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It’s true of America’s victory-vital in-
dustry. Today, business and industry are
erying for skilled, trained manpower! Never
was opportunity greater for the alert,
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Man Who

r I \HE man at the desk smiled a
little as he made out the check
for five thousand -dollars. He

had a smile coming, for the man he

made the check to was dead.

Signing his name with a flourish,
Byrd Buckley picked up the check and
waved it over the lighted lamp to dry
the ink.

“Stick ’em up!” said a voice from the
shadows behind him.

Byrd Buckley lifted his hands
quickly, so quickly that he still held the
check. It was snatched from his fin-
gers by the man with the gun.

“This ain’t no good to me,” he
growled, glancing at the check. “Open
that safe.”

Buckley turned obediently to the big

Counted on

square iron safe at his right, quite will-
ing to hand over the small amount of
cash in it. Just before closing time he
had taken the day’s sales to the bank,
and all that remained was some change
with which to do business in the morn-

ing.

“Dan’t tell me that’s all you’ve got!”
the robber snarled.

The robber glanced from the paltry
pile of silver and low denomination cur-
rency to the check. “Five thousand
dollars!” he muttered. “You got plenty
in the bank.”

A new fear hit Buckley: The man
might kidnap him for ransom. ‘“No,
I haven’t! That check’s no good.”

“Who is this Joe—Joe what?” The
robber was trying to make out the name

HANDY WITH HIS GUNS, SURE,

AND WITH HIS FISTS—A MAN

8



Guns and Luck iy s

Clara aside and let his gun blast

Cold-deck killer?

Ruthl

— Rufe

Beaverstock?

g rustler?
Not old Rufe, every honest citizen’s saddlepard. Not old

land-grabber? —

Rufe Beaverstock, who had come to Tulleride range to save the cattlemen,

to back the law, to guarantee the end of all thi and g

of the pa;

“]oe Carllsle,” Buckley supplied,
growing more harassed with the ques-
tioning. “He’s an Indian. He’s dead.”

The robber’s voice was sarcastic.
“You wrote a check for five thousand
dollars to a dead Indian, huh?”

Sweat trickled down Buckley’s fleshy
neck. “It was just a—a joke.”

“T ought to bash your head in!” the
stick-up man muttered in disgust. Then
he faded into the shadows as there came
a pattering of hoofs.

The hoofbeats slackened, quieted in-
to silence. Then there were footsteps
and a hammering at the front door.

“Buckley!” A man could be seen
peering through the wooden slats which
protected the glass windows.

“He sees me!” Buckley  rejoiced.

After thinking this over, the robber
was forced to agree. “All right,” he
muttered. “Go to the door and see
what he wants. But remember, Il be
settin’ here with a gun on you, and T
can hear everything you say.”

TO STAND UP FOR HIS OWN RIGHTS AND FOR HIS NEIGHBORS'!
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BUCKLEY moved hurriedly away,

and with every step toward the
door he blessed his unknown caller.
There would surely be some way of
tipping him off.

As he unfastened the chained bolt
which held the door from the inside,
Buckley pondered the advisability of
leaping out the instant he had the door
open. This would put the other man
in danger, but this made little difference
to Buckley. Could he, himself, get
away without getting shot?—that was
the question.

He got a firm hold on the door, pre-
pared to throw it back and leap into
the darkness of the street. Then to

*his dismay he felt the door moving

back under pressure from the other
man, who immediately blocked the
doorway.

It was Rufe Beaverstock, who did
a good job of blocking any doorway.
Beaverstock wore two guns, as usual,
and a scowl. The scowl was part of
his stock in trade, like his guns.

“Why, hello, B-Beaverstock!” Buck-
ley thrust out his hand eagerly. “I'm
mighty glad to see you!”

Beaverstock gave him a cold stare.
“What in hell’s the matter with you?”

“N-nothing. I—DI'm just glad to see
you.”

Beaverstock grunted. “You're up to
somethin’, Buckley! What is it?”

If there was anybody in the world
who could deal with the robber, it was
Rufe Beaverstock. “You must have
come in answer to my prayer!” said
Buckley fervently.

“What are you talkin’ about? I told
you I was comin’.”

Buckley spoke distinctly, so the hid-
den robber would be sure to hear. “And
here you are! With them guns you
always carry—ready to smoke out this
gang of thieves that have been devilin’
us.”

Beaverstock was puzzled and sus-

picious. “I'm ready to go to work,
all right, but you don’t need to make
no speeches. I don’t like the way
you're actin’, Buckley. If you’re tryin’
to double-cross me—"

Buckley was thinking of taking a.
dive behind some nearby sacks of feed,
but he hesitated now. Unless he could
warn Beaverstock of the hidden bandit,
such an act might draw the fire of the
big gunman as well as that of the
robber, “Of course I'm not!” he
denied vigorously. “Did I ever try to
double-cross you?”

“Not me.” Beaverstock closed the
door. “I’m ready to talk business.”

Buckley didn’t know what instant
the robber might decide to shoot both
him and Beaverstock, and he longed to
shout a warning and throw himself to
the floor to break the terrible suspense.
Only Beaverstock’s watchful eyes kept
him from doing that. He knew that
Beaverstock’s first impulse in case any-
thing unexpected happened, would be
to start shooting. Beaverstock didn’t
trust him. Beaverstock didn’t trust
anybody. He couldn’t afford to. He
had killed too many men.

Beaverstock glanced at the dimly
lighted area around the desk. “You
alone?”

It would take but an instant to say
“No;” It would take but an instant
to shout a warning. And it would take
but an instant to get a bullet through
the head.

“Yes!” he said. “Yes, of course!”

UT HIS nervousness was too evi-,

dent; and Beaverstock apparently
didn’t believe him. Beaverstock walked
cautiously toward the desk.

“What’s this?” the gunman asked,
picking up the check which Buckley
had dropped on the desk.

“Just—a check.”

“Five thousand dollars, huh?” Bea-
verstock mouthed the words as though
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he could taste them. “Pretty nice.
Pretty nice for Joe—what’s his name?”

“Joe Carlisle,” said Buckley weakly.

“Who’s he?”

“He an Indian.”

“An Indian? You must be buyin’ a
lot of baskets.”

Buckley saw he would have to make
some explanation—anything except the
truthful one. While he floundered for
one, realizing that he had told the lis-
tening robber at least part of the truth:
that Joe Carlisle was dead, he mut-
tered, “This—this is another deal.”

“Yeah? What kind of a deal?”

Buckley was near the breaking point.
“It’s none of your business!” Then
placatingly, “Is it?”

“Might be. Is this Joe-what’s-his-
name the Indian you’ve picked to hold
the bag for us?”

“No!” Buckley was frantic now,
“He’s dead!”

“Huh?”

“Joe Carlisle is dead. That check
—don’t mean a thing.”

Beaverstock crackled it gently in his
hand. “Don’t it? You seem to be
kind of worried about something.”

There was a silence, during which
Beaverstock’s eyes were stabbing the
shadows about the desk. Then he
walked slowly back toward Buckley.
“What are you worried about, Buckley?
Did I butt in on you at the wrong
time? You wasn’t expectin’ me, was
you?”

“No—yes—"

“You was awful glad to see me,
wasn’t you, Buckley?” There was a
gleam in Beaverstock’s eyes now which
Buckley had seen there before, and
which he recognized only too well.
Buckley knew he was in more danger,
now, of being killed by Beaverstock
than by the hidden robber. Buckley
knew he would have to tell the truth,
and quick. The words were in his
throat when Beaverstock lifted his guns,

and the thunder of them filled the big
darkened store.

Buckley felt the smash of them,
though they were not turned upon him.
He fell back against a counter, think-
ing he had been shot, and only vaguely
aware that Beaverstock’s smoking guns
were pointing toward the bins behind
which the robber was hidden.

Completely inert, unable to do more
than cling to the counter, he watched
Beaverstock move slowly away. And
now he realized that Beaverstock had
shot the robber.

A moaning filled the store, arose to
a high pitch. then shattered into a
coughing spasm. Then there was:
silence.  Beaverstock turned away®
from the body of his victim.

“What kind of double-cross was you
pullin’ on_me, Buckley?”

Buckley made a frantic explanation,
and Beaverstock seemed to be partially
convinced. “Robbin’ you, was he?
Hm-m-m- Il find out about that. If
he was a friend of yours—”

“I never saw him before! He made
me open the safe, and just then you
come along. Whep I said I was glad
to see you, I wasn’t fooling!”

EAVERSTOCK holstered his guns.

“That’s the reason you was actin’

so funny, huh? Well, I knowed there
was somethin’ wrong with you.”

He seemed satisfied till he saw the
check again, but he didn’t have time
to ask any more questions. A slender,
sharp-eyed man, who seemed to be too
young for the sheriff’s badge he was
wearing, came in. He did not see the
body of the robber at once, and seemed
none too pleased to discover Beaver-
stock.

“So it’s you!” he said.

/Beaverstock grunted.
playin’ sheriff, sonny?

The young sheriff turned pale, and
looked younger still. “You still playin’

“You still
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badman?”

Beaverstock smiled, but the scowl
remained permanently wedged beneath
his bushy brows. “Badman? Huh!
Somebody’s been tryin’ to scare you,
1 reckon.” :

The sheriff glanced at Buckley.
“What’s the trouble?”

Other men were coming into the
store, and still others could be heard
running in the street, but once inside,
they came slowly.

“I was robbed. Beaverstock shot
him.” While Buckley made excited
explanation and pointed out the dead
man, Beaverstock stood back and en-
joyed the situation. He heard himself
praised by Buckley, and received the
grudging acknowledgment of the
sheriff: “Seems that you ‘happened
along’ at just the right time,”

But the sheriff had his suspicions,
too. “What,” he asked Beaverstock,
“are you doin’ in Tulleride?”

“Pm doin’ your job, sonny boy. I've
been hired to stop the cattle stealin’
that’s goin’ on around here.”

It was an insult, made deliberately,
and those who knew Beaverstock knew
the purpose behind it. And they began
to move quietly away.

The sheriff was too young, too sensi-
tive perhaps. His voice was choked
as he sald, “You get out of town!” .

Beaverstock said, “Maybe you’d like
to run me out.”

The sheriff snatched his gun, to chop
it downward at Beaverstock’s head.
It was the way he had handled other
tough customers, and it was done with
flashing speed. But Rufe Beaverstock
was not taken by surprise. Neither
did he seem to be in any hurry, He
moved aside, seeming to do so leisurely,
and sent his first smashing to the
sheriff’s chin.

The sheriff landed on the floor, flat
on his back. He made no move to get
up, and his eyes took on a glassy stare.

Nobody offered to touch him, and no-
body made any sound for several
seconds. Then Buckley said, “S-some-
body get Doc Pinkston!”

Doc Pinkston was physcian, coroner,
and undertaker. He also doctored
horses and cows. He said the sheriff’s
neck was broken. No, he wasn’t dead
—not yet.

Citizens of Tulleride thought Bea-
verstock should have been put in jail
at once, but there was no one to tackle
the job. There were only three depu-
ties: One was sick with scarlet fever,
another serving papers in a distant part
of the county, and the third was no-
where to be found. That left only the
jailer, whose business it was to keep
men in jail and not to put them there,
he said, and who did nothing without

orders from the sheriff.
So B . %

k
to_ride away if he chose, and escape
any penalty for what he had done. But
Beaverstock walked the streets of Tulle-
ride that night, he drank at Sercomb’s
Saloon, and he carefully explained how
he had shot the robber and how he
had broken the sheriff’s neck.

OBODY blamed him for shooting
the robber, and he also had reason
for cracking the sheriff on the jaw,
some admitted. Was a man to take
a buffaloing without any resistance?
Especially since he had done nothing
wrong but talk sassy to the sheriff?
Of course, he hadn’t intended to break
the sheriff’s neck; he had hit him
harder than he intended. That was all.
It only proved again what every
man should have known by this time:
Rufe Beaverstock was a law-abiding
citizen, not a rag-tag-and-bobtail bum
to be ordered out of town. Quite handy
with his guns, and with his fists—
a man to stand up for his rights, a man
for all men to admire.
And thus he invited their admiration,
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He asked them to believe he was sorry
that he had broken their sheriff’s neck.
He had come to Tulleride to help the
sheriff. He had come to help the cattle-
men of Tulleride Plateau. He guaran-
teed to stop all cattle stealing. He had
done it other places. He would do it
here. z

Could it be, by any chance, that
Sheriff Huser hadn’t wanted to see the
cattle stealing stopped? No, that
couldn’t be. Beaverstock only won-
dered, that was all. He wondered why
he was so misunderstood, and he grew
maudlin over his beer.

When the saloon was closed, he went
down the street to the Hoover Hotel
and registered for a room. He talked
as long as Four-Bit Hoover would lis-
ten to him, and then he remembered
his horse. He talked to his horse on
the way to the livery barn.

He fed and watered the animal, him-
self, since there was nobody at the
barn, and then he remembered that
he hadn’t finished his talk with Buck-
ley.

Buckley was in bed, but not asleep.
Buckley was expecting the call. He
had stayed away from Beaverstock
that evening because he didn’t want
anybody to get the idea that there was
anything between them. People might
get curious. Since Beaverstock had
come to help the cattlemen and since
Buckley didn’t own a cow, there might

- be questions asked.

It was just as well for them to talk
when all the rest of Tulleride was
sleeping. Buckley let him in quietly
and took him upstairs to his own room.
He saw that Beaverstock was drunk
and worried some for fear that he might
have talked too much. He questioned
him a little.

“Where you been all evening?”

“Up town, Sercomb’s, Pop Weevil’s
eatin’ place—why?”’

“Who you been talkin’ to?”

“Everybody. I've been tellin’ ’em
how it happened. I didn’t mean to
break his neck.” .

“You been talkin’ about—anything
else?”

“Sure.
to do.”

The windows were closed and the
shades down. It was warm in the
shut-up room, and Beaverstock’s liquor
breath was giving it a stale beer flavor.
Buckley opened the door into the hall-
way a little bit.

“You didn’t tell ’em too much about
that, did you?”

Stretched out on the bed, Beaver-
stock scowled up at him for a moment.
“You mean—our deal?” He sat up on
the side of the bed abruptly. “You
think I'm drunk, huh?”

“Well, you ain’t exactly sober.”

“All right, 'm drunk. But I still
got sense enough to know what I'm
doin’.”

“I hope so0.”

I told ’em what I'm here

“J ISTEN, friend. Drunk or sober,

I know what I'm doin’ and I'm

able to take care of myself. And you
know it, don’t you!”

“Well,” Buckley smiled ruefully,

“I've never seen you when you
couldn’t.”
“And you won’t. My brain’s as

clear as a bell. Ding, ding, ding!”
He tapped his forehead gravely.

“Sure, sure,” Buckley agreed. “But
don’t you think you’d better go to bed
now?”

“Maybe so.” Beaverstock lay back
on the bed. “Seems to me I wanted
to talk to you about somethin’—what
was it? Oh, yeah!” He sat up again.
“Who's goin’ to hold the sack for us
this time?”

“Maybe we’d better wait till mornin’
to talk about it.”

“We’ll talk about it now!

What’s
the matter with you?” 5
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“All right. We'll talk about it now
—if you can get it straight. We've
got to be careful about this. I don’t
like it very well, workin’ the Plateau
country. Everybody knows me here.”

“They know me too,” Beaverstock
boasted. “Everybody knows me every-
where.”

“That’s the trouble. I'm afraid
they’ll find out you and me are part-
ners.”

“Humph! I ain’t no prouder of it
than you are.”

Many times Buckley had doubted
the wisdom of forming a partnership
with Rufe Beaverstock, and he wished
that he could end it. But he couldn’t.
It would go on until—well, he hated to
think what the end might be.

He alone was responsible for the
beginning, and it had seemed such a
brilliant idea then. He saw how he
could use Beaverstock, and he hadn’t
anticipated how he could get rid of
him when he was no longer useful.

And that time had come. Beaver-
stock had degenerated into a wanton
killer. He had become dangerous and
untrustworthy. He was no longer con-
tent to take orders, hut had assumed
actual as well as nominal control of
the Cattlemen’s Protective League.

It was Buckley’s brain-child, the
Cattlemen’s Protective League, but it
had grown far too boisterous to suit
him. And the more conservative cattle-
men were pulling out, refusing to do
business with a man like Beaverstock,
and some of them were no doubt be-
ginning to suspect the true workings
of the organization,

“Maybe you think you could run it
by yourself,” said Buckley, hopefully.

“I know damn well I could. Why?”

“If that’s the case I might as well
step out.”

Beaverstock glowered suspiciously.
“What kind of double-cross you tryin’
to pull now?”

“What makes you think I'm tryin’ to
double-cross you every time I make a
suggestion?” Buckley asked hotly.

“Because you’re a double-crosser.
The whole thing’s a big double-cross.
And it was you that thought it up.”

Buckley couldn’t deny that he had
thought it up, and that it was a big
double-cross. But at first it had not
been so. At first, he had intended to
organize a protective association which
would serve the cattlemen honestly. He
had thought he could use a man like
Rufe Beaverstock to good advantage.

Even then, Beaverstock was getting
himself a reputation as a gunman—
too much so to suit the sheriff of Bear
Creek County, who thought he was
using his guns too much to continue on
the county’s payroll as a deputy sher-
iff. Beaverstock had cleaned out a
bunch of rustlers by the simple method
of lining them up and shooting them.

lT ‘WAS then that Buckley conceived

the idea of forming the Cattlemen’s
Protective League (there was a Cattle-
men’s Protective Association, but it
didn’t protect) and putting Beaverstock
at the head of it. There was just one
drawback. Cattle rustling became very
unpopular, after Beaverstock’s one-man
cleanup campaign,

Then came Buckley’s most brilliant
idea. He would supply the rustlers as
well as the protection.

In order to do this, he had to take
B k into his d Bea-
verstock agreed that it was a brilliant
idea. Furthermore, he agreed to handle
all details of hiring a crew of gunmen,
stealing the cattle, and then selecting
a victim or two to bump off as the rust-
lers.

For a time, the plan had worked per-
fectly. The cattle rustling was profit-
able, and the tribute collected from the
cattlemen for breaking up the rustling
was pure gravy. The effectiveness of
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the scheme lay in the fact that Beaver-
stock’s promise to stop rustling was al-
ways fulfilled.

He became a hero to the rough-and-
ready element of the country. He had
a cure for cattle-rustling that couldn’t
be beat—a good old-fashioned dose of
45 lead.

‘What he did, of course, was lawless.
He would come lugging in a dead man
or two and say, “There’s your rustlers,
boys!” The accused never denied it,
so were presumed to be guilty.

His methods had so much popular
approval that the elected officials
wouldn’t arrest him and bring him to
trial. Gradually, he became over-con-
fident and over-bearing, and careless.
He picked out the wrong men to kill,
and accuse. His ruthlessness shocked
the more sensitive, and his unfairness
challenged the more reasonable and the
just. And the more intelligent ones be-
gan to see through his bloody scheme.

It was fast coming to an end, afd it
would doubtless be a bloody end. Buck-
ley said, “Yes, I thought it up. And
you carried it out. I did nothing at
all, you know, except to think it up.
There seems to be no more need for
thinking, so I might as well turn it over
to you.”

This thrust was too sly for immediate
effect on Beaverstock. But the man
had an instinct which warned him of
danger. “You're tryin’ to pull some-
thin’, Buckley. I don’t know what it
is. And you ain’t gettin’ out. You're
in this thing with me, and you’re goin’
to stay!”

“Be reasonable, man! You don’t need
me any longer. I'm busy. I've got my
business to look! after, and—well, this
is not my kind of business.”

“The double-cross is your kind of
business. I ain’t trustin’ you for a
minute.”

“Then that’s all the more reason why
we hadn’t ought to be partners. If you

can’t trust me, you ought to be glad to
get rid of me.”

Beaverstock growled, “If I take a no-
tion to get rid of you, I'll get rid of you,
all right.”

Panic cornered Buckley. He edged
nearer the door.

“Where do you think you’re goin’?”
Beaverstock asked.

“No-nowhere. I just—need a little
air.”

Beaverstock chuckled. He was never
so delighted as when he was able to
scare somebody. “What you need is a
little guts,” he said. “I don’t know
why I want to put up-with you. You're
a crook. , You’re a coward.”

BUCKLEY lashed his failing courage.

“And you're drunk! You don’t
know what you're sayin’l”
Beaverstock yawned. “I'm gettin’

sleepy. Wha’d I come up here for? Oh,
yeah. Who's goin’ to help us catch the
rustlers this time?”

Buckley deeply regretted his promise
to pick out the next victim, He had
done so because Beaverstock insisted.
Tulleride Plateau was Buckley’s home
territory and he knew everybody, and
thus could make the arrangements bet-
ter.

“An Indian named Carlisle,” he said.
“He’s goin’ to join your crowd and help
you get the PXB cattle—"

A queer light in Beaverstock’s eyes
stopped him. “Carlisle?” the big gun-
man repeated. “Joe Carlisle?”

He had remembered the name on the
check,

“No, no. Joe Carlisle is dead, I tell
you. This is his son, Young Carlisle.”

Beaverstock stood up. “That’s some-
thin’ else I wanted to talk to you about.”

“W-what?”

“You’ve had time to think up a good
lie. Tell me, what was you writin’ a
check for five thousand dollars to a
dead Indian for?”
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In the dead silence, Buckley heard
a sound downstairs. “Wait,” he whis-
pered. “Wait a minute.”

“You ain’t thought up a good one

yet? Well, I'll wait—another sixty sec-
onds.”
* There were soft footsteps, now, on
the stairs. Buckley pulled the door al-
most shut, leaving a crack. The steps
came up the stairs. 5

“Pop?”

It was Clara’s voice,. What was she
doing out this time of night? Buckley
forgot some of his own fright, and some
of his caution, as a new worry gripped
him. He pushed the door back a little.

“Where have you been?” he de-
manded.

His daughter came hesitantly toward
him. “Just out riding.”

“Riding! With who?”

Her voice was a small, but firm echo
in the long hallway. “Andy.”

“Andy Thorne?”

“Yes. I—didn’t know it was so
late.”

“You never know what time it is
when you're out with Andy Thorne!”

She came up to him. “Don’t be mad,
Pop—what are you doing up so late?”

He tried to send her away, then, but
she wouldn’t go. “What’s that I smell?”
she asked.

“Do you smell something?
mind. Go on to bed!”

She sniffed suspiciously. “Pop, have
you been drinking, all by yourself?”

“No, certainly not! Get out of here
and let me alone!”

Beaverstock appeared to be enjoy-
ing the situation; for a man who found
pleasure in killing people, he had a rare
sense of humor and could enjoy the
simpler pleasures too. Such as Buck-
ley’s embarrassment now.

Increasing his humorous bent was
the beer he had drunk, and he suddenly
snorted a laugh. Buckley jumped, and
the girl gave a startled cry. Then she

Never

pushed into the room, her eyes wide
with wonder, looking very much like a
little girl who had found something sur-
prising and terrible. Beaverstock’s spe-
cialty was scaring big men, not little
girls, but this was funny, too.

“Who—who is he?” she asked.

“He’s a friend of mine,” Buckley said
shortly. “You go to bed.”

LARA seemed to think her father
needed some protection—and she
didn’t know the half of it. “He’s
drunk!” she said. “What’s he doing
here?”

“Your papa has been telling me some
bedtime stories,” said Beaverstock.
“Come in and let him tell you some.
He’s a dern good story teller, ain’t he?
Did he ever tell you the one about the
dead Indian?”

Clara said, “I know you!”

Beaverstock appeared modestly
pleased. “You do? Don’t remember
that you and me ever met before—
which is a pity. Your papa never told
me he had a gal like you. Maybe he
didn’t want me to know it. Haw, haw!”
He winked at her.

“Yow're—Rufe Beaverstock!
are you doing in this house?”

“Why, your papa and me is friends.
Didn’t he just tell you?”

“Friends?” She looked at her father.

“T’ll tell you all about it in the morn-
ing,” he said. “Good night.” He tried
to push her out and close the door.

“Not so fast!” Beaverstock seized
the door and threw it open. “Don’t you
see the little gal don’t want to go away?
She wants to stay and talk some. My!
Ain’t she purty?”

He leered down at her.
rigidly facing him.

“You ain’t scared of me, are you?”
he said. {

“No. Why should I be?”

He cackled indulgently, “That’s
right. I don’t eat little girls. I like

What

She stood
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little girls.” He put out his arms be-
nevolently.

He was just drunk enough to think
it all pretty funny, but the girl didn’t
seem to see any humor in the situation,
She slapped him.

He looked surprised and vaguely an-
noyed. “Don’t you like me? ' I ain’t
goin’ to hurt you—" Again he reached
for her.

“Don’t touch me—don’t—!”
screamed.

Beaverstock grabbed her, and seemed
a little bewildered now. “Shut up!” he
said. “Iain’t goin’ to hurt you. You're
too purty.”

Buckley rushed at him.
loose!”

This was a threat he knew more how
to handle. He held the screaming girl
with one hand and with the other
knocked Buckley across the room.

“Shut up!” he told the girl again,
and when she kept screaming, he put
his hand over her mouth. She bit him.
He swore and slapped her.

By this time Buckley was on his feet
again, picking up the first thing he could
get his hands on—which happened to
be a chair.

Beaverstock tossed the girl on the
bed, met Buckley’s headlong charge
with a leisurely sidestep and kicked him
violently through the doorway and
slammed the door.

He looked at the girl, huddled on the
bed, and began to laugh. “Ain’t we
havin’ fun?”

She began to cry, softly and franti-
cally. “Don’t touch me—don’t touch
me!”

“Why not? You wouldn’t break,
would you, if a man just touched you?”

He walked up to the bed.

“Pop!” she yelled. “Pop!”

“You don’t want me to hurt your
papa, do you? Why, me and him is
friends—good friends. Let’s me and
you be friends. Huh?”

she

“Turn her

E door smashed inward and Bea-
verstock turned indolently to deal
with Buckley again. But it wasn’t
Buckley. It was a man Beaverstock
had never seen before—a hatless young
man with scrambled red hair, a man
who was big enough to command Bea-
verstock’s immediate respect, and he
came into the room as fast as Buckley
had gone out.

“Andy!” yelled Clara. “Andy!”

Beaverstock had barely time to
straighten up and turn around when
Andy hit him. Beaverstock was sure he
had been slugged with some vicious, in-
visible weapon. His head snapped
back, and his feet left the floor.

He clawed at the bed, but managed
only to break his fall. It seemed that
he had dived into inky darkness, and
when he was able to see light again, he
realized he was on his back and had
been knocked completely out. It was
the first time in his life this had hap-
pened to him.

He was more astonished than angry
and he gathered himself together slowly,
and somewhat painfully. The red-
headed man was standing there looking
at him, so how was he to know the
red-headed man was only waiting for
him to get up, so he could knock him
down again?

But he found out, to his further con-
fusion and sorrow. It was all wrong,
him being knocked over like a sack of
flour. Nobody could do that to him.
He’d blow the man’s brains out! He
fumbled for his guns, found one of them
gone, but the other was in place. He
grabbed it.

“You sure that’s the way you want
to settle it?”’ asked the red-headed man.

Beaverstock perceived his missing
gun in the stranger’s hand. And Beaver-
stock perceived that it would be very
foolish to force a gunfight with a man
who already had him covered.

“I’ll kill you!” he'said, inadequately.
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He couldn’t express his astonishment
and his mounting anger.

“All right. But it’s goin’ to be dan-
gerous.”

Beaverstock sat back on the floor,
spraddle-legged, and looked at the red-
topped apparition, Not only was he
quite a young buck and quite a big one,
he was also pleasant and harmless-look-
ing. He didn’t look as though he would
use the gun he had in his hand. But
Beaverstock had run into many harm-
less-looking customers who were any-
thing but. So he used the discretion
which had kept him alive for so long.

“Who are you, anyhow?” he asked,
swallowing his anger.

“Andy Thorne’s the name.”
pleasant, almost cheerful.

Beaverstock thought he was being
laughed at, and that was a new expe-
rience for him too. He didn’t like it.
“Do you know who I am?” he asked,
glowering,

“Yep.” There was no fear or awe
or hatred in the answer. It was casual
and care-free.

“Who am I?” Beaverstock growled,
not believing anybody could be so in-
different about knocking him down.

“Don’t you know? Gosh, I must
have hit you harder than I intended
to. The way you hit the sheriff.” There
was a little chuckle mixed up with this.
“Your neck ain’t broke, is it? No, I
see it ain’t. Too bad.”

Buckley and his daughter were stand-
ing in the doorway, bug-eyed. They
looked funny. But Beaverstock didn’t
laugh at them. He knew that he looked
funny, too, sprawled out on the floor.

Quite

HE MOVED his head slowly back

and forth, up and down. “No, my

neck ain’t broke. I ain’t hurt at all.

PT'm just—surprised. You took me by
surprise.”

“I guess I did,” admitted Andy

Thorne. “Maybe I ought to whistled

when I come in.”
Buckley scowled some more. “Kind

_of tough, huh? And a smart-alec too.”

“Nope. I'm kind of dumb, my old
man says. And he says I ain’t half
tough enough.”

“Is your old man Andrew Thorne?”

“That’s him.”

“Humph! That runt. How’d he get a
brat like you?”

“Nature plays some funny tricks,
don’t it?”

Beaverstock wagged his head. “It
shore does!” He got up cautiously.
“That’s my gun you got there, ain’t
it?” He extended his hand to take it.

“If you don’t mind,” said Andy
Thorne, “I’ll keep it for awhile. You
see, I don’t carry a gun much, myself.
That shows how dumb I am, my old
man says.” B

Beaverstock smiled a little. “You
ain’t so dumb,” he said softly.
“Ain’t I?” Andy smiled. “That’s

right nice of you, I'll tell my old man
what you said. Of course, he won’t be-
lieve it. He thinks you’re a dirty, lyin’
pup.”

Beaverstock’s flesh began to crawl.
“Oh, does he? I don’t recollect as he
ever told me that.”

“He’ll tell you, if he sees you.” He
said it blandly, and with unconcern.

Beaverstick said, still with the smile
and the eternal scowl, “I'll be lookin’
forward to seein’ you, old man. And
you, too—the next time.”

“Maybe there won’t be no next time.
Maybe you’ll be tuckin’ your tail be-
tween your legs and runnin’.”

Beaverstock weighed his chance of
getting hold of his holstered gun, but he
was practically covered. “What makes
you think that?”

“Well, youll get hung, of course, if
the sheriff dies. And if he gets well,
he’ll kill you.”

“Will he? Well, well. I wonder.”
But his sarcasm lacked its usual sting;
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his confidence in himself was strangely
shaken. “Reckon I’ll be gettin’ along.”
He tried to imitate the red-head’s non-
chalance. “It’s gettin’ late and I'm
keepin’ you folks up,” He walked
stiffly out of the room, with a stiff fixed
smile, while Buckley and his daughter
backed off and gave him plenty of exit
space.

“How’d that thing get in here?” Andy
asked, as the front door closed.

Buckley said, “He was drunk. He
didn’t know where he was.” The trou-
bled, questioning eyes of his daughter
bothered him. Not for the world would
he have her know of his association with
Rufe Beaverstock.

“Andy sobered ' him up!” Clara
glanced proudly at him, “I could hardly
believe it was you!”

Andy was having a hard time believ-
ing it, too, as he reflected on his violent
outburst and the surprising results.
Andy did not approve of violence. He
had seen too much of it in his father,
and he had long since made up his
mind to take things easy. He saw no
sense in fighting; he maintained that
he could get what he wanted much
quicker and easier by making friends
than making enemies.

AND his theory seemed to work out
fine, for him. He invariably got
what he wanted, and it was seldom that
he had to fight anybody. Had be en-
countered Rufe Beaverstock under or-
dinary circumstances he would have
doubtless made friends with him.
Now, he was amazed and troubled
over the change that had come over
him when he heard Clara’s frightened
cries. All of his placid good humor, all
of his reasoning faculties had been sud-
denly swept away, and he was on fire
with one violent purpose. If all his con-
victions and his habits could thus be
destroyed in an instant, they could not
be very solid and dependable; and life

had suddenly become filled with dan-
gerous uncertainties.

“But now—what will he do?” Clara
asked anxiously.

Andy hadn’t thought about that. He
became aware of the gun in his hand,
and remembered the way Beaverstock
had said something about seeing him
again. It was all the bluster of a
beaten bully, of course,

“He’ll probably skip the country. If
he knows what’s good for him, he will.”

“Why, Andy! You're really getting
tough!”

She was deviling him now, and he
marvelled at the bundle of contradic-
tions she presented. She wanted him
to be tough, didn’t she? And yet she
was afraid of what Beaverstock would
do to him.

“You knoy at I mean,” he said.
“The Law will be after him.”

She looked a little disappointed.
“Maybe you should have taken him to
jail.”

“Me? I'm no Lawman.”

“I understand any citizen has the
right to arrest a lawbreaker—if he can.”

It seemed that she was deliberately
prodding him into a return engagement
with Beaverstock, yet he knew this
wasn’t so when she added, “If he was
in jail, he couldn’t hurt anybody.”

Andy shrugged this aside. “They’ll
get him. Somebody will get him.”

Buckley made it obvious by his si-
lence that he was waiting for Andy to
leave. His failure to express any ap-
preciation for Andy’s quite welcome in-
terference was equally obvious.

Al of this Andy blandly ignored, but
Clara couldn’t and she guided him to
the door. Then she took him suddenly
by the arm. “He may be out there
laying for you!”

Andy dismissed this idea lightly.
“Not him; he’s one of these show-off
kind. If he wants to get me, he’ll try
to do it when there’s a crowd around.”
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It wasn’t so easy to dismiss this
thought, however. A gun fight with
Rufe Beaverstock didn’t appeal to
Andy, who found many reasons why he
would come out second best in such
an affair. All of his life he had been
told by his old man that he was a dumb
cluck who couldn’t and wouldn’t stand
up for himself. When he was a kid,
he let little boys bully him. It was just
a kind of game they played, he was so
much bigger than the others and it was
fun for them to pick on him. He un-
derstood that and he let them, and they
understood that he was letting them get
away with it.

It was a game they understood quite
well, but grownups didn’t. They would
say, “Look at that big Andy Thorne—
afraid of those little kids!” And his
father would say, “I ought to beat your
head off! I ought to tie a rock around
your neck and throw you in the creek!
You ain’t no son of mine!”

NDY couldn’t explain it to his
father. He couldn’t explain any-
thing to his father. All of which didn’t
trouble him a great deal, for nothing
troubled him a great deal. He grew up
serenely indifferent to his father’s
ravings, his father’s fights and troubles.
It seemed that his father was in a con-
tinual uproar about something, always
going to beat somebody’s head off, or
stomp them into the dirt, or run them
be out of the country. Little Andy
couldn’t be bothered. In spite of the
general belief that he didn’t have the
intestinal membrane it takes to enclose
a dime’s worth of pork sausage, most
people liked him.

That was because he liked most peo-
ple. He particularly liked Clara Buck-
ley. And he knew that she liked him.
But not till tonight, right now, had he
seen in her a serious respect for him,
instead of a mere amused tolerance.
And never before had he seen anyone

show any anxiety over his safety.

Moved by another disturbing impulse
—a hot, grateful impulse which he could
in no wise understand or control, he
kissed her. Right there with her old
man looking at him. It wasn’t the first
time he had kissed her, but it was the
first time he had done it so publicly.

Then he walked off in the darkness,
feeling a little ashamed, and strange,
and lost. Something was jabbing him
in the groin, and he realized that he had
shoved Beaverstock’s gun under his
belt. It bothered him as he walked
and he carried it in his hand till he
found his horse, which he had aban-
doned abruptly a few minutes before,
and then he put the gun in his saddle

ket.

The light of a distant fire across the
river caught his attention momentarily,
but did little to distract his uneasy
thoughts. He knew what it was—a
Mohave cremation ceremony—and he
paid little heed to it as he rode in that
general direction, heading for home.

He remembered that he had heard old
Joe Carlisle was dead, and he could see
figures dancing about the funeral pyre,
and he could presently hear the weird
chant of the Indians, In his disturbed
mind these figures were like his own
troubled thoughts weaving in and out
of the flickering light of his reason—
distorting things, not quite real.

He had knocked a notorious gunman
down. He had taken a gun away from
him. Hadn’t he? He couldn’t quite
believe it had happened, and it gave
him no exhilaration. Clara’s screams,
they were real enough. They pierced
him, set him on edge, and put his heart
to pounding, and for an instant he
thought he was hearing them again.
But it was only in memory.

He was facing a fight which he
couldn’t laugh off, and he wondered
what he could do about it. He wasn’t
mad. He didn’t want to fight. Except
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for that fleeting moment when he had
heard Clara’s screams and had rushed
into the house to discover Beaverstock
there, he had felt no anger against the
man. It was not so much of an anger
then as it was a hot, blinding flash of
concern for Clara, and as soon as he
had knocked Beaverstock down, it was
gone. He saw the man was drunk, he
saw that Clara wasn’t hurt, and as far
as he was concerned, it was all over.

HIS natural inclination was to go to

Beaverstock, return his gun, and
offer to shake hands with him. And
with most men he believed that would be
the best and only sensible solution. But
he knew that Beaverstock was not a
man you could shake hands with, after
you'd knocked him on his ear. He
knew Beaverstock by reputation, he had
heard his father talk about him a great
deal, and all the unfavorable things he
had heard about the man were borne
out in his first meeting with him.

No, he would have to fight Beaver-
stoc—gun-fight him, no doubt. This
certainly filled him with a sort of calm
regret. It was not fear. He had never
been afraid of anybody. He was not
even afraid of being called a coward;
and that is the test of any man’s cour-
age. He just didn’t want to fight. You
have to be mad at somebody to want
to fight; and Andy wasn’t mad at any-
body. He never had been.

“I guess there’s something the mat-
ter with me, all right,” he told himself.
“It’s like the old man says, There’s
somethin’ lackin’ in me, a wheel missin’
somewhere.”

On the other hand, Andrew Thorne’s
wheels were all in place and whirled in-
to high gear when he heard about the
fight. Andy mentioned it in an off-hand
manner after breakfast. He knew his
father would hear about it, and he
wanted to prepare him for what was
to come.

It was like preparing a charge of
dynamite by inserting a fuse and light-
ing it.  Andrew Thorne was sixty-five
years old,' weighing one hundred and
thirty-five pounds (with his forty-five
on). He jumped to his feet and yelled:
“Beaverstock! You had a fight with
Rufe Beaverstock?”

“Wasn’t exactly a fight,” Andy said
carefully. “I just knocked him down,
and got one of his guns—"

“You knocked him down?” yelped
Thorne. “You got one of his guns?”

“He was drunk.”

Thorne looked at his giant, red-head-
ed offspring in wide-eyed amazement.
“Was he dead drunk, layin’ in a ditch?”

“Nope. He was down at Buckley’s
house.”

“Buckley!” snorted Thorne. “The
rat. The cheat! The swindler. Some-
body ought to stomp him into the
ground—what was Rufe Beaverstock
doin’ at Buckley’s house?”

“He was—well, he didn’t know just
what he was doin’, I guess.”

Thorne grabbed his hat. “Well, I
want to know what he’s doin’!”

“Why?”

“I’ll bet my last cartridge that Guy
Eckleman sent for him!”

“Eckleman?”

“Yes, Eckleman! The dirty skunk.
The low-down cow-thief. I ought to
have beat his brains out a long time
ago.”

“Guy Eckeman ain’t botherin’ you.
What do you want to lay everything on
him for?”

“Aint botherin’ me, huh? The snide!
The snake! He ain’t been botherin’ me
lately because he don’t dare to. He
bothered me plenty when he had a pack
of gunslingers to back him up!”

All of this was ancient history to
Andy and he was tired of hearing about
it. He kneéw that his father’s grudge
against Guy Eckleman dated back al-
most thirty years, and he felt sorry for
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his father because he could not rid him-
self of the hallucination that Eckleman
was still his mortal enemy. At one time
he might have been—that was when
men fought for land and cattle instead
of acquiring them in the legal, peaceful
methods of the present day. That was

“thirty years ago, six years before Andy

was born.

E fight between the Ecklemans
and the Thornes went back even
farther than that. The Thornes had
come to Tulleride Plateau in the old,
old days, and they were happy, peace-
ful days. Andy had listened to his fa-
ther tell about these times, and he
thought it would have been nice to live
in a land which was free for the taking
and plenty of it for all who came. New-
comers were welcomed then, and every-
body was friendly, even the Indians.
‘Then came the railroad pushing across
Kansas, and came the demand for cat-
tle and more cattle. That meant grass
and more grass. Water and more wa-
ter. Men and more men. Money and
more money.

Andrew Thorne was just growing up..

He was fired by the excitement of this
conquest. He took the family fortunes
in his hands, he dominated his aging,
peace-loving father, and his three broth-
ers—although two of them were older
than he. And he dominated everyone
he came in contact with—or beat them
down to where he could.

The Ecklemans at this time were
newcomers, mere upstarts. They were
a huge family, and they were tricky and
ruthless. From mere laywire settlers,
who begged and stole what they had,
they quickly built up their possessions
and their power, and finally they chal-
lenged the rule of Andrew Thorne, him-
self,

They challenged him and they beat
him, though it took ten years to do it.
They killed his two brothers, they killed

and proselyted his hired gunmen, they
drove his father to the grave, and they
finally drove Andrew Thorne and his
one remaning brother into exile.

Andrew was then thirty-five years
old, in mid-life, but he was an old and
broken man. Still the fires in him never
went out completely. He swore to come
back, to have his vengeance, and to re-
gain his lost power and glory. His
brother, Tyrone, had had enough
Their paths separated, and for five
years Andrew licked his wounds and
planned his return conquest.

He went back to Tulleride Plateau
not with a force of hired gunmen, for
he had no money to hire them. He went
back with a bride, a covered wagon,
and one team of horses. The Eckle-
mans laughed when they saw him. They
laughed, and let him stay.

It was all a careful plan of Andrew
Thorne’s to present a picture of hu-
mility and defeat, so they would not
molest him. It took more years of care-
ful planning and preparation, wise deal-
ing in cattle and land, and then at last
Andrew Thorne was ready to challenge
his perennial foes. And this time he
was victorious.

Sometimes with - gun-power only,
sometimes with the law in his hands,
sometimes with both, he rode against
the Ecklemans, and he rode them down.
Well—not entirely down. But almost.
Right now he was after the very last
of them, Guy Eckleman. And he hated
Guy Eckleman above all the others.
The youngest of the tribe—he was fif-
teen years younger than Andrew—Guy
Eckleman had been the one-to adminis-
ter the final humiliation in Andrew’s
previous defeat. As a young upstart
of twenty, he had horse-whipped An-
drew in the streets of Tulleride.

Now, Andrew was sixty-five, and Guy
Eckleman was fifty and should have
been in the prime of life, but Andrew
had him licked—almost.
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“So he sends for Rufe Beaverstock!”
snorted Andrew Thorne. “So he’s goin’
to start somethin’, is he?”

“What makes you think he’s goin’ to
start something, and that he sent for
Rufe Beaverstock?” asked Andy.

“Because that’s the way he fights,
with hired gunmen!”

NDY didn’t remind his father that

he always kept hired gunmen on

his payroll and used them to enforce

his edicts when more peaceful and
legitimate methods failed.

“You go down to the barn and tell
Pike to get ready to go to town with me.
Take three or four men along,” said
Thorne.

Pike Gaskin bore the title of foreman
of the ranch, but he was a good deal
more than that. Pike was a gun-fighter
who had been with Thorne during most
of his come-back fight against the Eck-
lemans. The “three or four men”
would not be chosen on their reputa-
tions as international peace proponents,
you could bet on that.

Andy delivered the message obedi-
ently, because he was accustomed to
obedience; but he added a word of
caution and advice to Pike, which he
seldom had the temerity to do.

“The old man thinks somebody’s go-
in’ to start a fight, so he intends to
start one first,” he said. “But it ain’t
his fight. It’s mine. And I want you
to stay out of it, and keep him out of
it if you can.”

It surprised Pike almost as much as
it had Thorne to hear Andy talk about
fighting, but after he had heard the cir-
cumstances he agreed that it was up to
Andy to take part, at least, in the pro-
ceedings.

The idea of riding into town with his
father and a crew of gun-fighters didn’t
appeal to Andy. So he hit the trail at
once and was across the valley and
cutting through the hills when he saw

the others leaving the ranch.

He didn’t like the position he had
been forced into, and he was becoming
more and more annoyed over the idea
of rushing off to start a fight. He was
in a bad humor when he got to town,
and for the first time rode straight,
down the street without bandying words
with anybody, leaving a trail of curious
stares. Nobody had ever seen Andy
Thorne act like that before.

Striding into the Hoover Hotel, he
growled at Four-Bit Hoover, who was
behind the desk, “Where’s Rufe Beaver-
stock?”

Hoover’s neatly plastered hair
cracked under the agitated movement
of his scalp as he looked up, “Beaver-
stock?” he muttered. “You want to
see Beaverstock?”

“Yep.’

“What about?”

“Personal business,” snapped Andy.
“Is he here?”

“I—reckon he is.

“What room?”

Hoover hesitated. “Room 200, but
—1I don’t think he’s awake yet.”

Andy went up the wide, boot-scuffed
steps, turned back toward the front of
the building to one of the two rooms
which overlooked the street. He ham-
mered on the door, listened to the creak
of bed springs, and then an irritated,
“Yeah?”

He tried the door.
“Open up!” he said.
There was more creaking, a short si-

lence, then, “Who the hell is it?”

“Andy Thorne.”

This brought a surprised, “Huh?”
Then another silence. “What do you
want?”

Andy felt a little foolish, now. “I
brought your gun back to you,” he said.

The sounds in the room now indi-
cated Beaverstock was getting on his *
clothes, and he took his time about it.
His footsteps came cautiously to the

Upstairs.”

It was locked.
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door, which he unlocked and threw
suddenly open. He was fully dressed
and wearing one gun, on which his hand

rested.

HE SCOWLED silently and Andy
stared.  Finally Beaverstock

grunted. “So you brought my gun

back, huh?”

“Yep. Here it is.”

Andy was holding Beaverstock’s
emptied gun by the barrel with his left
hand. His right was near his own hol-
stered weapon. y £

Beaverstock’s eyes didn’t leave
Andy’s face. “You ain’t no damn fool!”

“That’s what you said last night.
But I’m not so sure.”

Slowly the big gunman extended his
left hand. “I don’t know just what your
game is, but since you’ve dealt me a
hand—” Very carefully, he reached for
the gun. When he had his grip on the
handle of the forty-five, he withdrew it,
just as carefully, from Andy’s hand.

His puzzlement seemed to grow.
“Now what?”

Again Andy felt that he had done a
useless, perhaps a foolish thing. “Now
—it’s up to you,” he said.

Beaverstock’s scowl lay like a claw
on his forehead, but a chuckling noise
came out of his throat. “You’re pretty
nervy, kid!”

Andy still didn’t see it that way.
“You was drunk last night. You said
somethin’ about wantin’ to see me
again.”

“Did I? Well, I'll be damned! So
you’re Old Man Thorne’s kid. Where
is the little old blister?”

The question was answered by a rush
of feet downstairs and Thorne’s excited
query, “Andy here?”

Then he came bounding up the steps
and down the hallway, to stop short at
sight of Beaverstock.

“Well, well!” said Beaverstock, still
good-humoredly. “I was just askin’

about you.”

“Yeh?” Thorne moved up and down
on the balls of his feet. “What was
it you was askin’ about me?”

“I was askin’ if you was still the
same cocky little runt you used to be.
I see that you are.”

It was obvious that Thorne misunder-
stood the situation entirely—Beaver-
stock facing Andy with a levelled gun
in his hand. He didn’t know the gun
was empty, and that Andy had just
given it to Beaverstock.

“You haven’t changed much yourself,
looks like,” said Thorne. “Maybe you
don’t know who the boy is.”

“Yeh, I know.”

“Then you know I’d blow your brains
out if you hurt him!”

Beaverstock was amused. Andy
wasn’t. He saw how ludicrous it must
have sounded to the gunman. “I ain’t
goin’ to hurt your little boy,” Beaver-
stock guffawed. “I wouldn’t dare to,
seein’ as how you feel about it.”

And he tossed aside the empty gun.

Thorne rocked back on his heels,
then forward on his toes, and all but
crowed. “All right, laugh it off, if it’s
any easier to take that way. I see you
ain’t changed much when it comes to
knowin’ when you're beat, either.”

“I got to hand it to you.” Beaverstock
went on with his horse play, much to
Andy’s embarrassment. “And you done
it without firin’ a shot!”

Thorne was immune to this coarse
jesting. “It’s a good thing for you
nobody fired a shot.”

Beaverstock’s eyes narrowed.
“Yeah?”

“Yeah. Take a look out front, if
you don’t believe it.”

TILL keeping an eye on the old
man, Beaverstock turned to the
window which overlooked the street.
“Them’s your jockeys out there, huh?
And if any shootin’ had started, they’d
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have come on the run, huh?” He
chuckled. “I wonder what would of
happened, if they had? Maybe they
wouldn’t of got very far, after all.”

His glance went past Andy and the
old man, and Andy looked down the
hallway carefully for the first time.
The doors of a half a dozen rooms were
open, and in each of them lolled a
watchful figure.

Thorne wilted for an instant, but
only an instant. “I knowed you
wouldn’t be alone!” he snorted. “I
knowed you’d bring your pack of
hoodlums with you. Eckleman sent
for you, didn’t he?”

“Eckleman? Why, no, not exactly.
Nobody sent for me.”

“You're a-lyin’!” Thorne shouted.
“He hired you, and I know What you
come for!”

It was a shock to Andy to hear his
father call this man a liar to his face,
with half’a dozen opposing gunmen
at his back. But it seemed no great
surprise to Beaverstock, or insult

either. “What do you think I come
for?” he asked.
“To start a fight. Eckleman hired

you to try to run me out of this coun-
try!”
Beaverstock laughed unpleasantly.
“Who's startin’ a fight? Me or you?”
“I'm here to stop it before it gets

started. PIl shoot -it out with you,
personal, right now.” He yelled,
“Pike!”

In an instant there was a pounding
of feet through the little lobby and up
the steps. Pike was there, and Bill
Otocheck, Barrel-Roll Dunbar, Phil
Carnejo, and Sleepy Gamble.

The lurking figures down the hall
were now alert, each in the shelter of
a doorway. s

“See that they stay out of this, Pike,”
Thorne ordered. Then to Beaverstock,
“If you want a free-for-all fight, you
can have it. But I'd a lot rather have

it out with you, alone. What do you
say?”

Andy felt that all of this was com-
pletely uncalled for. It might be bluff,
he knew, but it was the kind of bluff
that might be called. Then there would
be massacre. He stepped in front of
his father, towering over him, and thus
his back was to Beaverstock. “There’s
no sense in this!” he said.

“Shut up!  Get out of the way!”
Thorne lunged at him and tried to push
him aside, but bounced off Andy’s bulk.

Beaverstock growled, “You’re goin’
to make so much stink, you old pole-
cat, that Pll have to kill you, I
reckon.” \

Thorne yelled, “Here I am. Start
shootin’!”

Beaverstock wagged his bushy head,
“Not now. I’'m goin’ to see Eckleman
first.”

Thorne taunted, “What for? More
orders? Ain’t he told you what to do
yet?”

“No, I ain’t seen him yet. Since you
think I've made a deal with him, well,
maybe I can. If I've got to kill you,
I’d like to get paid for it.”

Thorne appeared uncertain. “If you
ain’t seen him yet—if he didn’t send
for yau, what are you doin’ here?”

“If you'll give me a chance, I'll tell
you.”

(ORNE relaxed a little. “I'm lis-
tenin’.”

“I reckon you've heard about the
Cattlemen’s Protective League.”

“I heard you had some kind of skin
game. What about it?”

“The Cattlemen’s Protective League
stops cattle rustlin’. We stop it the
only way it can be stopped—by killin’
the rustlers. I hear you’ve been havin’
some trouble i this country with
rustlers.”

“And you’re goin’ to stop it?”

“If I can get you and the other cattle-
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men around here to join the League,
I am.”

“What does it cost to join?”

“Just fifty percent of your average
loss to thieves. You can figure that
yourself from your own tallies.”

“Is Eckleman goin’ to join?”

e (N

Thorne snorted derisively, “I thought
you hadn’t seen him!”

It was one on Beaverstock, but he
rallied quickly. “I haven’t seen him,
yet. But I've got a bunch of men
workin’ for me, you see. Beeson!”

One of the figures down the hallway
moved. “Yup?”

“You seen Eckleman, didn’t you?”

“Yup.?

“And he told you he was goin’ to
join?”

“Yup.”

Thorne rocked back and forth, lift-
ing himself on the balls of his feet, then
settling back on his heels. “Now I
know it’s just a frame-up. You
a-promotin’ it and Eckleman a-joinin’
it. And you've got the gall to ask me
to join up with your killer-crooks and
cow thieves!”

Beaverstock’s hide was thick, but
this seemed to get under it. “Them’s
strong words, little man!”

“They ain’t strong enough. There
ain’t no words strong enough and low
enough to use on you and Eckleman.
All T can say is, just keep off my
range.” He turned abruptly, as though
he were anxious that this should be
the last word, inadequate as it ad-
mittedly was. “Andy! Pike! Come
on, get out of here.”

While Andy did not like the high-
handed way his father dealt with the
matter, he was glad enough to have an
end to the tense situation. He was
finding out that he had a set of nerves,
after all—which could be stretched just
so far. He felt a sullen resentment
against his father for making such a

scene, and at the same time he knew
that he would have to back him up
in this. If trouble came—and it
looked quite likely now—it would be
largely because his father asked for it.

“Sixty-five years old,” he calculated
bitterly, following his strutting little
sire down the steps, “and he acts like
a kid that ain’t had his ears knocked
down yet. Grandpaw didn’t raise him
up right, that’s all.”

He was anxious to get his father out
of town, but Thorne wanted to walk
the streets for awhile. He wanted
everybody to know that he had come
to town to shoot it out with Rufe Bea-
verstock, and the gunman had backed
down.

“Beaverstock’s a big bag of wind,
that’s all,” Thorne told Jerry Sercomb
when he and his gang lined up there
for drinks,

Sercomb had a careful tongue. He
drew seven glasses of beer and set
them out before he answered. Pre-
viously, he had heard all that Thorne
had to say.

“Maybe he is and maybe he ain’t,”
was his decision.

Thorne gulped his beer and wiped
the foam off his whiskers. “He’s got
a rep—I don’t know how in hell he
got it—but that’s all he’s got, a rep.
And he won’t have that long, if he
sticks around here. I'd like to hear
what Eckleman’s got to say when he
finds out that the big gunfighter he
hired to run me out of the country
won’t fight!”

NDY drank his beer. “You’ve had
your say. Now, let’s get home.”
“What’s your hurry? You gettin’
scared of him now—after you licked
him once?”

Andy looked appealingly at Pike,
who was shoving his glass back for
more. Pike didn’t seem to be listening
to the wrangle. The others were
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equally indifferent. They were hired
to fight, not talk. They were content
to let their garrulous little boss do the
talking for them. They would follow
him blindly into any kind of fight, and
Andy couldn’t quite understand it. He
acknowledged the power which his
father had of making other men serve
him loyally and willingly, fight for him
and die for him—but Andy didn’t feel
it himself.

It troubled him to see these five
gun-fighters calmly accepting the situa-
tion, knowing they might be called
on any instant to kill or be killed,
showing no trace of concern or even
interest. Perhaps they had trained
themselves not to show their true feel-
ings. But that didn’t explain the loyal-
ty they had for their rambunctious
little leader.

They worked for him, Andy knew,
because they liked him. He was their
mouthpiece, expressing the feelings
they all had about themselves and their
outfit—the PXB was the best damned
outfit in the world, and they were the
toughest damned crew, and they could
lick their weight in wild cats and take
on Rufe Beaverstock and his crew for
good measure. They couldn’t say this
because they adhered to a code of
modesty which forbade them to brag.
But little Old Man Thorne could say
it—how he could say it! He didn’t
abide by the hypocritical rule which
held other men’s tongues.

Nor did Thorne confine his bragging
to himself. He was bragging now about
Andy. “Reckon you heard what Andy
done to him last night, didn’t you?”

Sercomb hadn’t heard.

“Andy knocked him down, took his
gun away from him, and kicked him in
the face!” the old man reported glee-
fully, although a bit inaccurately.

“Didn’t do no such thing!” growled
Andy.

Thorne turned op him sternly. “You

told me you did!”

“I didn’t tell you I kicked him in
the face.”

The old man shrugged. “Well, that
just shows what a damn fool you are.
When you had him down, you ought
to have stomped his brains out. Of
course, he ain’t got no brains—"

He broke off. “Ain’t that Jim Guen-
ther going down the street?”

Jim Guenther was a deputy sheriff.

“Where’s he been hidin’ out?”
Thorne wanted to know. “Why don’t
he throw Rufe Beaverstock in the cala-
boose?”

Sercomb said carefully,
you’d better ask him.”

“I will. Hey, Guenther!” Thorne
strode to the swinging doors, holding
them open. “Come here!”

Guenther was a very tall man, who
held his head down and forward as
though he were continually ducking
under doorways—which he had to do
quite often. He was on the other side
of the street, and he came obediently at
Thorne’s summons,

“Where the hell you been?” asked
the cowman.

“I’ve been down to the Indian camp.”

“You know Rufe Beaverstock broke
Clyde Huser’s neck?”

“Yes, I know it.”

“What are you goin’ to do about, it?”

“Nothin’, The sheriff told me not
to arrest him. He said to tell him not
to run off, that’s all. He’s goin’ to
take care of Beaverstock, himself.”

“With a broken neck?”

“Maybe

GUENTHER moved his lang dreop-
ing shoulders. “When he gets
well. He said it was up to him to do it.”
Thorne said. the sheriff was a locoed
yearling that didn’t have sense enough
to tote a toy pistol, but he was plainly
pleased with the young officer’s deter-
mination to do the job, himself. “You
tell Clyde Huser that he’ll never have
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another chance at Beaverstock. I'm
goin’ to run him out of the country.”

Guenther offered no objections. He
seemed to show but little interest in
the affair.

“What’s the matter with you, any-

. how?” Thorne demanded. “You act
like you've been to a funeral or some-
thin’.”

“I have.”

“Huh? Now, who’s dead?”

“Joe Carlisle.”

“Oh, yeah. Poor old Joe—say, you
didn’t go to no funeral, though. They
burned him, didn’t they?”

“Yes, they burned him. And they
damned near burned me!”  The deputy
showed some sign of agitation now.
“I went down there to stop it.”

He stepped to the bar and called
for a beer. y

“Stop. what?” Thorne demanded.

“The cremation. It’s against the
law.”

“Against what law?” snorted Thorne.
“Some addle-brained bunch of shysters
gets together and passes a ‘law’ against
the Indians takin’ care of their dead
in their own way—the way they done
it a hundred years before the white
man set foot in their country! A ‘law’
my hindend! Them Indians have laws
that’s got more sense than any lawyer
in this country—"

Thorne was launched on one of his
favorite subjects, and it took quite a
while to get back to the deputy, per-
sonally. “You ought to have more
sense than to go messin’ around there.
You know they don’t allow no white
men down there when they’re havin’
a cremation Wha’d they do to you?”

“They tied me up to a tree. They
piled brush around me. They set it
on firel Them—them heathens!”

“The hell they did!” Thorne seemed
to enjoy the idea. “How’d you get
away?”

“They turned me loose. They was

just tryin’ to scare me.” His hand
shook as he lifted the beer.

“Looks like they put it over, all
right. Maybe that’ll teach you to stay
away from their camp.”

Guenther said, “I'm goin’ to teach
them a lesson. I’'m goin’ to throw them
savages in jail—every one of ’em. I'm
goin’ to put a stop to their heathenish
goings-on!”

He left under a barrage of Thorne’s
jibes and warnings. All of this served
to get Thorne’s mind diverted from
Beaverstock and Eckleman, and pres-
ently he was ready to go home.

But on the way he continued to
talk. It was less boastful and more
charged with a feeling which Andy
could understand.

“I’ll never rest till I've got the Old
Place back,” he said. “I know Pap
and Rem and Hank ain’t restin’ under
Eckleman’s feet. ”

EN he talked this way, Andy

could see a glimmer of sense to

all the fighting. He knew that his

father had come back to Tulleride

Plateau with one great determination

in his heart—to reclaim the land in

which the Thornes had been buried,

land which had fallen to the conquering
Ecklemans.

The “Old Place” which his father
referred to was the original ranch of
the Thornes. There was only a small
tract of land connected with it now,
possibly three or four hundred acres,
and the house was occupied by some
of Eckleman’s hirelings. But out back
of the house, beneath five large oak
trees, was the Thorne family burying
ground. Here rested all of the Thornes,
including Andrew’s father and his two
brothers, Rem and Hank, who were
killed in the first conflict.

This was sacred ground to Andrew
Thorne, and he had sworn a vow to
recover it from the family foe. When
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Andy heard his father talk about this,
he felt a stirring of the same passion
which moved his father. At times like
these they were more nearly like father
and son.

“I thought,” Andy said, “you had
that all fixed.”

They were riding ahead of Pike and
the others, in one of the rare instances
in which they found themselves alone.

“I have,” said Thorne. “The Old
Place will be mine in another few
weeks, just as soon as the Title Law
goes on the books.

“Then there won’t be no more fight-
in’?”

Thorne gave his son a contemptuous
look. “There’ll always be fightin’. As
long as there’s any men left to fight.”

It should have crushed Andy per-
haps and made him ashamed, but it
didn’t. Andy was used to thrusts‘like
this, and he didn’t mind them. Serene
in his peaceful convictions, he was
entirely above, or below, these little
angry jabs.

“There’s goin’ to be fightin’ before
I get hold of it, too,” Thorne went on.
“That’s why Beaverstock is here.”

“But what can he do? You’ve fought
it out in the courts, and it’s all legal.
Ain’t it?”

“Hell, yes! It’s legal enough. But
that don’t mean anything. You’ve got
to beat them skunks with lawyers, and
then ‘you’ve got to beat ’em with six-
guns. I know ’em. I've fought ’em
for forty-five years.”

Andy was just as obdurate in his
opinion. “But I don’t see what Bea-
verstock can do about it even if, as
you say, Eckleman sent for him. The
courts have decided in your favor. You
are gettin’ the title to the land. Makes
no difference what Beaverstock does,
he can’t change that by startin’ a fight.”

Thorne squinted sharply at him.
“Can’t he?”

“Don’t see how he can.”

Thorne was quiet for a little while
and when he spoke it was almost as
if another voice had entered the con-
versation. “What if he bumps me
off?” And it might really have been
another voice—the voice of some of
those Thornes who lay beneath the
five oak trees.

Andy was shocked. It was the
first time he had ever heard his father
admit any possibility of death. “You?”
he muttered.

“It could happen,” the old man said
gruffly.

But it couldn’t! Andy was sure of
that. His father was Andrew Thorne,
and Andrew Thorne was indestructi-
ble. “No—no, I reckon not.”

Again there was silence, and Andy’s
heart was making a frantic signal for
fresh air, and he realized that he had
not been breathing.

“What if it did,” said Thorne, “what
would you do?”

IT WAS such an astounding thought,

so unforseen. How could Andy
answer that? “Why—why, I don’t
know.”

“Would you fight?”

“Fight? What for?”

Thorne roared. “Fight to hold what
you've got, By Gourd! Fight to get
the Old Place back!”

Andy was thrown into a vast con-
fusion. “But—why? What would I
have to fight for? It's all fixed, ain’t
it?”

“Fixed!” snorted the old man.
“Everything’s ‘fixed’ for you, ain’t it?
T’ve done all the fightin’. T've got back
all the land they took away from us.
I fixed it all up fine and dandy for
you, didn’t I?”

Here was a new idea for Andy. He
began to see himself as his father saw
him, and he began to see his father
a little better. “I never thought about
it that way,” he said solemnly. “I
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reckon that’s a fact. I've been—takin’
a lot for granted.”

Thorne was somewhat mollified. “I
want you to have things,” he said.
“That’s the reason I've been fightin’
for ’em—one reason. But, By Gourd,
I don’t want you to let that low-down,
thievin’ Eckleman outfit take anything
away from you after I'm gone.”

“But you ain’t—goin’ nowhere!”

“Ain’t I?” Thorne smiled on his
son more like the patriarch he was.
An old man, knowing that he must
die, trying desperately to foresee the
course of his son’s life, after he had
gone. “I'm sixty-five years old.”

“But that ain’t old!”

Oh, but it was old. It was very,
very old—to a man of twenty-four.
Even Eckleman, at fifty, seemed an old
man to Andy.

And here was another tragedy, which
both Andy and father were vaguely
aware of, yet about which neither ever
spoke. Because Andrew Thorne waited
till he was forty years old to marry,
he was two generations removed from
his son instead of one.

Thorne quickly recovered his cus-
tomary aplomb. “Course it ain’t old.
I'm good for a long time yet—and I
mean good. I’ll outlast Guy Eckleman
and Rufe Beaverstock and the whole
damned caboodle!”

“Sure you will!”
agreed.

But he was shaken and thoughtful
as he rode on. Each was silent and
a little embarrassed by their unac-
customed lapse into intimacy.

Andy could not forget that his
father had accused him of failing to
do his duty in helping to fight the
family battles. These fights had been
in later years mostly word of mouth
combats, court battles, and financial
maneuvers. .Andy had wearied of it
all. He had been fed up on his father’s
boastful, threatening tirades, and had

Andy quickly

gradually assumed the attitude that it
was none of his business.

But now he saw himself in another
light. He saw himself as a shirker,
a lazy, good-for-nothing son who was
letting his sixty-five-year-old father do
all the work and carry all the load,
for him: for certainly he, and he alone,
stood to benefit by his father’s aggres-
siveness. He would inherit all the
property, and he had done nothing
whatever to help accumulate it. He
had stood back, he had laughed, he
had criticized—and he would get every-
thing handed to him on a platter.

FOR THE next two days he prowled
about the ranch alone. He was
surly and silent. He didn’t eat or
sleep very much, and he rode aimless
miles.

He had to talk to somebody about
this thing, and there was only one per-
son he could confide in to this extent.
Clara.

It was mid-afternoon when he got
to Tulleride and he knew Clara would
be at the store. He didn’t like to go
there, for he felt conspicuous hanging
around and talking to her when she
wasn’t waiting on customers. She was
always so busy, ﬂlttmg about the big
genera.l store, seeing customers that
bored clerks didn’t notice.

Of an evening it was different. Then
he had her all to himself, and he was
allowed to feel his importance and his
usefulness in the scheme of things.

But this time he couldn’t wait till
evening. He found her in one of her
rare moments of idleness, as there were
no customers in the store. She was
talking to a couple of clerks near the
dry goods counters, and when she saw
him she didn’t smile and wave for him
to come on back as usual, but turned
away from them quickly aud came to
him,

“I was in hopes you’d come today!”



MAN WHO COUNTED

ON GUNS AND LUCK 31

she said.

“Why? What’s up?”

“It’s something Yreka told me—you
know her?”

“Yreka? Oh, yeah, she’s the Indian
gal. Married Young Carlisle, didn’t
she?”

“Yes. You know old Joe Carlisle is
dead. That’s Young’s father.”

Andy nodded.

“Well, Young drinks a lot, and he’s
been drunk ever since the cremation.
Joe Guenther tried to stop the crema-
tion, and they scared him half to death
and he’s raising a big fuss about it—
but what I wanted to tell you was
something Vreka told me.” She seemed
reluctant to tell him, or unable to find
the right words.

He waited.

“Yreka says that Young is mixed
up with some plan to steal your cattle!”

Andy could have ordinarily laughed
that off, and he tried to, now. “Is that
all? Why, them Indians are always
stealin’ cattle. It don’t amount to
anything.”

“But this does.
is behind this!”

For a moment, Andy was still un-
touched by this news. The expose of
a rustling scheme was of no importance,
compared to the personal problem
which was facing him. “That don’t sur-
prise me—” he began, and then the
significance of it flashed upon him.
Didn’t this prove his father was right,
after all? Was this a part of a bigger
scheme, a plan which Eckleman was
engineering?

“Is Eckleman in this?” he asked.

He could see that Clara was think-
ing his thoughts. “I don’t know.
Yreka doesn’t know that, and I doubt
if Young does. He has been hired by
Beaverstock.”

“And Beaverstock has been hired by
Eckleman, my old man says.”

They were standing near a side door,

Rufe Beaverstock

which opened quietly, and an Indian
entered carrying a saddle. He looked
at them, then moved stealthily past.

“Where are you going, Birdsong?”
Clara asked sharply.

“See Buckley.”

“What do you want to see him
about?”

“See Buckley,” repeated the Indian,
and walked on.

LARA said, “Maybe I'd better see

about this. They’re always both-

ering dad, trying to sel] him  stuff
they’ve s!olen

She tried to overtake the Indian,
but he glided quickly around a corner
and got to the railing behind which
Buckley sat. Buckley was busy at his
desk.

Andy followed Clara and heard the
Indian ask, “Want to buy a fine sad-
dle?”

Buckley looked up. “Hello, Bird-
song. Where’d you steal that saddle?”

“No steal saddle. Buy him. Sell
him cheap.”

“You're a liar, Birdsong,” Buckley
said indulgently. “Come on, now,
where’d you get it?”

Birdsong said, “No use burn him
up. I took him.”

“Burn it up? You mean—is that
Joe Carlisle’s saddle?”

Birdsong said, sullenly, “No use burn
him up. Fine saddle.”

Andy and Clara listened, their inter-
est drawn momentarily to this talk.

“Sure it’s a fine saddle,” Buckley
said. “But, hells fire, man! They’ll
scalp you if they find out you stole it.”

Birdsong was a man of convictions.
“No use burn him up.”

It seemed to Andy that he had a
pretty good argument on that score.
The Mohave custom of burning all
the personal possessions of a man along
with his corpse was indeed a useless
destruction of property.
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“Burn everything else up,” Birdsong
was saying.

““Burn money you give, burn every-
thing—but no saddle. Him fine saddle.”

Andy glanced quickly at Clara, and
saw that she had caught it, too: “Burn
money you give—"” What did he mean
by that? Surely Buckley hadn’t given
money to be burned with the corpse!

“Are you sure—?”’ Buckley began,
and then looked around. He saw Clara
and Andy then. He stared, and his
voice lashed out with sudden harsh-
ness, in sharp contrast to the indulgent
tone he was using with the Indian.
“What do you want?”

Andy supposed the question was ad-
dressed to him, since this was usually
the way Buckley spoke to him, but it
was Clara who answered. “Nothing,”
she said, spiritedly. “I tried to head
him off, so he wouldn’t bother you, that’s
all.”

Buckley waved his hand in a gesture
of dismissal. “All right, he’s not both-
ering me. I want to talk to him.”

Clara and Andy turned to walk
away, and Clara said, “T’ll talk to
Yreka again and find out everything she
knows. She’ll do anything to keep
Young out of it—why, here they come
now!” %

Young Carlisle, a big beak-nosed
buck, was striding down an aisle in the
hardware section, while his wife, a hand-
some, nut-brown woman, followed at
his heels.

Clara hurried forward to meet them,
and they stopped at sight of her, but
gave no indication that they had ever
seen her before. “I want to buy sad-
dle,” said Young Carlisle. His tongue
was a little thick, and he weaved
slightly.

“All right,” said Clara, with all the
graciousness she bestowed on the best
white customers. She led the way to
the saddle racks, and Andy loitered

near. :

“I want this one,” said Young Car-
lisle, indicating the fanciest, silver-
trimmed number in the store.

“That costs a hundred dollars,” said
Clara gently.

“All right. I pay twenty-five dollars
down.”

Clara looked surprised. “Have you
got twenty-five dollars?”

‘OUNG Carlisle drew a handful of
silver and currency from his pocket.
“Twenty-five dollars,” he said.

Clara didn’t take the: money. She
looked at Yreka, and an unfathomable
message passed between them. Andy
watched all of this with some impa-
tience—his thoughts revolving around
the question which was uppermost in his
mind: Was his father right? Would
there be another showdown fight such
as had once driven him from Tulleride
Plateau?

Slowly, Clara took the money. “T’ll
see if—we can sell it to you that way,”
she said.

Young Carlisle followed her toward
Buckley’s desk, and he saw Birdsong at
about the time Birdsong saw him.
There was a brief moment of indeci-
sion on the part of Birdsong, very
brief, and then he whirled and ran out
of the side door, leaving the saddle,

Everybody watched Young Carlisle
as he strode to the saddle and picked
it up. “Birdsong steal saddle?” he
asked.

Buckley said, “He brought it in
here.”

Young Carlisle said, “My father’s
saddle.”

Buckley said, “It’s a fine saddle.”

And it was. It was as good in every
respect as the one for which Young
Carlisle wanted to pay a hundred dol-
lars—except for the shininess of the
new one.

“You wanted a saddle,” Clara said,
quietly, moving up beside him. “There
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it is.”

He stared down at her, with a little
light coming into his opaque eyes—a
fierce, defiant light. “My father’s sad-
dle!” he said.

“It was his saddle,” she contra-
dicted gently. “Now, it’s yours.”

“Nuts!” was Young Carlisle’s
astonishing response.

Clara looked at her father.

“There’s no use to burn up a good
saddle, Young,” said Buckley. “You
might as well take it, since—it’s here.”

“This is my father’s saddle!” Young
Carlisle repeated sternly. “He needs
saddle in Happy Hunting Ground.”

Clara made a motion of helplessness,
and her father shrugged. “All right,
Young. Whatever: you say. Burn it
up if you want to, but according to the
law you’re entitled to your father’s
property.”

“That is White man’s law,” the In-
dian pointed out contemptuously.

At once he became more amiable,
however. “I want to buy saddle,” he
said. “I give you twenty-five dollars
now. I pay you the other in two
weeks.”

Buckley wagged his head in
amusement. “You want to pay a hun-
dred dollars for a saddle, and you’re
goin’ to burn up one just as good. Does
that make sense?”

Young Carlisle took the money from
Clara’s hand and thrust it at Buckley.
“You told me I could have saddle if T

»

“All right, all right!” Buckley inter-
rupted hastily. “You can have the sad-
dle, Take it along. Take it along!”

Young Carlisle went out carrying
both saddles, and his wife walked be-
hind him. She hadn’t said a word.

“I’ll have to get her alone to talk to
her,” Clara said. “Maybe she didn’t
tell me everything—at least she didn’t
tell me she was going to give Young
that twenty-five dollars.”

“Was it her money?” Andy asked,
absently. His interest in the Indians
was limited mostly to the possibility
of getting information out of them
about the pending cattle raid.

“YES. She saved it up, penny at a
time, taking it out of the money she
earned making baskets, and kept it
hidden from him. I made her do it.
Young spends everything he can get his
hands on for liquor. He has wanted
a fine saddle for years, like his father’s,
but of course he wouldn’t work for it.
They caught him one night trying to
break into the store, and he confessed
he was after a saddle. Dad wouldn’t
prosecute him, just gave him a ‘big
white father’ talk. Of course, it didn’t
do him any good. He’s just a lazy good-
for-nothing. Vreka is a wonderful girl:
It took a lot of courage for her to come
and tell me about the rustling gang.”

“Just what did she tell you?”

“She said that Young had been hired
by Beaverstock to help steal your cat-
tle. That’s about all she knew. She
was trying to talk him out of it—why,
that’s why she gave him the twenty-
five dollars, of course! He hired out
to Beaverstock so he could get that
saddle, and she promised to buy it for
him.”

“Will that stop him?”

“Possibly. They’re just like children
—very bad children, sometimes.”

“Yeah. Rufe Beaverstock’s a bad
boy, too. I wonder if we could buy him
a pretty saddle and get him to call the
whole thing off?”

Clara had an idea. It brightened her
eyes, and they danced with a daring
light. “We might get Young to fake
the job!”

“Do what?”

“Go ahead and take the job—and
then tell us all about it.”

It was very simple, an elementary
kind of double cross, hut Andy hadn’t
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thought about it simply because his
mind didn’t work that way. “You
reckon he would?”

“I don’t know, but we can try it.
Now that he’s got the saddle, he’ll be
hard to deal with. We can tell him that
he need not pay the other seventy-five
dollars—but, of course, that isn’t wor-
rying him any. Maybe we can find
something else he wants as bad as he
wanted the saddle.”

Clara declared she would go to see
Yreka about it, and try to make the ar-
rangements with her first. “She looks
very submissive, trailing around at his
heels, but you’d be surprised how she
manages him,” she confided.

“Red or white, they’re all the same,”
Andy said.

“What?”

“Wives.”

She knew she was supposed to laugh,
and she did a little. “How would you
know about that?”

“Well, you see, there was my first
wife—she led me with a lass-rope, then
my second wife, who used a halter. My
third wife wasn’t so bad, but I swore
I wouldn’t get tied up with no woman
any more.”

“And here you are about to get roped
againl”

“What makes you think that?”

“Why, I've got my lariat around your
neck. Can’t you feel it?”

As a matter of fact he could. He
could feel it around his neck, and away
down in his heels, every time he looked
at her. And he knew that she was of
more importance to him than anything
else.

“Better get away from that horse’s
neck,” he warned. “Don’t you know
where you're at?”

She looked somewhat startled, as if
she had forgotten where she was, and
what they had been talking about.

So often it was that way. They
might be talking about important

things, or things they regarded as im-
portant, and then a word of some kind
would set them off, probably a jestihg
word that had no meaning whatever to
anybody except themselves, then the
world would go whirling off and they
would be utterly alone.

IS cattle stealing business was cer-
tainly important, since it might start
another rangeland battle for survival,
and yet it had all been driven from
Andy’s mind in an instant. And appar-
ently, from Clara’s.

“Oh!” she said. “Andy!”

Those few inches between them was
still a space, and it had to be main-
tained, under the circumstances. He
grinned down at her. “Here I am, away
up here.”

“There’s going to be trouble. I feel it
in my bones.”

Andy felt that, too—probably be-
cause she did. “That’s what the old
man says,” he muttered. “Say. Do
you think I've been wrong all the time
about—him fightin’ everybody?”

She seemed instantly to understand
what he was trying to say, and what was
troubling him. “So that’s it. I knew
you were worried about something more
than just the cattle rustling.”

He waited. “Well, do you think I'm
wrong?”

“No! I think you're right. I think
you're the rightest man in the world.
I don’t want you fighting everybody
the way your father does. I want you
good and easy-going and—just the
way you are!”

This sent a warm flash of gratitude
and self-justification through him. She
thought he was right. So he must. be
right.

“Of course,” she went on, “I can see
his point, too. He thinks you—
should help him more. He wants you to
be more serious, and take on more re-
sponsibility.”
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“No he don’t! He wants to run the
whole show himself. He’s never given
me a chance to take any responsibility.”

“Maybe that’s because he thinks you
are—are not ready for it yet.”

“He thinks I'm a dumb cluck, and
says so.”

“That’s just his way of talking. He
doesn’t really think that.”

“Oh, no? You don’t know my old
man.”

“T think I know him better than you
do.”

After a moment, he nodded. “May-
be you do. I don’t know him very
good. Anyway, I didn’t until just
lately. I've got to know him a little
better. He thinks I'm layin’ down
on the job. He thinks I'm not fit to
take over things when he—if he—
if I ever had to.”

“He’s wrong,” Clara said quietly.
“He’s very wrong about that.”

Again her words warmed, and cheered
him. This was what he needed,
and had to have frequently—a contact
with her which made him feel that he
was of some importance in the world.

“And you’re going to show him that
he’s wrong!” she said.

“I wish I knew how!” he said
fervently.

“By breaking up that cattle stealing
scheme of Beaverstock’s.”

It was at least something definite and
practical, and he was anxious to make
the attempt. However, Clara con-
vinced him that he should do nothing
until he saw Yreka again and learned
all she could about it.

Obviously, Andy had to stay out of
this deal, and he realized vaguely that
it was a ticklish one involving feminine
subtleties with which he was entirely
unfamiliar. The Indian woman was
anxious to keep her husband out of it
and would not want him to be used
as a stool pigeon. On the other hand,
Clara explained, Yreka liked her very

much and would do most anything for
her.

IT WAS a big favor to ask and Clara
wondered if she could do it. Yreka
trusted her. Yreka was her friend. And
this was almost like betraying her,
asking her husband to take the double-
dangerous job of double-crossing Bea-
verstock.

Clara wondered what reward she
could offer him great enough to be
worth the risk. She knew that her
gratitude would be the only reward
Yreka would want. And her grati-
tude would indeed be great if she
could help Andy to trap Beaverstock.
It was not simply a matter of trap-
ping a cattle rustler. Nor was it even
a matter of heading off a possible
range war which would surely. result
in wholesale tragedy. It was even
more than that: It was a matter of
enabling Andy to strike a blow in his
own defense, prove to himself and his
father that he was not a “dumb cluck
who  wouldn’t stand up for his own
rights.”

Andy’s pacifism, Clara knew, bor-
dered on an inferiority complex, which
had been instilled in him by his fa-
ther. All his life, Andy had heard his
father belittle him, and he had gradu-
ally accepted his father’s judgment. He
admitted he was not a fighter, he hon-
estly believed that he wasn’t—when
he could have licked any man in the
country, including a handful like An-
drew Thorne. It was ridiculous to see
him cherishing such an erroneous il-
lusion about himself. It was an idea
he had seized upon to protect himself
from the jibes of his father. He didn’t
really think it was foolish to fight,
when he had something to fight for.
Clara knew this, and she was going
to give him something to fight for.
“And may God forgive me, and pro-
tect him!” he prayed,
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She went to the Indian village that
evening, and found Yreka alone in
her wickiup. The hut was clean and
orderly, and Yreka was weaving a
basket.

“Why,” Clara asked, “did you give
Young that twenty-five dollars?”

“He wanted the saddle,” Yreka said,
as though Young’s wants were some-
thing she should not question, only ful-
fill.

“He’s wanted that saddle for a long
time. Why did you give it to him
now?”

Yreka said, “To keep him from steal-
ing cattle.”

Although this was as Clara had di-
vined, it did not make her mission any
easier. “This man Beaverstock,” she
began carefully, “is a very bad man.
You know that, don’t you?”

“Maybe so. He’s bad if he gets my
man to steal cattle.”

“Exactly. And since he has already
told Young about it, he is apt to try
to hold him to it.”

Yreka’s eyes glowed darkly. “Young
promise me he wouldn’t do it.”

“Did Young ever break his promise
to you before?”

Yreka’s hands, which had continued
to work with machine-like precision,
were suddenly caught in the stillness
which settled over her. “He has broke
his promise this time?”

“Not that I know of,” Clara said
hastily. “But there is always the chance
he might—if Beaverstock gets after
him again. There’s only one way to
make sure he won’t. That is to trap
Beaverstock, and stop the cattle steal-
ing.”

Yreka went on with her work, and
Clara gave her plenty of time to think
it over. “How you trap him?” Yreka
asked presently.

“We can do it with Young’s help—
I think. He can go ahead and take
the job, just as he told Beaverstock he

would. Then he can tell us what the
plans are.”

ERE was a stricken look in
Yreka’s black eyes, and Clara felt
treacherous. “It’s very important,
Yreka, or I wouldn’t ask it. It's—”
It was too hard to explain, and too
much involved in her own mind—“it’s
the safest way to do it, I think.”

The Indian woman looked at her
steadily. “It is safe for my man? Or
for yours!”

Now they were down to the funda-
mental issue. It was her man against
Clara’s. And for the moment they
were enemies, watchful, suspicious.

“No, Yreka. It isn’t safe for either
one of them. It’s very dangerous.”

Her honesty won back some of Yre-
ka’s confidence. “Then why we do it?”

“Because it is more dangerous if we
don’t. Look at it this way—for this
is the way Beaverstock is going to look
at it, you may be sure. He has told
Young what he intends to do; now if
Young backs out, Beaverstock will be
afraid he will tell. And Beaverstock
will run no chances. You understand?”

Vreka understood. She was rigid
with this sudden understanding. “He
won't tell!” she said.

“Whether he does or not makes no
difference. He will have to convince
Beaverstock that he won’t. And that
will be hard to do.” Clara added a
thrust which was unfair and she knew
it, but she couldn’t resist. “As a mat-
ter of fact, he has already told, you
know.”

“Only me!” Yreka said quickly.
“And I told just you.” She grew sus-
picious again. “You tell anybody?”

It was hard to tell the truth, and yet
it was impossible to tell anything but
the truth, locking into her black,
searching eyes. “Yes,” Clara said, “I
told Andy.”

Again they were at swords’ points.
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“Why you tell him?”

“If anybody has a right to know, it’s
certainly him! It’s his cattle they are
going to steal.”

A rush of hoofs and the barking of
dogs drowned out their argument.
Young Carlisle rode up, and leaped
from his shiny, new saddle which was
mounted on a scrubby spotted pony,
and came into the hut. He froze up
for an instant at sight of Clara, then
began a hasty search in the straw mat-
tress and blankets which were spread on
the floor in one corner.

“Where is gun?” he demanded.

“What you want with a gun?” Yreka
asked.

“They come after me, put me in jail!”

“What for?”

“Nothing! I done nothing!”

‘Vreka said calmly, “Then they won’t
put you in jail.”

“They got Chief Tansak and Tall
Timber and Oglethorpe and Pacal!”

“Oh—for that!”

Young seized her. “I won’t go to
jail for that! Give me gun!”

Clara cried, “What is it, Yreka?”

She didn’t hear the step behind her,
but both Young and Yreka heard it.
They swung toward the doorway and
Jim Guenther, the deputy sheriff, stood
there, his head lowered to a level with
his shoulders.

“All right,” he said. “Give him a
gun, if you want me to shoot him.”

YREKA was in front of Young as if
she were trying to hide him, and,

stretched to her full height, she was al-
most as tall as he. “You no arrest my
man,” she said. “He done nothing.”

“Nothin’ much,” Guenther said sar-
castically. “Just tied me to a post and
built a fire around me.”

“They just scare you.”

“You’re damn right they did! And
now it looks like they’re the ones that
scared.”

Clara interposed, “I'm sure Young

‘didn’t mean any harm to you, Mr.

Guenther.”

He stared through the gathering
shadows at her. “Oh, I didn’t know
that was you, Miss Clara!”

“You’re not really going to arrest
him, are you?”

His head moved stubbornly.
to do it.”

“They didn’t actually burn you, did
they?”

“No, but they burned the old man.”

She found out that he was talking
about the cremation. “But they’ve been
doing that all the time! It’s their cus-
tom.”

“It’s against the law, the way they
do it—without gettin’ no death cemﬁ-
cate filed, or nothin’.”

“Why, yes, I suppose it is agamst
the white man’s law. But it doesn’t
hurt anybody.”

“How do you know it don’t?”

“How could it?”

Guenther fixed her with a stern look.
“You believe you’ll go to Heaven when
you die?”

“Well—I hope so.”

“Then you wouldn’t want anybody
burnin’ up your body, would you?”

Clara knew most of the standard ar-
guments about cremation, but she
couldn’t believe the deputy sheriff was
concerned with the theological aspects
of the matter.

“No, I don’t want to be cremated—
not for several years, anyway. But
that has nothing to do with it. These
people are not trying to make us adopt
their customs, and we’ve got no right
to make them adopt ours.”

“We've got laws to enforce, and it’s
my duty to enforce ’em,” the deputy
said, with finality. “Come on, young
buck, you’re headed for the hoosegow.”

Instead, the young buck headed for
the open spaces with a flying leap that
took him past the deputy sheriff. The

“Got
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officer drew his gun and fired once, be-
fore Young Carlisle got his horse—and
before Clara got to the deputy. She
ran into him and nearly knocked him
over. By the time he got straightened
up, Young was well on his way.

“I’ll get you for obstructin’ justice,”
the deputy yelled at Clara as he ran for
his own horse.

The following day, the town of Tull-
eride was in a turmoil. The Indians,
who usually kept to their side of the
river except for trading trips, gathered
along the wide main street and collec-
ted in force near the county jail where
Chief Tansak and three of his compan-
ions were held. Young Carlisle had so
far eluded capture.

Thorne came riding into town about
noon. He was alone. When he spotted
Andy in front of Buckley’s store, he
reined over to ask, “Where the hell you
been? What’s goin’ on, anyhow?”

Andy hadn’t gone back to the ranch
that night. He had been waiting and
hoping for some word from Young Car-
lisle, and he knew that one sure way to
blow up their plan was to tell his fa-
ther about what he had learned. This
would only confirm his father’s fire-
cracker convictions, and he would start
popping off. Even if he could be coun-
ted on to restrain himself and work in
secrecy, he would take everything into
his hands and Andy would lose the
chance of making good on his own hook.

“Jim Guenther put Chief Tansak and
some more Indians in jail,” he said.

“What for?”

“Because they burned old Joe Car-
lisle, I reckon.”

(ORNE snorted. “The damn fool!

Is he tryin’ to start an old-time mas-
sa-kree?” He looked up and down the
street and his eye came to rest on the
group of Indians near the jail. “They
won’t stop at burnin’ up a corpse.
They’ll burn down the jail, burn up the

town, maybe. And I don’t know as I’d
blame ’em much.”

“No tellin’ what they’ll do,” Andy
agreed. “They’re all steamed up about
ity

Thorne glanced at him sharply. “You
look like you was kind of steamed up,
yourself. What’s it to you?”

“Nothin’. No more than it is to
you.”

Andy’s conscience was bothering him
a little over keeping secret the informa-
tion which concerned his father as
much, if not more, than it did him. He
was also getting nervous with the wait-
ing.

Thorne grunted. “Humph! Well, I'm
going to see Clyde Huser and make hxm
turn them Indians loose.”

He had always been foremost in
championing the rights of the Indians
to dispose of their dead in accordance
with their ancient customs. It was only
natural that he should be in the thick of
any fight, and here was one that ap-
pealed to him for reasons other than the
mere fact that it was a good fight.

For years Thorne had carried on his
crusade to recover the bones of his fam-
ily from the possession of the hated
Ecklemans and to liberate their souls
from the torture which they must be
undergoing. He had thus convinced
himself that his fight with the Eckle-
mans was on a high moral plane, and he
could even shed a tear or two when he
was in the proper mood over the dese-
cration of the bones of his forefathers.

So he felt himself more capable of
understanding the Mohave point of
view. They, likewise, cherished their
dead. Any other method of disposal
would have been for them a desecration
and would have created untold agony
for the departed souls.

So he wheeled his horse and rode
away with a show of indignation and a
secretly growing enthusiasm over the
prospects of a renewal of this perennial
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row.

Andy watched him ride away, well
aware of the fact that he had a great
deal of influence with the sheriff, and
found himself already considering the
Indian crisis solved. This habitual re-
liance on his father to solve all prob-
lems was hard to break.

I ought to tell him, he thought. He
can handle it better than I can—

“Andy!”

He turned at the sound of Clara’s
voice, which was suppressed with ex-
citement. “It’s all fixed, Andy,” she
whispered. “Yreka found Young and
told him what we wanted him to do, and
he’s going to do it!”

Exultation swept Andy’s doubts
away. “How did you fix it?”

“I just asked her to ask him—of
course, if it hadn’t been for me he
would have been shot, and he wants to
show his gratitude.”

“Where is he?”

“I don’t know.”

“Then how are we goin’ to find out
anything?”

“Yreka is going to tell me. It’s the
best way, for if Young came to you
they might see him. We’ve got to be
very careful that nobody finds out—
you haven’t told anybody, have you?”

“No.”

HE SAID, “Wasn’t that your fa-

ther?”

“T didn’t tell him.”

She looked relieved. “It’s better that
way. All we've got to do now is wait
till we hear from Yreka. Then —”

Then the real job would start.

Clara was suddenly overcome with
misgivings. She had been so absorbed
in getting her plan into operation that
she had almost forgotten the dangers.
If harm came to Andy, it would be her
fault. She had practically pushed him
into it.

“Then,” Andy finished, “maybe I’ll

get a chance to do something.”

That was it. That was why she was
doing it. Here was Andy’s chance to
do something. Here was his chance to
prove what he could do. And, she told
herself, it was worth all the risk.

After she had gone back into the
store, however, she could not stifle the
fears and misgivings that continually
arose in her. Was she doing the right
thing? What if Andy got killed?

Over and over these thoughts
whirled through her mind. She looked
across the store at her father, sitting at
his desk. She trusted his judgment in
all things, and had always confided in
him.

Why shouldn’t she tell him about
this? He might help her. It would
help just to tell him, and ask him if he
thought she was taking too much risk.
He didn’t like Andy very well; but
that was because he hated Andy’s
father. Anyway, he would advise her
what to do.

Of course, she had pledged Andy to
strict secrecy and had asked him not
to tell Ais father, but that was different.
That was his father. He was such a
terrible little tyrant. Completely im-
possible. While her father was so good
and kind and understanding. It couldn’t
hurt anything to tell him.

She went up to his desk. “Dad I—
want to talk to you.”

He stopped his work at once and sat
back in his chair. “I thought you
would.”

“Why?”

He smiled. “I knew when you’ve got
something on your mind.”

“Maybe you know what it is.”

“No. But what ever it is, let’s have
It

“It's—about Andy.” She caught the
flash of disapproval in his eyes, and a
queer reticence came over her. For a
moment she was sorry she had come to
him.
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“Well?” he said, making an obvious
effort to appear indulgent. “What
about Andy?”

“I've done something—I don’t know
whether I should. But you know how
his father lords it over him—"

His look stopped her. It was a look
of bitter hatred, and it revealed an ugli-
ness in him which she seldom saw.
“Yes, I know,” he said shortly. “Go
on.” ;)

It was too late to stop now. “I found
out that Rufe Beaverstock was going to
steal some PXB cattle and I told Andy
about it—” Again she stopped, the
words dying in her throat. Another
change was coming over him — a
strange, astonishing change. His face
was turning pale. He sat up straight,
clenching his hands.

“How did you find that out?” he
asked harshly.

HE stammered.

Why?”

“Yreka! The b —” He choked, star-
ing at her in silence. Then, more
naturally, “You mean Young Carlisle’s
wife?”

“Did you know about it?” she

“Yreka told me.

ped.

“Me? Why, no, of course not!”

But she was almost positive that he
had. She was bewildered and very
sorry that she had confided in him.

“Just what did Yreka tell you?” he
prodded. ¢

She explained everything, and he lis-
tened without moving. Then he sat
back in his chair. “This is very inter-
esting,” he said. “I'm glad you came
and told me about it.”

Clara wasn’t. She felt that she had
betrayed Andy. She had made him
promise to keep the secret, and she had
told it. .

“I don’t know why I did it,” she mut-
tered. “I’m going to have him tell his
father all about it —”

“Oh, no!”

She was astonished at his vehemence.
He relaxed again, and smiled at her
fixedly. I think you did just right. This
will give Andy a chance to show his
mettle. That’s what you want, isn’t it?
You want to put him to a test, don’t
you, and see what he can do?”

Was that really what she wanted?
“No! I don’t want to put him to any
test! Iknow all about him. He’s fine.
He’s good and he’s brave. But nobody
else knows it. I want everybody else
to know it, too!”

“Of course, of course. I under-
stand.” He patted her hand. “Don’t
worry about it now. You’ve been very
clever. I'm proud of you, pet.”

Byrd Buckley’s pride in his daughter
was a genuine thing. He disapproved
of Andy largely because he thought no
man was good enough for his daughter,
and still he was wise enough to know
he could not keep her forever. He
wanted her to be happy, and he was
about to resign himself to the idea that
she could be happy only with the son
of Andrew Thorne, one man he hated
and feared.

It all went back to the time Thorne
was in open warfare with the Eckle-
mans. It hadn’t been Buckley’s idea to
sell Thorne defective ammunition —
that had been Beaverstock’s scheme,
when he was called in. And it had
worked quite well. Thorne could prove
nothing, but he hadn’t been fooled.

Buckley had often regretted his part
in this deadly fraud, not because it re-
sulted in Thorne’s defeat, but because
it forced him into a partnership with
Beaverstock and Eckleman. Buckley
was not above driving a sharp bargain,
and his trading with the Indians had
been a series of sharp bargains, but he
didn’t often indulge in the cruder forms
of outlawry. Now, more than ever, he
was sick of his association with Beaver-
stock but he was forced to play along
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with him.

He saw that it was up to him to get
word to Beaverstock that he was being
double-crossed. Naturally, he didn’t
intend to reveal the fact that his own
daughter had planned the double-cross.
Nor did he especially want any harm to
come to Andy, knowing how much this
would hurt Clara. But this considera-
tion weighed nothing against the neces-
sity of keeping Andy from trapping
Beaverstock, and thus revealing the
whole plot.

Buckley hated to run the risk of be-
ing seen with Beaverstock, but he had
to see him right away. He slipped out
of the store by way of the rear store
room, then went down the alley to the
back of the Hoover Hotel.

An outside stairway led to a small
balcony, all in plain sight of anyone
who came along the alley. However,
there was no one in sight. Everybody
seemed to be out front, watching the
excitement there; so Buckley went
quickly up the stairs and into the long
hallway which ran the length of the
building.

E KNEW that Beaverstock’s room
overlooked the street, and he
counted on finding him there, where he
could see what-was going on. Buckley
got down the hall without meeting any-
body, but as he came to the door of
Beaverstock’s room, a voice halted him.
It was a guard, who stood in an ad-
joining doorway. “Where do you think
you’re goin’?”
Buckley said nervously, “I've got to
see Beaverstock.”
“What about?”
“It’s a personal matter.”
The guard approached cautiously.
“Put your hands up!”
Buckley sputtered, “But I'm a friend
of Beaverstock’s!”
“Maybe so,” grunted the guard. “Get
your paws #p/” With a gun in one hand,

he patted Buckley about the hips and
under the arms. “Aw right,” he said.
“Now, wait a minute,” and he rapped
on the door, once sharply and twice
lightly.

Beaverstock appeared.

“This lug says he’s a friend of yours,”
the guard announced.

Beaverstock grinned. “All right, Bee-
son. Come in, friend.”

Buckley stepped inside quickly and
Beaverstock shut the door.

“Is all of this manhandling neces-
sary?” Buckley asked irritably.

Beaverstock chuckled. ‘‘Beeson
thinks it is. He looks after me pretty
good. This is the first time you've been
to see me, ain’t it? I thought maybe
you was mad at me, or somethin’. I
reckon I was a little drunk the other
night —”

“Never mind about that. This is
not a sociable visit.
Beaverstock’s smile faded. “Not so-

ciable?”

“I’ve got something to tell you, that’s
all. Did you hire Young Carlisle?”

Beaverstock nodded.

“Well, he’s going to double-cross
you.”

The permanent wedge-like from set-
tled deeper between Beaverstock’s eyes.
“He’s goin’ to — what?”

“He’s going to find out just what your
plans are and then tell Andy Thorne.”

Beaverstock began to smile again,
but the frown was undisturbed. “Oh,
is he?”

“Does this Indian know your plans?”

“Not yet.”

Buckley felt much relieved. “Good.
Then you won’t tell him. You can get
rid of him somehow.”

“But I will tell him. I don’t want to
get rid of him.”

Buckley nodded, understandingly.
“Handle it any way you want to. It’s
up to you, now.”

“Sure, it’s up to me, now. And much
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obliged to you, my friend.”

A thumping of hoofs and then a
shout came up from the street, and they
went to the window to look. They saw
the trail of dust which Andrew Thorne
left behind him, and heard him yelling
at Jim Guenther.

“The sheriff wants to see you!”

Thorne’s voice carried plainly along
the street, but not Jim Guenther’s sul-
len response. Presently the two men
rode away together.

In a little while they came back.
Guenther went into the jail and a mo-
ment later the four Indians filed out.

ORNE held up his hand. “My
friends!” he orated. “You're free to
go now. You have been released on
your own recognizance. That means
you will have to come back if they send
for you. But I don’t think they will.
1 don’t think they can make the charges
against you stick.”

His copper-skinned audience was
spell-bound, under the magic of his
words and his deeds. “The sheriff
turned you loose because I told him how
it was. I thought you was gettin’ a
raw deal and I wouldn’t stand for it. I
think you've got a right to run your
own business in your own way, as long
as you don’t bother nobody. And if
anybody bothers you, I won’t blame
you for burnin’ his pants off.”

This idea seemed to meet with in-
stant approval. Thorne held up his
hand again. “But if this thing comes
to trial, don’t run off, and don’t fight
any peace officer that comes after you.
Come along peaceful and T’ll be here
with the best lawyer in the state.”

Andy stood back at the edge of the
crowd—just a part of the admiring
audience. In spite of his cockiness, An-
drew Thorne was a leader, a man who
stood for the right, a man who always
had his way. And Andy admired him.
Andy only wished he was more like

him.

The crowd broke up slowly.

“Come on. You can go home now.”

Andy was startled. This was his
father speaking to him. This cocky lit-
tle man, he reminded himself, was his
old man.

“Yeh, pretty soon,” he mumbled, and
moved away to avoid questioning.

Later in the afternoon he saw Yreka
going into Buckley’s store, and he
waited anxiously. In a little while she
came out, and he started in. He met
Clara at the door.

“You got word from him?” he asked.

“Yes! But let’s don’t stand here
talking. Come on back.”

Over a momentarily deserted dry
goods counter spread with colorful ban-
danas, she explained, “Beaverstock is
pulling the raid tonight! All of his gang
have orders to gather at the fork of the
Lazy River and Big Fish Creek at
nine o’clock, each to go by a different
route. Young doesn’t know what the
plans are after that.”

“That’s all I want to know. Tonight
at nine o’clock, Lazy River and Big
Fish Creek!”

“But—what are you going to do?”

It was all cut and dried, as far as
Andy was concerned. He was going
out there and round up the gang.

“By yourself?” Clara asked.

“Why not?”

Clara said, “Now you’re talking like
your father!” And there was no ap-
proval in her voice.

“But there’s nothing to it,” he insist-
ed. “I’ll get there first and pick out a
spot where I can see what’s goin’ on,
and then when the right time comes I
can step in and take charge.”

“Andy, you're an idiot!”

He grinned. “That’s what my old
man says.”

“You think you can go out there by
yourself and ‘take charge’ of a whole
gang of men like that?”
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“Listen, I've seen my old man ride
into a bunch of rustlers and—" He
saw the look on her face and broke off
with an aimless gesture.

“That’s entirely different,” she said.

“What’s different about it?” he de-
manded.

“Well, your father is — entirely dif-
ferent. He can get by with things like
that. He’s so little and so—loud. He
just out-talks them.”

“He out-shoots ’em, t00.”

ADDED to her anxiety was a kind

of wonder, now. “I thought you
didn’t like your father’s way of doing
things.”

“Some things he does all right.”

“And you think you can—" she
hesitated, “do things the way he does?”

“I can handle this thing,” he said
sharply. He saw her fears and her
doubts, and he resented them. And he
refused to ask anybody to go along
with him.

“This is my job,” he said, “from here
on out.”

It was no doubt a foolish thing to do,
but he felt he had a right to be foolish
once in his life. It might be his last
time, as well as his first; but it was al-
ready doing strange and stirring things
to him. It was cutting him loose from
invisible ties that had always held him,
and he felt actually free for the first
time—free to act on his own initiative
in an important matter. Nobody to
boss him, nobody to heckle or belittle
him.

Clara seemed to understand. She
said, “You’re right, Andy. It's—it’s
your job now. Good luck.”

He rode westward out of town, as if
he were going home, but when he
reached the timbered Puma Hills he
swung south instead of north. Keeping
to the western ridge of them he could
overlook Lazy River valley, and he
could see in the distance the line of trees

which marked the course of Big Fish
Creek, which flowed southeasterly to
join the river.

Both moon and sun were in the sky,
the full moon rising above the sharp
peaks of the Clawhammer Mountains to
the east, and the sun settling down
upon the rounded sandy slopes which
formed the western boundary of Lazy
River valley. There were no clouds,
and the haze which sometimes lay over
the valley had been swept away by a
brisk wind, which now was dying away.
The night promised to be light and still.

Andy reflected that this, too, was in
his favor. He could hear all sounds and
see well in the moonlight, and yet
could keep concealed by taking advan-
tage of the night shadows.

He kept to the timber until he
reached a point just above the junction
of the two streams. Twilight was fill-
ing the valley now and he waited a little
while for the light of the sun to fade, be-
fore he turned into a ravine which
dropped downward toward the river.
Tying his horse to the root of a fallen
cottonwood tree which blocked the ra-
vine, 'he took the rifle from his saddle
and went the rest of the way on foot.

A V-shaped bluff with the crumbling
point extending out into the water,
formed the fork, and on top of this were
willow trees. It offered a good vantage
point, and Andy decided to wade the
shallow water to get to it.

He had just stepped into the water
when a voice halted him.

“Goin’ swimmin’?”

There was a chuckle in it, a rasping
kind of laugh which Andy remembered
quite well. Looking over his shoulder,
he saw the bulky figure of Rufe Bea-
verstock beside the light trunk of a tall
cottonwood. He could also see the
gleam of the sixgun which the other
man held.

“Maybe,” he said, testing his voice
and finding it light and careless and
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well under control, but there was no
way of controlling the sickening thud
of his heart. “Are you?”

“Naw,” said Beaverstock. “I'm fish-
in’. And it looks like I've caught some-
thin’.?

NDY gripped his rifle tightly and
wondered if he stood any chance
of turning around and getting in a shot
before the sixgun cut him down. He
was standing in the edge of the water,
facing the middle of the stream; it was
an awkward footing, and it was quite
likely that he would slip and fall if he
tried to turn quickly.

“The big ones always get away,” he
said, making a joke of it. One hell of
a joke. He had started out to do big
things, hadn’t he? All by himself. Go-
ing to round up the gang, wasn’t he?
Just like that. There was really noth-
ing to it, all he had to do was get there
first and get the lay of the land and
then walk out and take charge—

His stomach turned over with a flop,
like the big fish that got away.

° “Not all of ’em,” said Beaverstock.
“T’ve got hold of one now that won’t.”

“What are you goin’ to do with him?”
Andy badgered.

“I'm goin’ to leave him layin’ right
here on the bank.” This grim jesting
seemed to please the big gunman im-
mensely.

“Don’t make sense to me,” said
Andy, turning warily.

“Is that a rifle you’ve got? Oh, I
see you was goin’ huntin’. Not swim-
min’,

Andy turned around. He was hold-
ing the rifle in the crook of his right
arm, pointed downward. All he had to
do was lift it hip-high, rip it back, and
let it go. Yes, that was all—and do it
before Beaverstock could pull a trigger.

“Go on,” said the gunman. “Have a
try at it.”

Andy stepped up on the bank, and

was one step nearer the other man. An-
other two or three steps and he could
reach him with the barrel of his rifle.
A thrust with it would be quicker than
trying to shoot. He understood now
why men fought with bayonets.

“You’d just as well try your luck,”
Beaverstock went on, like a jocular
barker at a carnival. “You can’t lose
— no more than you would by not
tryin’.”

There was so much joking, Andy
wondered if Beaverstock really meant
to kill him. “What have I got to lose?”
Andy asked, in a careless manner of one
taking a free chance on a kewpie doll.

“That’s the spirit] You’ve got to
die sometime.”

“Sure. Sometime.” He took another
step, and it was another step toward
death. The chill certainty of it swept
him and he saw the expectant gleam in
this killer’s eye.

“And it won’t be long now,” said
Beaverstock softly.

“And it won’t be long now,” said
his lips. His mouth was dry, his lips
stiff. “What do you want to kill me
for?” he asked.

“Humph! I didn’t expect you to
whine.”

Andy wasn’t whining. He was only
talking for time, time in which he could
take another step. If he was close
enough, even after he was shot, he
might be able to get his hands on the
man. “I just asked you a question,
that’s all.”

“Since it’s a question, I'll answer it.
You've got that comin’ to you anyway.
There’s so many things you don’t know
about this deal. All you know is what
the Indian told you.”

E WAITED for some corrobora-
tion, but Andy was silent.
“You thought that was pretty smart,
gettin’ the Indian on your side. And
I guess it was. But you was pretty
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dumb, comin’ down here by yourself.
I thought you would bring your old man
along. I wanted to knock both of you
off at the same time. Then my job
would be all over.”

“What’s your job?”

“To stop the rustlin’ in this country.”

Andy’s mind refused to deal with
any facts except the fact of death, so
near at hand.

“You’re on Eckleman’s range here,
you know,” Beaverstock went on.
“You're a rustler. So’s your old man.
I plug you and say, ‘There’s your rust-
lers, boys.” And that’s all there is to it.”

“But you couldn’t get by with that.
You couldn’t prove nothin’. Nobody
would believe you.”

“I don’t care whether anybody be-
lieves me or not. And I don’t have to
prove anything. They would have to
prove that I'm a liar. And they can’t do
it. Eckleman will swear we caught
you stealin’ his cattle, and who’s to say
we didn’t?”

Although the prospect of being shot
had not been a pleasant thing to face,
this was very much worse. He couldn’t
reason it out, he couldn’t pick the
flaws in Beaverstock’s scheme if there
were any; for rage and desperation
were blacking out his reason. He was
on the point of doing just what the
killer had been coaxing him to do when
something began to pound in his head:
Don’t do it! Don’t do it!

That’s what it sounded like to him,
but as the pounding grew louder he
realized it was the beat of hoofs. Sud-
denly they were all around him. He
heard his father shout, “Here he is!

There he goes!”

There were shots and a yell.

“Go after him! Don’t let him get
away!”

This was his father, still yelling.
Andy came out of his trance and began
to see what was going on. He saw a
man falling from his horse, and he

heard familiar cursing,

“He crashed through the brush and
found his father lying on the ground.
“Are you hurt?”

“No, you damn fool!
mud pies!”

He was writhing on the low muddy
bank, trying to keep from sliding into
the water. Andy lifted him and carried
him in his arms to a grassy spot out in
the moonlight. The inert body was so
small, so easy to carry. It was like
carrying a child, a badly hurt child—
but not like listening to one. He cussed
as only a man with a long lifetime of
practice could cuss.

Profanity was his ether. He poured
it on himself, and he poured it on Andy
and everybody else. Andy interrupted
the steady flow of it to ask him where
he was hit.

“In the guts!” he roared. “What in
hell did you come out here by yourself
for? Why didn’t you tell me about
this?”

Andy was feeling for the wound and
he found it. He found blood that was
hot to the touch, flesh that was seared

,and torn. He was dizzy, as if he him-
self had been losing this blood. He
could feel the bullet in himself, he
could feel it in his stomach—the pain,
the nausea, the rage.

But he couldn’t cuss like his old man.
All he could do was mutter, “Here —
I got to get your shirt off.”

“What for?”

“Got to tie you up —”

“Take your own shirt off!

pull me that way!”
A RIDER came pounding down the
slope toward them.

“Andy!”

It was Clara. She slid from her sad-
dle and came running to him, wanting
to know if he was hurt. He was a bit
confused and the pain was still in his
stomach, and he didn’t answer at once.

I'm makin’

Don’t
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“You are hurt!” she cried.

“No,” he said. “No, I'm not hurt.”

“Honest?”

Thorne sputtered, “It’s me that’s
shot! You damned nitwits!”

“Oh —1” Clara seemed to be consid-
erably relieved. “It’s you, Mr. Thorne!”

“Yes, it’s me, Mr. Thorne! What in
hell are you flutterin’ around here for?
I told you to go home!”

“Yes, but I couldn’t!
know—"

“You know too damned much, any-
way. Andy! Get me up from here,
and get me on my horse.”

“You can’t ride a horse,” Andy told
him,

“The hell T can’t! Get my horse!”
But he couldn’t even sit up. He tried
to, very hard.

Andy said to Clara, “I'll get Doc
Pinkston and a spring wagon. You
stay here.”

“You ain’t goin’ to haul me off in a
wagon!” yelled Thorne. “I can ride,
dammit! I can—” His voice broke—
“T ain’t no corpse, to be hauled around
in a wagon. There ain’t no cow thief
in the world that can kill me! There
ain’t nobody can do it—there ain’t no
bullet big enough—” He choked.
“—it ain’t no bigger than—the end of
your finger! I'm a man! It's just a
little old chunk of lead—"

And he was just a little old man, a
sobbing little old man, that you could
pick up in your arms and carry like
a child. He was just finding out how
big a forty-five caliber bullet is, when
it’s in a man’s belly. He was just a
little man, finding out how big Death is.

They took him home that night in a
spring wagon, and he didn’t know it.
He was saved that humiliation by Doc
Pinkston, who shot something in his
arm, and stopped his wild ravings.

He didn’t come to until about noon
the next day and he looked up at Andy
and Clara and Doc Pinkston who were

I had to

all standing around his bed. And he
said, “Dammit to hell! What are you
all gawkin’ at me like that for? You
think I'm goin’ to die? Well, I ain’t!”

His voice was gone, it was only a
hoarse whisper, and the fire in him was
almost gone. He wasn’t fooling any-
body, not even himself.

“Am I goin’ to die, Doc?” he whis-
pered.

The Doc said, “You're hit pretty
bad.”

Thorne looked at all the faces, and
he looked at Andy longer than the oth-
ers. “You think I'm goin’ to die?” he
asked.

Andy shook his head. “There ain’t
no bullet big enough to get you—that’s
what you said, yourself!”

“Pussywillow!” said the old man.

His breathing was painfully loud in
the still room.

“You know damn well I'm goin’ to
die. And so do I. I've been workin’
and fightin’ for sixty years. I'm tired.”

He looked tired and almost peaceful.
He had probably been neither tired nor
peaceful for sixty years. “I've been
tellin’ myself and everybody else what
a rip-snortin’ son-of-a-gun I was. I
don’t know whether I fooled anybody
else or not, but I never did fool my-
self. You know why I done it?”

HE WAS looking at Andy, but Andy
didn’t say anything.

“I done it because I was—so little.”

In the face of this confession, Andy
was ashamed of being so big. He could
feel his bulk, and the room got smaller,
and the other people in the room got
smaller, and he was standing there
among them, an awkward abnormity.

“If I'd of been a big man, I reckon
I’d of been like you—easy going, lazy,
not afraid of nobody.”

Andy was bewildered. Was this what
his father really thought about him?

“But I was a little man, and I had
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to fight everybody to show ’em they
couldn’t lick me.”

Andy looked down at his father and
knew him, at last. Now, that his father
was dying. Why had he waited to say
this until he was dying? Why, Andy
wondered miserably, hadn’t he been
able to see it all, until now?

Pike Gaskin came softly into the
room, hat in hand.

“Pike!”

This sounded more like Andrew
Thorne. And the forerhan said, “Yes,
sir?”

“Did you catch Beaverstock?”

Pike looked worried. “No, we didn’t.
Not yet.”

“Then what in hell you doin’ standin’
around here?”

“Well, I—I just wanted to see how
you was gettin’ along?”

“Never mind about me! Go get
Beaverstock—and I mean get him!”

He was the old warrior again, and
Andy saw that he had been under a de-
lusion. His father would not die in
peace. His father would die as he had
lived—fighting, forever fighting.

“Yes, sir,” said the foreman, and left.

“What are you goin’ to do after I am
dead?” Thorne fixed a stare upon his
son, a stare which held much of the
old disapproval.

“I—I don’t know. What do you
want me to do?”

The old man glanced at Clara.
“You'll marry her, of course.”

“If she’ll marry me, I will.”

Thorne nodded. “She will.” Sud-
denly he barked at Clara, “Won’t you?”

“Yes,” she said.

Thorne shut his eyes  and pain
twitched his lips. Doc Pinkston-step-
ped up to the bed and felt his pulse.
Thorne threw off his hand impatiently,
“Get away! Don’t bother me.”

He glared at Clara. “Your father’s
a crook,” he said. “You know that,
don’t you?”

She paled a little. “I know you
don’t like him, Mr. Thorne,” she said
steadily. “But he isn’t a crook.”

Thorne snorted. “He’s a cheat. He’s
a double-crossin’ dog. And you’re his
daughter.”

“Mr. Thorne,” Clara said, very pale
now. “You're a dying man. If you
weren’t, I'd slap your face.”

Thorne chuckled. “You’re his daugh-
ter, and I never thought I’d be content
to see a son of mine marryin’ his daugh-
ter. But I am. You're all right. You’ll
do.”

Clara said, coldly, “Thanks.
glad you approve.”

“Oh, it wouldn’t make any difference
to you whether I approved or not.
You've made up your mind to marry
him and you will. I knowed that when
you come and told me that he’d gone
down there by himself tonight. But just
remember this, he ain’t goin’ to have
anybody doin’ his fightin’ for him, now.
He’s got to do it himself.”

Clara said, “He will!”

I'm

NDY was silent. He was crushed

with his failure, not entirely be-
cause he had failed, but because he
felt himself responsible for his father’s
condition. If he hadn’t taken the bit
in his teeth and gone out alone after
Beaverstock, this wouldn’t have hap-
pened. If he had come to his father
in the first place, as it had been his
duty to do, his father would have han-
dled the whole thing—and would have
done it successfully. Andy was sure
of that.

“Will you?” Thorne asked, glaring
at him. “Will you fight to hold what I
got for you? Will you carry on the
fight till you beat Guy Eckleman and
get the Old Place back?”

He didn’t seem to expect an answer
to his question, which was merely an
expression of his scorn.

“No, you won’t” said the old man.
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“You'll set around on your hindend.
You'll let ’em take everything away
from you! As soon as Guy Eckleman
finds out I'm dead, he’ll move into my
territory. He'll take over my range.
He'll run you out of the country!”

It was all bitterly humiliating, be-
cause Andy felt that he deserved it.
He did not even feel the resentment
which usually protected him, for it was
impossible to carry his resentment to
his father’s deathbed.

Thorne looked appealingly at Doc
Pinkston, who sat on the foot of the
bed, thoughtfully pulling at his stub-
bled white beard. “Doc, I can’t die!
I won’t die!”

The Doc said, “Maybe you won’t,
Andrew.”

The old man lifted an arm in a ges-
ture toward Andy, then let it fall help-
lessly. “You see what I'm up against,
Doc? I can’t die, I tell you!”

“All right,” agreed the Doc mildly,
“Don’t do it, then.”

Thorne swore. “You think I haven’t
got a chance, don’t you?”

The  Doc said carefully, “I don’t
think any ordinary man would have a
chance in your condition. But you’re
no ordinary man, Andrew. Maybe
you'll pull through. Maybe you'll
never die like ordinary mortals.”

Thorne was staring at him with all
the terrible hope, with all the tragic de-
sire to live that filled him now and
kept him alive—as if the doctor had the
power of life and death over him.

“Maybe I won'’t,” he hoarsely whis-
pered. “Maybe I ain’t!” Presently, he
said more calmly, “I'll tell you one
thing, Doc. I'm goin’ to live for three
weeks.” :

“Three weeks? Why, for just three
weeks?”

“Because that’s when I get the Old
Place back. I can’t die till then. They’re
cquntin’ on me.”

«Who?”

Thorne was staring up at the ceiling.
“No mortal man,” he muttered. “No
ordinary mortal.”

Presently he muttered, “I’ll send for
Ty. That’s what I'll do—I'll send for
Ty! He can run the ranch if I—when
=2

Again he appealed to the Doc. “How
long have I got?”

The Doc pulled his beard. “That’s
hard to say, maybe a day or two, maybe
a week.”

“But not three weeks?”

Slowly the Doc shook his head. “I
don’t see how you can.”

Desperation burned brighter in the
old man’s eyes. “I got a brother,” he
explained. “Ty’s about my size, the
damned little runt! He run out on me,
before, and I ain’t had nothin’ to.do
with him since. But he can help me,
now. I'm goin’ to send for him.”

“How can he help you?” asked the
Doc.

“He can make out that he’s me, if I
die before three weeks is up!”

IS was too fantastic for the prac-'
tical old doctor to consider. “What
good would that do, even if he could?”

“Three weeks from now the Title
Law will be on the books. Then I get
the old ranch that I’ve been fightin’ for.
If I die before then, Eckleman will start
somethin’, sure as hell. But he won’t
dare, as long as I'm alive!”

The Doc murmured a noncommital,
“Well?”

“Welll Don’t you see? I'll get my
brother here. Nobody knows anything
about him,—nobody but you three.”
He gave each of them a burning,
searching look. “Then when—if I die,
he’ll take my place. Eckleman won’t
know I'm dead.”

“But other people will know it,” Doc,
Pinkston pointed out. “You couldn’t
keep your death a secret, you know.”

“Why couldn’t I?”
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“For a number of reasons. In the
first place, a man has to be buried
when he dies. You can’t bury a man
secretly. That’s against the law.”

“Law!” snorted Thorne. “Hell! Why
couldn’t 1?7

“Yes, that’s been your policy, An-
drew, whenever the law stood in your
way. But after you're dead, you're go-
ing to have to change your policy, I'm
afraid. You may be up against another
Law then.”

“I reckon a man can say how and
where he wants to be buried, can’t he?
I reckon a man’s family will respect his
dyin’ wishes, won’t they?” His eyes
turned to Andy, fired with the new
challenge.

“T'll do whatever you want,” Andy
said. “But I don’t think you could
keep folks from knowin’. Everybody
on the ranch would know it, and it
would sure leak out.”

In spite of all their arguments,
Thorne clung to his idea and pledged
them to secrecy. He dictated a tele-
gram to his brother, and ordered Andy
to take it to Clementine Junction, forty
miles away, so it wouldn’t go through
the office at Tulleride. “And stay
there till you get an answer!” he said.

Clara followed Andy as he left the
room. “Can you—forgive me?” she
asked.

“For what?” There was nothing to
forgive her for, though he knew quite
well what she was talking about. He
was hurt and disappointed to learn that
she hadn’t enough confidence in him
to let him carry out the scheme alone—
and yet if she hadn’t gone after help,
where would he be now? She had un-
doubtedly saved his neck, but he wasn’t
grateful to her for that. He would rath-
er have died than have things turn out
this way.

“What did you go and tell him for?”
he asked roughly. “After you had fixed
it up for me, what did you have to

spoil it for?”

She said, meekly, “I don’t know. I
just couldn’t let you go out there by
yourself after a whole gang of men—"

He laughed harshly. The ‘“gang”
had turned out to be one man, and even
that one man had been too much for
him.

“What happened to the rest of them,
anyway?” she asked suddenly.

“Beaverstock was there alone, waitin’
for me.”

“Then—why, Young must have dou-
ble-crossed us!”

Andy grunted. “Must have. Well,
T've got to get goin’.” He walked away
from her.

HE was still at the ranch when he
got back from Clementine Junction
the next day, and she met him at the
gate. He dreaded to hear what she had
to tell him, and waited stonily.

“Did you get an answer to the tele-
gram?” she asked anxiously.

“He nodded. “He’s comin’.”

“Oh!” She seemed queerly disap-
pointed. “How soon?”

“Soon as he can get here,” said Andy
impatiently. “How—how is he?”

“About the same, I think. He slept
a little. But he’s awake now, and anx-
ious to see you.”

‘Thorne was propped up in bed with
his head bandaged until only his eyes,
nose, and mouth were visible.

“My God!” Andy muttered. “What’s
happened?”

“Did you get an answer?” Thorne
demanded.

Andy stared at him in astonishment,
and Clara answered for him. “He’s
got an answer. Where is it, Andy?”

Andy fumbled for the telegram and
handed it to her. Thorne seized it
eagerly.

“What’s the matter with his head?”
Andy said. “He wasn’t hit in the
head!”
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Clara smiled a little. “It’s his idea.
He will tell you.”

“So he’s comin’!” Thorne rejoiced.
“I knowed he would. The damned
little runt. He never thought he’d get
any of my money. He'll come a-run-
nin’, all right.”

He looked up at Andy. “What you
gawkin’ at?”

“Your head! What’s the matter with
your head?”

Thorne chuckled grimly. “I got shot
all to hell. You know that.”

“But you wan’t shot in the head!
You was shot—"

“I was shot in the head!”

Andy glanced in bewilderment at
Clara and she said, “Your father has
decided that he was shot in the head.
That way, it will be easier.

“Easier?” Andy echoed. “What will
be easier?”

“Dyin’,” said Thorne, his eyes gleam-
ing with sardonic mirth,

“I thing it’s silly!” Clara burst out.
“But your father—"

“‘Your father’,” mimicked Thorne,
“4s runnin’ his own funeral.” He ex-
plained, “With my head wrapped up
like this, everybody will think I'm shot
in the head. Nobody knows any dif-
ferent but you and her and Doc. You
ain’t goin’ to tell.”

“But what—"

“When Ty gets here, nobody else
is goin’ to know about that, either.
And when I die, he’s goin’ to crawl
into this bed with his head wrapped
up like this!”

Andy found his explanation almost
as astonishing as his appearance had
been. “But—why—?”

“So nobody’ll know I'm dead!”

Thorne seemed to be enjoying the
idea, and Andy grappled for some good
reason for this ghastly hoax. “But
what do you care if—if you die, why
don’t you want folks to know it?”

“I've told you why! As soon as I

die, Guy Eckleman will move in on my
range. He brought Beaverstock in
here to start this fight. Both him and
Beaverstock knowed I wouldn’t join
that stinkin’ outfit. They knowed I'd
fight ’em if I caught ’em on my range.
That’s what they wanted. They wanted
to kill me!”

Not so long ago, Andy had scoffed
at this idea. But now he had every
reason to believe it true.

“Well—" Thorne’s rasping whisper
sank to an almost inaudible level—“it
looks like they’ve got me.” He drew
himself up on his elbows. “But I'll
lick ’em—even after I'm dead, I'll lick
’em!”

LARA went to him. “Don’t get ex-

cited, Mr. Thorne. You know
what the doctor said—"
He shoved her away.  “They ain’t

goin’ to know I'm dead. They ain’t
goin’ to know they’ve killed me. I
won’t have ’em crowin’ over my dead
body. I won’t have ’em trompin’ thy
bones, like they have Pap and Hank
and Rem and all the rest! You un-
derstand me?”

Andy muttered, “Yes, I understand

ou.”

“All right.” Thorne sank back.
that you do what I tell you to.”

“Yes, sir,” Andy said.

Thorne was exhausted, breathing
hard. “When Ty comes, I'll turn
things over to him, so he’ll know how
to run the ranch after I'm gone.”

It didn’t hit Andy just then, because
he was still numbed by the prospect of
his father’s imminent death, and was
trying to accustom himself to the tragic
effort of his father to arrange to keep
his death a secret.

But it hit Clara, and hit her hard—
The fact that Thorne intended to turn
the ranch over to his brother, the fact
that Andy would have to stand aside
and would likely come under his uncle’s
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domination, as he had always been
under his father’s. Clara saw that
Andy’s shackles would remain, handed
on from his father to his uncle. She
perceived that Andy would be free only
when his father died. She had wanted
him to die. She knew it was wicked,
but she had wanted him to die. So that
Andy could be free. But now—

Now, she was pale and trembling,
staring at Andy.

And Andy wondered vaguely why
she was so disturbed, and he set it
down to the same causes which moved
his so strongly.

“You hear me?” rasped Thorne.

“Yes, sir.”

“Ty says helll arrive Wednesday
night at Clementine Junction. You
meet him there. Nobody’s to know
anything about it.”

And nobody did. The train got in
at midnight, and there was no one at
the little junction station but the depot
agent. Andy found that his Uncle Ty,
whom he had never seen before, bore
little resemblance to his father except
in size. Uncle Ty was a mild-mannered
little man. He spoke piously and with-
out profanity.

On that twenty-five-mile ride to the
ranch, alone at night, with a family
death hovering over them, they became
more intimate than would have been
possible under other circumstances.
Uncle Ty was a farmer. There was
nothing of the braggart about him. He
spoke self-deprecatingly about his farm,
which, Andy learned, comprised 1600
acres of the choicest land of the Rio
Grande valley. He had more men
working for him than Andy’s father
had.

“Just Mexicans,” he said. “I don’t
pay ’em much and they don’t work
much. We take things pretty easy
down on’the Rio Grande.”

It warmed Andy’s heart to hear
somebody else talking this way, and

he was glad his uncle had come.

The sun was brightening the eastern
sky above the peaks of the Clawham-
mer Mountains when Andy and Uncle
Ty got home. Approaching the house,
Andy was gripped with the dread which
always took hold of him when he re-
turned after a forced absence. He had
kept almost constantly at his father’s
bedside, and Clara had stayed there
to help and be with him.

N THE pale light of breaking day,
she was waiting for them, and Andy
could see that she had news—bad news.
But she didn’t speak. She only looked
at Uncle Ty, staring at him till he said
apologetically, “I'm Uncle Ty,” then
under her cold stare, added more for- -
mally, “I'm Andrew’s brother.”

“Are you going to do what he wants
you to?” she asked.

“Why—1I don’t know.
he want me to do?”

She glanced at Andy, and he said,
“I didn’t tell him.”

. Uncle Ty looked from one to the
other questioningly. “Tell me what?”

“He wants you to take over the
ranch,” Clara answered, looking him
over. “Do you know anything about
running a ranch?”

“Why—not much. I'm a farmer.”

Clara looked triumphant. “Then
you can’t run this ranch, can you?”

“Why—I don’t know—"

“He’s got a 1600-acre farm,” said
Andy. “He works more hands than
we do.”

. Clara was very quiet. “He wants
you to crawl in his bed when he dies,
wrap a bandage around your head,

What does

and pretend that you are him! Will
you do that?”

Uncle Ty gasped. “Why—I don’t
understand—"

“You will when he tells you about
it,” Andy said brusquely. “Come on.”
As Clara moved to follow them, she



52 COMPLETE WESTERN BOOK MAGAZINE

said, “Pike’s dead.”

Andy swung about. “What?”

“They found his body. They found
Young Carlisle too. Beaverstock run
off a bunch of your cattle and Pike
was on his trail.” "

This, then, was the bad news he had
seen in her eyes. It added to the sense
of impending doom that hung over him:
His father was dying, the enemies of
his father were gathering their forces
and had struck their first blow. When
and where would the next one fall?
‘What could he do about it?

He couldn’t leave his father, on his
deathbed. And he didn’t dare to take
matters in his own hands again, so
long as his father lived. His first
attempt to do that had brought on the
present tragic state of affairs.

“Andy!” Thorne’s voice, throttled to
an exhausted pitch, was still caustic and
far-reaching. “What the hell you
talkin’ about out there? Where’s Ty?
Didn’t he come?”

“Here I am, Andrew,” called Uncle
Ty, his voice filled with sad, brotherly
benevolence.

Thorne’s fiery eyes seemed to have
burned the holes in the bandage through
which they blazed. “You talk like a
dam’ preacher. Are you a preacher?”

“No, no, Andrew. I'm a farmer.”

“A farmer!” snorted Thorne. “I
might have knowed it. A damned far-
mer. You think you can run this
ranch?”

Still with benevolence, Uncle Ty said,
“I think I can, Andrew.”

“Humph! A farmer!
how to shoot a gun?”

Uncle Ty smiled.
gotten the old days?”

“The ‘old days’ are still here! My
foreman has just been killed. My cat-
tle have been run off. Guy Eckleman
and Rufe Beaverstock are closin’ in on
me. And look at me! Can’t even set
up in bed!”

You know

“Have you for-

UNCLE TY said soothingly, “Take

it easy, Andrew. You always was
one to-worry. Let me handle every-
thing.”

“Can you handle Guy Eckleman and
Rufe Beaverstock?” :

“I'll do my best,” said Uncle Ty
modestly.

“Your best will have to mighty
damned good. I've got some good men,
all they need is somebody to take
charge of ’em. Can you boss men?
Can you make ’em fight?”

“I reckon you've forgotten the fights
we used to have, Andrew,” Uncle Ty
reminded him gently.

“No, I haven’t forgot. That’s the
reason I sent for you. I didn’t know
you'd turned into a damned farmer.”

“I'm sorry we haven’t kept in closer
touch with each other, Andrew.”

“Humph!” Thorne regarded him
disapprovingly. “You look mighty
soft to me.”

“I can still do a pretty good day’s
work.”

“Well, all right. You've got a lot of
work ahead of you. Of course, there
ain’t nothin’ you can do till I die.
You've got to keep under cover till
then.”

“Maybe you won’t die, Andrew.”

“I won’t die! T’'m goin’ to keep on
livin—in you! Do you understand?”

“Y-yes, I think so.”

“You've got to take my place!
you do it?”

“Ill try. But I don’t see any use
of waiting till you die. I can start
right now.”

“Kinda anxious, huh? But every-
body knows I'm shot all to pieces, and
can’t get out of bed.”

“Does Beaverstock know how bad
you’re hurt?”

“I reckon not.”

“Then if I wrap my head up and let
myself be seen, he and other folks will
think you’re not hurt very bad.”

Can
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Thorne’s eyes burned a little brighter.
“By Gourd! You ain’t lost all your
brains, anyhow!”

This little flare of excitement seemed
to consume him.

He wilted down, while they watched
in silence.

“Good idea—Ty,” he whispered
hoarsely. “You—go ahead. I can’t
last much longer. Can 't last till we get
title to the Old Place—"

After a pause, he said, “When I die,
don’t bury me.”

_They looked at one another wonder-
ingly.

“Andy-—come here.”

Andy stepped closer to the bed.

“You go get Chief Tansak.”

“You mean bring him here?”

“Yes, bring him here. I want to talk
to him.”

Andy didn’t know what he wanted
with the Mohave chief, but he was de-
termined to carry out his wishes to the

Chief Tansak dozed on the bank of
the river, surrounded by a dozen dogs.
His fishing pole was stuck in the mud.
‘The Chief opened one eye and looked
at Andy sourly.

“My father wants to see you. He’s
—sick.”

“Your father?”

“Andrew Thorne.”

The chief opened the other eye and
sat up. “Sure. I come.” The chief
hadn’t forgotten that Andrew Thorne
had got him out of jail. Without an-
other word he rode the twelve miles to
the ranch, half-naked, entirely dirty,
astride a fine golden-colored gelding,
followed by his dogs.

There was a brief dog fight at the
ranch, which Andy broke up by locking
his Irish settler in a feed room, and
when he got into the house, Chief Tan-
sak was standing by the bedside.

“I'm goin’ to die, Chief,” Thorne
was saying.

Chief nodded, and grunted.
“You want to do me a favor?”

The Chief nodded and grunted
again.

“I want you to cremate my body.”

This time the Chief grunted, but did
not nod. “You white man,” he said.

“After a man’s dead, it don’t make
any difference whether he’s white or
red, I reckon.”

Andy listened in numbed silence. He
wanted to protest, but-he felt that he
had no voice in this matter, which con-
cerned not the living but the dead. He
felt that he had already lost his father,
that his voice was coming from another
world. Chief Tansak might have been
a priest, acting as guide and interme-
diary for the departing soul.

Andy turned to Clara and found the
same kind of spell on her.’ Uncle Ty
was staring in strange fascination at
the Chief.

“You good man,” said the Chief, “I
burn you.” 2

Clara’s fingers sank into Andy’s
arm. “You can’t let him do this!”

Thorne turned his weirdly burning
stare upon her. “What do you care?”

“It's—not decent!”

“Decent?” A chuckle rattled in his
throat. “You think it’s decent to put
me in the ground and let the worms
eat me up?”’

She said no more. She merely clung
to Andy.

“What have you got to say about it?”
Thorne asked Andy.

Andy muttered, “Nothin’.”

“And you?” Thorne looked at his
brother.

“Why—I hardly know what to say,
Andrew. This is—well, I never heard
of anything like this, but—I guess it’s
none of my business, if you want it
that way.”

“I want it that way! And I don’t
want none of you to try to change it
after I'm dead. I want Chief Tansak
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to take my body and burn it, and I
don’t want any white man to be there
and see it. You understand, Chief?
I don’t want any white man to know
that I’'m dead.”

“No white man allowed at cere-
mony,” said the Chief.

Thorne seemed satisfied. “You'll
keep your mouth shut about it. You
Indians are good at that. Lots better
than us whites.” His eyes were closing,
and the fire in them was dying out.
“Everything’s fixed now, ain’t it?”

These were the last words he said.
He died quietly and contentedly—so
different from the way he had lived.
Andy could not believe that he was

AND when they went away, and

when at last morning came, noth-
ing had changed very much. It might
have all been a fantastic dream. Every-
where about the ranch, work went on as
usual. So far as the ranch hands knew,
and so far as the world knew, Andrew
Thorne still lived. And there he was
in bed, if they cared to look at him.

. . . And how was the Old Man this
morning? Feeling better this morn-
ing, much better. Ate a hearty break-
fast. Thought he’d be up in a day er
two . . . Well, well, that was fine. But
just what everybody expected. Hell,
you couldn’t kill the Old Man! . . .

Andy felt little grief. He felt only
1 bmission to the living will

dead. He could feel his infl more
strongly than ever.

If he was dead now—and his hand
was growing cold—if he was dead, he
had survived death. He had willed to
go on living, and his presence was
everywhere.

They could burn his body. They
couldn’t destroy him. And keeping his
death a secret was only keeping people
from believing a falsehood about him.
If people were told that he was dead,
they would think he was gone. So it
wouldn’t be right to fool them.

The Indians took the body of An-
drew Thorne away that night. They
came after the ranch was in darkness,
and they went away in the dark. Silently
and solemnly, they carried him away
like the messengers of Death and Dark-
ness.

There was a weird strangeness and
unreality to it all which held Andy in
its spell. He was an outsider, an on-
looker.

Nobody spoke to him and he watched
as from a distance, a very great dis-
tance, unable to interfere and not want-
ing to. He couldn’t have stopped them,
no more than he could have stopped
Death itself when it entered the house.

a P

of his father. To all intents and pur-
poses that will remained in the person
of Uncle Ty. Andy accepted him as the
living expression of his father’s dying
wishes. Others would accept him, for
awhile at least, as Andrew Thorne in
the flesh.

There was one person, however, who
refused to accept him either in the flesh
or the spirit. That was (Clara. Her
hostility was evident at once. Andy
couldn’t understand it.

“He’s runnin’ the ranch now,” Andy
said. “It’s just like the old man was
still runnin’ it.”

“That’s just it, Andy!” she said.
“Oh, don’t you see? You never had
a chance as long as your father lived.
And now—now ke steps in. He’s got
no right to be here. He can’t run this
ranch—not the way things are now.
If he was anything like your father,
he might do it. But he isn’t. He’s just
a mealy-mouthed old fraud!”

Andy resented this. There was alsoa
deeper resentment slowly building up
in him. She had shown her lack of
confidence in him when she went for
help. And she was responsible, even
more than he, for the death of his fa-
ther.
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“I think you’d better go home,” he
told her gruffly.

She flushed. “Do you think you can
send me home like a child?”

“You're actin’ like a kid.”

“Not as much as you are, I hope!
Letting your uncle boss you around—
letting him take the property that is
rightly yours—”

“I don’t deserve anything! I never
did anything to help the old man.”

“And you're not going to get any-
thing! And neither is that old fossil of
an uncle. Both of you are going to lose
everything. As soon as Beaverstock
finds out your father is dead—and you
can’t keep it a secret for long—all hell
will break loose!”

“I can’t keep anything a secret as
long as you know it!” He turned around
and walked away from her.

For a moment she was blindy furious,
and then suddenly her anger was gone,
and she was fearfully alone. They
had never quarreled before. She had
often got mad at him, but he would only
laugh. And then she would feel ashamed
of herself, and it was all over.

This time he hadn’t laughed. This
time she had hurt him deeply, and he
might never get over it. He needed her
now more than ever. And he had told
her to go home.

It was the only thing to do. She
went to the stables and got her horse,
refusing a ranch hand’s offer of as-
sistance. It was the hardest thing she
had ever done, to ride away and leave
Andy, knowing the danger he was in,
feeling useless and unwanted. What
could she do to save him? How could
she make him see his peril? He was
still bound by the shackles his father
had put on him. The only difference
was that now his uncle would rattle the
chains. Unless he threw off these chains
and asserted himself, he was doomed.
Doomed actually to die! He didn’t have

the spirit, he didn’t have the daring
and the initiative to fight the crafty and
overwhelming force he was up against
—not so long as he bowed to the wishes
of his dead father.

‘What could she do to arouse him?

She had seen him truly aroused but
once, That was the night he knocked
Beaverstock down. What had aroused
him then? Her screams. Her danger.
If anything could arose him it would
be her peril, not his. But she was in
no danger. She was riding away from
danger.

When she got back to town, she
stopped at the store to see her faher
the first thing. Previously she had sent
him word that she was helping Andy
take care of his father, but hadn’t seen
him since the night Thorne was shot.

She saw him at his desk talking to
some man, and she didn’t notice who
it was till they both looked up. Recogni-
tion came as a shock.

This was Guy Eckleman.

She had seen him in the store many
times, and she had seen him talking to
her father often. But it was different
now.

There was no positive proof that he
was behind the plot to kill Andrew
Thorne, but Clara had listened to
Thorne’s denunciations and accusations
until she was ready to accept them.

ECKLEMAN was a quiet-spoken
man with steel gray eyes and a
trap-like mouth. He arose courteously
and took off his hat. Clara stared at
him, gripped by uncertainty and fear.
He smiled gravely and spoke her
name. The smile changed him, ban-
ished the hardness of his mouth and re-
minded her that he was a friend of her
father’s and couldn’t be as bad as An-
drew Thorne had said. But his eyes
didn’t change and either did her feelings
toward him.
“Back at last?” said her father. It
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was a reprimand for having gone to the
PXB ranch and for staying so long, and
yet it carried a hesitant kind of anxiety.

“How—how’s the old man?” he
asked.

She said carefully, “He’s been pretty
bad.”

“You think he’ll get well?”

New doubts assailed her. Why was
her father so anxious about. Andrew
Thorne? He hated him, that she
knew.

“Doctor Pinkston said that he would
probably never die like an ordinary
mortal.”

And he hadn’t! This, she told her-
self, was the tragedy of it all. If he
could have died like an ordinary mor-
tal, if all his hatreds could have died
with him, leaving Andy free and unen-
cumbered, free to be himself—

“He—he knows who shot him, of
course,” said Buckley.

Clara couldn’t her eyes from Eckle-
man’s face. “Of course,” she answered
quietly.

“I reckon he cusses me all the time,”
Eckleman said with a forced laugh.

She nodded.

“Maybe he thinks I had something
to do with—this.”

She said, “Yes, he does.” She talked
about him as if he were still alive, be-
cause she knew the grim necessity of
keeping his death a secret; and yet it
didn’t seem to her that she was delib-
erately deceiving them. She didn’t
think about him as being dead.

“I reckon he cusses me too,” said
Buckley.

Again she wondered at his anxiety.
“He didn’t say anything about you—
much.”

Buckley turned to a boy who had
just come up. “What is it, Arthur?”

Arthur, who worked in the bank
across the street, recited rapidly: “Mr.
Frisby says for you to come over to the
bank. They’ve got Birdsong over

there. He’s tryn’ to cash a check for
a thousand dollars you give to Young
Carlisle.”

Sweat was glistening on Buckley’s
forehead, and his temperature seemed
to shoot up suddenly higher. He mut-
tered an oath and started out.

Clara’s surprise was mixed with a
new sense of dismay. She didn’t un-
derstand it at all—why had her father
given Young Carlisle a check for a thou-
sand dollars? One answer left her
shaken and filled with dread. Could
this have been the payoff, resulting in
Young Carlisle’s betrayal of Andy?

She hurried after her father, across
the street, and into the bank. She no-
ticed that Eckleman was coming too,
but keeping in the background.

Jim Guenther, the deputy sheriff, and
Tom Frisby, the bank president, had
Birdsong corraled in the banker’s of-
fice.

As Buckley rushed in, Frisby handed
the check to him and asked, “What
about this?”

Buckley snatched the check, scarcely
glancing at it, and thrust it in his
pocket,

“I didn’t think you’d want us to cash
it,” said the banker.

“No,” said Buckley. “No, of course
not.”

“This man wouldn’t tell us where he
got the check,” the banker went on
curiously.

“It’s all right,” said Buckley quickly.
“I—TN take it.”

EY waited for him to make some
explanation, but he was silent.

“What do you want me to do with
him?” asked the deputy.

Buckley looked as if he would like
to have him shot, but all he said was,
““Oh, that’s all right, Turn him loose,”

The deputy seemed reluctant to do
this. “Did he steal the check?”

“I—I don’t know,” Buckley said.’
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After a silence, the banker spoke,
“Young Carlisle is dead, isn’t he?”

“Yes”

“His widow could cash the check, of
course, if she were entitled to it.”

Birdsong was moving stealthily
away. Guenther suddenly sprang after
him. “Did you kill Young Carlisle?”

Birdsong made a dive for the door,
but the deputy caught him. “You
killed Young Carlisle, didn’t you?”

“No! White man killed him!”

“Then where’d you get the check?”

“I took him. No use burn up
money!”

Guenther held him by the collar. “No
use—what?”

“No use burn up money! I took him.”

The deputy shook him. “Who was
goin’ to burn it up? Where?”

“They burn Young Carlisle.
burn check—if I don’t get it.”

The deputy turned to Buckley. “I
want to know what the hell this is all
about,” he demanded truculently.
“What did you give Young Carlisle a
thousand dollars for?”

Clara held her breath, awaiting the
answer.

“I didn’t give him a thousand dol-
lars!” Buckley said.

“You wrote that check, didn’t you?”

“Yes, but—"

“But what?”

Buckley looked around at the curious
faces, at the strained anxious face of
his daughter. “I wrote that check after
Young Carlisle was dead,” he said, with
a sigh of resignation. “Every time an
Indian dies, I write a check and give it
to them to burn along with his body.”

There was an astonished silence.

“What’s the purpose of that, Buck-
ley?” asked the banker.

“It’s good business, that’s all. The
Indians think I'm givin’ that much
money. You know, when they bring
their baskets and blankets into my
store to sell, I give 'm a check. They

They

come across here and get the money.
They don’t have bank accounts, of
course, and they think that a check is
real money. I get their friendship by
writing these checks and lettin’ them
burn ’em up.”

Clara let out a little cry of relief .

“For God’s sake don’t ‘m!” Buckley
pleaded. “If they find out I've been
cheatin’ them, they’ll burn me!”

The banker was shaking his head in
a flabbergasted manner. Birdsong had
slipped away.

“But you haven’t been cheating
them!” Clara declared.

“They’ll look at it that way. Of
course I didn’t mean no harm, and it
don’t hurt anything.  Burnin’ up
checks ain’t like burnin’ up all the good
stuff they destroy when they have these
cremations—"

“Another cremation!” The deputy
was aroused by the word. “I’ll stop
that!” And he rushed out of the bank.

CLARA saw him coming back, about

a half an hour later. He was riding
in a dead run, as if pursued by the
Devils and his hordes. She fully ex-
pected to see a pack of Indians after
him. But all that she and the crowd
that gathered on the street could see
was the smoke of a fire at the Indian

camp.

The deputy stopped at the sheriff’s
house, and in a little while came riding
back. Eckleman hailed him from in
front of the bank, and he reined up.

“What’s wrong?”

“Everything!”

“Don’t look like you got in there in
time to stop the cremation.”

“No, but I got there in time to see
who they was burnin’!”

“Wasn’t it Young Carlisle?”

“Yes—and Old Man Thorne at the
same time!”

The astonishment which his words
caused was enuogh of itself to stop
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Clara’s heart, and the look which passed
across Eckleman’s face added to her
panic,

The secret was out. She had known
that it would come out sooner or later,
but she had hoped and prayed for a
little time to think and to plan.

Yet what had been the good of all
their plans? She had made plans, Andy
had made plans, and Andrew Thorne
had made the most elaborate, the most
fantastic plan of all. He had planned
to cheat death, to hold what he had after
death. She had planned the capture of
Rufe Beaverstock. And she had lost
Andy.

She watched Eckleman, wracked with
hopelessness and dread. What would
he do now? If she was right in her
suspicions, if Andrew Thorne had been
right, Eckleman’s first move would be
to contact Beaverstock. If he did that,
then she would know her worst fears
were true.

Eckleman was moving leisurely away

from the crowd, which had gathered
around the deputy. He seemed to have
nothing definite in mind. He hesitated
in front of Sercomb’s Saloon, then went
in.
Clara realized how impossible it
would be for her to follow him, to find
out where he was going, or what he was
going to do. She had better go at once
and tell Andy what had happened!

Before she could act on this impulse,
Eckleman came out of the saloon,
glanced across the street at the Beaver
Hotel, then sauntered toward it.

Clara wondered if Beaverstock might
be at the hotel. Beaverstock had shot
Andrew Thorne and he had raided the
PXB range. Would he dare to come
back and show himself in Tulleride?

So far as she knew, he hadn’t shown
himself; and what better place for him
to hide safely and comfortably to await
developments than his own hotel room?
It would suit him much better than

some hideout in the hills.

Tense with excitement, cold with
fear, and strong with sudden determina-
tion, Clara started for the hotel. There
was no need or possibility of snooping.
She would simply walk in and ask Two-
Bit Hoover if Beaverstock was there.
He might lie to her, but she could tell
if he was lying.

She stepped into the lobby not more
than two minutes after the door had
closed behind Eckleman, and she found
it empty. She waited at the desk for a
minute, then walked back toward the
curtained doorway which marked
Hoover’s living quarters.

Eckleman’s voice came from the floor
above and that of another man which
she would have sworn was Beaver-
stock. She couldn’t hear what they
said, and the sound of a closing door
cut off their voices.

Impulsively, with the blood pounding
in her ears, she turned toward the stair-
way. It was terrifically important to
know if Eckleman was up there talking
to Beaverstock—she might even hear
what they were saying!

NOW that she was trying not to be

seen or heard, she no longer had
the self-assurance which had brought
her here. The rattling of a paper on
the desk, the slight creak of a board
under step, sent chills through her as
she crept up the stairs.

The hallway above was filled with
startling sounds and fearful shadows.
She imagined that some of the doors
closed softly at her approach, and she
listened briefly at each one as she
moved toward the front of the building.

At the last door, the one to the room
overlooking the street, she heard the
voices again. As she moved nearer,
they came a little plainer. One was
Eckleman’s, of that she was sure. And
the other—was the other Beaverstock?
She was at the door, now, straining to
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hear—

“What are you doin’ there?” growled
a voice behind her.

Her knees collapsed, but somehow
the rigidity in the rest of her body held
her up. She couldn’t speak. She
couldn’t make a sound.

A hand was on her shoulder, twisting,
crushing. “Turn around here, lemme
look at you!”

She didn’t turn with her own strength
—she didn’t have that much strength—
but now she was facing him. She had
seen him on the street a few times, but
she didn’t know who he was.

He stared at her a moment, then
rapped on the closed door, once shaprly,
twice lightly. The door opened. Bea-
verstock stood there.

Well, if it ain’t—is itP—yes, it is!
Little Miss Buckley! What can I do
for you?”

Clara still couldn’t speak.

“You can tell her what you was talk-
in’ about,” growled the guard. “That’s
what she was tryin’ to hear.”

“She was?” Buckley pretended great
surprise. “And did she hear anything?”

Clara found her voice. “No! ButI
know what you were talking about, and
what you’re planning to do!”

He was smiling and scowling down at
her. “You know a lot, don’t you?
Come in.”

She tried to back away, but the guard
shoved her into the room.

“You're pretty smart—for a gal,”
Beaverstock said. “Maybe you better
tell us what you know, and then we’ll
all be smart.”

The fear that petrified her was not
for herself. She knew they wouldn’t
hurt her. They wouldn’t dare! Would
they?

No. It was Andy they were plotting
against. Eckleman was behind it all,
just as Andrew Thorne had said from
the start. She had satisfied herself on
that score. But what a bitter “satis-

faction” it was!

“Maybe you're fixin’ another double-
cross!” Beaverstock chuckled. “The
other one didn’t work out so well, did
it? You ain’t as good at that as your
old man is—Say!”

His sardonic humor vanished “Are
you workin’ against your old man?”

She was bewildered. “What—do you
mean?”

“Don’t you know he’s in this thing
with us?”

“No! He’s not!”

Beaverstock began to grin again.
“Oh! Ain’t he?”

Footsteps pounded down the hall-
way, there was the gruff challenge of
the guard, and then Buckley’s voice.
The door flew open, and Buckley
plunged into the room.

“What are you doin’ here?” he
shouted at Clara.

E shock of Beaverstock’s words
was still on her.

“She just wanted to know what was
goin’ on,” said Beaverstock. “Seems
like you haven’t been tellin’ her much.
She didn’t know that you and me was
partners.”

Buckley turned on him furiously.
“And you told her! Damn you—!”

He made a wild lunge at the big gun-
man. Beaverstock seemed to be aston-
ished at the attack. He stumbled back-
ward as Buckley lashed out at him with
swinging fists. Then he got his bal-
ance. A bull-like bellow filled the room,
as Buckley charged; then came Clara’s
scream, high and piercing.

All this noise was. enough to arouse
the town. The scream was particularly
penetrating, and it reached many ears.
It was the one and only sound that had
ever aroused Andy to blind and reck-
less fury.

He had never quite forgotten it, nor
had he entirely recovered from the feel-
ing it gave him—it was like a sharp
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knife running through him, then splin-
tering into a lot of little jabbing knives
all through his body.

A similar feeling came over him
when he saw Clara riding away
from the ranch that day. It was not so
piercing, and it did not arouse him to
fury. But it cut him deeply—not that
she was going home, but that he had
told her to go. What in hell had come
over him, anyway?

All of his resentment was now turned
upon himself. He was filled with re-
morse and a smoldering kind of fury.
No wonder she had no confidence in
him, no wonder she had gone for help
when he started after Beaverstock.

Andy had every reason to hate Bea-
verstock and to suspect Eckleman. And
now that his father was dead, he was
free to go after them.

And this, of course, he would do.
But hatred and suspicion were not a
part of it, because they were not a part
of him.

“I’ll find him,” he told himself. T’'ll
kill him.” But he didn’t hate him.

Why?

Tt worried him because he didn’t hate
the man. It proved once more there
was something lacking in him—some
wheels missing, just like his old man
said.

He tried cussing Beaverstock, Meth-
odically he went down the list, calling
him everything that he was: A crook,
a killer, a thief.

It didn’t do any good. 'There were
a lot of crooks and killers and thieves
in the world. He didn’t approve of
them. But still he didn’t hate them.

“But,” he told himself sternly, “this
one killed your old man! Don’t that
mean anything to you? Don’t you hate
him for that?”

To be absolutely honest about it, he
didn’t. And he had to be absolutely hon-
est with himself.

“It was my fault that he killed my

“I was
It’s

old man,” he told himself.
after him. T messed things up.
all my fault.”

“He was after your cattle,” he
argued back. “You had a right to go
after him.. And he trapped you. He
would have killed you. Don’t that
make you hate him?”

AGAIN he had to answer honestly

that it didn’t. He recognized the
fact that it was his life or the other
man’s. He would fight for his life; the
other man would fight for his. You
couldn’t hate him for that. Killer, crook,
thief that he was, you couldn’t hate
him for trying to get the best of a man
who was trying to get him.

“Oh, well,” he finally decided. “I
don’t have to hate him. All I have to
do is find him and kill him.”

He started for town. No doubt he
would find Beaverstock there, strut-
ting the streets, backed by his gang.

Andy knew he was beaten before
he started. He realized too keenly his
own shortcomings. Before him always
was the shining example of his father,
who hated his foes so fiercely, who
fought them fiercely, and finally tri-
umphed over them. Could any man
fight, could any man kill, unless he
hated first?

Andy’s gloomy reflections were
pierced by a scream, and he realized
that he had come fifteen miles and
was riding down the main street of
Tulleride.

Again came the scream, and he could
tell it was coming from the Hoover
Hotel. This was his last rational de-
duction. His mind was suddenly
blanked out. Knives were piercing
him. Fires were sweeping through
him. Explosions were going off in his
head.

Instead of pulling open the flimsy
screen door at the entrance to the
hotel, he ran through it. Instead of
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climbing or running up the steps, he
just took a jump or two and he was
on the upper landing.

A guard stepped out in front of
him. “Where you goin’—?”

He hit the guard so hard that he
smashed in another doorway with his
catapulting  body. This room was
empty. As Andy leaped past the body
of the fallen guard, the latter opened
fire.

This was not a much louder explo-
sion than the ones Andy had been
hearing right along; but there was
nothing imaginary about the slug which
tore off part of his sleeve and burned
a streak across his shoulder blade.
Andy whirled, thrust his gun into the
other man’s face and fired. The man’s
head seemed to explode, and the noise
of it, and the fragments of it filled the
little darkened hallway. It was just
more noise to Andy. There was no
consciousness of having blown a man’s
head off.

Other doors were flying open now,
other guns were thundering. Andy
went down that bullet-slashed corridor,
the flame of his six-gun stabbing back
at each fiery tongue of death that
licked out at him. Every open door-
way was a door to hell. Andy went
in them all. He went over dead men
into empty rooms, he kicked guns from
the hands of terrified guards, he ham-
mered them down with the barrel of
his gun when it was empty.

In all the noise, in the roar of six-
guns, the yells of the injuged and the
terror-stricken, there was one small
sound which was louder than all the
rest in Andy’s ears. The sound of
Clara’s voice. It told him that she
was in danger. That was all he knew.
It had come but twice. If it would
come again, if it would only tell him
where she was—

Her silence was worse than all the
guns. There was more to fear in it.

And these empty rooms. There seemed
to be a hundred of them. All alike.
A bed, a chair, a washstand, a window.
Had he been running in and out of
the same one all the time?

No, for here in the hallway were
the doors. Here were the men who
occupied those rooms. Occupying the
hallway now. Sprawled there like
drunks. Except for the blood. Except
for their infernal moaning and yelling.

THERS were running down the

stairs. One man fell backward
over the bannister as Andy came his
way, and smashed to the floor below.
At the end of the hall there was one
door closed. Andy started for it, shov-
ing cartridges into his gun.

It opened before he got there, and
Guy Eckleman peered cautiously out.
He disappeared at once, and when Andy
dived through the doorway, Eckleman
stood there with a lifted chair. He
brought it down on Andy’s head, splin-
tering the chair.

Andy had little time to fool with
him, for he saw Clara just then. He
swung on Eckleman as he passed,
slapped him across the room, and went
on to see about Clara. She seemed to
be all right, and Andy began to come
to his sense. Then she screamed again.
“Look out! Andy!”

Just what he had to look out for
wasn’t clear. She was all right, wasn’t
she? What was she hollering about?

She shoved him as a gun blasted at
the back of his head. He saw Beaver-
stock then, and went after him. Just
the way he had gone after the others,
except a lot happier about it. This
was what Clara had been hollering
about. This Beaverstock. And now
he would fix him for good.

He poured a stream of lead into him
as he ran toward him. But it didn’t
blast him down. The man was either
bullet-proof, or Andy had missed.
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Missed, this close? But he had.

But now he was close enough to use
his gun as a club, and he couldn’t
miss. He chopped Beaverstock’s gun
from his hand, knocked it as it exploded
again into the floor. Then he started
chopping Beaverstock, himself. He
chopped a hole in his head before he
let up.

Andy felt very happy now. He
turned around to see about Clara again.
He didn’t see her at once. But he did
see Eckleman, who was untwisting
himself from the knot into which Andy
had tied him with one sweeping blow,
and was grabbing at his gun. Andy
shot him before he got his gun out.
He was in a hurry. He had to see
about Clara.

She was lying on the floor, near the
body of a man. It was Buckley. Andy
couldn’t be bothered about him. He
lifted Clara, inert, pale as death. He
took her up in his arms, cradling her
in stricken silence. Then he carried
her from the room, through the grue-
somely cluttered hallways, down the
stairs and into the street. People were
all around him, but he scarcely saw
them. He was staring at Clara’s closed
eyes, praying they would open, at her
lips, praying they would move.

His prayers were answered. They
must have been, for the first thing she
said when she opened her eyes was,
“Andy! Thank God!”

But immediately she jumped from
his arms like a frightened rabbit.
“Dad!” she said. “Where’s dad?”

The way she ran back in the hotel,
Andy knew there could be nothing
much the matter with her. He realized
that she had only fainted.

Knowing Clara was all right restored
Andy to a normal state of mind. If
she was all right, everything was all
right. He began to notice the other
people and to speculate on just what
had happened inside the hotel. He

knew that he had been in there and
that he had done a lot of shooting. He
had killed Beaverstock and he had
downed Eckleman. That was all right,
too.

Clara came out of the hotel with
her father. Buckley looked dazed and
Clara was holding him, guiding him
down the steps. Andy stepped for-
ward.

Buckley stopped, backed off in
alarm. “I didn’t do it!” he said. “Bea-
verstock’s a liar!”

ANDY glanced inquiringly at Clara.

She said, “He’s—out of his head,
I guess. Beaverstock knocked him un-
conscious.”

“Beaverstock’s a liar!” Buckley
mumbled. “Don’t believe him.”

“Of course he is, soothed Clara.
“And you don’t have to worry about
him any more. He’s dead.”

“Dead?” Buckley rolled his eyes at
her. “Beaverstock’s dead?”

She nodded. /

“How—what happened?”

“Andy got t.here, just after Beafer-
stock hit you.”

Buckley stared dazedly at Andy.
“You killed him?”

Andy nodded. “Reckon I did.”
Buckley stiffened. “Where’s Eckle-
man?”

“He’s dead too,” said Clara.

Buckley’s eyes grew wider. “You?”
he muttered. “You killed him too?

Andy nodded. He was feeling un-
comfortable. People were crowding
around, and Two-Bit Hoover piped,
“He cleaned out the whole gang! All
by himself!”

Andy could see the astonishment in
his friends, and he was beginning to be
astonished with himself. He began
to see that he had accomplished some-
thing extraordinary. But he felt no
pride in his accomplishment; he felt
only vague wonder and gratefulness
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that it was all over.

“He killed Rufe Beaverstock . . .
He killed Guy Eckleman . . . He killed
a dozen gunslingers . . . 17

They were whispering all around him,
they were staring at him as at a stran-
ger—all of these people he knew so

well. He didn’t like it. He was no
killer. He was Andy Thorne, their
friend. He was everybody’s friend.

He -hated nobody, not even the men
he had killed. It had been necessary
to fight them and he had recognized
that necessity. But if it hadn’t been
for Clara’s cries, he would not have
killed these men. He would most likely
have been killed himself.

Clara was watching him anxiously,
and her eyes began to shine. She
seemed to be reading his thoughts. “I
w why you did it,” she whispered. “I

p jgnqw why!”

“He grinned a little. “Then you know
you've got to be careful.”

“Careful?”

“Sure. Every time you holler, look
what it does to me!”

And she could do things to him with-
out hollering. Things were beginning
to happen to him now, and she was
just looking at him.

UNCLE TY came riding into town,
followed by a string of PXB
punchers. His head was bandaged and
is face completely concealed, except
for his eyes, mouth, and the tip of his
“nose.

He pulled up near the crowd and
shouted, “What in hell you gawkin’ at?”
And he did a first rate job of imper-
sonation.

The deputy stammered. “But—they
burned you up! - I saw ’em!”

Uncle Ty snorted, “What are you
talkin’ about? You gone crazy?”

The deputy gave a pretty good imi-
tation of a crazy man. “You're dead!”
he cried. “You're a ghost!”

The idea was no more fantastic than
the report he had brought about the
cremation of Andrew Thorne. The
crowd seemed almost willing to accept
it. If Andrew Thorne had been cre-
mated, here was his ghost—the cussin’,
spittin’ spirit of the old hellion. You
couldn’t kill a man like that, you
couldn’t even burn him up!

Some Indians, headed by Chief Tan-
sak, approached. They paid no atten-
tion to the “ghost” they had created—
so maybe it didn’t actually exist!

They surrounded Buckley.

“You cheat ’em” said Chief Tansak.

Buckley backed off, mumbling, “I
didn’t cheat nobody!”

“You make ’em think you give
money! Check not money, Birdsong
say.” 5

Buckley frantically searched his poc-
kets. “It is money! All you have to
do is take it to the bank and cash it.
You know that!”

He produced the thousand-dollar
check, scribbled an indorsement on it.
“Here! You take it to the bank and
get the money. Give it to Yreka.”

Chief Tansak studied the check for
a long time, evidently trying to fathom
the mysteries of banking and finance.

He grunted again; turned and strode
toward the bank, while Clara told her
father, “That was grand of you, dad!”

Let other people call her father a
crook. She knew better!

He looked at her gratefully. “You
—you know I didn’t really mean to
cheat ’em.”

“Of course you didn’t.”

He wiped his brow. “You—you
know Beaverstock was lyin’, don’t
you?”

“Of course he was!”

The Indians were coming out of the
bank. Chief Tansak had a handful of
money. Real money. Chief Tansak
looked very happy, but still a bit puz-
zled about it all.
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Every cowman in that pothook crew looked like a killer, and Joe Harper
was bringing in three thousand head of sheep. . . .
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“Don’t worry about your Mother,” Joe said to the kid

OE HARPER went back to the
J Lazy H ranch following his fa-
ther’s funeral and took a look at
his inheritance—three thousand head
of sheep. And in a hostile cow coun-
try!
Besides, Joe Harper didn’t like
sheep.

But Seth Harper, his father, had
64

been having trouble with the big Pot-
hook outfit on the Muddy, and Jim
Byfield of the B-in-a-Box over range
boundaries and, having been bested in
a few minor bouts, Seth, being an ob-
stinate old cowman, had sold his cattle
and bought sheep.

And Seth also hated sheep!

But Harper owned eight sections of
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land, only two sections of which were
under fence, and he’d like to see anyone
stop him from grazing his woolies on
his own patented land!

Hake Segrum, manager of the Pot-
hook, was the first to hear that Harper
had trailed in a herd of sheep through
Sawmill Pass; that the sheep had been
unloaded at Sawmill Siding, which was
only eighteen miles south of Harper’s
range limits. And the woolies were on
the range before anyone, including Slug
Ketchum, knew it. . Slug, a Pothook
cowhand, hunting strays, spied the
sheep just after they had struck Har-
per’s graze, and so raced to tell his
beetle-browed boss, Hake Segrum.

A delegation of cowmen called upon
Harper within a week and demanded
that he get rid of those sheep.

“Shore! Shore!” agreed Seth,
heartily. “You boys want to buy ’em,
" of course!”

“Nada!” barked Hake Segrum. “We
want ’em off'n the range pronto! Al-
ready they’re stinkin’ up the whole
damn country.”

“And they’re on my land!” informed
Harper.

“But they can easily stray off any
minute,” reminded Jim Byfield.

“I got expert herders—Mexicans—
’tendin’ to that chore,” Seth said. “They
won’t let ’em stray off.”

“Hell! We ain’t here to argy!” blus-
tered Segrum. “You get rid of them
woolies, or we will!”

“Would you like for me to tell the
sheriff about that threat?” Harper
asked quietly.

“He didn’t mean it that way,” Jim
Byfield tried to soothe the sheepman.
“Anyway, he didn’t include me in that
el

“Pll remember that, too,” Harper
said. “But Segrum threatened to do
something to my sheep. That calls for
protection, one way or another. In my
case I guess Ill have to appeal to the

law, Segrum having about twenty gun-
men on his payroll. So I aim to de-
mand protection from the law—after
Segrum’s threat which you all heard.”

Jim Byfield was far more level-
headed than Hake Segrum who, be-
cause of the power he wielded as boss
of the vast Pothook spread, believed
he could say or do anything he pleased
and get away with it.

ALL this Seth Harper told him be-

fore Byfield managed to induce
the big cowman to leave with his gun-
men Crew.

Two days later Seth Harper was
found dead on the South range. He
had been shot in the back—twice. And
there wasn’t a man on the range who
didn’t believe the slayer was Hake Seg-
rum, or that he had hired the sheep-
man murdered.

Every member of the Pothook crew
of riders looked like a murderer to the
average cow-hand, and they were left
pretty well alone by everybody.

Segrum was also unpopular every-
where he went because of his arrogance
and his insolence.

He was, of course, popular enough on
the Pothook. But real cowmen would
not have stood for a lot of his doings
even there. Particularly the merciless
beatings of his young stepson and the
mistreatment of his wife.

Bobby Osborn, who refused to accept
the name of Segrum after his mother
had married the cowman, had no friends
on the Pothook. No one dared be
friendly with the lonely boy. But he
found a firm friend in Joe Harper.

The youngster had first come over
the Harpers’ Lazy H a year ago, his
mind in a daze and his body a mass of
bruises and lacerations. The boy had
wandered away from the Pothook after
a beating at the hands of his stepfather,
and had collapsed and fallen from his
pony in sight of the Lazy H ranch
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house. Joe Harper had seen the boy
tumble from his horse onto the shale
rock below the Vermillion Cliffs along
whose base the horse trail rambled.

He carried the delirious boy to the
house and sent one of the riders for Doc
Zinke. Joe, himself, rode over to the
Pothook and, luckily, found Mrs. Seg-
rum alone at the house. He told her
that her boy was in good hands and
that he would return as soon as he was
able,

“Oh, thank you—and God bless
you!” Mrs. Segrum cried, eyes red from
weeping. “I—I have been worried
about him. Did—did—he tell you—
how it—happened?”

“Well, in his delirium, he kinda let
it out,” Joe replied. “But I won’t say
anything to anybody.”

“Thanks,” she breathed.

As Joe rode homeward he pondered
over the ways of humankind—on Pride
which suffers all kinds of pain and an-
guish so that it may hold up its head,
and for no good reason!

Bobby, only 15, wanted to rush right
home as soon as his consciousness had
returned, for fear his mother would be
worried, but Joe assured him that he
had talked to his mother and he was to
stay until he was healed.

“Gee!” said Bobby, his eyes misting.
“Gee! Are there people like that!”

People like Joe Harper, he meant—
people who were kind and helpful.

“What will Segrum say about yore
absence?” Joe wondered one day.

“Oh, he won’t notice it,” Bobby
replied. “He’ll think Mother is just
keeping me out of his sight for a few
days. She used to do that.”

It was following this visit which
lasted nearly two weeks, that Bobby
Osborn told the Harpers how Hake
Segrum often beat his mother almost
into insensibility, too.

“Sometimes she isn’t able to get out
of bed for over a week,” the boy said,

“but she won’t have a doctor because
she doesn’t want anybody to know it.”

“Segrum prob’ly wouldn’t allow her
to have one, anyway, for the same rea-
son,” Seth Harper opined.

The Harpers promised they would
tell no one of the unhappy condition in
the Segrum household, knowing it
would do no good, and Bobby some-
how knew they would keep their word.

*“Mr. Segrum—he—he broke my
arm once—threw me against the wall,”
the boy told them.one day. He always
referred to Segrum as “Mister” Se-

um.

“That was three years ago, though,”
he said. “And—and Mother is blind
in one eye—one is glass—because Mr.
Segrum knocked her left eye out with
a coffee cup. The handle of the cup
struck her in the eye.”

Joe Harper shuddered and glanced at
his father.

“Nice gent, this Segrum,” grunted
Seth, gripping the arms of his chair.

SEGRUM wouldn’t live very long if
he chanced to show up on the Lazy
H along about that time, Joe thought.

Bobby Osborn was a gun enthusiast.
He coudn’t keep his hands off the rifles
which hung on some deer antlers in the
big living-room of the Lazy H. Seth, ob-
serving this for the hundredth time,
winked at Joe and said:

“Reckon yuh could learn to shoot
that rifle yuh got in yore hands?”

“Sure, and I betcha I could hit a
bullseye, too,” Bobby boasted. “See how
steady I can hold ’er!”

“Let’s take him up on that, Joe,”
smiled Seth.

Joe got some cartridges from a closet
shelf and they went out and let the
wildly excited boy shoot at a mark for
nearly an hour,

After he was able to make the trip,
he was over to the Lazy H almost every
day and whenever they had time, one or



TOUGH COUNTRY MEANS WINCHESTER WELCOME 67

the other of the Harpers would give
the boy some lessons in marksmanship.

Bobby learned fast, too. He was,
Seth said, “a natural” with a rifle, and
soon became so proficient that Seth said
to him one day:

“Yuh got any place at home where
yuh could keep that rifle hid from yore
stepfather?”

‘The boy gulped, he swallowed briskly
three or four times, his eyes filling.
Then he shook his head. At last he
found his voice.

“I guess maybe you was going to
give it to me—only I couldn’t take it,
Mr. Harper. My—Mr. Segrum would
be sure to find it and take it away from
me—and maybe beat my mother for
letting me bring it to the house.”

“Shucks, it’s yores, anyway,” said
Seth. “Only yuh just leave it here.
Yore mother doesn’t mind how often
yuh come over here, does she?”

““Oh, no, sir,” Bobby said. “She likes
to have me come over here. She says
you and Joe are a good—in-in-fluence.
And thank you for the rifle. I can’t
seem to do much to pay you all for be-
ing so good to me.”

“She’s done paid, boy!” Seth Harper
said heartily, clapping the boy on the
back. “Yuh’re a purty good sort of
little jigger yoreself.”

“So there’s nothing to worry about,
is there?” Joe chimed in to relieve the
pent-up situation. “The gun is yores,
feller, an’ here is a hundred rounds of
cartridges. Now you take the gun an’
go huntin’ or do as yuh please. Only
be shore to obey all the rules we taught
yuh and yuh won’t shoot yoreself or
get into any other trouble.”

Bobby didn’t shoot the rifle for the
next half hour. Tears of joy and grati-
tude were too close to the surface to
permit of expert shooting, and the Har-
pers, observing that, pretended to be
busy at something else.

But from the next day onward the

boy’s marksmanship improved until
within three months, the lad was a bet-
ter shot than either of his teachers.

To Joe, Seth Harper said:

“With those new telescope sights yuh
bought him, the boy can pick off a fly’s
hind laig at dang nigh a thousand yards.
He’s just a natural-born marksman.
That’s why he loves guns so much. It's
in his system.”

Bobby was at the Lazy H ranch
house when Joe returned from attending
his father’s funeral.

“’Lo, Joe,” he said. “I—I wish I
could say somethin’ tha’d sound better’n
that. But I—I can’t think of words
good enough to say about how I feel
about—about Mr. Harper.”

“I know, Bobby,” Joe said, patting
his arm. “I know how you feel—hke a
pal, huh?”

BOBBY nodded, briskly. He didn’t
seem to notice that the tears were
running down his cheeks and dropping
off the end of his chin in a little rivulet.

“Yeah,” he said, “that’s it—like a—
a—pal. You—you goin’ to find the
feller that did it an’—an’—fix his
clock?”

“I think I know who did it, Bobby,”
Joe said. “Soon’s I make shore, I hope
to take care of him—yeah.”,

“An’ I'll be right with you,” Bobby
said seriously.

Joe Harper would like to get rid of
those bothersome sheep, but he knew
that his father wanted him to hang onto
them until the range problems had been
settled, Only Joe wasn’t at all sure he
knew what those problems were. His
father, not anticipating death, had not
informed him of all the angles.

But range problems have a way of
developing on their own account. Joe
began to learn that almost immediately
when Manuel Gonzales came hobbling
into the ranchyard with a bullet in his
thigh. A bunch of masked men, he
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said, had shot him and chased off the
herd. There were only about 500 sheep
in the flock he was holding over on
Grove creek, because there wasn’t much
grass in that section.

Manuel was more discerning than
most Mex herders. He had observed
that several of the horses ridden by the
raiders bore a pothook on the right hip.

Strange, thought Joe, that the cow-
men had not reasoned that the brands
would give them away, but perhaps they
believed the herder was dead, since he
also suffered a crease which knocked
him out for a short time. Or else the
men just plainly didn’t care. That
would be more like Segrum.

The flock was hazed down the creek
a short distance where less than a dozen
were killed, for the idea, apparently,
was to serve as warning and not to de-
stroy the herd.

A week later Pedro Martinez was
shot and killed by a gang of raiders,
who, Joe estimated from the horse:
tracks, must have numbered about
twelve.

He met Jim Byfield next day and
asked him what he knew about it.

“I haven’t ridden on any raid what-
soever,” Byfield swore. “I heard about
the other one in which a Mex herder
was shot. I never should have joined
up with Segrum in the first place. And
don’t blame me for anything that hap-
pens from here on. I’m through with
that wife beater!”

Wife beater!
around!

The flock which Martinez had been
holding on the East ranch had not been
molested to any extent. Perhaps a hun-
dred sheep had been wounded and per-
haps a dozen killed outright, but that
was only wanton destruction practiced
by sadistic men who loved to watch suf-
fering among dumb animals, Joe rea-
soned.

The sheep were heavy with wool and

So it had gotten

they should be sheared, but the business
was so new to Joe Harper that he didn’t
know what to do next. And Pedro Mar-
tinez, the only sheep expert in the crew
that his father had hired, was dead.

Segrum called at the Lazy H a few
days after the murder of the second
herder with an offer to purchase the west
range, adjoining the Pothook range. He
was accompanied by two of his gunnies.

“Just to keep peace on th’ range, ’'m
offerin’ yuh 50 cents an acre for them
five hundred acres,” the ranch manager
said.

“Yuh don’t mean to say yuh’d pay all
that money for them measley five hun-
dred acres!” said Joe sarcastically.
“Ol Joe Philanthropy hisself,” he
jeered.

Then, angrily: “Look, Segrum—or
whatever yore name was before yuh
come to this white man’s country” and
Segrum’s right hand dropped to his gun
butt—“to me that range is worth just
fifty dollars an acre, so if you've got
that much dinero to plank down in cash
mebbe—an’ only mebbe—TI'll talk busi-
ness with yuh. Although I’d prefer to
talk to any other skunk on the range.”

Joe was angry just at the sight of the
man who, he was certain, had slain his
father—or ordered him murdered; and
then, too, here was the man who had
beaten little Bobby almost to a pulp and
who had blinded his wife with his brutal
beatings. So he talked a bit out of
turn.

BUT he reasoned that Segrum
wouldn’t kill him in front of wit-
nesses, even his own men. One or the
other might turn out to a blackmailer.
Besides, he didn’t know but there were
witnesses on Joe’s side inside the house
or one of the outbuildings. So Segrum
only said:

“Yuh don’t like me much, do yuh?”

“Like yuh—hell!’ I think yuh're a
wife-beatin’, - child-beatin’, back-shoot-

bl
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in’ murderer! Like yuh! Could any-
body like a skunk like that!”

1t looked as though fireworks would
start then, but one of the gunnies laid

.a soothing hand on Segrum’s arm.

There would be plenty of time to
get this young upstart when there were
no possible witnesses present. There
was no sense in flying off at the handle.

Segrum started to turn away.

“I’'m rememberin’ all this,” he said
out of a corner of his mouth. “An’ yuh
better take my offer. I ain’t gonna
make no more. An’ I generally make
my offers stick.” >

“Try goin’ to hell, will yuh!” Joe
snarled, almost beside himself with
rage.

He was angry at himself, too, for
mentioning wifebeating and child-beat-
ing to Segrum. Now the cowman might
suspect that Bobby had told on his
stép-father and would get more beat-
ngs as a result. But it was too late
now to recall his words.

Joe Harper had only three herders
left—three green Mexicans who could
barely understand a word of English.
He knew nothing about sheep. And
now he began to suspect that his stub-
born father had imported that herd just
for the purpose of irritating Hake Se-
grum. Or perhaps force him to buy
the Harper outfit.

Which, indeed, was the case.

But fifty cents an ace was a ridicu-
lous offer for the Lazy H west range.
All of the land was capable of irriga-
tion, and there were at least 500 acres
that could be planted to alfalfa and
watered. It would be worth, under
those conditions, at least $100 an acre.

A week after Segrum’s visit, Bobby
Osborn, in a near-fainting condition,
dropped from an old horse at the door-
way of the Lazy H. Joe rushed out
and picked him up. The boy’s face
was white and strained and tear-

stained, and he was incapable of
speech, though conscious.

“What’s wrong?” Joe demanded, as
he placed the boy on the bed in the
spare room. “You look as though
something terrible has happened.”

“Mr. Segrum—he—he ki-ki-killed—
Mother,” the boy gasped, finally.

“Killed her?”

“He—he beat her—because of me,”
Bobby said faintly. He was no longer
able to sob.

“Beat her to death?”

“Yes. I—she was—defending me.
He—he gets into terrible rages. So he
—he struck her—knocking her down.
I tried to—to stop him, but he hit me
on the head with something—and I—
don’t know what happened then. I
guess—I guess it—was after that—
that he killed—Mother—beat her and
kicked her to death. I—I—when I
woke up—I cr-cr-crawled over to her
lying on the floor—and she was c-c-cold.
Her heart wasn’t beating. She was
terribly bruised and torn—and smil-
ing!”

“Smiling?”

“Yes. I—I guess she was—happy
—to be—dead!”

Joe held the boy more tightly in his

arms.

Smiling! Glad to be out of the
clutches of that beast at last!

Finally, under Joe’s ministrations and
with the aid of a strong sedative,
Bobby went to sleep.

“Now I HAVE got to kill that wife-
murdering hombre,” Joe Harper told
himself over and over, as he sat and
watched Bobby Osborn twist and turn
and moan in his enforced slumber.

BOBBY awoke at twilight, fresh tears
in his eyes, a fresh wound in his
young heart—his mother murdered—
horribly—by the man she married so
that her son would have a home and
an opportunity for a start in life!
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“There—there’s something else—I
ought to tell you,” Bobby said to Joe
hours later. “Mr. Segrum—was start-
ing to beat me because—because I
overheard him and Somb Mannigan
talkin’—an’ they—they figger to run
your sheep over the Vermillion Cliffs
in broad daylight tomorrow afternoon
—so the whole valley can see. All of
them are going to wear masks, Mr.
Segrum, too.”

“But most of the sheep are on the
flats below the cliffs,” Joe said.

“Yeh, but they bribed the Mexicans
to drive them up over the two wide
trails tonight. Gave them fifty dollars
apiece. Soon as the sheep are all over
the cliff, Segrum and Somb Mannigan
are coming down here to kill you,”
Bobby said. “I was makin’ a toy wagon
in Mr. Segrum’s office while they were
talkin’ and they heard me. Then Mr.
Segrum beat me.”

“Do yuh think Segrum will miss yuh
an’ figger yuh come over here to tell
me this?” Joe wondered. Bobby shook
his head.

“He locked the door with Mother and
I inside. He prob’ly won’t look in till
sometime tomorrow. I got a secrut
way of gettin’ out. That’s how come I
got away. He'll think I'm still in
there.”

“Who killed my father—did they
mention it?” Joe asked then quietly,
acting on a hunch.

“Somb Mannigan killed him,” Bobby
answered promptly. “He mentioned
it while they were talking about your
sheep. Mr. Segrum said he would give
him another hundred dollars after you
had been killed.”

“What about you—what did Segrum
plan to do with you?” Joe asked, then.

“I dunno; he didn’t say,” the boy
answered listlessly.

Joe pondered. Soon he said:

“Stick right there, kid. I'm going
out scouting a bit. Gradually I'm get-

ting hold of an idea. Maybe it’ll work.
We'll see. Hold yoreself up by yore
chin till I get back. Then we’ll talk
some more about things.”

He went down to the barn then and
saddled a horse and rode down to the
lower range and kept himself hidden
in the shrubbery that lined Cottonwood
coulee. From that vantage point he
saw the herder down there start the
sheep heading toward the trail that
led to the top of the mesa.

“Well, Segrum bribed that one, all
right,” Joe grunted.

It was dark when he reached the
South range, but he could hear the
sheep moving up the trail. Another
section of the herd was heading for its
ultimate destruction.

Joe had an idea which required a
lot of fast work—an all-night job, prob-
ably. He remembered that there was
a corral almost in the pathway of the
slow-moving flock. So he rode forward
and dropped a gun on Escarnacion
Trujillo.

In a few minutes he had bound the
Mexican and had taken his place be-
hind the herd.

He made three trips to the ranch
house and worked hard and feverishly
—and oh, so carefully! And he worked
all night.

The herds eventually reached the top
of the hill, though the stragglers were
several hours late. So that the cow-
man got his bribe money’s worth. He
did not know that he owed much of
the success of the drive to the man he
had sworn to kill.

Joe Harper got no sleep that night,
but he was plenty wide awake, when he
greeted Bobby at sun-up.

At breakfast, Joe asked the boy:

“How’s yore shootin’ eye? Think
yuh can do a little fancy marksman-
ship today—the kind yuh been doin’
all summer?”

“I—I guess so—if you want me to,”
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the boy replied.

“Well, I shore want yuh to,” Joe
responded. “I want yuh to do the best
job of shootin’ yuh ever done in yore
life today.”

“T’ll do it,” Bobby said. “You been
the only person that—that ever was
sorry for her—Mo—Mother—and me.
I want to do whatever you want me to
do.”

“Well, then, for a while today, I
want yuh to put everything else out
of yore mind but the job I'm givin’
yuh. Will yuh do it?”

“Ye—yes, sir,” Bobby faltered.

“Yuh owe it to yore mother, too, to
do some extra fine shootin’ today,” Joe
went on. “Don’t ask me why—just
do it. Savvy?”

“Ye—yes, sir, Bobby said.

W’HEN Hake Segrum and his mur-

derous crew rounded up the sheep
herd they intended to send hurtling over
the Vermillion Cliffs to make a sort
of a Roman holiday, the work of
slaughter could be seen by anyone in
the entire valley who wanted to look
in that direction. It was going to be
a spectacular orgy of sheep murder—
to serve as a lesson to any and all
potential sheepmen, Segrum had told
his gunnies.

“Whatsa idear of them big black
spots on so many of the damn things?”
wondered Somb Mannigan, as the cow-
hands rode among the baa-ing flock.

“Hell? Yuh never kin tell about
sheep,” Hake Segrum replied. “Sheep
git the damnest lot of diseases, an’ yuh
got to keep dopin’ ’em with axlegrease
and suchlike alla time.”

He was referring to the big round
black spots on thirty or forty of the
larger sheep. Then they let the mat-
ter drop.

But Joe Harper took it up from
there.

Hidden behind a pile of bowlders

less than five hundred yards from the
spot the cowmen had chosen for the
slaughter, Joe Harper and Bobby Os-
born lay and watched the cowhands
round up the sheep.

The Mexicans had been paid off and
were not supposed to be there, anyway.
They had ostensibly left the country.
So the cowmen had to do their work.

Joe was giving Bobby his final in-
structions.

“Look, now, yuh’re a crack shot.
We know that. Now I don’t want any
missing. We can’t afford it. For cer-
tain reasons I don’t want some of them
pore sheep sent over that cliff. I'd
rather have ’em shot—savvy?”

Bobby nodded, levelling his beloved
rifle.

“So I want yuh to shoot at them
black spots on the sheep. Close to
fifty of ’em, but yuh won’t git to see
many in all that herd. Keep shootin’
at them spots whenever one shows. An’
don’t miss, feller—don’t yuh dare
miss!”

“I won’t miss,” Bobby promised.

There were about twenty masked
riders mingling with the herd, although,
so far as they knew, nobody could tell
whether they were masked or not. The
sheep were stubborn. They seemed
to sense the danger of getting too close
to the edge of that cliff.

Joe, closely watching the proceed-
ings, waited until the men were pretty
well bunched in the middle of the
flock, then he said:

“Take that sheep there at the edge.
See can you hit that black mark. Hit
it, feller!”

“That’ll be easy,” said Bobby.

“0. K. Then, no matter what hap-
pens, keep shootin’ whenever yuh see a
black spot until there ain’t no more,”
Joe ordered.

Bobby'’s lips compressed and his eye
travelled along the barrel of the rifle.

“0. K.,” he said.
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‘Then he squeezed trigger. And noth-
ing happened.

But apparently the shot was not
heard by the cowmen, which Joe re-
garded as lucky. He and Bobby would
last about six minutes once those gun-
nies knew they were shooting at them.

“That’s all right,” Joe encouraged
the boy. “There’s another mark.
Smack it center!”

Again Bobby pressed the trigger.

This time there was a terrific ex-
plosion atop the cliff. Nobody seemed
to know what had happemed. But
three or four men went hurtling out
of their saddles and four or more
horses went plummeting over the cliff.

UT apparently Bobby had not seen
all this, either. For again he was
taking careful aim—

“That’s the one,” Joe said. “Lotta
dust, but yuh can see it, can’t yuh?
sock it, boy—and don’t miss!”

This time there was a blast that
rocked the entire countryside. Men,
horses and sheep were simply erased
from the landscape as a pencil mark
is erased from a sheet of white paper.

Joe Harper’s smile was grim.

“What happened?” Bobby wanted
to know. “Was that an explosion?”

“I guess somebody tossed a stick
of dynamite over the cliff, mebbe,”
Joe answered.

A blast greater, even, than the previ-
ous one, jarred some pebbles loose
from their hiding place, and the dust
was now so thick where the sheep had
been that Joe could not make out any
moving object in that vicinity.

There was none , anyway. What
sheep were left had disappeared over
the hill.

Joe Harper got to his feet.

“Come on; we’ll go down to the
ranch now,” he told the boy.

“Did I do all right?” he asked
eagerly.

' fool!

“Ill say yuh done all right,” Joe
answered, trying to suppress his trem-
bling. “Yuh took care of yore chore
like a man. I’'m satisfied.”

Sheriff Watkins made an investiga-
tion a couple of days later.

“Damn if I know how many men
were killed up there,” he told Joe
Harper. “But it was a hell of a good
job of wipin’ out a bunch of gunslicks.
Segrum would have had to stand trial
for murdering his wife, but we might've
had a tough time proving it.”

“Wouldn’t hardly have been fair to
Bobby, anyway,” Joe Harper said.

“Huh—yuh mean that boy—his
mother—oh!”

“Yeh,” said Joe.

“Kinda young, though.
know—um—ah—"

“Nope. Only that I wanted him to
hit them spots on the sheep.”

“He didn’t know, then, that you
worked all night fastening sticks of
dynamite, or T.N.T., or whatever in
hell it was, under the wool of them sheep
with wire, and painting black spots on
their sides to hide the. explosive and
to make a good target. You damn
You might have been killed,
handling that stuff so careless,” the
sheriff scolded.

“Bobby doesn’t know his shots wiped
out that gang, including his murdering
stepfather,” Joe said. “But that’s the
main reason I rigged up the sheep that-
away. I figured Bobby was entitled
to take care of things hisself, consider-
ing everything.”

After a brief pause, the understand-
ing old lawman went on:

“I figured you’d want the man that
ordered your dad killed your own self.”

“I'm satisfied,” Joe replied. “He
was got, all right. I helped. And
Bobby got the murderer of his mother.
I'm satisfied there, too. Why, look!
The kid slept all night last night with-
out wakin’ up to cry once!”

Did he
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The flash and roar of six-guns on a dusty street, a solemn vow to follow the
killers down every last dark trail—out of these had Fred Corrigan’s range
destiny been born!

/, <
i
He had a deep hunger o kill

RED CORRIGAN looked down,
Ffrom the height that the loma

upon which it was built gave the
dobe-walled house, and gazed out across
the box-elders and the sprawling pleas-
ant ranch buildings, to see Hank Breen,
who had been out at the rim of the Paint
Hills with the herd, riding in behind the
basswood pole corral. The elderly fore-
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man spurred up in front of the long-
sided barn and as he was sliding off his
dust-caked, sweating pony, John Tam-
many, the horse-wrangler, rolled out to
meet him. The two men stood a mo-
ment, talking in low and guarded tones,
and Breen pushed his hat back far
enough for the morning sunlight to
show the expression of worry on his
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thin-boned, heat-toughened face. John
Tammany, bald, chunky, with faded
jeans tucked into the tops of cowhide
boots, gave a broad shrug, a gesture he
invariably saved for calamities.

“Looks like some trouble,” Corrigan
murmured, turning a little away from
the window to let his flat-lidded hazel
eyes swing around the comfortably fur-
nished room in which he stood. He
drew a sigh of contentment, savoring
the sight of the big soot-blackened fire-
place, ‘the dobe walls, pale and cool
above the brilliant reds and greens of
the Indian rugs Amy Breen had chosen
herself. Amy was a wonderful hand at
making a room look home-like and
warm, Corrigan reflected. She was only
twenty-three, but had the talents and
capabilities of an older woman. What
a wife she’d make! She was Hank
Breen’s daughter, and Corrigan liked
to tease her about her coming with the
ranch when he had bought it. Tall,
willowy, gentle-voiced, she had even
taken over the job mothering young
Jimmy, Corrigan’s fatherless nephew,
whom he was bringing up.

NOW Corrigan’s heart skipped a
beat as he heard the laughing
voices of Amy and the boy, gently
lifted above the clatter and bang
of breakfast pots and pans in the
kitchen. He, Corrigan, was a lucky
man, now that everything had turned
out all right—now that Jimmy was for-
getting his grief, and the future was
bright. Corrigan reluctantly allowed
his mind to travel back to that day,
six months ago, when his brother Waite
had gone out to face the guns of
Doane Durstine and his men in the
thick dust of Geronino.

A concept, rather than a mental pic-
ture, of that dark day took form in
Fred Corrigan’s brain. Waite, who
lived alone with his twelve-year-old son
at his bosky ranch in Smoky Valley,

had been raided and nearly ruined by
Durstine and his hard-riding, fast-
shooting crew. Filled with a vengeful
fury, Waite had brought Jimmy to town
so that he would be free to trail the
rustlers into the hills before they could
get out of the country with the stolen
herd.

Fred Corrigan was running the local
hay, grain and feed store and, at the
time, was well on the way to becoming
a successful cow-town business man.
But fate was to change everything;
with the flash and roar of six-guns on
a dusty street under a glaring desert
sun one man was to die and another
was to reshape the pattern of his life
to fit the needs of an orphaned boy.
They had been talking in Fred’s little
cubbyhole office at Geronimo—Fred,
Waite and the kid—and Fred had been
pleading with his brother to leave well
enough alone and not go skallyhooting
off on the trail of a bunch of blacklegs
and killers. Suddenly the door banged
open and Fred’s handyman burst in off
the gallery to gasp out: “Doane Dur-
stine jest hit town! ‘And he’s gunnin’
fer you, Waite! Says yuh been spread-
in’ it round he’s a rustler!”

Waite, tall, bone-lean, turned his
head to stare out toward the sloping
sunlight on the street. There was at
that moment no expression on his face,
but Fred saw the muscles knot and re-
lax at the hinge of his gaunt jaw, and
realized there’ll be no stopping his
brother now. Still, he went on plead-
ing: “Lay low, Waite! Gunplay won’t
settle it unless you kill ’em all! I'll—"

But that was when young Jimmy, his
freckled, tanned face drawn with fear,
rushed to the door and then whirled,
eyes as big as dinner plates. “Here they
come, Dad—three of ’em! Don’t go
out there—please, Dad!”

Waite’s face was as hard and masked
as an Indian’s. He did not speak, but
slowly, deliberately pulled his gunbelt
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around so the black bone handle of his
Colt jutted straight out in front. One
moment, he was standing there, ram-
rod-stiff; the next he had tramped out
to the gallery and had let himself down
to the flat board walk where he stood
with his hands held tight against his
thighs.

Fred, his mind in turmoil, pulled the
boy back out of range, and then, with
his senses straining and alert, stepped
through- the screen door onto the gal-
lery. Unarmed, helpless, unable to stop
the inevitable thing that was about to
happen before his eyss, he nevertheless
called out, “Waite—don’t start it! Take
it slow!”

Three men were walking down the
middle of the flat, sandy street toward
the store, and there was something
queer, yet familiar, in the way they
walked. It was the way, Fred realized
with a shock of fear, wolves stalked
their prey. Two of them hung back
a little, one on each side of the leader,
a big raw-boned, dark-faced man in the
middle. The tall one was Doane Dur-

. stine, and he was dressed in shabby,
grease-stained range clothes and carried
a heavy Colt revolver strapped down
low on his hip.

E street was nearly empty as the

men drew near, and there was hardly

a sound in the town. Then all that

silence was filled with Doane Durstine’s

booming voice. “You Waite Corri-

gan?” were his words, but the way he
spoke them sounded like obscenity.

Waite never answered him.

“I'm Durstine,” the big man cried
brashly as he halted with his men ten
feet away. “I got a bone to pick with
you, Corrigan!”

Waite spoke then, and his voice came
hard and bland on the silence. “There’ll
be buzzards pickin’ yours tonight,” he
said. “But first I'm goin’ to take my
pay for that beef you stole—and it’s

comin’ outa your blasted hide!”

Durstine’s dark face turned black
with rage and seemed to fold in upon
itself. On the gallery, Fred felt panic
clutch icily at his heart as, in back of
him, he heard the soft, shaken sobs of
a boy who knew, too, that his father
would never have a chance now that he
had recklessly made his challenge and
his play.

The street, the town, was empty, the
hot still air filled with a tense and wait-
ing silence. What had been the eyes of
a mild-mannered cowman weren’t even
human any more. Waite’s face was like
a wooden mask—nhis eyes two pinpricks
of white-hot light.

Then Drustine took one swift back-
ward step, made a quick down-cutting
signal with his left hand. The man on
his left moved effortlessly, his hand
flowing down to the butt of his gun.
It barely cleared the holster. Waite’s
bullet smashed into him and knocked
him off his feet, and he was a dead man
before he hit the dust. Then Durstine’s
piece flashed in the sun, yoaring out its
metal cry. The flame of the revolver
seemed to spring across the gap that
separated him from his target, a long,
red rapier of flame. Waite Corrigan
never fired another shot. He took the
outlaw’s soft-nosed bullet in his heart—
it flayed the life out of him in a short
hard grunt. He fell slowly, ridiculous-
ly, breaking first at the hips and then
the knees. Crumpled on the walk, he
never stirred again.

On the gallery of his store, Fred Cor-
rigan stood rigid, frozen, powerless to
speak or act. He had no gun, neither
on his hip nor in the store. He had
only a deep, terrible, merciless hunger
to kill and kill again—and yet he dared
not move. He saw Doane Durstine
shove a boot-toe under his dead com-
rade, saw him lift the corpse and turn
it on its side. After that Durstine
beckoned to the third man and calmly,
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slowly, walked away. Corrigan gripped
the corner post of the gallery, turned
cold and sick, and weak now with a
nameless fear. Behind him, in the
darkened store, Jimmy was moaning
out his heart: “Dad—Dad—"

Standing now at the living room win-
dow, Corrigan thought his somber
thoughts, then drew a deep breath—
more of relief than of contentment or
gratitude, both of which he felt from
time to time. Although the memory of
his brother’s death which had tortured
him had returned like an evil dream
every night for months, he had gradu-
ally managed to force it farther and far-
ther from his mind; and now it had
lost its power, and soon he would be
finished with it for all time. Formerly,
the vividness of it, the horrible clarity
of the sudden roaring guns would hold
him like paralysis, tense and sweating,
and would drag at him all the following
day like a physical illness. At first he
had thought, ‘after he had bought the
ranch out here a hundred miles from
Geronimo, that it was an indication of
cowardice. But now he had come to
deny that creeping conviction, doggedly,
almost resentfully. And yet he evaded
any situation which required his wear-
ing a gun; he left his old double-action
six-gun hanging in its belt of snub-nosed
cartridges from the steer horns on the
living room wall. And throughout the
long days and nights a worry nagged at
him—a fear that perhaps he had been
a fool to sell the store and sink every
dollar he owned in this spread on the
Mariposa Plains.

OW, suddenly, Corrigan shrugged
the stiffness out of his tall frame

and moved out through the front door,
dropping quickly down the slope of the
knoll and around the barn. He saw that
Hank Breen and John Tammany were
still in low-voiced conversation. Both
men, however, stopped talking and

- seemed at a loss for words.

looked toward him: Breen, lean and
competent and tight-lipped; Tammany,
detached suddenly, like a man caught
stealing. There was an expression of
grim concern on both their wind-bitten
faces that quickened the steady beat of
Corrigan’s heart.

“Anything wrong, boys?” he wanted
to know.

“’Mornin’, Fred,” the old foreman
greeted him, and Tammany nodded his
balding head.

“What’s happened?” Corrigan asked
with a casualness he didn’t feel.

“I was jestthinkin’ o’ ridin’ back
with Hank,” Tammany said.

“What for?”

“Well, nuthin much,” the wrangler
murmured.

There was a brief silence in which
Corrigan studied the two old men care-
fully. Breen looked quickly away. Tam-
many was covering something up.
“Spill it,” Corrigan said tersely, ir-
ritably,

“Well,” Tammany said, “Doane Dur-
stine’s ridin’ again.”

It was a simple announcement deliv-
ered in a noncommittal tone, but the
effect on Fred Corrigan was like the
shock of icy water in the face. He tight-
ened up inside, and a kind of tremor
traveled along his nerves and shook him
from head to foot. He recovered his
composure with an effort that made his
voice waver when he said, “Guess we’d
better move the heard in closer to the
ranch.”

For the first time since Corrigan had
known Hank Breen, the foreman
An embar-
rasssment crawled over his rugged fea-
tures; a slightly incredulous expression
flickered in his faded eyes. “Mean
we’re gonna run from Durstine?” he
asked in his slow, dry voice. When
Corrigan didn’t answer, he said, “They
been tryin’ to git Durstine and his man
Ormsbee for five years now, Fred,
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Reckon yuh savvy what it may mean
if them boys stay in these parts for a
week.”

“I’'ve heard of Durstine,” Corrigan
said flatly.

“He’s killed a dozen men that tried
to git him, and run off thousands of
steers. Work from the Paint Hills to
the Sheephorns and up as far as Gero-
nimo.”

Corrigan nodded, numbly silent.
Tammany broke in: “Hank says Dur-
stine and Ormsbee hit the herd last

night and run off a hundred of our ~

cows whilst him and Ike Linden was
sleepin’.”

“A hundred!” Corrigan exclaimed,
staring at Breen. “Good gosh!”

“He ain’t through. yet—Durstine
ain’t,” Breen nodded glumly. ‘“Now
he’s here, we’ll lose plenty. Folks go
broke when Durstine sets his sights.”

For a moment Corrigan was speech-
less before the implication of Breen’s
grim statement. His life—the life of
young Jimmy—was tied up in his herd
of white-faced steers, fine stock, better
than anything else on these plains. He
looked at each of the men in turn.

“Should’ve tol’ yuh ’fore you bought
the place,” Tammany said dourly.
Then: “Me an’ Hank figured mebbe we
c’d spot them fellers tonight and git
at least one of ’em this time.”

“This time?” Corrigan asked. “Then
they’ve—"

“Yeah,” Breen said from the depths
of his gloom. “This ranch has lost on
the average of three hundred cows a
year since I come here to work in ’83.
T’ve had three owners go busted on me
on account of Doane Durstine and his
bunch. Doane allus hits here *bout this
time o’ the season—jest ’fore fall round-
up. And he don’t leave till he’s cut
out all he wants. His hide-out’s some-
wheres down in Lava Sink. We ain’t
never dared go in there to smoke him
out. Tough country—damn’ tough!”

'ORRIGAN didn’t speak for a long *
moment; his mind was a welter of
conflicting thoughts. “Well,” he said
finally, “let’s have some breakfast.
Amy’s had it ready for half an hour. We
can decide what to do later on.”

John . Tammany’s seamed face
was screwed up as though he was tast-
ing something bad. “I’ve et,” he said,
and moved abruptly away on his short,
saddlebowed legs, without another
word. .

Corrigan glanced guiltily at the fore-
man, feeling the hot blood climb up
around his ears. It was pretty plain
what Tammany had been thinking, and
Corrigan mentally put it into words
which seemed to sear his mind with let-
ters of fire: Nothin’s worse to a cowboy
than working for @ man who is paper-
backed!

Corrigan and Breen walked into
the kitchen a moment later where Amy
had set the table for five. Tammany’s
place remained empty throughout the
meal. Jimmy was already seated, a
black-haired, black-eyed boy with a
thin, freckle-dusted face which only re-
cently was beginning to show a smile
again. Now he grinned at Corrigan
and said, “Amy jest swore she’d
throw your breakfast on the ground,
yuh didn’t come and get it, Uncle Fred.”
He gave a boyish laugh. “Amy’s funny,
she is.”

“Corrigan and Breen sat down, and
Corrigan said, “She sure is, son. But
we can put up with it as long’s she keeps
on feedin’ us. And—"

He didn’t finish, for at that moment
the girl was coming in from the living
room, softly humming a tune in a way
that did something to Corrigah way
down deep. Amy Breen made a pretty
picture: dark, slightly slanting eyes,
chestnut hair done up high with a pale
blue ribbon, a firm, full-lipped mouth,
cheeks tinted the color of moss roses.
Corrigan’s breath caught in his throat
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just looking at her. “’Morning, Amy,”
he said.

“Good morning, boys,” she greeted
them in her slightly husky voice, com-
ing around to take her place beside her
father. Hank Breen was staring at her
queerly. She smiled at him, then looked
at Corrigan, and the color in her cheeks
heightened visibly, and she dropped her
eyes. “The cakes are getting cold,”
she cried. “The coffee, too!”

They ate in silence, except for an oc-
casional murmured comment from the

' boy. When they had finished, and

Hank had thoughtfully mopped his
plate and lit a cigarette, Corrigan lit
one, too, and pushed his plate away.

“Tammany and Linden,” the foreman
declared, “are all fer makin’ it a finish
fight this time. And if we don’t, they’ll
bust yuh in time, Fred—that’s sure as
shootin’.””

Amy glanced quickly at her father.
“You mean—"

Breen nodded. “He’s back again.”

The girl went whitg, put her dark
gaze quickly on Corrigan’s grave face.
“Fred,” she breathed, “didn’t you know
—didn’t any one tell you—"

Corrigan didn’t look at her. “No,”
he said. “But that isn’t goin’ to help
us now.”

Jimmy spoke, puzzlement ridging his
freckled face. “What're you folks talk-
in’ about?”

Corrigan smiled, said gently, “Noth-
in’ to worry about, son. Just some rus-
tlers run off a few of our cows last
night, is all.”

Breen said, “It’s up to you, Fred.
Say the word and we’ll go to hell fer
yuh.”

ORRIGAN sat motionless, forget-
ting his cigarette, watching the fore-
man’s aquiline face; and as he stared, a
picture took slow shape in his mind—
the picture of a swarthy, high-cheek-
boned face, a pair of slitted icy eyes

which held no color at all, the face of the
killer, Doane Durstine. An involuntary
shiver traveled over Corrigan’s big
frame. Amy, watching him carefully,
saw that tremor shake him. She said,
calmly ,very calmly: “You could al-
ways sell the ranch and get out what
you put in it, Fred. Or you could—"

“Uncle Fred!” Jimmy had both
hands out flat on the table and he was
leaning forward, distress, wonderment
on his thin face. “What’s this talk
about sellin’—”

“We ain’t goin’ to sell it!” Corrigan
said harshly. Hot blood stormed into
his flat cheeks as he crushed his cig-
arette out in his saucer. He felt baffled
by his own reactions, by the thought of
Doane Durstine. It was as though the
outlaw was some malignant, elusive
beast instead of just a man. And Cor-
rigan was smelling gunsmoke again,
hearing the crash of guns, the brutal
“thunk” of lead striking human flesh.
“Well,” he said as coolly as he could,
“we’ve got to do something besides just
sit here talkin’. I—we’ve got to stop
him. I won’t be run off this place by
a damned—"

“Durstine’s a cold-blooded killer,”

Hank Breen said quietly. “And he
won’t never—"
“Durstine!” The name seemed

wrung from the boy, torn out of him by
force. They all looked at Jimmy now,
in consternation, seeing the eyes round -
and wide with fright. The boy’s mouth
was open, and he was staring at Cor-
rigan in horrified disbelief.

Corrigan looked at Hank, then at
Amy, helpl on his thin-boned
face. “I never told you,” he said in a
dead tone. “Doane Durstine killed
Jimmy’s father six months ago in Gero-
nimo. Waite was my brother.”

Silence came down, dragged out in-
terminably, unbearably. And then
Amy had jumped up from the table
with a cry of compassion, had pulled
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the white-faced boy to her breast. She
looked back at Corrigan, reproach con-
torting her face. “Oh, Fred, you should
have told us!” she cried brokenly.

Corrigan pulled up his shoulders, let
them fall. He said to Breen: “Better
find John and saddle up the horses.
We'll ride out to the herd.” Then, for
a long moment, he sat silently at the
table, staring cold eyes at nothing. 7
can’t do anything, he thought grimly.
I can’t help much. But I'll back the
boys whatever happens.

They reached the herd at three that
afternoon, having covered the forty
miles without stopping to eat or rest.
The herd was strung out along the rim
of the malpais. Far out on the plain
whose flats and draws and gullies were
knee-deep in grass, the steers looked
like a solid black slowly-moving mass
in the flashing steely light.

They found Ike Linden, red-haired,
grim-jawed, squatting on his hunkers
at the camp at a greasewood seep. Lin-
den was a good man, the youngest of
Corrigan’s four men. Another, Hap
Dillsworth, was out watching the herd.
Corrigan swung down, and Linden’s
grim face took on a spark of anima-
tion. “Howdy, boss. Was wonderin’
why yuh didn’t come.”

Corrigan murmured, “Seen anything
of Durstine and Ormsbee since last
night?”

“Nope.” Linden’s lustreless eyes

grew hard. “Doane’s a damned owl—
work at night. Can’t see in the day-
time.” '
“Light down,” Corrigan said to Breen
and Tammany who sat saddle, waiting
for their orders, “We’ll grab off a little
shut-eye now. We’'ll ride tonight—all
night.”

AND THAT night, as they slowly
circled around the steers under a
frosty glitter of stars, Breen dropped
his ominous remark: “Durstine may

skip a night to throw us off. But when
he hits you’ll know it, Fred.”

At three in the morning, a queer re-
lief enveloped Corrigan. Maybe the
outlaws had struck out for the hideout
in the Lava Sink and now were miles
away with last night’s haul. With this
vague hope in his mind, Corrigan took
John Tammany and Hank Breen back
to camp to snatch a nap before dawn
came. Later, in his soogans, looking
up at the cloudy glitter of stars, Cor-
rigan thought about Jimmy—and Amy.
The boy, he realized, was beginning to
regard him as a hero on a marble slab.
That was not good—for Corrigan, any-
way. But nothing must happen to spoil
the kid’s illusion. He, Corrigan, had
come this far in a mad plan to trap a
murderer, and now he could not retreat.
Not ever. And Amy—he had seen
something in her dark eyes for him,
something that was beautiful and
breath-taking in its possibilities. One
slip, though, Corrigan knew, and that
look of tenderness and warm regard
could change to one of scorn—even of
hate. A woman wanted a man for a
mate—not a coward. But, he reasoned
stubbornly, I’m not yellow. It’s only—

His train of thought snapped like a
wire drawn too tight with the sound
of a distant shot. He was on his feet,
hurling his soogans off, drawing and
lifting his revolver automatically
against the night. A quick burst of fir-
ing rolled across the deep stillness; the
ground began to drum hard under flying
hoofs. Racing to his still-saddled horse,
he yelled, “Hank—John!” and caught
their answering halloo in the shadows
behind him.

He hit the saddle running, rammed
his pony head-long toward the herd.
Through a fresh volley of firing, he
heard voices howling, saw the long, high
shadows that were mounted men streak-
ing along the earth. The racket had
spooked the herd and the steers, red-
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eyed and bellowing, were on the verge
‘of running. Pale shafts of flame stabbed
the black shadows, flashing and fading
and flashing again, and these, Corrigan
knew, as fear knifed through him, were
the guns of Doane Durstine and his man
Ormsbee, and now the outlaws were
pounding through the ruck of horn and
hoof straight toward him.

Simultaneously, Hank Breen and
John Tammany were riding up behind
him, and he could not swerve his horse
without letting them know that he
letting them know that he couldn’t meet
the rustlers’ charge. Lead screamed
around Corrigan, and he flinched and
crouched instinctively over the saddle
horn. Durstine and Ormsbee came on
and rushed by, firing as they rode, then
wheeled and began to turn the far edge
of the beef. Corrigan dimly saw John
Tammany cut his pony toward the out-
laws, and he.yelled, “Stay back, John!”
Stay back!” But the little wrangler
pald no heed to the warning, and kept
on, whipping around the edge of the
milling herd.

Then the firing stopped, and only the
raucous, panicked bellowing of the
steers was beating against Corrigan’s
ears; that and the thunder of a thousand
punching hoofs. And he knew some-
thing else: Durstine, for the first time
in his bloody career, had given ground.

Corrigan found Hank Breen bending
over an inert form back in the shadows.
He reined up and swung down, saying,
“What’s the matter, Hank?”

“It’s John,” Breen said grimly, turn-
ing a twisted face, “He’s dead.”

They buried the wrangler where he
had fallen in the darkness, silently pil-
ing a little mound of stones to make a
cairn above his shallow grave. After-
ward they worked the herd with Dills-
worth and Linden, finally getting the
nervous animals in some semblance of
order. Dawn stained the earth with
drab gray light when at last Corrigan

and Breen returned to the camp by the
greasewood seep.

NOTHING had been accomplished by

this night’s fight. And now John
Tammany lay dead, loyal to the end.
Now, even more than before, it had to
be settled. Corrigan had a bad moment
when Hank Breen said coldly, “Yuh
had a chance to git Durstine and yuh
muffed it, Fred. He rode right under
your nose that time.”

The sun was a glaring red ball above
the plains when Hank caught the fresh
hobbled horses and brought them into
camp. They made a quick breakfast
of canned cold beans and bread. Lin-
den and Dillsworth were still circle-
herding the steers, and would remain
on guard until relieved, though they had
accepted Corrigan’s terse orders with
sullen scowls. For now, they too, were
beginning to have their doubts of the
man who was their boss.

“Durstine’s trail’s still warm,” Breen
said. “They’ve hit for Lava Sink, all
right. You ready, Fred?”

Corrigan nodded, not caring to meet
the foreman’s tight-eyed stare just yet.
They mounted and left the camp and
cut over a grassy ridge and headed into
the southwest, their ponies fresh and
pulling a little in the cool, clear air.
Breen rode with his rifte in its saddle
boot, ready for instant action, while
Corrigan carried his own revolver in its
unaccustomed place against his thigh;
it gently slapped his leg as the pony
loped along.

The sun climbed swiftly and the
freshness evaporated from the day;
Corrigan, tired already, with his
thoughts turned glumly inward, fell to
watching the monotonous sagebrush
land roll by. Twice during the after-
noon, Breen cut for sign, the second
time, riding back to report, “They’ve
swung off a little to the west. It’s the
Sink they’re slopin’ fer, all right.”
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It was long past two o’clock. The
two men were now travelling more
slowly, picking a careful way around
a giant upthrust of rock. They came
to a grassy divide, rimmed by grease-
wood and pine. The trees ribboned
away to the west in a mile-wide belt
with scarred red land spreading out to
north and south on either side and ris-
ing to higher ground. Hank Breen
pointed toward the timber. “They rode
straight through. Reckon we better
do the same.”

Ahead now, in the lumpy red earth
were clean, round hoof-prints. Corri-
gan sensed a kind of vicarious thrill,
quickly followed by the numbing drag
of depression. Somewhere, out beyond,
Doane Durstine and Ormsbee were
pushing for Lava Sink, over the hills
to the west. The sun dropped lower
over the snow-capped mass of moun-
tains far ahead. Finally the light grew
dimmer, and as though the failing visi-
bility released the tension in him, Cor-
rigan was very tired. The land blurred
a little on his sight and cleared again.
He rode closer to Breen.

A mile farther on, as they plodded

forward, ran the clay-colored edge of
an arroyo, its rim ragged and sheer,
dropping to a boulder-strewn bottom
dotted with rust-tinted pools of stag-
nant water. They reached the arroyo
and rode along the rim of it, finding a
break, and putting their horses down.
The weary animals braced their.front
feet, shot their hind legs forward, sat
down and slid.
__In the comparative shelter of a steep
undercuf'bank they called ahalt. They
took the horsed over and watered them
e at a time, then retreated to the
bank where they hunkered down and
wed on cold biscuits and drank the
last of the water from their canteens.
Breen said, “They been here about
three hours ago. Got to kind of watch
where we’re goin’ from now on.”

“said.

Corrigan said, “There’s a scad of
blood dried on them rocks over there.
Notice it?”

REEN nodded. “Must of hit either
one or t'other durin’ the ruckus
last night.”

As darkness settled down, Corrigan
began to feel drowsy. He fought sleep
off doggedly, smoking a chain of cigar-
ettes. Breen went off to scout the sur-
rounding country. He was gone about
an hour, and when he returned, Corri-
gan sensed a change in him. He
caught a glimpse of the grim satisfac-
tion on the foreman’s stubble-bearded
face. Breen hobbled his pony, then
came over and squatted down under
the bank, saying, “Jest found Ormsbee
over there a ways—plumb dead. One
of us winged him last night—in the
chest. Durstine’s alone now.”

It was full dark. A thin, searching
wind came up with the moon. They
hugged the lee of the bank, smoking
in silence until the coyotes began their
yapping serenade. “Purty, ain’t it?”
was the foreman’s dry observation.
“Death and coyotes, go together fine.”

Corrigan shivered, and hoped the
foreman hadn’t noticed it. “Yeah.”
After a while, he said softly, “Hank,
I want Amy. Any objections to me
as a son-in-law?”

There was a strained silence, broken
only by the rising chorus of coyote
song. Finally Breen flipped his cigar-
ette away. “I’ll tell you tomorrow,” he
“That time enough?”

“Sure,” said Corrigan, and he knew
what the foreman meant.

They rolled up in their soogans.
Corrigan thought about Amy and the
boy, and slept. Breen awakened him
with a quick jerk on the arm. “Take
it easy,” the foreman said, as Corrigan
whipped himself upright. “When yuh
git the fog outa your eyes, see if yuh
notice anything.”
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That brought Corrigan sharply
awake. “What time is it, Hank?”

“Be light in a couple of hours.”

Corrigan stood up and stretched. He
paused with his arms aloft. “I smell
smoke.”

“Thought yuh might git it,” Breen
murmured. “Couldn’t be sure myself.”

Then the foreman thought out loud.
If they could smell smoke down here
in the arroyo, which was winding,
wide and deep, the fire it came from
could not be up on the flat country to
the south. Smoke from there would
drift east toward the low red hills. It
wouldn’t seek a lower level, especially
with a stiff following breeze blowing.

“Durstine’s somewheres ahead on a
level with this arroyo,” Breen said posi-
tively. “That’s luck for you.”

Corrigan wasn’t so sure. A cold-
ness settled in the region of his heart
and took away the hunger which had
been nagging him. He said, “Let’s
go,” and hoped his voice didn’t sound
to Breen the way it did to him. They
saddled up, mounted, and headed at
once up the arroyo in the darkness.

After a while, they climbed stiffly to
the arroyo’s rim and threaded their
cautious way over precarious footing
for a mile or two. Then, suddenly,
ahead in the gray gloom of the false
dawn, the land seemed to draw to-
gether as the arroyo spread out to
shelving, jagged slopes. It was. like
the jaws of a gaping trap, teeth bared,
opening menacingly before them. Huge
boulders made a ghostly bulk to right
and left.

Hank Breen reined up abruptly,
twisted in the saddle to look at Corri-
gan. His voice had a queer, discour-
aged sound. “Fred, it’s no damned
use! We can’t go in there! He’d pick
us off like settin’ ducks!”

Corrigan’s mouth was so dry and
parched that no words would come.
He nodded, feeling, strangely, no relief

at all in the foreman’s reluctant ad-
mission. For the past half-hour he
had felt the strength, the courage, drain
out of him, leaving him weak and sick.
But now, suddenly, astonishingly, that
all-gone feeling had disappeared.

He found his voice. “I’'m goin’ in,”
he said harshly, quickly. “Wait here,
if you want to.”

REEN stared, and now daylight was
coming, staining the ochre rocks
with an eerie, incandescent light. “It’s
suicide, Fred,” he blurted. “I wouldn’t
ask no man to ride blind-folded into
that!”

Corrigan felt sweat come out on his
hands. Nobody would blame me, he
thought. Nobody would blame me,
now, because none of them, not even
Hank, would go in there!

“Light down,” Breen said in a lower
tone. “Light down and we’ll stick
around here in case he comes out this
way.”

But Corrigan paid no heed to the
invitation. He had deliberately pulled
his pony around and was easing it
down the slope of the shelf, weaving
in and out between towering, granite
rocks. “Wait here,” he called back in
a voice he didn’t even recognize as his
own. “I’ll be back.”

“Fred!” Breen was calling softly,
hoarsely. “Fred, you ain’t—for God’s
sake don’t go in there!”

Corrigan dug in his spurs, and the
wrenching gait of the pony against his
aching bones made him catch his breath.
In ten minutes the horse’s lope became
a sort of shambling stumble. He slowed
it to a walk. Ahead and above, the
ridges which quickly had grown high
and steep, were crowned on their sum-
mits by battlements of black, eroded
rock., Against the glowing eastern sky
the ridge gathered shadows, and the
rocks on the crest assumed strange
shapes, like huge, evil, twisted faces
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of iron.

Unable to stand the uncertainty any
longer, Corrigan slid from the saddle,
seized the reins and moved forward on
foot, drawing the horse behind him.

Halting at last in a jagged wash, he
paused, staring with aching, red-rimmed
eyes into the pale dawn. And then he
smelled smoke again—strong and acrid
this time.

Almost directly below him, a hundred
feet away, the thick shape of Doane
Durstine sat huddled over a tiny fire.
The outlaw had a rifle across his knees.
The dead-black butt of his revolver
jutted up stiffly under his left elbow.
On his right stood his roan horse, and
another—Ormsbee’s sorrel—the first
thin rays of the sun glinting on polished
saddle leather.

Corrigan’s boot dislodged a miniature
avalanche which went whispering down-
ward, sifting, spreading, vanishing in
the talus slide. Durstine heard that
riffling sound, whipped his gaze over his
shoulder, looking in back of him. Then,
stealthily, the outlaw reached out for a
skillet on the ground, scooped up some
sand to put the fire out.

Corrigan spoke, and his voice went
booming like thunder down the gulch.
“All right, Durstine;” He straightened
up, stepped a pace forward, knowing
yet not caring that he made a.perfect
target blocked out against the eastern
sky. There wasn’t any feeling in him
at all except the feeling that time was
standing still as he reached down for
his gun. His open hand hit the cold
grip and he pulled. The weapon arced
up, glittering in the sunlight.

EYOND the fire, Doane Durstine

stiffened as if an electric charge had
jolted through his burly frame. One
moment he was as still as a statue—
the next he had twisted sidewise, his
slitted eyes seeing and recognizing his
stalker; then he took a quick step back-

ward, hitched his body forward at the
waist and drew his gun. The slap of
his palm against the butt of the Colt
made a flat, dead echo in the silence.
His elbow broke hip-high, and his pis-
tol put a long, sullen red flash across
the cup. The outlaw fell slowly, ponder-
ously, like a great tree toppling. He hit
the ground hard and rolled over on his
back and lay still, one arm thrown up
as though to shield his face from the
second shot which never came.

Corrigan and Breen let themselves
into the kitchen at the ranch some time
after ten that night. There was a
lamp burning on the table which was
set for two. Coffee spread its keen
aroma through the room.

Footsteps scurried in the living room
suddenly, and then Amy Breen and
Jimmy broke through the curtained
door and stopped, clutching at each
other in their worry and their haste.
Pale, wide-eyed, the girl came forward
slowly. Almost hestitantly, she reached
Corrigan, placed her hands on his shoul-
ders and looked steadily into his un-
smiling face. “You’re home.” She
breathed it like a prayer. “You're
safe.” ’

Corrigan grinned down at her then,
drew her hard against him. He put
his tired gaze on Hank Breen who,
at that moment, blinked and coughed,
and awkwardly moved his feet. In
answer to Corrigan’s unspoken ques-
tion, he nodded his iron-gray head.
“Sure thing, Fred,” he said. “She’s
your’n, son, if she wants you, too.” He
smiled at his daughter. “We found the
stolen cows—over near the Devil’s
Notch, and”’—he ducked his head to-
ward Corrigan—“Doane Durstine ain’t
ever gonna ride no more.”

“They ain’t no harm in you knowin’
it,” her father went on dryly, “but
Fred didn’t care much fer the job.”

“Yes,” the girl murmured. “I—
knew that, Dad.”



GUN TROUBLE? SEND FOR
A TEXAN!
By TOM W. BLACKBURN

He was Texas-born, raised in the teeth of the Lonestar’s war for freedom.
They never should have figured Dave Mason to be a man who'd run away
from gun trouble.

It was a switt explosion of a strong man's full anger

CHAPTER ONE

THUNDERHEADS

ENVER CITY was hardly well
Destablished on the junction of
the Platte and Cherry Creek
when a man named Gregory found
gold near the head of Clear Creek

84

Canyon. In the course of a few weeks,
even before the first wave of the swift
tide pouring westward from St. Joe
and Kansas City had reached the
mountains, other discoveries were made
at the base of the Divide. Mushroom
jack and canvas camps blossomed on
the slopes of the deep ridges. Empire
and Georgetown and Silverplume; a
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dozen within a month. Dave Mason
came to one of these, Quartz Hill, sixty
days after Gregory’s find.

Mason was not a miner. He was
a tall man with broad features and
long hands. He was Texas-born,
raised in the teeth of the Lonestar’s
war for freedom, and a Texan’s steadi-
ness was deeply grained into his nature.
He had drifted into the hills with no
conscious intention. Quartz Hill was
a new gathering-place of men and new
places fed the restlessness in him.

From his first day in the camp, his
nature set him apart. And because he
understood new towns and was not
jarred by the rawness and violence
which ran their streets, it was natural
that the small, solid heart of the camp
should turn to a'man like Mason when
the wolves came among them. He had
ridden Tom Beresford’s freight wagon
from. Denver City into Quartz Hill on
the third of June. On the ninth of
June, the steady men of the camp had
met to organize the Quartz Hill Mining
District under the laws of Kansas Ter-
ritory. When the meeting had broken
up, and without his knowledge, Dave
Mason had been made marshal of the
camp.

N THE twelfth of June, Tom
Beresford came in again from
Denver with a bloody freight. He
stood in the center of the main room
of the Twenty Ounce saloon, his
freighter’s hat pushed back defiantly.
“Coming in by way of White Creek,”
he said tightly, “I found a man beside
the trail on the far side of the last
ford. His horse had throwed him and
dragged him to death. It was—Mark
Defever!”

Mason had just come in the back
way from the alley. Braced against
the foot of the bar, he felt the impact
of Beresford’s news as every man in
the room did. Defever was the voice

of the camp, fearless, vindicative and
believing strongly in the future. With
his daughter and the aid of a battered
press, he had put the first issue of
the Quartzlight on the streets of the
camp five days after his own arrival.

Mason’s gaze swung across the faces
of the men in the Twenty Ounce. Old
Anse Collins, owner of the first frame
store on the straggling street, knocked
a glass unheeded to the floor as he
surged to his feet. Feldmeyer, who
ran the hotel, poured himself a stiff
drink and slid quietly for the door.
Four others at a table in the corner
turned in their chairs; John Farring-
ton and Paul Stone, partnership owners
of claims in the upper gulch, and Right
and Lefty Symes, two of their crew.
After a moment these four also rose,
crossing to spread out on either side
of Beresford at the bar. Anse Collins
flung a quick, stricken look at Mason
and licked his lips, nervously. Dave
swung his attention back to the defiant
freighter and started up along the
mahogany toward the man. Paul Stone
signalled the barkeep, lifted a filled
glass, but neglected to make it a toast.

“We’ll miss Defever,” he said tone-
lessly. Mason spoke as he moved.

“You're sure how Mark was killed,
Tom?” he asked softly. Beresford shot
him a hot, angry stare and his face
flushed.

“I ought to, Mason!” he snapped. “I
rolled him up and hauled him in, didn’t
I?” Dave shrugged at the man’s anger.

“Nothing personal, Tom,” he an-
swered. “Just something I wanted to
be sure about, that’s all. Somebody
has to tell Marcia about her dad and
I wanted her to get it straight.”

Anse Collins moved around to Ma-
son’s elbow. His lined face was still
tight with the hurt of news of his
friend’s death. Open distrust of the
big freighter was in his eyes. To.Beres-
ford’s right, Lefty Symes smacked an
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empty glass down noisily onto the bar
and dragged a dirty sleeve across his
lips.

“Nasty work, Beresford,” he said
with a queer, hidden meaning which
puzzled Mason, “mighty nasty. A man
that’s been drug to death by a horse
is apt to be a bit messy! A pity it
couldn’t have waited to happen till
Mark had changed his mind about
lettin’ his gal marry up with you. She’s
not so apt to go against his wanting
so soon after he’s dead!”

Tom Beresford’s face slowly turned
white.

“You through, Lefty?” he asked
dangerously. Symes let a smile touch
his thin lips.

He shook his head.

“Why, no, Tom, I ain’t,” he said.
“T was just thinkin’, too, that Defever
droppin’ off is hard on you another way,
him being such a good customer for
payin’ freight—what with paper and
the like to be brought up from Denver
for him!”

Mason was watching the scene close-
ly, alert for the tell-tale little sparks
which fly from men under punishment
and stress.

But even then, he didn’t see Beres-
ford move. It was a swift explosion of
a strong man’s full anger. The freight-
er’s fist centered Lefty’s face, dumping
him limp and bleeding across the saw-
dust to the tables. Farrington and Paul
Stone stepped swiftly backward. Far-
rington swept the tail of his coat free of
his gun butt. Lefty’s hang-browed
brother knifed in toward Beresford in a
loose-jointed, confident slouch. His gun
leaped mercilessly to his practiced hand
as he moved. Beresford seemed to have
expected this. He seemed fully aware
he was beaten flatfooted. He made no
answering move. Into this queer, half-
blurred, half frozen scene, Mason flung
the steel of his quiet voice.

“Hold it!”

E two words were as brittle as
shattered glass. Farrington turned
half about. Right Symes stopped in his
tracks, sagged a little as the purpose
went out of him, and he eased his gun
back into leather. Beresford made no
acknowledgment or thanks to Dave.
Like a wooden man who fought for
control of warring forces within him-
self, he stepped across to Lefty Symes’
prone figure. Contemptuously, he
nudged the fallen man with his toe.
Then he raised his eyes which blazed
defiance in a steady level against Far-
rington.

“Next time you send a dog to bark
at me, John, he spat, “send one with
teeth or they’ll carry him back to you,
dead!”

He wheeled abruptly and batted his
way through the latticed doors. John
Farrington stared after him a long
time. Finally he turned to Dave.

“They’ve made you the law of this
camp, Mason,” he said pointedly.
“You'll earn your salt from here on in
or there’ll be changes. You saw that,
you heard what Beresford said. He’s
gone wild and got a turn against me
for some reason. He aims to see me
done!”

Dave smiled thinly. “I don’t think
so, John,” he said mildly. “Else he'd
have done his killing already. But you
might be right. We'll see!”

Farrington swore under his breath
and moved across the room. Stone and
Right Symes followed him. They got
Lefty groggily to his feet and moved
out the door.

Anse Collins ordered a drink and
scowled into the tiny mirror of the
glass.

“T’ve got to get Doc Talbot over to
Tom’s wagon to do what he can for
Mark,” he said wearily. “It ain’t a
job Doc’ll like, this time, either. And
I'm worried. We got us a peace-officer
in the nick of time, it looks like, Dave.
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Now, to hell with Farrington and that
digging crew of his, son. You’ll earn
your salt, all right, if the camp’ll back
you. But John’s right about the
trouble. I feel it coming. Like feeling
rain, it’s in my bones!”

Dave nodded. The feeling was
strong on him, too.

“That’s bad blood there, between
Farrington and big Tom.” Collins went
on worriedly. “John’s been making
pretty wide tracks since he got Stone to
join up with him and they brought their
crew in. And he and Tom rub shoul-
ders ever time they meet up down to
Marcia Defever’s. With Mark not
there to hold ’em off, ’'m afraid of
what’ll happen!”

“Serid the girl down to Denver,”
Dave suggested. Collins raised his
brows.

“Her? Hell, boy, you don’t know
that girl—and that’s a pity, too. She
wouldn’t budge out’n that newspaper
office now, come the devil with dyna-
mite to make her go! I might say a
word to Farrington if the chance comes.
Don’t know as I'd tackle big Tom when
he has his fires up, big crew or little
one behind me!”

Mason nodded again, a little smile
on his lips. “Me neither,” he agreed.
“Not unless I had to!”

Collins looked up curiously, seemed
to think better of the thought which
had struck him, and shrugged. He
took another drink and pulled at his

* hat.

“I’ve got the nastiest job a human
can have,” he sighed. “I've got to
break a fightin’-gal’s heart. Marcia is
going to take this accident of her dad’s
mighty hard!’

.  “Not accident, Anse,” Dave cor-
rected the storeman quietly. “Tell the
girl the truth. A little more than an
hour before Tom showed up here, I saw
Mark Defever afoot on the White
Creek Trail about three miles out of

town. And when I got back to the
livery a little while ago from my own
ride, his horse was still in its stall—
hadn’t been out today! =Mark wasn’t
thrown and dragged. He was killed!”

ANSE COLLINS paled until his lips

were as white as the unruly
thatch of his hair. His fingers groped
fiercely into Dave’s arm.

“My God, boy!” he exploded. “My
God, you sure?”

Dave nodded. Collins straightened
vengefully. “Its checked to you, Dave.
You're the law in the district, now.
What you aim to do?”

Mason looked out over the little
storeman’s head. “I reckon T'll find
Tom Beresford,” he said thoughtfully.
“I want to talk to him a - little
more: 5

CHAPTER II

FREIGHTER, CHOOSE YOUR SIDE!

UT Beresford had disappeared.
Somebody said that he’d taken
a horse and turned tail down the
White Creek Road to Denver. Facts
indicated, however, that he’d gone up
the gulch toward the high claims, and
Mason had to wait. Bearded, specta-
cled Doc Talbot came in from one of
the lower camps and examined Defe-
ver's body. He confirmed Dave’s
statement as 'to how the newspaper-
man had died. There were marks on
the ankles of the dead man where a
rope had been tied to drag him through
the rocks and brush beside the White
Creek trail. But he had been first
killed by a blow of some kind on the
back of his head—quite possibly the
stroke of a gun butt.
Doc showed -these things to Dave.
When he was finished, he took off his
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glasses and put a stubby finger against
Dave’s chest.

“We took you on face value, son,
partly for your size and partly for the
way you talked. It was our gamble.
We didn’t aim to drag you right into
a killing. Yon can see well as me that
this is the beginning of something. Only
reason a printer ever gets killed is to
keep him from putting down something
in type that he knows. And if Mark
Defever knew something worth killing
him to keep it quiet, there’s a slice of
hell, proper, headed for this camp! I
figure you’ve got a chance coming to
back out before your ears ain’t show-
ing for the gunsmoke drifting around
’em!”

Dave grinned. Doc Talbot was a
square-built man, and square all the
way through. He shook his head.

“A man can’t run away from trouble,
Doc,” he said. “Not when he’s been
raised to it. I've seen enough of it to
know. Tl stay!”

Doc Talbot put his glasses back
across the bridge of his nose.

“All right, son,” he agreed. “That
was your chance to clear.  You passed
it. The whole camp’s apt to line up
against you. Friends are liable to be
scarce. They’ll howl you done wrong
here and wrong there. But by the
devil, if you back an inch from ’em,
me and Anse Collins and one or two
more’ll have your scalp for it! Mark
Defever was our friend. Me and the
rest of us think the same’s he did—
that Quartz Hill will make a good town
one day. And its mostly up to you!”

Dave shook Talbot’s hand and went
out onto the street. Beresford had not
returned. In the Twenty Ounce he
found Hendricks, weighing out a lot
of dust on the saloon scales, the usual
idle crowd watching him interestedly.
Among hand-claim owners, Hendricks
was a legend. He could work dust out
of dish-water, they swore. And the

yarn seemed likely. Sam always had
dust, was always weighing it out, was
continually buying another poor or
barren claim, only to make it pay well
later. Dave watched him disinterested-
ly for a while, loading pocket after
pocket in a huge cash-belt around his
waist. Then, remembering the miner
had been working lately at the top of
the gulch, he moved across and asked
about Beresford.

“I just come down from above,
Dave,” Hendricks agreed. “But I
didn’t see Tom. And drat him, I
want to! Got some hard rock on
Number Thirty-five and I need some
drilling tools on his next trip up. Tell
you, I'm on the prowl for a spell to-
night, seein’ as I'm down. Tl send
him over to the hotel for you when I
see him.”

Dave spoke his thanks and started
for the door. Right Symes pulled out
from the bar and stopped him with a
careless touch on his arm.

“Never seen a man with a badge
that didn’t stall when time was press-
ing!” he said loudly. Attention swung
toward him. He grinned and went on
in a brassy voice. “If I was the law,
if I knew who a killer was like you
know about Tom Beresford, I'd go get
him instead of hanging an elbow on a
bar and asking gents did they see him!
Dve said before a miners’ marshal had
ought to be a miner and not a damn
horse-riding grass-country man!’”’

SAM HENDRICKS, beyond Symes,

stopped buttoning his shirt over his
money-belt, rank amazement running
across his face. Others in the room
watched the new marshal with measur-
ing curiosity. Expectancy brightened
Hendricks’ eyes. Dave stood woodenly
for a moment, eyeing the man before
him. He was being baited and baited
dangerously. - Just a little of this kind
of talk in a new camp where nothing
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was settled and established, could
shake the flimsy authority of his badge
completely away from a man. Right
Symes knew all about this, or he was
talking for somebody who knew all
about it. Symes was hitting below the
belt and as hard as he could swing.
There was only one way to answer.

Dave’s gun came out of leather like
a travelling shadow and settled in his
hand. The barrel dipped sharply down
across Right Symes’ wrist as the man
tried a matching draw. His arm crip-
pled by that sharp blow, Symes roared
an oath and swung a booted foot up
in a vicious kick. Dave swayed easily
clear of the blow and swung his gun
lightly, setting its barrel against the
side of the man’s head above one ear.
Symes staggered back. Dave followed
him, wiping the weapon against the
other side of his head and dropping him
to his knees. Holstering the weapon,
then, he put the flat of his hand against
Symes’ face, shoved sharply, and
tumbled him full length into the saw-
dust. Grinning widely, Sam Hendricks
fell in beside Dave as he moved to-
ward the door.

“Don’t take much of a man to talk
loud, does it, boy?” the miner chuckled
happily.

“Seems as though,” Dave agreed. “If
you see Tom, now—"

Hendricks put out his hand. “Cer-
tainl And good luck, Marshal.”

At supper, Anse Collins came into
Feldmeyer’s dining-room, holding a
limp fold of paper. He spread it out
on a table in front of Mason.

“And you were going to send that
gal back to Denver!” he said. “See—
remember what I told you?”

The paper was a fresh issue of the
Quartzlight. Mark Defever’s familiar
boxed editorial was missing from the
front page. In its place was a bitterly
phrased challenge to the law of the
Quartz Hill Mining District. Dave

looked up curiously. Collins leaned
forward on his elbows.

“That girl’s a soldier! She never
blinked when I told her about Mark.
The paper was already half set up. She
went out and hired a Swede off the
street to crank the press, and there’s
the sheet. You ought to go by to see
her, Dave. She’s fighting shy of you
and she might make trouble with that
press, riled up like she’s bound to be!”

Dave nodded thoughtfully. Several
times, passing the girl on the street, he
had thought of going by to see her. But
Farrington and big Tom Beresford were
there ahead of him and a girl took too
much of a man% attention. Collins
waited for an answer, got none, and
stood up.

“You got hold of Tom yet?” Dave
put down a tip and stood up, also.

“No,” he said. Collins eyed him
sharply.

“I don’t flgure you, Mason,” he
protested. “I took you to be a gent that
hit fast and didn’t think twice about
the same thing! And maybe, like you,
I always figured Tom belonged to our
side of the fence up here. I won’t tell
you your business. But I warn you,
there’ll be thick trouble in this camp
unless you turn up the man that killed
Mark Defever!”

“I aim to take him, if he’ll stand iron
to his wrists—when I find him!”

Collins snorted and waved his hand
at the dining-room behind them.

“Damn funny place to look for a
killer!” he growled. And he stamped
angrily out of the hotel.

Dave watched him go with a furrow
of concern between his brows.

“Maybe,” he said softly.

T TEN o'clock Mason made his
rounds of the camp. He saw Hen-
dricks at a game with Paul Stone and
the Symes boys in a back room of the
Twenty Ounce, but didn’t go in. Beres-
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fordrwns still missing along the street.
Otherwise, Quartz Hill was settling
quietly for the night, and he returned
to his room at the hotel.

He had been in bed an hour when a
racket somewhere jerked him upright.
Before he had his boots set on solid, a
man ran heavily up the back stairs out-
side his window. He touched his lamp
alight and jerked his door open just
as Tom Beresford reached it. The man
staggered into the room, a wild, des-
perate light in his eyes and his face
grimed with blood which yet welled
slowly from an ugly split in his calp.

“What the hell, Tom?” Dave stabbed
at him. Beresford shook his head
dully.

“I don’t know. Hendricks seen me
when I come down from the hills. He
told me you were looking for me, and
he wants to give me an order for my
next trip. So he’ll walk along this way
and tell me about it. We cut across
from the livery, and out in the thick
grass back of here, something clipped
me on the head. When I come around,
Hendricks was lyin’ there with his shirt
torn off and my belt-knife stickin’ in
his ribs. Paul Stone and one of the
Symes come around a corner while I'm
standing there. They give out a holler
for help and threw a shot at me. I
ducked them, made the alley, and came
up here—"

Dave moved swiftly. News of Hen-
dricks’ death came hard. But he had,
in a vague way, expected it. That
heavily-laden belt of dust was tempting
bait. And he knew enough of violence
to know that in a camp like this, all
trouble came from one beginning. He
didn’t know whether Beresford had a
part in the whole thing or not. He
didn’t have time to check the freighter’s
story of Hendrick’s death. But one
thing he did know, now, pieced together
from the card game he had seen in the
back room of the Twenty Ounce and

the fact that Stone and one of the Symes
boys were the first to discover Tom with
Hendricks’ body. The Farrington-
Stone partnership had more than a citi-
zen’s interest in these swiftly-pacing
events.

He sat his gun about his hip and
barked an order at Beresford.

“You’ve got a habit of being in the
wrong place at the wrong time, Tom!
Here, get your hands out and get these
on!”«

Mechanically, the still dazed freigh-
ter extended his huge arms, Dave shot
his hands out, snapped the ratchets of
a pair of handcuffs over the man’s
wrists, Beresford stared stupidly at
the bright steel of the bracelets for a
long moment. Then he lashed out a
raging oath and jerked his fettered
hands away so savagely that Dave stag-
gered against a table.

“Mason, you're a lunk-headed coy-
ote!” the freighter snarled. “This’ll
get you nowhere. You weren’t born
tough enough to make me talk, this
way! You're playing into Farrington’s
hands—dealing me under after I came
staggering up here, cold-cocked, be-
cause I heard you wanted me and be-
cause I needed help!”

“Shut up!” Dave snapped. “The
whole camp’s sure you killed Defever.
They’ll add Hendricks to it, now. Get
over to that basin and clean yourself
up. We’re going to have company!”

Beresford’s protesting head was still
sousing in Dave’s wash-basin when the
beat of heavy boots pounded down the
hallway from the front of the hotel.
Dave bent swiftly, hearing the ominous
weight of that sound, and pawed an-
other gun from the bag under his bed.
He thrust it into Beresford’s dripping,
manacled hands.

“Im not a magician, Tom,” he said.
“I’'m hoping those cuffs on your wrists
and a good bluff can stop them. If
they get by me, you've got a chance
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coming. You trusted me. If you
hadn’t, you wouldn’t have come up
here. T’ll do the same by you. But
when this thing is unravelled, you better
not be in it!”

BERESFORD‘S lips pulled back from
his teeth, but he made no answer.
The hallway rocked with the impact of
men crowding it. Dave reached out and
jerked the door open. John Farrington
was in the lead of the pack. Behind
him were Paul Stone and the Symes.
There were a few others, unknown to
Dave—hard-bellied, bold men with
narrowed eyes. A breed which travelled
only with the wolves. The rest were
miners, troubled men following a
strong lead. Dave eyed them scorn-
fully.

“Well, gents?”

Farrington shrugged. “This camp is
going to hell, Mason! And one man
can’t stop it. He’s got to have help.
We've just formed. We're the Vigilantes
of this place!”

Dave stood in the center of the room,
staring steadily into Farrington’s face.
Farrington colored a little. His lips
thinned down.

“You've got cuffs on our man, Ma-
son,” he said tightly. “He’s killed two
men. That’s enough for us. We're
not waiting for any more. Hand him
across. We’'ll have order on our street
by sunup!”

Dave Mason shook his head. “This
isn’t a green camp, Farrington,” he said
slowly. “This isn’t its first week or
its first month. It’s a district under the
laws of the Territory. Beresford’s my
prisoner. I'll keep him!”

One of the strangers behind Farring-
ton moved a little to one side and for-
ward.

“Don’t keep us waiting, Tinstar!”
he said ominously.

Mason swung his balance toward the
man, but he spoke to them all.

“Get out!”

Motion hung arrested for a moment.
Then the stranger who had spoken,
without a flicker on his features, without
one man’s warning to another in his
eyes, reached coolly for his gun. Far-
rington, beside the man, obviously had
known what was coming, but he made
no move to stop the practiced sweep of
an able gunman. Dave was within an
ace of being caught off guard. There
was none of the other’s smoothness in
his own lightning reach, but he was first
by an edge and got off a shot, low down.

The stranger dropped his unfired
piece, swore thickly, and fell against
Farrington. Someone behind caught
him and held him half upright. Dave’s
thumb over-reached the hammer of his
weapon and set it back against the
spring with a sharp sound in the silence.

“Get out!” he said again.

John Farrington eased, then.
his voice was taut.

“We’d have worked with you, Ma-
son,” he grated. “You’ve cut the trail
the other way. Keep clear of us from
here on. That’s fair warning!”

Dave made no answer. Some of the
pressure in the hallway slackened. Far-
rington backed into it. Dave reached
out a toe and kicked the door closed.
Behind him, a movement rasped his at-
tention. He wheeled toward the sound,
was met, half turned, by a swiitly-
descending gun barrel, and the room
turned over with him.

But

CHAPTER III

MiNERs’ Law

smoky light of the lamp. Dave
shook his head to clear the ring-
ing in his ears. His hand went to the
short hair above his ears and the swell-

! NSE COLLINS looked old in the
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ing raised there. Collins looked ques-
tioningly at him.

“All right, Mason?”

Dave nodded.

“Beresford?” Collins asked.

Dave sat up. “Yes!” Something of
his anger raised to his lips. Collins
stopped him with a look and tilted his
head toward the doorway. Dave turned.
Marcia Defever stood there. He put
his feet down to the floor and swung up
off the bed where he had fallen.

“We’re wrong about Tom,” Collins
said. “Marcia swears to it. She won’t
say why. But he didn’t have anything
to do with Mark’s death. Nor Hen-
dricks. She made me bring her down
here to you.”

“Where is Tom?” Dave asked.

“Gone!” the girl answered for Col-
“lins. “And he won’t be back until you
see the truth he can’t tell you!”

“I’ll say he’s gone!” Anne Collins
agreed. “He ran up through the town
like a wild man. He made for the cor-
ral. One of Farrington’s rocker-men
was there and tried to stop him. Tom
shot the man and got a horse. Nobody
knows where he’s bound.”

“Did he kill the man at the corral?”
Dave almost added the word “too,” but
left it out when he thought of the girl
in the doorway. Collins shook his head.

“No. Close enough, though. Took
half his ear off!”

“That’s it!” Marcia Defever said.
“That proves what I’ve been telling
you! Tom did it that way on purpose.
You both know what kind of a shot he
is. He wouldn’t miss—if he wanted
to kill a man!”

Dave smiled. - “I wish I could be as
sure of Tom as that. I had him here,
aimed to talk to him. But he clipped
me from behind, unlocked the cuffs I
had on him, and beat it. If you know
something that makes you so sure, you
better tell us, too, Miss Defever!”

“No,” the girl answered. “Tom

made me promise. And I believe he’s
right. If what I know spreads, if cer-
tain parties even find out that T know,
I'm apt to die next. Death follows
that knowledge fast in Quartz Hill.”

Dave Mason spread his hands. “I
won’t make you any promises. But I
won’t leave the gulch, now. If Tom
isn’t here, I can’t hound him. If that’s
enough for you, good. But if he comes
back, and I think he will, he’ll have
to answer to me. He’'ll have to tell me
how it is that he is always on hand when
men die. I can’tdo anything else!”

The girl moved back across to the
door. “You're right about Tom coming
back. He didn’t run out except to catch
his breath. You don’t understand what's
facing him or what he’s fighting. If you
won’t believe me, you'll have to fight me,
too. I won’t let you get to Tom until
he’s done what he has to do!”

She pulled the door after her and her
heels made sharp little sounds down the
hall. Anse Collins shook his head
wearily.

“I don’t understand all this, Mason,”
he said. “I don’t understand you, catch-
ing a man you wanted, them letting him
slide out of your hands. I don’t under-
stand that gal backing a man that like
as not had a hand in her dad’s death.
I don’t understand John Farrington
working the whole camp into a Vigilante
organization which swears it’ll override
you every time you buck it. Il play
with you a Jittle ways longer, son. But
only because you’re the law we made
when we organized our district. If the
air don’t clear quick, me and Doc Tal-
bot aim to do something else!”

T’HE camp changed overnight. It

was plain to Dave as he began his
rounds the next day. Men gave him
wider clearance than usual on the walks.
Their faces lacked friendliness. It was
obvious Farrington and his Vigilantes,
coupled with news he had let Beresford
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escape him, had discredited him as a
lawman.

Moving from building to building,
Dave tried to piece it together. It was
growing plainer that Farrington and
Paul Stone had an active part in the
violence. And they must have a reason
for that part. Since there was only the
gold flowing in an increasing stream
into the camp that was worth a wide
gamble, they must be working up a

since them two was killed and plowed
under!”

Dave nodded. Now, this was the
pattern! This was the way the thing
would work out. This was getting
close to something a man could get his
hands to.

“Now word comes down this morn-
ing,” Collins went on rapidly, “that
Farrington is putting his Vigilantes into
the saddle this morning. ‘Remember

claim-jumping, dust-stealing  crew.
Mark Defever might have tumbled to
it and threatened to expose them: Hen-
dricks’ belt of dust was reason enough,
alone, for his death. But none of it ex-
plained Tom Beresford.

Thinking about Hendricks and the
dust taken from him, Beresford’s place
fell suddenly into the pattern. Stolen
gold was of little value in the camp it-
self. Tt had to be taken outside and
Beresford was the camp’s one freighter.
Dave’s face was clearer than it had
been for a pair of days when he walked
into the Twenty-Ounce. Anse Collins
and Feldmeyer were huddled at a table.
They beckoned earnestly to him as he
swung through the door.

“You heard the news?” Feld-
meyer wanted to know. Dave shook

his head. ‘Anse Collins laughed
shortly.
“Who'd tell him?” he barked.

“Every man in camp’s fighting shy of
our law, right now! This is it. The
reason that Farrington’s posse didn’t
follow Tom Beresford out of camp last
night is that just as they were pulling
out, a man came in from the upper dig-
gings with news a freshet had uncov-
ered a couple of dead men on an aban-
doned claim up there—and both of them
had been shot through the back!”

“When?”

“Three-four weeks ago. And what’s
more, the claim ain’t a dead one, but
live as hell with yellow dirt and some-
body has been workin’ heavily on it

Poughkeepsie Ford—the gent that does
the carpentering around, sluice-box re-
pairing and the like? Well, Pough-
keepsie met Farrington in the gulch
late last night and told him he knew
who buried those dead men on that high
claim.”

“Who?” Dave barked eagerly. Col-
lins jerked his head.

“He didn’t say. But I hear Farring-
ton knew who he meant! John came
back to camp and called his Vigilante
court this morning. They found Pough-
keepsie guilty of double-murder and of
operating the dead men’s claim. They’re
going up to hang him sometime before
noon!”

Dave climbed out of his chair.

“Poughkeepsie Ford is going to have
a lot of company by noon!” he said
softly. He turned toward the door.
Feldmeyer stayed at the table, a sharp,
self-accusing frown of worry across his
face. But Anse Collins followed Dave
with a wide grin on his lips.

“I counted twenty-six of them rid-
ing up the gulch a few minutes ago,
Dave,” the storeman said as they went
out the door. “It’s a bad crowd for a
little army to face. It’s worse than
crazy for less than an army!”

“Then you aren’t coming, Anse?”
Dave asked. Collins scowled and
spat, carefully.

“Why, yes, Marshal, I 4m,” he said.
“I knowed you wouldn’t listen to any-
thing that sounded like sense!”
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IRCLING, Dave and Collins came
out on the slope above the little
sidecut where Poughkeepsie Ford
had built his shack. Dropping down a
channel cut in the slope, they came to a
little shoulder from which they could
look down into the dooryard of the
shack. There was a crowd gathered
there. Farrington was conspicuous
among them. So were Paul Stone and
the Symes brothers and one or two
others who had been at the hotel the
night before. But dominating the whole
pack of them was the old carpenter they
had tried and sentenced to die.

Ford wasn’t a big man as his kind
went in the hard-rock country, but he
had the pride of a man who had a skill
and used it. His hands were roped
behind him and his face bore the marks
of hard usage at the hands of his cap-
tors. But his voice was steady.

“You aren’t God, John Farrington!”
he said coldly, “Everything comes to
an end. Even you!”

“I'm not on trial, Poughkeepsie,”
Farrington answered him softly.
There’s not much you can say!”

Ford nodded grimly. “That’s right,”
he agreed. “There isn’t much I can
say now that will count. But some soon
day somebody right here will remember
that I told you I earned the poke of dust
you found in my sack, working with
my hands at fifteen dollars a day, cut-
ting planks and driving nails! Some-
body will remember I seen lights lots
of nights at the claim up on top where
them men died, that I seen a man or
two beside you now, coming down from
that claim. Somebody will figure how
you're shipping the dust you’re squeez-
ing up here and there out to Denver.
Then the whole thing will fall together.
You should get out, John. You should
start running like hell, now!”

Farnington straightened. His voice
remained “soft, but a deadly malev-
olence put a saw’s edge to it.

“That’s enough! Bring up the rope

»

But before a man below could move,
Dave Mason spoke from above them.

“Easy, gents,” he cautioned. “T’ll
have a word in this. I want to hear
what Ford has to say, all over again.
And T want you boys to be careful
while he’s talking!”

Poughkeepsie half turned, a flood of
gratitude across his face. He opened
his mouth, but said nothing. Lefty
Symes must have had his gun in his
fist the ‘whole time. Its flat report
chopped the life from Ford as the car-
penter’s lips formed the first word.
Dave hadn’t drawn his gun, wanting to
make no more open a thing of this than
necessary. He rolled back, now, draw-
ing and firing with bitter speed. His
slug took Symes-in the thigh. The man
cried out fearfully and caught at the
lapels of Farrington’s coat for sup-
port. Farrington stood motionless for
a moment, his restless eyes fastened
down on Dave. Then he struck the
wounded man away with an oath.

“You damned fool!” he grated. “Get
on your horse and get back to the claim.
T'll deal with you, later!”

Mason drew the hammer of his gun
back again. “No, John,” he said thinly,
“not later! You all came up here to
hang a man that had killed another one.
You aimed to hang him cold to a tree.
Vigilantes have got to do their duty!
Your customer is dead, but there’s an-
other murderer, right there! Suppose
you hold your court and call your vote
on Symes, right now!”

Farrington stood immobile for a mo-
ment. Mason registered every thought,
every measurement which went through
the man’s head. Once he thought Far-
rington would chance it with his crew
behind him. Then Farrington’s eyes
raised to Anse Collins, staring down
over the double-bored shot-gun which
always rode in a saddle-scabbard with
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him. Farrington’s anger cooled swiftly.
It was a strange moment. Farrington’s
personal crew watched him for a sign.
But there were several honest miners in
the crowd whose blood had thinned and
whose anger had risen at the manner of
Ford’s death.

““All right, boys,” Farrington said re-
luctantly. “You've heard the charge.
How do you vote?”

ANY men were silent. But some
of the miners answered strongly.
Dave thought this might break Farring-
ton’s grip on himself. But it didn’t. The
man was as fast on his feet as a cat. He
delivered the sentence in measured
tones and ordered Paul Stone to double
a knot and fasten the noose on Symes’
neck.

Symes died in terror and without
fight. When Stone moved out from un-
der his body, signifying he was dead,
his brother rushed in and cut him down.
He lifted the corpse onto a saddle,
lashed it there, and paused a moment
before Farrington.

“He was my own blood, John, and
he was working for you!”" A turmoil
of emotion roughened his voice. “You
should have remembered—"

Farrington shrugged with plain un-
easiness. “Mason’s doings, not mine.
Right. You know that. The law. . . .”

“Miner’s law!” Dave clipped in.
“This is a miner’s camp and it’s the
only law that fits. Pass the word—all
of you. There’ll be more like it till
we have peace!” -

Right Symes swung up on another
horse. “See you in hell, Mason!” he
said with unmasked meaning, and he
turned the two animals down the trail.
The rest of the Vigilantes rose to
leather, also, and filed down the cut.

‘When they were gone, Collins came
down from his perch above, dragging
his big old gun.

“That was rough medicine, Mason,”

he said shakenly. “Never seen any-
thing like it before. I hope it works!”

CHAPTER IV

A WomaN FicuTs FAIR

care of Ford’s body and effects,

Dave mounted and swung off
down the gulch on a vague hunch. Half
a dozen miles from Ford’s shack, the
trail skirted a steep side-hill a hundred
feet above the floor of the gulch. There
had been some sort of a scuifle here
among the Vigilantes on their way down
to the town. Dave dismounted and
slid to the bottom. Right Symes lay
there, broken under a still faintly
struggling horse, the body of his broth-
er beside him. Symes was breathing
horribly, but he tried to talk.

I EAVING Collins behind to take

“John . . . afraid of me, now! John
done it . . . Get him, for the love of
God, Marshal . . .!”

Dave bent, his arm under the man’s
shoulders. But death came before
Symes could say anything more. An
hour and a half after the Vigilantes
returned to Quartz Hill, Dave Mason
came in with the double burden he had
lifted from the floor of the gulch. Doc
Talbot scratched the great bald dome
of his head thoughtfully when Dave
pulled up in front of him.

Dave grinned drily. “Seen anything
of Beresford?”

Doc shook his head.

“No. But plenty of Farrington and
his boys! They’ve about got the camp
persuaded their Vigilantes are the Mc-
Coy. To hear Farrington talk, a man’d
think sure that Dave Mason aimed to
make this a one-man camp before he
was through. I don’t like it, Dave!”

Mason shrugged and moved afoot up
the street. The whole camp seemed to
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know the course of its existence hung in
a delicate palance. Dave could feel
the grimness of that knowledge in ev-
ery man he met. Most of them kept to
themselves. He couldn’t blame them.
It was better to keep clear until this
thing had come to a head.

The afternoon wore slowly through.
Some doors among the business houses
were closed and the blinds-drawn. There
were other signs. Dave watched them
with growing uneasiness. He knew
whom he would fight in the end. He
knew why he would fight them. But
he didn’t know when it would start.

Tom Beresford likely knew. But
Tom was hiding. Dave kept an anx-
ious eye pealed for the big freighter
clear through sunset. At dinner, Far-
rington came into Feldmeyer’s place,
four of his flat-bellied gunmen with
him. They stared across at Dave, giv-
ing no sign of hostility or recognition.
He finished his meal and went again
onto the street.

Half way through the town, he
paused in front of the Quartzlight office.
There was something he had forgotten
about Marcia Defever. At the hotel,
short minutes after Beresford had es-
caped him, she had hinted she knew
why the freighter was running. Dave
stopped at the door, feeling a queer
eagerness to see Mark Defever’s daugh-
ter which was quite apart from the
troubles of the camp. But he didn’t
knock. He could hear voices inside,
one of them belonging to a man he had
been hunting for,a day and a night.

He tried the knob softly, found the
door locked, and swung the bulk of his
body against the catch. It splintered and
gave sharply, tumbling him into the
room.

Tom Beresford crouched in the cor-
ner behind a gun. Beresford’s eyes
were wide with alarm and his knuckles
white on the grip of his weapon. But
Dave was less troubled by these things

than by the look of scorning hatred on
the face of the girl.

“I want to talk to you, Tom,” he
said steadily across the room.

- Beresford shook his head. Marcia
Defever slid between them, blanketing
the freighter with her lithe body.

“Get out!” she raged quietly. “Get
out of here!”

AVE put his arm out and shoved

her aside. She whirled, snatched
a rifle from horns over the door, and
levered a shell into its chamber. He
spoke through the snapping of its
breech.

“I don’t blame you for keeping low,
Tom. But you're in the clear with me
if you'll talk. If the talk is right, we
can forget—"

Marcia Defever shoved forward
again. Dave wanted to watch Beres-
ford. But he couldn’t. The girl with
the white, intense face drew his atten-
tion and held it.

“You're a fool!” she told him.
“You're a bad joke! Hound the wrong
man and eat your meals every night in
the same room with the right one! You
wear big guns. Why don’t you use
them, if that’s what you want? Go find
Farrington. Go find Paul Stone. Or
get out of this camp and let the Vigi-
lantes make their own law. But leave
Tom Beresford be!”

She jerked the muzzle of her rifle up,
shoving it against the ridges of muscle
above Dave’s belt. The steel felt cold.
The coldness spread when he saw the
piece was at full cock. Beresford broke
the moment with a weary word.

“Marcial”

The freighter came out of the corner,
holstering his weapon. “I can’t hide
forever, Dave. I'm not made for it.
What you want?”

“An answer, Tom. Farrington’s crew
aim to clean this camp out, but they
wanted a way to get their hauls out of
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the hills without drawing attention, so
they picked your freight-wagon to do
the job. You turned them down?”

Beresford nodded, kicked a chair
out from the table, and straddled it.

“I figured you’d unreel it sooner or
later, Mason,” he agreed slowly. “But
your knowing won’t change anything.
They’ve got us across the short end of
a dirty barrel. They knew I told Mark
Defever what the game was, so they
finished him before he could pass it on.
I seen them pulling out as I came up,
the day I found him on the trail—"

“Tom, you lied to me!” she charged.
“You do know who killed dad!”

Beresford ignored her protest. “They
let me be because they figured that
sooner or later I'd carry their stuff for
them. Afterwards, they figured I'd
make a good bull to load up with
blame for Mark’s and Sam Hendricks’
killings.”

The girl cut in again. “You didn’t
tell me the whole thing, Tom!”

Beresford went on steadily.

Farrington got a man out to where
I was hiding today. He’s ready to take
the whole pot, now. Either I come in
and give myself up to his Vigilantes or
Marcia was going to disappear. Maybe
I would have come first to you, Dave.
But you was new to your job. And
when you snapped those cuffs on me at
the hotel, I was afraid you was looking
for a goat, too, and wouldn’t give me
the right chance!”

Beresford knotted his hands through
the rungs of the chair back. A strong
current of sympathy for the big, slow-
thinking freighter ran through Dave.
Marcia crossed to the window, trailing
the rifle again, and peered out through
a corner of the blind onto the street.
Dave’s eyes clung to her, thinking of
the Vigilante chief’s latest threat to
Beresford.

“If Farrington can keep throwing
meat to his Vigilantes, making the hon-

est ones think they are really cleaning
up the camp, he’ll have us in a tight
corner,” he said. “You’d best stay out
of sight, Tom. You’re next on their
schedule. “I’ll keep an eye on Marcia
for you. If they could hang you for
the two killings they’d mark up against
you, it'd work two ways for them. I'd
quiet talk about Defever and Sam Hen-
dricks, and it’d get you out of the way!”

Beresford spread his hands dumbly
and turned as though to get the girl’s
approval. But she was no longer by
the window. The front door was open.
She was on the walk in front of the.
building, the rifle across her arm, watch-
ing a body of men headed by John
Farrington, ride down the street.

“Good God!” Dave rapped out, and
he dived through the doorway after her.

But he was too late. She had hailed
the riders. Farrington sat his saddle
easily, letting his glance play lingering-
ly over the taut figure of the girl before
it passed on to the two men boiling out
of the building behind her.

“You’re in bad company, girl!” he
said evilly.

Marcia Defever swung her rifle
swiftly upward. When she spoke again,
her voice rang through the whole camp.

“You killed my father. I want the
fair fight he never had!”

The gun slammed back against'her
shoulder. Farrington yelped and tum-
bled backward out of his saddle as her
lead touched him.

CHAPTER V

Dears’s KaNGAROO COURT

the dust for a moment, then
scurried to his feet and dou-
bled for shelter. The whole thing hap-
pened like a stroke of lightning. Both

FARRINGTON lay outspread in
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the freighter and the marshal were in
full-flung forward motion, but yards
too late to stop the girl. Dave reached
her first, seizing her arm and pulling
her savagely around as the first of the
Vigilantes’ returning fire cut around
them.,

“You crazy little fool,” he bit out,
and passed her back to Beresford. Giv-
ing them a moment to reach the door,
he fired once at the press of men be-
fore him, then wheeled back, himself.

Inside the office of the Quartzlight,
he tossed his hat impatiently aside, his
mind running swiftly ahead. Tom
Beresford laughed, a deep, exultant
sound. The gun in the freighter’s hand
spun eagerly on one finger.

“Now we can fight!” he said.

Marcia Defever shook her head and
turned away from the freighter. Dave
saw this and wondered. Beresford was
right. This was the pay-off. The girl
crossed to him.

“Well, Marshal Mason,” she asked.
“What next.”

Dave made no answer, his ears keen-
ing uneasily for sound from the street.
He was conscious the girl’s shot had
broken the ice freezing in so mercilessly
around them. Any time, now, the flood
would come. Marcia pressed closer to
him, her eyes watching his face anx-
iously. He realized she had to have her
answer.

“A man has so many winning hands
in his string of luck,” he said slowly.
“If he plays a good game, he spreads
them out so he has his best left for
the last, when he needs it. I don’t
know, girl!”

She backed away from him. Dave
crossed the room, tilted a blind. Far-
rington and his men had cleared, filing
into the Twenty Ounce. Unconsciously
his gaze swept across the barred front
of Anse Collins’ store. But no light
showed behind the blinds. He shrugged.
Anse had done enough, already. He

turned back to the room.

“They’ll come after us!” he told
Beresford.

Beresford grinned. “We'll pick ’em
off between us. Tomorrow this camp’ll
be on the flat of its feet again!”

“You believe that?” Marcia asked
Dave sharply. He shrugged his shoul-
ders with impatience.

“I believe nothing or disbelieve it un-
til I've seen. Luck can run wide or
narrow and there’s no way to tell,
ahead of time!”

The girl shoved a fresh shell into the
magazine of her rifle and laid the wea-
pon across a table at Dave’s elbow.

“I made a mistake about you, Dave
Mason,” she said. “I heard how you'd
half-accused Tom of Dad’s death. I
heard how you handcuffed him at your
hotel. T heard the rest of the story
Farrington tells about the men you
killed. It didn’t make pretty listening.
I thought you were the same kind as
John Farrington — just as hard and
ruthless—but on the other side of the
fence by accident. I thought you were
making this a little personal war be-
tween yourself and the Vigilantes for
control of the town. I shot.at John
Farrington in the hope you’d jump out
there after me and the Vigilantes would
get you, too. I wanted you both dead
you and Farrington. Now . .....

“Now, I don’t want that!”

AVE could feel the strong lash of

her gaze—he could sense the fire
and strength and the gentleness of her
womanhood, and he was ungrateful.
These things were for her man. He
shook his gun free in his belt and spoke
gruffly to Beresford.

“They’re coming, Tom.”

Beresford  killed the lamp and
crouched with Dave at a window. A
company of men were rolling down the
roadway outside, John Farrington in
their lead. He had a bandana tied
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loosely around his upper arm where
Marcia’s lead had tagged him. Beside
him, Paul Stone carried a rolled paper.
Tom Beresford snorted.

“They’ve held court in the Twenty-
Ounce and sentenced us!”

Dave nodded. The pack came on
until it was a loose semi-circle before
the darkened newspaper office. Paul
Stone raised his scroll and read out a
bloody indictment of the two embattled
men. Mason swore savagely.

“We've waited long enough, Tom,”
he said. “It’s time we went!”

He brushed by Marcia Defever, re-
membered how the girl had leaped out
onto the street once before, and care-
fully laid the barrel of his gun against
the thick halo of her hair. She dropped
without a sound. Beresford’s quick an-
ger at the blow fled as he realized this
was the only way the girl could be kept
clear of death.

A quick man among the Vigilantes
caught his balance and flung a hasty
shot as the two of them piled out of
the Quartzlight office. It went wild, but
it was signal to the others. Dave held
his own gun low, spacing his shots to the
count of his strides. In full focus be-
fore his eyes were two figures, Farring-
ton and Paul Stone.

Somewhere along where Collins’
store-front was, a heavy, blasting sound
went up and Dave was aware of a slack-
ening in the press in that direction.
Beresford had been hit in the first
stride and had lagged. Now Dave
heard the frighter howl joyously. The
thin, pinch-faced figure of Paul Stone
doubled slowly in the middle.

A man opened up with a fresh gun,
firing with incredible rapidity. Dave
felt two of the slugs skewer into him
at an angle and almost together. They
broke him, stopped his striding,
dropped him to one knee. He rocked
his own gun and answered once. He
couldn’t see through the crowd, but the

swift, deadly firing stopped as suddenly
as it had begun. Dragging a twisted
leg, big Tom Beresford went past him.
A yard away, Tom ran into a solid,
invisible wall. He sagged, caught him-
self, and levelled his gun once more.
The weapon spoke. With a wide ges-
ture which didn’t quite carry through,
Beresford fell headlong.

Dave caught a glimpse of Farring-
ton, raised his own gun, and emptied its
last chamber. In that instant thunder
came again from the direction of Anse
Collins’ porch. Dave heard the flat,
murderous whirring of buckshot and
Farrington vanished from among the
upright men still on the street.

Dave raised himself and rocked pain-
fully on his knees. His great, bald
head shining like a beacon above lesser
men, Doc Talbot came striding through
the collapsing ranks of the miners.

“You fools!” he bellowed. “You
damned, blood-gutted sheep! Get out
of my way!”

The crowd broke even more.

'OM BERESFORD died just short

of morning. Dave thought of this
new blow to Marcia Defever—her fa-
ther and her man in the short span of
days. She was sitting between the
beds of the two of them when Tom
opened his eyes and told them he’d
come to the beginning of a strange trail.
Marcia kissed him with tears in her
eyes, but she’d been holding Dave’s
hand through the long heurs before
when Doc Talbot was fighting grimly
for the lives of both of them.

Tom, himself, finally made it plain.

“So long, Marshal,” he said with a
pale grin. “I was looking for gold—"
he nodded at the girl between them.
“You found it! I'm getting along out
of here now. There’ll be rails in pretty
soon and freighting’ll be shot as clean
to hell as I am, anyway. Good luck
both of you .



SATAN IS A SODBUSTER
By
ED EARL REPP

It was Steele Carnaval talking, not old Pitt now—it was young Steele Carna-
val telling his father that only a gent with a yellow streak down his back
would let nesters ride onto Rolling C cattle range!

Gun fire illuminated the black sky

smoke above the tossing backs

of the longhorn herd. High-
pitched yells from the punchers sheared
the thunder of hooves and the clack-
ing horns of a thousand head of
beeves. The pungent smell of burning
hair and branding fires hung on the

CLOUDS of stifling dust lifted like

air. The Rolling C outfit was ready to
roll west.

A rider splashed across the shallow
ford of the Concho, coming from the
Texas town of Coyote beyond the river.
From the edge of the herd, old Pitt
Carnaval watched him through faded
eyes. The folded leather of his jowls

100
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quivered. It was his only show of emo-
tion as he watched the rider draw up.

Then his range boss was facing him
morosely. “Steel won’t come, Pitt,” he
said simply, and silence gushed in be-
tween them.

The two old cowmen sat their
mounts stonily. Each could read the
other’s thoughts after a comradeship
of thirty years. Together they had
seen the buffalo vanish from the plains.
The Cemanche, the Kiowas, the Crows
and the Crees had followed the vanish-
ing herds, leaving the vast Staked
Plains of Texas to the white man.

Those plains stretched westward
from here, a waterless strip of hell
one hundred miles wide. Pitt Caf-
naval stared into that westward dis-
tance and knew that he had failed.
Steel was his son—a laughing boy with
a gun on his hip that he wanted to use.

Pitt crossed his arms on the saddle-
horn, clutching the crook of each elbow
with a long-boned hand. He was a big,
flat-muscled man, hard despite his
years. An edging of silver showed be-
neath the surling brim of his low-
crowned hat. His darkly-burned
cheeks were still flat across the high
bones of his face. Only the folded
leather of his jowls betrayed age, for
his gray eyes still were young.

BSENTLY he watched the vivid
life that moved in the foreground
before him. Lank brown youths were
on the swing after bolting dogies. The
red-het iron was marking a maverick
with the Rolling C. There was dust
and heat down there, tired muscles and
honest sweat. It was where Steel Car-
naval belonged, but he was sitting cool
and easy in Coyote across the river,
playing poker with the Yeager boys in
the Bull’s-head saloon.
Carnaval turned to his range-boss.
“Was that all Steel had to say?”
A drooping white mustache crossed

the thin spread of the foreman’s lips.
Dixie Bone’s eyes were the same blue
as the sky, narrowed in a mnest of
wrinkles.

“He said if you were soft enough to
let a bunch of damned nesters drive
you off your range that he was done
with you. He said you wouldn’t have
a cow-critter left by the time you made
the Pecos.”

“Steel’s never seen that range,” Pitt
Carnaval remarked softly. “Mebbe if
he had, his answer would have been
different.”

“Listen, if you want that cussed
yearling so much, I’ll take some of the
boys and go snake him outa town!”

Pitt Carnaval laughed. The sound
of it was like branding irons grating
together. The deep hurt that was in
him found no other outlet. “Steel’s
got to come of his own free will, Dixie.”

The range-boss snorted. “Mebbe
he’d do that if he was put straight about
a few things. Them damned Yeager
boys have been stealing you blind. I
know it but I can’t prove it. Tain’t the
sod-busters that’s makin’ you head
west. You're trailing to new range be-
fore them Yeagers ready Steel’s neck
for a noose thdt ought to be around
their own. If that whelp was mine,
Pitt, I’'d quirt some sense into his
head!”

“After that speech,” murmured Car-
naval, “your throat must be dry. Come
on, I'll buy you a drink.”

“Listen, Pitt,” Dixie Bone said
urgently, “what are you going to do
about it?”

Pitt Carnaval had no reply.

They rode through the shimmering
dust of the branding pits and grinning
youths saluted them.

Dixie Bone twisted in his saddle to
glance at the ragged clouds hanging
blood-red on the rim of the western
prairie.
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“We’re going to run into trouble out
there,” he prophesied as their mounts
splashed through the ford of the
Concho.

They rode down the velvet dust of
Cherokee Street. A couple of nesters’
wagons were parked before Smith’s
General Store. A brood of curly-
headed kids eyed them from the wagon-
box of one. A tall hoe-man and his sun-
bonneted wife were climbing into the
other wagon. =

The man studied the two cowmen
hali-furtively, then muttered: “We
ain’t leavin’ yet, Molly. Not till
I see Carnaval.”

“Damned land-grabbers,” Dixie
Bone was growling. “Won’t be room
left to spit if they keep coming. I'm
glad we’re heading for the Pecos!”

Pitt Carnaval had nothing to say to
that. He was thinking back to a day
when he and his young wife had come
to the Concho. She had died giving
him Steel.

‘OW he saw that he had done a poor
job of raising the boy. Steel had
some of his mother’s restlessness in him,
a deep-springing energy that could be
turned for good or bad. He had paid it
little attention and now it was too late.
He had spent too much of his life build-
ing for a future. Now he had neither
the future nor his son. This trail that
led west might put him on his feet again,
if he got through. But it wasn’t going
to mean much without Steel to share it.
Dixie Bone, watching with deep
speculation in his eyes, read the signs.
He saw Carnaval’s straight mouth tip
down in a tight smile, saw his deep-
pocketed eyes narrow and glitter. He
saw the sudden swing of the big man’s
shoulders as he reined the clay-bank
left across Cherokee Street, heading
for the Bull’s-head saloon.
A man in the shadow cast by the
wooden awning over the boardwalk re-

garded them with a close attention, then
settled the gun on his hip into a handier
position.

“There’s better places for you to buy
your drinks, Pitt,” Bone murmured. His
eye ranged along the horses tethered in
front of them. “All the Yeagers are
here.”

Carnaval shrugged. “I'm going to
try once more.”

Dixie Bone shook his head. “You’re
wasting time. Steel’s too stiff-necked
to back down from a stand. Just like
you.”

Carnaval’s craggy features grayed,
showing his range-boss the raw hurt
within him. He murmured, “I have
little pride left.”

They dismounted and racked their
mounts.

The hum of voices inside faded as the
two cowmen entered the saloon. Faces

_turned to watch them take their places

at the corner of the bar.

The owner, garbed meticulously in
gambler’s black, came to stand at Car-
naval’s shoulder. “Jim,” he said to the
bartender, “this will be on the house.
These gentlemen are leaving us soon.”
He turned a strictly noncommittal face
to Carnaval. “I hear you're trailing
your spread to the Pecos.”

“You heard right,” Pitt answered.

“It’s going to be kind of tough, driv-
ing a hundred miles without water,
isn’t it?”

“It’s been done before,” said Car-
naval briefly, and pouring himself a
drink from the bottle set at his elbew.

He nodded and touched the liquor to
his lips. But he left most of it in the
glass, and impatience moving him, he
struck across the floor toward the ring
of men that hid view of the poker table
in the corner.

All of them were armed. Carnaval
carried no weapon.

The ring about the table began to
close a little, but he opened it with a
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sudden brutal twist of his shoulders. A
little of the whiskey in his glass sloshed
down on Clant Yeager’s cards.

Clant was the oldest of the four
brothers, the leader of the pack. His
slant-jaw was covered with a roan
stubble. His eyes, as he raised them
to stare at the old cowman, were the
same tawny hue. He opened his trap-
like mouth, but there was something in
Carnaval’s face that held him quiet.

Carnaval looked across the table at
his son with the sense of shock he had
felt often lately. It was like staring into
a mirror that remembered how you
looked thirty years ago.

HIS son was twenty, black of hair

and with laughing deep-set eyes

like his father’s. The skin was flat and

taut over the good bones of his face.

" He had the same wide, straight mouth

of his parent, and the broad shoulders

and tapering waist, Range garb sat
well on his lean frame.

This was Pitt Carnaval thirty years
ago. But he saw something in his son
that had never been in him, a brooding
restlessness hiding in the eyes and in the
turn of Steel’s lips. That restlessness
was his mother’s heritage, Carnaval
realized. Always they had wanted some-
thing, but neither had confided in him.
Neither of them ever would, for his
wife was dead and he had lost his son.

Pitt was certain of that now, but stub-
bornly he went through with the set
speech he had planned. “We're pull-
ing out for the Pecos, come dawn.”

Steel’s mouth twisted in a smile that
lost all humor. “I never thought a Car-
naval would run from trouble,” he said
flatly. “Here’s one who won’t. The
sod-busters ain’t chasing Clant off the
Concho. I'm sticking with him. The
Pecos is going to have to get along with-
out me.”

The Yeagers, Pitt saw now, had
baited their trap with the lure of war.

War that would let Steel vent the vol-
canic energy within him. War, he
thought bitterly, that would satisfy the
trigger-itch in his son’s finger—and in
the end fit a noose around his neck.

He knew Steel wouldn’t see it, no
matter what he said. It was some-
thing the boy had to learn for himself.

Pitt left it like that and turned from
the table, missing the expression that
crossed Steel’s face. Clant Yeager, how-
ever, did not miss it. He called for
more drinks as the two cowmen stumped
toward the swing doors.

A nester and his wife were standing
on the boardwalk at the corner of the
Bull’s-head when Pitt Carnaval and
Dixie Bone emerged. Carnaval’s eyes
brushed over them but that was the
limit of his attention. The folded flesh
of his jowls bunched and made his face
look old as he bowed his head in deep
thought. He was thankful for the
friendly presence of his range-boss, who
knew when to keep still.

A boot scraped along the boardwalk
behind them. A voice said, “Hold up a
minute, Pitt.”

Carnaval faced Shotgun Mather. A
six-pointed star was pinned to the tall
man’s vest. His face was clean-shaven,
deeply scored by the years.

“Pitt,” the sheriff said quietly, “I
hate to see you leave the Concho.
You've been a rock for the wild ones to
wash against. You've held this country
down when it was ready to blow away
in gunsmoke.”

Sardonic bitterness tinged Carnaval’s
voice. “And let ’em rustle me blind!
It hasn’t been the nesters who've stolen
my cattle, Mather. You've done little
to stem the tide. Maybeso you’ll go to
work after we’re gone.”

Sheriff Mather flushed. “Pitt, I hear
you’re leaving Steel behind with the
Yeagers. You know what’s going to
happen to those boys one of these
days.”
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“Yes,” Carnaval said flatly, “I “Let’s ride,” Pitt answered. “T’ll tell
know.” you as we go.”

He moved away from the sheriff then,
walking through the dusk that shad-
owed Cherokee Street. It pooled in the
velvet dust, hummed in the drowsy air.
Dixie Bone, drifting along beside him,
could find no answer, either, for the re-
fusal Steel had voiced. Yet somehow
they had to get the boy out of town,
and of his own free will.

E nester who had been standing
by the saloon loomed suddenly in
the shadows before them. The man
stepped out, holding his narrow-
brimmed hat in his hands. He was
a big-boned, awkward shape in plow-
man’s boots. His clothes were soiled
with earth.

“Mister Carnaval,” he said quickly,
as though afraid they would shut him
up, “I hear you're a-headin’ west to
new country that ain’t settled up yet.
My wife egged me on to ask could we
go with you. ’Tain’t as foolish as it
sounds. We can work for you, and
raise things you’ll need. You see, we
got to get out of here. Clant Yeager’s

The last banners of sunlight broke
through the low-lying clouds and golden
light held the Staked Plains for the time
it took Pitt Carnaval to explain his plan.
“Send a couple of boys to town tonight,
after the nester is safe with us. Let
them mention in the Bull’s-head
that Clant Yeager’s girl is heading west
with the Rolling C. I think that ought

to be enough.” His straight mouth
turned wry. “It’s funny, Dixie, how
things work out. What Clant wants
goes with us. The thing I want stays

with him”

“Mebbe,” said Dixie Bone, “you’ll
end up with both.”

“That’s my hope,” Pitt Carnaval said
gravely.

The sun was riding high when the
Rolling C moved away from the
Concho.

Pitt Carnaval, stationed beside the
pole corral, watched his vaqueros point
the herd and stretch it out into a loose,
arrow-head formation. He watched the
moss-head longhorns that were the self-

got his eye on my daugt It’s either

d leaders press to the fore.

give in or—’

Pitt looked at the work-hardened
face. “Mister, go hitch up your wagon.
We pull out at sun-up.”

The nester whirled away, running
awkwardly toward the indistinct shape
of his wife farther up the block.
“Molly!” he cried, “Molly——"

Pitt was smiling for the first time in
many days as he faced his range-boss,
whose face reflected many emotions,
chief among them scorn.

“Why’d you do it?” Dixie exploded.
“God, ain’¢ we got enough on our hands
now without sod-busters and women?”
He stopped, for Pitt Carnaval was still
faintly smiling. “Well, what’s in your
head?”

Rxders at point girded the advance.
Other riders but vaguely seen through
the swirling dust rode at swing. More
were on the drag. He had an even
dozen hands, and they were good men
with guns.

Carnaval watched the white-tilted
chuck-wagon rattle past, followed by
the nester’s wagon. Gallantly Pitt
doffed his hat to the trim girl in ging-
ham who handled the reins. He caught
a glimpse of her oval face beneath its
sunbonnet, then that, too, was lost in
the dust of the drag.

PITT waited in plain sight of Coyote,

and watched Cherokee Street, but
no rider broke the drowse of early morn-
ing. He had been told the poker game
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was still going strong, and that drunk
or sober, Steel Carnaval was winning
all the money. His son, Pitt thought
ironically, also was a gambler, only he
was winning.

‘The Rolling C rolled all that day with
every man in the crew hard-working.
Toward them, darkening the sky, came
the ominous wall of clouds, rising out
of the endless waste of the Staked
Plains.

Dixie Bone met Carnaval at the tail-
gate of the chuck-wagon where the
cook served coffee. Carnaval saw
worry tighten the corners of his
friend’s eyes as he looked at those heavy
clouds. Before he could speak, how-
ever, the nester girl, Julie Prentiss,
came up from their wagon with a pan
of hot doughnuts. She was a tall, lithe
girl who wore faded gingham as
though it were silk. Her eyes were
shining with the excitement of this trek,
but she knew enough of the plains to be
afraid of those clouds.

“Mister Carnaval,” she asked, “what
will happen if the storm breaks?” Will
the cattle stampede?”

“Why ma’am,” Pitt told her gently,
“you needn’t worry. There’s no use
crossing bridges till we come to them.
I've seen worse looking clouds than
those fade out before the sun.”

After she was gone Dixie Bone said,
“You’re lyin’ between your teeth, Pitt.
You know damned well it'll hit tonight.
I only hope that’s all that hits! Clant
Yeager won’t take this lying down.”

“The hands know?”

“I’ve told ’em,” Bone nodded, “and
they’re primed for bear.”

“They’re good boys,’ Carnaval
said, and that old hurt was like a lash
striking him in the face.

The muddy clouds brought on a swift
night. The herd was restless There
was the smell of rain in the air.

The plains suddenly were still. Car-
naval, riding at swing, tensed as that

intangible feel of quietness clamped
down on the prairie. It was not really
quiet, for the herd was moaning ner-
vously. The clatter of their horns was
a steady undercurrent, like sound of
wind blowing dry brush.

‘The vaqueros on point and swing and
drag lifted their voices in the night,
singing a variety of tunes, from the
Cowgirl’s Lament to Gospel hymns. It
was helping to quiet the herd, Pitt Car-
naval felt. They might see the night
through unless something other than
thunder broke the hair-trigger peace.
Yet he knew that anything could start
a stampede, the snapping of a twig,
or the lighting of a cigarette.

The apparition that came suddenly
out of the night as the first thunder
rolled in the sky was enough to startle
peaceful cattle, not to mention a herd
already on the verge of a panicky
run.

“God-a-mighty!” wrenched from
Carnaval’s lips.

That rider had come from a blind
draw up ahead. His intent was obvious.
He rode at the herd, his mount belly-flat
to the ground, the darting flashes of the
six-gun in his hand more insistent than
the sullen drums in the sky.

Blue lightning parted the clouds, and
wind came out of nowhere to add to the
wildness of the night.

OTHER revolvers began to talk
now, as some of Carnaval’s riders
converged on the night-raider. Pitt saw
the man’s horse go down, but he had
done his work. The whole herd seemed
to rise and fling itself forward, pre-
senting a face of danger that the big
claybank under Pitt combatted in-
stinctively. The horse hurled itself
along the flank of the wall-eyed herd.
The guns in the sky were cannonad-
ing again and now rain came sluicing
down to add another hazard. The
thunder of cloven hooves on the sound-
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ing board of the prairie matched the
thunder in the sky.

By lightning flash Pitt saw the
speedier moss-horns surging ahead, his
riders cutting between them and the
body of the herd, forcing the point to
break and circle.

There was nothing his men couldn’t
handle up ahead, Carnaval reasoned.
His jaw squared at another thought, and
he reined away from the herd. That
nester wagon was back in the drag. The
vanguard he had casually placed about
it would be gone. No cowman born
could refuse the urge to try and turn
the stampede.

Violence rode the night in several
forms. Ball lightning rolled along the
ground, and the air smelled of burnt
sulphur. A gun winked from the dark
hulk of the Prentiss wagon, but the
artillery in the sky drowned the
sound.

There was trouble up ahead, or that
gun would never have spoken. Pitt
strained his eyes against the black, but
he could not see what Prentiss was
shooting at. Cursing, he roweled the
claybank from withers to flank.

The pinprick of other gun-flashes
broke the dark. The claybank, as
though it sensed its master’s need, flat-
tened like a greyhound to the track,
knifing the black scud.

Lightning paled the earth, and Pitt
got a view of riders moiling about the
Prentiss wagon. All the guns were
silent as the night closed in again.

When a second flash came Pitt could
see the horsemen streaming off across
the prairie. In the hush that followed
the lightning he heard a woman’s shrill
scream. Thunder came on the instant
to blot the knifing cry, but before its
roll had faded, Pitt Carnaval was at
the Prentiss wagon, bounding from his
mount,

He made out the bulk of Molly Pren-
tiss huddled close to the high rear wheel
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of the wagon. She held her husband’s
head in her lap.

She was crying, but she brought
words through her sobs as Pitt knelt
down beside her. “Yeager’s shot Pete!
He took Julie! Oh, God!”

Her words were like a poinaird driv-
ing its point into Carnaval’s heart.
Deftly he ran his fingers along the bul-
let gouge above Prentiss’ ear, then
pulled his blood-stained hand away.

“Your husband’s only creased,
ma’am. It takes more than that to kill
a sod-buster!”

He rose and stepped lithely to horse.
From the saddle he glanced down.
“Send the boys after me. I'm going
to get your daughter!”

The woman laughed hysterically.
“You Carnaval’s are all alike! You

make your brags, but——"
FLASH of lightning showed /Pitt
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had thrown in with the wild bunch.
Bitter gall was in that thought as he
raced down the aisles of night. He had
failed, and failed again. If he didn’t
return that girl to her mother—
Gradually the floating power of the
tall claybank narrowed the gap be-
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made old Carnaval fiercely glad. He
had no thought of odds in mind.

Again flame jagged the sky, and Pitt
peering ahead, blinked. The four riders
had disappeared. Nothing but leagues
of emptiness confronted him.

Clant Yeager had a night-camp in
some wash that gashed the plains, Pitt
reasoned swiftly, and it must be fairly
close.
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He rode more carefully, the thunder-
claps abetting his stealth as he slid from
the saddle finally, and ground-anchored
the claybank by dropping the reins.

As Carnaval crawled forward he
caught the pungent scent of burning
cow-chips and mesquite. The hot blood
of younger days was leaping in his
veins as he reached the lip of the bar-
ranca in front of him. He twitched his
old Colt from its sheath and rubbed the
cool barrel.

About a small blaze on the barranca
floor hunched the four Veager boys.
Bearded Clant, with firelight touching
his eyes, and making them yellow as a
cat’s; pink-cheeked Harry Yeager, still
in his ’teens and as ugly as a baby
diamond-back; Harvey and Sid Yeager
made up the quartette. They squatted
like a circle of buzzards about a feast,
with Julie Prentiss propped against a
boulder across from them.

Pitt Carnaval’s fingers tightened on
his gun-butt. One thought slashed
cruelly across his consciousness in that

instant before hé made his play. If only .~

Steel were here beside him, backmg
his Dad—

The round cold muzzle of/a gun
pressed suddenly against the ny{ of his
neck. “Take it easy,” a voice whis-
pered. “I’ve sure got trigger-itch!”

Pitt Carnaval froze like a man long
dead. It was Steel!

He heard the boy say, “I never did
like you, Barret. So now you’re turning
wolf on your own pack, eh?”

In the dark Steel hadn’t recognized
him. The kid thought he was one of
Clant Yeager’s hands.

Pitt reversed his gun with a slow ges-
ture, turning it so the handle showed
bone white.

An exclamation jerked from Steel and
a hand gripped Pitt’s shoulder. He
turned to see the glitter of Steel’s teeth
between his grinning lips.

It was nothing but a dream, Pitt told

/

T



himself: It couldn’t be real! But he
felt the hard vibrancy of his own son
beside him. And suddenly, in the night,
there was glory for Pitt Carnaval. Not
his to reason why. It didn’t matter.
Here was the kid, flesh of his flesh,
blood of his blood, ready to back up his
Dad!

IDE by side, without words, they
edged over the cut-bank, gravel spit-
ting from beneath their boots.

Clant Yeager made his feet in a single
move. There was some good in the
man, for he whirled and thrust the girl
behind the jutting boulder.

His brothers were on their feet and
Harry was stamping at the fire when
Steel Carnaval’s voice rang out, “Hold
it! I'm on the war-path, Clant!”

Guns flamed. Pitt Carnaval and

Steel, crouched against the cut-| bank re-

turned the fire.

Bullets slapped into the clay. A slug
furrowed its way along Pitt Car-
naval’s thigh, but he only propped him-
self upon his other leg and laughed,
for with death clawing at him, Pitt was
happier than he had ever been. Steel
was at his side. Their guns were
pointing the same way.

The spat of bullets into the clay-
bank diminished, then ceased entirely.
The Yeager boys were done. There was
no stir of motion, there were no more
pin-points of flame from the four shad-
ows sprawled about the embers of the
little campfire.

It was hard for Pitt Carnaval to
realize the battle had been fought and
Won so soon,

Hoofs jarred the prairie overhead.
Dixie Bone’s voice floated down to Pitt
and Steel. “What the hell! Is the
shootin’ all over?”

“Yeah,” Pitt drawled, “Yeah, Dixie.
Come on down. I got something!”

“And I've got something to show you,
Pitt Carnaval!” blared another voice.
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“Where’s my gal?”

“Keep ’em busy, Dad, till T get her,”
whispered Steel.

Pitt crawled up the bank to where
Bone and Prentiss stood with their
mounts. Prentiss had strips of flour-
sacking bound about his head, but
looked more angry than hurt.

“Carnaval,” he growled, “I’'m gener-
ally a God-fearin’ man. My wife
swears I got drilled and lost Julie be-
cause I warn’t honest with ye. I'm here
to tell ye, Carnaval, that son of yours
is a good boy! He hitched up with
Yeager to get the goods on him. You
deciding to high-tail it was the break
he’d been waiting for. Steel put me up
to asking could we come along. He fig-
gered you'd say yes.”

Pitt grunted with surprise.
in’ Steel outfoxed me?”

Prentiss chuckled. “He sure did. He
figgered he could smoke the Yeagers
into the open with a fat trail-herd, and
my gal. But somethin’ musta gone hay-
wire—"

Steel, supporting Julie Prentiss,
bridged the gulch-rim in time to catch
the negter’s last remark.

“Yeager stuck a pinch of peyote
powder in my whiskey, just to play safe,
I reckon,” he sang out. “That’s why
I was slow in getting here.” He turned
glowing eyes on his father. “I hated like
hell to turn you down, Dad, but it
looked like the only way.”

There was wonder and a singing in
old Carnaval’s heart as he hauled Steel
close. For the first time, in those lean,
bronzed features so very much like his
own, he read absolute serenity and
peace. It was a man’s face, mature and
dignified and calm.
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the Cradle to the Grave—and Beyond. It tells you the particular day and hour to do any-
thing you desire, whether it be in the light of the moon, sun, or in total darkness.”
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zists a spiritual power whi
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ARE YOU CROSSED IN ANY WAY?
The Beven Keys to Power, Lewis de Claremant says, shows y0u how o remove and cast 1t back
THE BOOK PURPORTS TO TELL YOU HOW TO—
in the fove of the opposite sex.

0 U e, ot e any job you want. i
“mn marriages. ast a nyone, no matter

w suits, courds or
ou.
g Satkitolen goods. sh il misery
yone lucky in any of all #hings.
e v. and vigor.
ccording fo anclent,

under a vow, the violat

THE vow HAs NOW BEEN BROKEN
This book, He claimi ou the secrets of old which when
ﬁ:oreny .ppu«: mm Sou able o control the will of Al without
o

oir knowing It If you bave a problem and you wish to solve,
Tave, dont: hasitate. Adveristments caniot describe nor do
wondertil book Jusiice. You must read it and digost s Hcaning 15
really appreciate its worth.
GUARANTEED TO SATISFY OR YOUR MONEY REFUNDED
Only & limited mumber aralisble for salo, o0 don’t
many times it prics. 1f you sre
um ynu vnu Tush your order for this book ‘
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MR. LUCK'S CURIO CO., Dept. 535
207 North Michigan Avenue
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WH] '™ PRIVATE DOCTOR

FOR THE FIRST TIME—DER FUEHRER'S INCREDIBLE,
SHOCKING INTIMACIES REVEALED BY

The Most Sensational Disclosures Ever Made Kurt l(rueger, M.D.—An Ex-Naz
About Any Person : D';mxmegm lwmlels wil}\outkpasswn or pre_l‘utz}i‘ce,

y all normal, human standards—what a Rotten psycho- Nor P medical college frankness. e is both a

logical background this fiend-incarnate reveals, to his own Christian and an ‘‘Aryan’’ and was a Naz

orivate physician, who lived Hitler’s own life through the . i hef reali7|tedtthe '*illeb"”l"z PR Of e ult
whole 15 years of Hitler's rise to pow And these con- ! SRR gL 10 Shpl N
fidential confessions, which explain Hitier's inhuman ab- # : Upton Sinclair

berations, his madness for power, his hatred of the Jews, This famous American author says in a special
his vitriolic temper, his blood lust, his lust for sex abnor- introduction to this book: ‘I take the liberty of
malities, were made to give him a greater grip on himself, telling the critics and the book readers of my
and n '.he ,enslaved, miserable “beneﬁcaries‘ under the * country that this volume is of great importance

and ¢
Now You'll Know Why Hitler is a Fiend— to our times."’ Otto Strasser

5 G R\ Ex-aide of Hitler, the man who came to power

and Unchangeable . ™ 3 with Hitler and’ was_one of his most intimate

These terrible confessions, these ghastly self-revelations, friends until he escaped Hitler’s blood purge, writes
were written into this astounding scientific, first-hand psy- / a special introduction to this book revealing his in-

cha.maly::s of Hitler by Dr. Krueger, his own pthlclan. timate knowledge of Hitler.

after he fled Germany to save himself from the Hitle s,

pui rge.  And the Dook was wWritten only in the - ARVID ENLIND' M.D ' LT' COL MED.
hope that widespread detailed knowledge of Y RES., U. S. ARM

Hllle: s abysmal cruelties of body, mind, ol a in a special preface to vhis book, says:

and soul would incense the world enough N “As a doctor, I recognize the phenmnenu described as human,

to help PURGE Hitler.
Every Patriot WEII Read
This Amazing Must Book
If you hate Hitler now, no

and as such understandable.

THIS IS WHAT THIS SENSATIONAL
BOOK REVEALS

‘ﬁmrd bien our, 1“ guas eFTg}i‘ll Hitl;gr and his Secret  Hitler's Perversions
escri our fee. nﬁi . s
you have Y fend 1 Was Hit 158850 Why Hitler Had No Wife

Frustration and

ler’s Doct,or 4 It holds
you breathless. It carries
you from astonishment to
amazement to freezing
shock and back again—re-
peatedly. For you see

Dr. Krueger
LIVED History—
You READ It

Yes, through fifteen
years Hitler—the dia-
bolical, intuitive
Fuehrer—was seeking
mental relief through
sychoanalysis, and to

r, Krueger, in man
to man discussions,
he confessed his sex
love for his mother,
his venereal taint, his
degradation and mur-
der of his glamorous
young niece, his abnor-
mal relations with Cap-
tain Roehm and other
men—indeed most of these
authenticated revelations are
s0._affecting that they may
not even be mentioned in an
advertisement. Now you, too.
for only $1.98, can_ know as

Impotence Blitz;Dreams and
The Patient's Confession _ Nightmares
Hitler's Bestialism Attempted Assassination
Campaign Against Jews The Suicide Complex
Hitler and His Women yitier’s Odyssey of
Hitler's Prison Days Torture
The Roehr-Hess
Relationship Murder Complex

does; and understand your new-
found knowledge fu]ly because of
the brilliant doctor’s lucid, scien-
tific explanations.

DON'T MISS THIS MOST IMPORTANT BOOK
OF THE WHOLE WAR - from the personal, confiden-
tial files of one of Europe’s eminent psychologists.

Jwan

Never Before—Such a Literary

bY
o = Hirler's

Miracle! 10-Day Trial
Imagine! Dr. Krueger had to RUSH Biltmore Publishing Co.,
live the subject matter of this COUPON 233 Fourth Av._, e,,._ 1501,
epoch-making book. His knowl- | New York 16, :
edge made Hitler fear him and Itlhuesh my cop .mvgsw‘:susng;r sogl?ct?rw”})vlg:;

hate him. He had to flee Ger-
many to live, for he, too, was
on the purge list. So he dedi-
cates this literary miracle to the re-
clamation of the world, to the estab-
lishment of the Four Freedoms. You
MUST read this book. Your family and
friends should read it. Simply read the cou-
pon—then send it, but no money—and these
supremely useful historical facts become yours.

1.98 plus small postage and C.0.D. charge.
l undel stand that I may read the book for 10 days
and if I am not completely satisfied I may return
0 Mail C.O.D. I w:l! pay postman $1.98 plus few cents
fosta%'e. 5

O I enclose $1.98—mail postpaid.

NAME
ADDRESS ........
CIEY (s ivovobonsissrvoviasrvecs s \STATR wois ..




TIGHT-orNo COST!

Here's new amazing mouth comfort without risking a single cent . . . enjoy that feeling of
having your own teeth again. Its efficaci is d to by hundreds of users who
enthusiastically praise Crown Plate Reliner . . . you, too, will join this happy army if you will
just try Crown once. Satisfy your desire for food . . . eat what you want . . . yes, comfortably
eat foods you have been deprived of uuch as steak, corn, apples ew. Use Crown Plate Reliner
and again make eating a pl e. ber Crown Reli false teeth or no cost.
Perfect for partials. lowers and uppers.

NOT A POWDER OR PASTE CROWN PLATE RELINER is easy o use.

Don’t suffer and d t caused by loose dental plates. Apply CROWN' RELINER. In a jifty
your plate fits ke new and stays that way up to 4 months, No old-fashioned heating to burn your mouth, Just
squeeze CROWN from tube and put your teeth back in. They'll it us snugly us ever. Inventor is a recognized
nuthority in dental ficld. A patent has been applied for CROWN RELINER to protect you from imitators. After
you reline your plate with CROWN, take your false teeth our for cleaning without affecting the CROWN
RELINER. CROWN RELINER is guaranteed . . . it's hirmless. NOT A POWDER OR PASTE! DOES NOT
BURN OR IRRITATE. If not satisfied, even after 4 months, return-partly used tube for full refund . CROWN
Is & scientific discovery that you use without fuss or hother. Just squeeze it out of the tube onto the plate and
in a jifty your plate will again feel as tight and comfortahle as it did when It was new. Order uxlsy snd
enjoy thix new oral comfort right away.

WHAT USERS HERE'S OUR FREE OFFER!

S, == TP CROWN  off Leeti 1 y plates. Order CROWN

“ . ¥ 'N offers you & two-way protection for your utes. rdel A
2agycments of Alkonac WTeS] RELINER und recelve »IEH with sour order CKOWN DENTAL PLATE
hen I talked. CLEANER. The DENTAL PLATE CLEANER is easy to use and restores
that new freshness to your plates to help keep your mouth clean and germ-
free. CROWN CLEANER eliminates without brushing foods that collect in
plate corners and crevices. lMelps protect plates because no  brushing s
necessary and therefore the danger of scratching fs avoided. You will enjoy

can  eat llukl. corn

nm." E. W. W of Vlrulnl-
I have found Crown
lullnn all you claim for it
uul . . Many more

e excellent re- the feeling that your breath is sweet and is not “‘false-teeth offensive’’. Order
T luuna your plates with | today and et your CROWN CLEANER FREE with the CROWN DENTAL
CROWN. 1t's tasteless. Has | ppATE RELINER . . .

100%

remember you don’t risk a single cent. You must he

that natiral SoN it S irder satisfied, or your money back,

# tube of CROWN REL JNI"“
« + o enough to last

SEND NO MONEY

Try it for 4 months and then return it for a
full refund if not satisfied. Order at once and
we will include FREE with your order a tube
of CROWN DENTAL PLATE CLEANER.
You'll be delighted with both...and the
CROWN CLEANER will make your mouth
feel refreshed. Rush coupon sending name and
address. Pay'postman one dollar for combina-
tion plus postage, or send cash and we pay

this new happiness.

CROWN PLATE RELINER
is tasteless and odorless.

0 Step No. | —

EAN WELL

Step No. 2— DRY WELL UNDER
ELECTRIC BULB

Step No. 3—SQUEEZE
CROWN RELINER

4358 W. Phil
FROM TUBE. SPREAD

EVENLY. PUT PLATE hu-Hlf:-‘Id l:;l‘:ur wonderful
BAUKN MOD IR one mﬁlur plus postage on arrival, I

4 months,

NAME

CROWN PLASTIC CO., DEPT. 6001
iphia Ave., Detroit, Mich.

Crown  Dental Plate  Reliner and
FREE Crown Dental ('Iune; l will pay postman

1 may returp partly uu-d lulw for full refun:
(O 1 am enclosing one dollar in full payment ssme guarantee.)

ADDRESS.....ccivarnansanrarnssrnsnnsnsssrssssssassnness

ATE....coivvane

Crown Plastic Co., Dept. 6001
4358 W. Philadelphia Ave.

not satistied after
.
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