing
I took notice of was that we were
tying the ponies along the hitch rail
in front of the courthouse in town.
Then I remembered something and
pulled Carter back.

“Look here,” I told him, “we ain’t
got no lawyer.”

Carter  shrugged, indifferent.
“What’s the use? I'll be my own
lawyer.”

Then I saw that lawyer fellow
Brown going in, and I called to him
and told him he was our lawyer.
He seemed pleased and got impor-
tant and started to talk about a
conference, and I told him to cinch
himself up and just ride herd on the
law points—on the facts we’d look
after ourselves. He wanted to talk
some more, and I heard one of the
boys nudge him and say:

“Don’t rile old Bill just now.
*Tain’t safe.”

I pushed Carter into the middle
of the boys and walked into the
courtroom that way, looking for the
Bolton outfit.

Bolton and his gang were there,
sitting in a bunch on the benches,
and I was glad to see it. If it really
came to a war there in the court-
room I wanted them bunched.
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Old Judge Bench was up there
behind his desk, looking down at us
over his specs and looking mighty
severe. Sockeye was there, too,
leaning against the desk, watching
us.
I noticed that in addition to the
belt gun he always wore, he had an-
other gun hung over the top band
of his pants. I grinned at him, but
Sockeye didn’t flick an eyelash.
Sockeye was on the job now, and I
felt sorry for the man who first
pulled a gun in that courtroom.

I gave our boys a look, and they
scattered, casuallike, far apart, and
where they could cover the Bolton
outfit. If Bolton started something,
he wouldn’t live long enough to be
sorry. Then I went on down into
the room with Carter and the law-
yer man. It seemed we were to sit
at a table inside the railing, and I
sat where I could watch Bolton.

Carter didn’t sit down, but stood
there, facing the Bolton outfit, and
I followed his look and saw the girl,
Jane Harker, sitting half hidden be-
side Bolton. I wondered what she
had done with my gun.

She was wearing the same ragged
old overalls, and I wondered if she
had mended the bullet holes in the
leg. The tattered old hat was in
her lap, and something different
about her made me look closer, and
then I saw that her dusky black
hair was piled high on her head.
Somehow, it made her seem older,
more important.

Carter just stood there looking at
her, and the crowded courtroom was
still. The girl looked away, out of
the window, and I could see the
blood flooding up her cheeks.

I went into a rage and yanked
Carter down into a chair, snarling
at him: “Sit down, you damn fool!”

I was busy keeping an eye on the

Bolton outfit and didn’t pay much
attention to all the talk that went
on. I took a look at the jury—
knew ’em all, just as good as any
other bunch. More talk, and then
I heard Sockeye say:

“Jane Harker. Jane Harker take
the stand.”

Then I began to be interested.

THE GIRL stood up and moved
across in front of the jury, was
sworn, and climbed up into the chair
at one end of old Bench’s desk.

The prosecuting attorney was a
funny little squirt. He was all
right, just a young lad fresh out
from the East, serious as a sick owl
—all lawyer. He was prosecuting
attorney because nobody else would
take the job. I have a notion he
tl;ought this case was his chance in
life.

He came up and put one foot on
the platform plumb friendly and
confidential, asking a lot of ques-
tions that it seemed to me led to
nowhere. I wished he’d get on with
it, let that girl do her dirty work
and get it over with.

I heard the lawyer lad ask: “And
when you were down there in the
dark, trying to let your poor starv-
ing cattle through Carter’s illegal
fence some one shot you?”

The girl said: “Yes. Some one
shot me.”

Then the lawyer lad snapped out:
“Miss Harker, who shot you?”

And then I couldn’t believe my
own ears. It wasn’t right; it
couldn’t happen; and it seemed to
me that I had years in which to
think and listen before I fully real-
ized that the girl had said, clearly
and distinctly:

“I don’t know!”

The crowded courtroom was dead
still now, people leaning forward,
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holding their breaths, waiting. I
looked at the lawyer lad, standing
up now, facing the girl, his face
growing red and hot as he half
shouted:

“You don’t know?”

The girl looked at him out of
those cool gray eyes, saying: “No,
sir. You see, Mr. Carter found me,
later, after I had been shot, and he

took me to the ranch and sent for

the doctor. So you see it couldn’t
have been Mr. Carter.”

You could have heard a fly beat
its wings in that courtroom, and
then the girl spoke again:

“Oh, no!” she said. “It was not
Mr. Carter.”

A man in the jury threw back his
head and broke out into a great
laugh, and then the crowd in the
courtroom began laughing and yell-
ing, and old Judge Bench was bang-
ing with his little mallet and broke
it, and the. crowd laughed some
more, and I was afraid the old judge
would have a stroke.

Then the lawyer lad was talking
again, and they hushed to listen.
The lad was saying:

“Your honor, I apologize. I have
been misinformed or I would not
have prosecuted this case. I move
that the defendant be dismissed.”

The old judge beamed down at
him saying “Live and learn, lad.
Case dismissed,” and he tried to
bang the desk with his mallet, but
he had only the handle, and we all
laughed again.

The Bolton outfit were on their
feet now, a sullen, ugly group, and
I watched them, ready, but they
simply went on out.

Then I turned to see Carter and
the girl standing there together, be-
low Judge Bench’s desk, and I heard
the girl saying:

“But what could I do? They

would have killed you there at the
ranch if I had not gone with them.”

Then I let out a yell that seemed
to scare the lawyer lad.

So I was best man at a wedding,
right there and then, with our boys
grouped around and Sockeye rub-
bing his bald head and looking at
his hand. I expected to hear Sock-
eye tell the judge “Take your time,
judge; take your time.”

Out in front of the courthouse the
girl was looking up at a transformed
Carter, a deep, warm light in her
gray eyes, blushing a little, saying:
“Lend me some money until I can
sell an HAR cow. I want to buy a
dress.”

Carter laughed. “Money! You
can have all the money in the bank.
Let’s go there now.”

And he put his arm across her
shoulders, and they walked that
way along down the rickety board
walk. And people came to the doors
and laughed and waved to them,
happy in their happiness, but Carter
and Jane saw only each other.

IT ALL seemed so nice and
peaceable, but I did not forget my
business, and I gave a nod to the
boys. It gave me a thrill to see
those picked lads shift their guns
around front, scattering out ahead
and behind us, watching for Bolton.

But I didn’t need to worry. We
never saw Bolton again. He had
lost both the girl and the cattle,
and he seemed just to fold up and
quit. He gathered what little he
had left and drifted on west—over
into the Santa Cruz country.

Don’t know where he’d go after
that, for beyond the Santa Cruz is
the desert, with nothing but rattle-
snakes, horny toads and Gila mon-
sters. Well, he’d be among his blood
brothers!
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“Button your

lip, you! An’

don’t make no
move!”

HEN Frank John Roberts
rode into the JR Ranch he
was leading a horse with an

empty packsaddle on its back.
Frank John himself, young, debo-
nair, with twinkling brown eyes set
wide apart in his genial brown face,
was whistling “The Girl I Left Be-
hind Me,” happy as a young colt at
twilight.

\ Ca'p Aflame

by Stephen
Payne

But as his roan horse swung past
the low, rambling log house, a door
was jerked open, and Frank John
saw the solid figure of his father
with yellow lamplight behind it.

“Son, where you been? Come
here.”

Frank John stopped whistling to
say: “Wait till I put up my hoss,
dad.” Privately he added: “Some-
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thin’ shore bitin’ on the old man.”

He called his father “the old
man,” as did everybody in this
mountainous section of Wyoming,
and he liked the crusty old bear im-
mensely—even though there were
times when the young cowboy felt
like telling the grizzled rancher
where to head in.

However, Frank John had in-
herited from his mother a sunny dis-
position, a cheery outlook on life,
and a tolerant attitude toward his
fellow man.

“Frank John,” they called this
young cowboy, never just Frank or
John. There was a reason that
went back to the day of his birth.

“We’ll call the little shaver John,”
said old John Roberts to the boy’s
radiant-eyed mother.

“No,” she had dared to protest.
“He’s as much my boy as yours.
We’ll call him Frank for my
brother, who was father and mother
as well as brother to me in the days
before you ever met me, John Rob-
erts.”

Roberts had yielded a point for
once, after argument, but only to a
certain extent. ‘“Frank John ’tis,
then,” he said.

This was twenty-four years ago.
There had never been another child,
and the splendid woman, who'd
helped iron-fisted John Roberts
build up the JR from a homestead-
er’s claim and a half dozen cows to
the big, prosperous cow outfit of
Titan Hills, had long since gone. to
her reward.

Now old John and-young Frank
John lived alone in the rambling log
house, with only a Chinese cook, and
old John was wont to say pridefully:

“You buckle down and tend to
business, kid, and you’ll ‘get ’er all
when I go over the divide.”

And Frank John was making a
cowman all right, although too easy-

going, too lacking of a sense of re-
sponsibility to please his father. Be-
cause of this, John Roberts had not
taken his son into partnership when
Frank John reached twenty-one.

“T’ll pay you top wages, kid, since
youre of age. Don’t want you
ramblin’ ’round the country. But
you take your orders from me and
from Heck Thomas. Heck’s still the
best range foreman north of Ari-
zony. When you’ve larnt as much
cow savvy as he knows, I'll make
you cow foreman or take you into
the business.”

And old John had been watching
the kid, as he still called Frank
John, hoping he’d show a flare of
ambition, a sense of responsibility,
and a feeling of authority that
would no longer tolerate his taking
orders from a hired foreman. But
to the old-timer’s disgust, Frank
John seemed perfectly content with
his lot.

A CRISIS was at hand this sum-
mer evening when the stars had just
come out to wink down on butte
and hogback, on grassy valley and
sagebrush hill, sweeping plains and
canyon-scarred mountains of this
vast range land; a crisis of which
young Frank John was not yet fully
aware.

But old John Roberts was. That
was why his voice was so challeng-
ingly gruff and harsh as he now
snorted a reply to his kid out in the
yard on a roan horse, leading an-
other animal with an empty pack-
saddle on its back. His kid, wear-
ing a white shirt, a blue necktie, and
a brand-new pear-gray hat. Those
weren’t the kind of clothes for range
work, and that pack horse—well,
old John Roberts knew all about it.

He roared: ‘“Leave your hosses
stand and come here, son.”

Frank John stepped obediently to
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the door, and as the light shone
upon him his father saw a lithe
young man one inch under six feet,
good shoulders, lean hips, strong
brown hands, seldom covered by
gloves, and a clean-cut, square face
with a wide mouth made for
smiling.

“Come in,” said old John, and he
shut the door. “Set down, kid. I
got somethin’ to say to you.

“When we rid in to-night,” John
Roberts plunged on, “thar wasn’t no
meat for supper, and you wasn’t
home. T asked Hot Suds what be-
come of the hind quarter of beef
which I knowed was on hand this
mornin’, and the damn chink said
‘Him allee glone.” Whar you been,
son? What’d you do with that
quarter of beef?”

Color flooded Frank John’s neck,
cheeks, even his forehead. He
found it hard to look at his bellig-
erent parent. “That family on
’Leven Mile is plumb down and out,
dad. No chuck, no nothin’. I *

“You took ’em our beef, huh?
Damned squatters, aimin’ to stretch
barbed wire round a hunk of my—
our—best range. Sooner they starve
the sooner they’ll drift on. You, my
kid, took ’em my beef, knowin’ how
I hate o

“There ain’t no sense or reason for
your hate, dad. The Harkness fam-
ily is just as good as we are. Maybe
they’re better. They’ve got a right
tO——”

“Frank John, you tellin’ me that
squatters has got a right on our cow
range? What’s come over you?
I've tried to raise you up a cow-
man. Now you side in with a
bunch of damned——"

“Don’t say it, dad.” The young
cowboy’s voice was dangerously
quiet, the brown eyes kindling.
“Why do you hate——"

“Squatters? They run me outa

business oncet. Ruint me. That
was afore you was born—in Mon-
tana. Settlers hogged our range,
stretched their wire. Every nickel
I had was in Texas dogies which
was mortgaged besides. I had to
turn them dogies at a big loss. Not
a cent left for me.

“Drifted down here, started all
over with nothin’. Now squatters
is beginnin’ to horn in here, and you
feed ’em. Feed ’em when I hate
‘’em, like T hate sheep. Son, you
know what it means when settlers
begin fencin’ your cow range.
Why’d you 2 -

“There ain’t but one family, dad,
and they’re white. They’re square-
shooters. They’re—"

“How do you know? Been seein’
a lot of ’em, huh? I heard there
was a girl.”

Stormy steel-gray eyes met level
brown ones. Frank John had his
mother’s eyes. Abruptly then old

“John balled his hands into hard

knots, took a step forward.

“True, ain’t 1t? I heard the
punchers talkin’. They said you’d
fell hard for a damned nester’s
](igélghte’l;. To think that my own

i

“Dad, Lucy Harkness is a fine
girl. If you’d just see her and get to
know her you’d -

“That’s enough, young man.
You’ll go out to that camp on
"Leven Mile and get that quarter of
beef. You’ll promise me never to
go near that trash again, never to
see thi’s fortune-huntin’ girl again,
or g

“Wait a second, you stubborn, un-
reasonable old——"

“Were you about to call me an old
fool? It’s you that’s the fool, son.
You can’t put old heads on young
shoulders, more’s the pity. In five
years you’ll thank me for this.
Think ’er over, son. You're playin’
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this hand with me or against me,
your own father. Which is it? I'm
goin’ to do somethin’ I should have
done before—run out them damned
squatters.”

“Dad!” cried young Frank John.
“Will you listen to reason? You
yourself homesteaded. You 2

“That ain’t the point. Don’t try
to argue with me. You—you've
disappointed me again and again.
You’re breakin’ me all up now with
your damn foolishness. But I can
still carry on and fight without you
unless you’ll be the man I always
hoped you would be and fight with
me. Where you goin’, son?”

“I’'m leavin’, dad. Good night!”

Frank John Roberts tugged his
hat down over his eyes, stepped to
the door, opened ‘it. But his
father’s grasp halted him.

“Leavin’? Better stop and think
what you’re doin’. If you walk out
on me you can’t never come back—
’less you show hoss sense and fight
with me, not agin’ me. Goin’, any-
how?”

The old man’s voice sounded as if
he could not believe Frank John
would actually leave him. But the
young man went quickly out and
the door closed.

OLD John Roberts, range veteran
and pioneer cattleman, standing
fixed and immobile, staring at the
closed door, heard the roan horse go-
ing away into the night Perhaps
three minutes later he flung into his
bedroom, changed his shirt, put on

a necktie, buckled on his gun and

his spurs, jabbed a hat down over
his graying hair, and stamped across
the living room to the kitchen.

“Suds,” he growled to the cook
who was washing dishes there, “my
kid’s quit me. Quit me like a steer
in the road.”

“So solly, boss! Mebbeso it can

be fix.”

“Fix? Hell!” snorted Roberts.
“When that kid gets his neck bowed
he’s jus’ like me.”

“Has been a velly long time show-
ing it, though. Where to now, boss
man?”

“Town. To get drunk!” The old
man stamped out, shoulders bent
just a little, otherwise as belligerent
as any range bull.

He did not pause at the bunk
house, place of light and laughter,
where a part of his cow-punching
crew joshed each other, spun yarns.

Through the open door old John
Roberts heard and saw this care-
free, happy crew at rest after the
day’s work, and he scowled, just be-
cause he wanted to fight somebody
and hated to see anybody happy
when he himself was—well, he was
goin’ through plain hell.

He noted the horse with the pack-
saddle on it at the stable door.
Frank John hadn’t lingered to un-
saddle it and turn it out in the pas-
ture. Such neglect of a slight chore
made the old man fume afresh. He
yanked off the packsaddle and threw
it savagely on the ground. He
turned loose the horse, saddled his
own favorite mount, a powerful
black.

And then he rode two sides of a
triangle to reach the town of Dunn
Horse—two sides of a triangle be-
cause he went past the settlers’ camp
on Eleven Mile Creek. The stream
tumbled down from the mountains
on the west and flowed into Titan
River approximately eleven miles
from the foot of th~ range; hence its
odd name.

Not until this evening had old
John Roberts visited the Harkness
camp. He knew that family had
been there for a month, had been
fretting about the situation, but he
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had steered clear of them because
he hoped his neighbor cow outfit,
the Bell Seven, would take the
initiative and railroad the damned
squatters. Ly

“Bell Seven” Kramer hadn’t as
much at stake as Roberts, for his
outfit was dinky and one-horse com-

pared with the mighty JR, but<

Kramer was the kind of a man a
fellow would expect to jump on a
nester roughshod, and so Roberts
had waited.

“Waited,” as he now told himself
harshly, “to find his fool of a kid
had gone and tumbled for a squat-
ter’s gal; had even started feedin’
the tribe; and, to cap the climax, had
ridden out on his own dad.”

THERE was a cheery camp fire
blazing on Eleven Mile Creek, a
couple of hobbled horses in the fore-
ground; beyond, a picketed milk
cow, a wagon stripped to its run-
ning gears, a tent with lamplight
showing through it, and a new
cabin built of logs, roofed with poles,
but not yet covered with earth, not
yet occupied.

Roberts rode in closer. Two peo-
ple sat by the fire—a girl and an
oldish man, rail-thin, tired-faced.
But the girl—young, dark, with
bright eyes—was vibrant with
youth and wvitality. She sprang
erect as she heard a horse approach-
ing, and John Roberts, hating her,
had to admit that she was winsome,
attractive, pretty. Somehow she
reminded the grim old cowman of
the woman he had loved, Frank
John’s mother.

“Hello!” she called.

Roberts merely grunted, riding
right into the circle of firelight. He
could see the shadow of some one
else inside the tent, and the man by
the fire shuffled to his worn-out
shoes, stood hitching up his overalls

and fastening one suspender which
had slipped.

moment’s silence,
homesteader said: “Evenin’,
stranger. Light off.”

“Your name Harkness? This
your layout?” demanded old John
grufily.

“Yes, sir. You're

The girl’s bright eyes were fixed
intently on the rancher’s granitelike
features, and he felt disconcerted, at
a loss. This talking harsh to women
wasn’t in his line, but. g

“You’re on cattle range, feller,”
growled Roberts. “Pack up and get
goin’ afore sunup to-morrow morn-
in’. John Roberts o’ the JR outfit’s
tellin’ yuh. G’night!”

He dug in his spurs, anxious to be
elsewhere, and, as the black snorted
loping away, old John Roberts felt
ashamed of himself. This only
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