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oIN STRICT C ONFIDENCE

Yes, if you are steadily employed and of good character I will be glad to
loan you $50, $100, $200, $300, $500 or up to $1,000.00 ON YOUR
SIGNATURE! I'll send you the amount you need QUICKLY . . . and your
2 B  friends, neighbors, family, even your employer will not be contacted. No
- o ¥ wonder so many thousands of smart men and women like yourself have used
" : Postal Finance’s borrow-by-mail service for years — it’s the best way to get
money when you need it in complete privacy. There is NO time off from
work . . . NO witnesses or co-signers . . . NO insurance required . . . NO
embarrassing investigations. Just send in the coupon below TODAY. We
will rush you a FREE Loan Application so you can get the money you need

RIGHT AWAY! _ "
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Postal’s low lawful rates mean LOW COST loans for you, super- 1
vised by the Banking Department of the state. That is one of the !
important reasons why men and women from all over the country :
rely on Postal Finance when they need money quickly. OQur .
‘erms are so liberal that vou can pay back your loan in small 1
nonthly payments out of your future earnings. Take as long as :
20 months to repay . . . or pay it back within a matter of weeks :
. . . whichever fits your budget. If your loan i1s repaid ahead of q
time, you pay ONLY for the time you use the money . . . 3
10t a day longer! :
You can borrow from the old, established Postal Finance i
company with complete confidence. It is licensed by and bonded i
to the state, to do business under the Small Loan Law . . . your :

assurance of reasonable, low lawful rates and Supervised Relia- g8 burchases . . . or tide yourself or

oility in your dealings wi.h Postal. You will be happy to know g vour family over some period of

that the average monthly interest on a $100 loan is only $1.73 : heavy c¢xpense. Does your home
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PAY ALL YOUR
BILLS AT ONCE

There are many reasocns whyv yvou
want money RIGHT NOW. You
may want to pay up all your bills
. . . take care of personal or busi-
ness emergencies . . . taxes . . .
doctor, dental or hospital expenses
. . . insurance premiums . . . edu-
cational expenses ., . . seasonal

n our 20-month repayment plan . . . $3.35 for $200 ... $4.60 gllfl:lilmrt:l::tl:u,iwﬁ:hf Ff:“if.'} ux;*{lii
‘or a $300 loan. Even a person with small means can afford rme NOW e D ¥

* : home NOW . . . take months to
Jostal’s special service! repay !

‘}"b’hvtlmr you need money to re-
pair your car, to buy furniture or
pay up debts and bills . . . you
will find that the Postal way is
the intelligent way to solve your
money problems. Just think in-
stead of having to worry about so
MANY bills — you can pay
EVERYBODY AT ONCE, Use this
reliable wayv to keep vour credit
standing good in vour town. Take
advantage of this quick service.
The money vou need is here wait-
ing for you. Get yvour FREE Loan
Application immediately by rush-
ing the coupon TODAY!

GET IT QUICK...

Our service is as fast as the United States
mails . . . we are as near to vou as vour mail
box. For really quick service rush us the coupon
below, right NOW. As soon as we receive it we
will RUSH by Airmail everything vou need to
get the money vou want richt away . . . FREE
l.oan Application and full particulars in a
plain envelope. You’ll be amazed by the specd
with which we take care of your money needs!

Satigfaction Suaranteed

“*If for any reason vou are not
completely satisfied with

.
EVERY phase of our dealings . .
with you, you may return lﬁe i Mr. D. J. Levitt, President =
money writhin 1"1 days, f".”d IT i Postal Finance Co., Dept. C-3 %
COSTS YOU NOTHING. : I5th & Harney; Omaha, Nebraska :
8 Please rush to me in a plain envelope my FREE Loan :
3 Application and Full Particulars without obligation — :
B so if T decide to borrow I can get the money I need ¢
| : ' : RIGHT AWAY. p
b Name oo, :
postal IS Selies i e e e . :
FINANCE b A QA rOSS oo e e e ann
- COMPANY _ : ] .
v il Reg. U.S. Pat. Off. | : TOWN oo SEALO e ceeceeaeneas :
A — c O M P A N Y R EDICCUDRLION: i S it e ea bbb ean SR BEE: s =
¥
s SMONNE YU WANL C0 DOTTOW it f
1 |
L.

NEM 15th and HARNEY, OMAHA, NEBRASKA

ﬁ-------ﬁ------_-----.---_---------J



BOOST YOUR EARNING POWER
DURING THE HOURS THAT COUNT

m HOUR from

y L.C. g, Course
th $95.00 to me‘ My position.
sncome; MY home.
ess —1 owe it to
ith 1.C.S."*

t on M
28 Every hour Lapol.

has been Wor
my $7. 000 a year ¥
my family’s happin
spate-hme training W1

Every man brings letters like this from men
and women who studied I. C. S. courses in their
spare time.

What are you doing with the hours after
supper? Can you afford to let them slip by un-
improved when you can easily make them mean
so much?

AN HOUR from

REETLA Rl

No matter where you live, I. C. S. will come to
you. No matter what your handicaps or achieve-
ments, whether you make $2,000 or $20,000 a
year, I. C. S. has a plan to fit your needs exactly,
No matter how limited your previous education,
the simply written, fully illustrated I. C. S. text-
books make it easy to learn. No matter what
career you may choose, some one of the 391
I. C. S. courses can be your springboard to success.

An hour or two a day spent with 1. C. S. will
prepare you for the position you want in the
work you like best. Doubt it? Then put it up,
to us to prove it! Mark and mail this coupomn
—now! We’ll send you full information plus
Jree book, “How to Succeed.”’ ;

INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS

BOX 3968-Z, SCRANTON 9, PENNA,
Without cost or obligation, send me “HOW to SUCCEED" and the booklet about the course BEFORE which | have marked X:

[ Certified Public Accountant

O Fashion Hiustrating
AUTOMOTIVE o Accountmx

L[] Automobile, Mechanic [ Bookkeepin
[ Auto-Elec. Technician O Stenography and Typing
[J Auto Body Rebuilding [ Secretarial

and Refinishing
[l Diesel —Gas Engines

[ Federal Tax

[ Highway Engineering
[ Reading Blueprints
[ Concrete Construction
[ Sanitary Engineering
DRAFT
O Alrcraft Drafting
rchitectural Drafting

[ Aeronautical Engineering Jr. [J Advertising

[ Aircraft Engine Mechanic

[ Airplane Drafting 1 Managing Small Business
BUILDING [J Sales Management

O Architecture [ Salesmanship

[ Arch. Drafting [ Traffic Management

DI Building Contractor CHEMISTRY

[ Estimating

u] Carpenter and Mill Work
[ Carpenter Foreman

[J Reading Blueprinis

] House Planning

] Chemical Engineering
L Chemistry

(m] Analyncsl Chemlstry
L Petroleum—Nat'l Gas
£} Pulp and Paper Making

Cor )
AVIATION [ Personnel and Labol Relations S Electrical Drafting

Mechanical Drafting

[ Retail Business Management [J Structural Drafting

Sheet Metal Drafting 3
[ Mine Surveying and Drafting
ELECTRICAL
[ Electrical Engineering
[ Electrician
[ Electrical Maintenance
[ Electrical Drafting
O Electric Power and Light
[ Lineman
HIGH SCHOOL

] Mechanical Engineering
L] Industrial Engineering

{J Industrial Supervision

Ll Foremanship

[ Mechanical Drafting

L Machine Design-Drafting
[J Machine Shop Practice

[ Tool Design

0 Industrial Instrumentation
[J Machine Shop Inspection
[ Reading Blueprints

[ Toolmaking

(@] Gas~€|ectrlc Welding

[ Heat Treatment— Metallurgy
[J Sheet Metal Work

ART [ Heating Cl\il L STRUCTU RAL [ College Preparatory [ Stationary Steam Engineeting
O Commercial Art [ Steam Fitting RIN [ Mathematics o Stahom:ry Fireman 4
[J Magazine and Book [ Air Conditioning o CNI| Engmeen_ng % [ Commercial 1 TELEVISION
Illustrating [ Electrician [ Structural Engineering [ Good English COMM NICATIONS <
[ Cartooning SINE! [ Surveying and Mapping MECHANICAL General Radio
L[] Show Card and Sign Lettering [] Business Administration O Structural Drafting AND SHOP Radio Operation

[ Radio Servicing—FM
Television
Electronics

[ Telephone Work:
RAILROAD

[ Locomotive Engineer

i) Diesel Locomotive
Air Brakes [ Car Inspector
Railroad Administration
TEXTILE

[ Textile Engineering

[ Cotton Manufacture

O Rayon Manufacture

[ Woolen Manufacture
oom Fixing

O L
[ Sheet Metal Pattern Drafting [J Finishing and Dyeing

O Refrigeration
POW

] Combustion Engineering
O] Diesel—Electric

[ Textile Designing
HO
[l Dressmaking and Designing

00Kery
[ Tea Room Management

L Plumbing [ Plastics [ High School Subjects [ Electric Light and Power
Name. Age. Home Address.
City. State. Working Hours A.M. to. P.M.

Special tuition rates to members of the Armed Forces. Canadian residents send
coupon to International Correspondence Schools Canadian, Ltd., Montreal, Canada
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WHO AIN’T BLOODTHIRSTY?....T. C. McClary. 10

The half-pint had to prove, come hell or Apaches, that
‘he could swing a jug, a gun—or a girl—with any man!
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The INDEPENDENCE PUZZLE C

Sponsored by the NATIONAL BOOK CLUB

What an opportunity for you to get on Easy
$treet! What a chance to END MONEY WOR-
RIES! Think of it — $50,000 First Prize! —
$20,000 Second Prize! Yes — heres your big
¢hance to win more cash than you'd save all
your life. The opportunity is YOURS — it’s up
to YOU to get the facts NOW!

Easy to Enter! Fun to do!
No Gimmicks! Only Skill Counts?

he INDEPENDENCE PUZZLE CONTEST is

e contest every puzzle-minded person in the
eountry has been waiting for. This contest is
sponsored by the National Book Club to intro-
duce its publications to as many new friends as
possible. Just look at the SAMPLE PUZZLE at
the left. Here is a typical puzzle with every pic-
ture easily and quickly identified. Everything
open and above board — nothing tricky. That’s
one big reason you’ll agree this is among the
fairest, squarest contests ever offered to Ameri-
can puzzle-fans.

Fair and Square — Only Standard Pictures ~
Used! An Amazing New Concept in Puzzles

For the first time in the history of nation-wide
eontests, the Judges and Sponsor of the INDE-
PENDENCE PUZZLE CONTEST have decided
to take their picture illustrations only from
READILY AVAILABLE AND OBTAINABLE
SOURCES.

ANI} MORE! Every solution to every puzzle has
& point value according to an error-proof table
of letter values. You will know AT ONCE if
your answer is right or wrong.

You will see there are a BINK, a
DIAL, the SOLE of a shoe and var-
fous letters of the alphabet. There
are two plus and two minus signs. It
ia necessary to add and subtract the
names and letters as shown by the
plus and minus signs. First, write
down SINK. Then, add DIAL to it.
Next, add ONEA. All this equals
SINKDIALONEA. Now, you must
subtract the letters in SOLE and K.
When this is done you are left with
INDIANA. Indiana ig the Hoosfer
State, 80 the result cheeks with Clue
No. 1.

Easy? Yes! Now Solve
This Actual Contest Puzzle
THE “‘PINE TREE"

TATE.

Ist PRIZE
$50,000.00

ONTEST

Cet the Facts FREE! Here's Your

Change Your Life! Win Real Riches!

You owe it to‘gourself to stop money wor-
ries and GET ON THE ROAD TO
WEALTH. Think how you could use
$50,000 or $20,000! And here’s your oppor-
tunity. For the price of a postage stamp,
we will send i_r(ou FREE the Entry Form,
the Official Rules, the First Series of
Puzzles — EVERYTHING you need to
enter. So make up your mind now — decide
to win! Get the facts and MAIL COUPON
TODAY!!

1953 FORD EXTRA BONUS

¥ you mail the coupon postmarked within 10 days from
the date you read this announcement, and youv enter and
win first prize, we will award a special extra prompiness
bonus of a brand-new 1953 FORD Convertible.

FREE INFORMATION -~ MAIL COUPON TODAY! .

INDEPENDENCE PUZZLE

NAME.

CONTEST, Ine.

P.0. Box 911, General Post Office, Brooklyn 1, N. Y.

1 want full particulars about the $100,000 INDEPENDENCE PUZZLE CONTEST.
Please mail me FREE the Official Entry Form, Rules, and First Series of Puzzles.

ADDRESS.

'HURRY! 550,000

GITY.

STATE.

May Be Yours!
) Cheek this box if you are
read this announcement.

MAIL COUPON NOW!

VAdd Zane, if any)
mailing this coupon within 10 days from the date you first

PLEASE PRINT PLAINLY L)




TRAIL
BLAZERS

vThere's nothing like rawhide for

roping a cow—or killing a man!

FERE IS something that readers of West-

ern magazines might find interesting.

It concerns rawhide and the part it played in

the lives of those hardy men and women who

settled the frontier. They as well as the In-

dians and Spaniards used it for almost every
purpose under the sun. :

Any chuckwagon roundup cook worth his
salt had to be more than just a man brought
along to prepare food for lean, hungry men
working an average of sixteen hours a day.
He had to be in addition an expert first aid
man to work on cuts bruises, and sometimes
even setting broken bones. He had to be‘a
good rider to help out in case of stampedes.

Above all, he had to be a good blacksmith.
Rawhide was his mainstay. Under the belly
of his wagon he usually had lashed a full
cowhide. It formed a big pouch to carry extra
supplies of wood and, when there was no
wood, dried cow chips. In the dry country
one of his biggest problems was the shrinking
of wheel spokes,” naves and felloes which
often caused the heavily loaded wagon to
throw a tire rim.

Rawhide to the Rescue
2 /

Did this faze him a hundred or more miles
from a blacksmith shop? Not at all. If there
was a stream handy he simply put the tire
back on, drove the wagon bed deep into the
water, and let the wood soak and swell. But
when there was no water he used rawhide.

Sometimes he would put the tire back on
and then wrap the entire rim in long strips of
_green rawhide that would shrink iron hard
when dried. If the tire was too loose he threw
it into the pouch beneath the wagon and
fashioned a tire of rawhide; first a strip all
the way around the rim and then each loose

s /
% NS Ay a1 ,/M" v' £
(77 esrena
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spoke lashed to the felloes and down around 2
the nave or hub.

Sometimes in cases of a runaway team or
when bouncing pell-mell over rocky ground,
the wheel spokes would give way and crash
one corner of the big vehicle into the dirt.
Mr. Chuckwagon Cook wasn’t bothered in
the least, outside of some probable loud cuss-
ing. He simply saddled a horse and with his
axe set off for the nearest stretch of timber.
With a rawhide riata he snaked back a good
solid log of green wood, propped up the
wagon used rawhide to lash the log backward
at an angle where it would drag on the
ground in the manner of travois poles, and
went right on with the roundup crew.

The rawhide riata, alse spelled reata, was a
crude work of art that took months of work
to bring to perfection. It began when a cow-
puncher took a green cowhide and staked it
out on the ground. With his knife he inserted
the point in exactly the center and began to
cut slowly and carefully in a circular motion.
If the knife didn’t slip and ruin the whole
hide he would have, several hours later, a
single thin strip of rawhide ninety feet in
length. It took four green cowhides to make
a good rope.

A Day's Work

The first braiding began with the lacing in"
of the “loop” now called a hondo. You had
to watch out for lumps caused by brand
ridges in the hide, and when the job was
done the maker had 75 feet of plaited raw-
hide that was as hard and stiff as iron.

He used two methods to make it pliable.
The first was to hook one end onto his saddle
horn, wrap it around a corral post, get
couple of friends to hang on to the oth



end, and drag them up to the corral fence.
Back and forth, back and forth, and the next
morning when he started the day’s riding he
hung it from the saddle horn and let it drag
on the ground all day long. That helped to
remove the hair and let the riata slide
smoothly through his hands instead of having
something that appeared to be filled with
cactus needles.

After about four months he had himself a
good riata whose weight was adjusted to the
muscles in his throwing arm. He knew its
exact strength and just how hard to let a
thousand-pound cow bull or steer hit the end
of it, using his spurs on his horse to gauge
the tension.

The early-day pack trains had home-made
pack saddles or aparejos, made almost ex-
clusively of rawhide. Wooden cross pieces
padded with sheepskin were fashioned to fit
a mule’s back. To these were added square
frames that sloped off at an angle on each
side to distribute equally the load of up to
300 pounds, depending upon the size of the
mule. To hold such a load in place on up-
and-down mountainous trails, a four-inch
strip of rawhide, with a hard edge almost like
a saw, was fastened in place to the pack
saddle and beneath the mule’s tail to keep
the pack from slipping forward. Many stories
are told of old pack mules-grazing in the
grass, their rumps and tails terribly scarred
from that four-inch band of rawhide sawing
back and forth to help hold a 300-pound pack
load in place.

And Still More Uses

The Plains Indians, such as the Sioux and
Cheyenne, made their saddles by cutting
tree forks and with a knife shaping them to
fit a horse’s back. With a sheep or deerskin
for padding, they stretched green rawhide
over the framework and let it grow tight and
iron hard.

One more way that rawhide was used. A
diabolical method of disposing of an enemy,
perfected and known by many Indian tribes.
That was to bind a man inside a green raw-
hide and leave him in the sun until the heat
began to dry the hide which then contracted
slowly and inexorably to squeeze the life-
giving breath from the victim’s lungs.
Another method was to lash a man to a tree
and bind his head hard in a strip of green
hide and let him wait until the pressure
began against his skull.

—William Hopson
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«« BOOKKEEPER .. C.P.A.

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

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

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

LASALLE EXTENSION UNIVERSITY

A CORRESPONDENCE INSTITUTION

o e e e e e i 4 17 S0 Dearivorn Stre@fe == e s s e enm
Dept. 3329 HR  Chicago 5, lil.

Please send me ‘‘Accountancy,
the Profession that Pays’— plus
“Ten Yeatrs’ Promotion in One”
~—without obligation.

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

[0 Bookkeeping

[0 Law: LL.B. Degree

[0 Business Management
[0 Salesmanship

[ Traffic Management
[0 Foremanship [ Sten
[0 IndustrialManagement (Machine Shorthand)
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= MAKE EXTRA MONEY —m¢

o EVERY BUSINESS EVERYWHERE
USES UNION LABEL BOOK MATCHES

No experience needed to earn big daily commissions,
Beadirect factoryrepresentative of the world’slargest
exclusive UNION LABEL Book Match manufacturer,
. Progpects everywhere, Feature
Glamour Girls, Hillbillies,
scenics and dozens of other
styles — Double Books —Jumbo
Books —nearly 100 color combi~
nations. New, bigger portfolio
makes this fastest selling line
areal profit maker for you.
Write TODAY for full details.
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Dept. R-353, 7528 S, Greenwood Ave., Chicago 9. inoi:
w av»:t Coast Salesmen, write Box 1087, San Jose, Calif.

: She Gof s400%
for a Half Dollar

I will SH 7¢
01D comg'.‘:ma/ TP

of
& 5¥one ilverDollar, Mrs, G.F. Adsms, Obia
Teceived$740.00 for a few old coins, I will ¢ I 4
Zor all kinds of old coins, medals, bﬂl‘g’an%:yt:gpgrim

| WILL PAY $100.00 FOR A DIME!
41894 8. Mint; $50.00 for 1913 Liberty Head Nickel (nog
Buffalo) and hundreds of other amazing prices for coins 2
end 4c¢ for Large Illustrated Coin Folder and particu« Jiredl
lars. It may mean much profit to you, Write today to :
B. MAX MEHL, 133 Mehl Bldg., Fort Worth, Tex.
(Largest Rare Coin Establishment in U.S.)



‘L"“Dellvery ;,nght To Youf “Door_;;f

By Subscrlbmg To -
RANCH ROMANCES Today'f'

The next sixteen issues (32 weeks) of RANCH ROMANCES would cost you
$4.00 at the regular single copy price. But, by entering your subscription now
at the special introductory rate of sixteen issues for only $3.00, you save a .

full dollar!

And that’s not all! In addition to this big 25% saving, you'll enjoy the conven-
ience of having copies of each issue delivered right to your door. And instead of
paying extra money for this service, you pocket a dollar.

No other magazine in the field gives you SO MUCH — stirring, thrill-a-minute
fiction (including at least one novel and many short stories in every issue) ...
daring tales of romance...true yarns of the Old West...regular round-ups of
Western movies “and movie stars written by the famous actor, ROBERT

CUMMINGS...rodeo reports...and SCORES of other exclusive features.

Don’t miss this opportunity %&%**%%%ﬂ“%%‘%%%%@‘%%ﬂ?
ol stdrt RANCH ROMANCES Your INSURANCE Policy

By subscribing to RANCH RO\IANC}LS.
coming your way regularly

you not only save $1.00 over the single
at BIG savings. Fill out and

copy cost of sixteen issues, but you insure
yourself against missing a single issue
due to newsstand sellouts . . . and you
protect yourself against possible price
increases as well.

 mail the coupon below today! i 2

@ © 0 00 00 & 0 00 0 0000 0 © 00 00 OO 00 OO0 000 00O 00000 0O 00 0O 0 s -

RANCH ROMANGES e 10 East 40th Street, New York 16, N. Y.

Yes, I want to take advantage of your money-saving offer! Here’s my $3 for a
32 week introductory subscription (16 big issues) to RANCH ROMANCES.

fofooloods ofecfoetoede
FoofeBocfe foofofecfe

(Add 50¢ for Canadian postage; $1.00 for foreign)

&



S

o, ;‘a 2

A yen for haberdashery doomed—

W||c| Bunch

by HAROLD HELFER

NE OF the strangest tales of the old
west involved one George Leroy
Parker, who started out as a carefree cow-
boy and wound up as a number 1 desper-
ado—and whose undoing was, of all
things, a derby hat.

Back in Utah, Parker had been known
as a right amiable and hard-working cow-
puncher. But when the open-range coun-
try began to come to an end in Utah in
the 1890’s, and ranch hands commenced
being laid off, George Leroy hied himself
off to Wyoming.

A new state, a new line of endeavor, he
decided:. And so he took to horse rustling,
figuring there was hardly any business
where the overhead was any lower and
the returns any faster. Not wishing to dis-
grace his family, he thoughtfully com-
menced going by the name of Butch Cas-
sidy. Things went along pretty good with
him, but one hitch did develop. He was
arrested and sentenced to serve time in
the penitentiary.

He became a model prisoner and ob-

tained a pardon after giving the governor
his word of honor tht he would never steal
another horse. And there is no one who
can say that he did not keep his word. He
took to robbing banks. And he did so
well that he soon had a ‘gang attached to
him—“The Wild Bunch,” as they were
called.

They were a ripsnorting, fast-shooting,
~ swaggering bunch, and they soon had
everybody from the Texas Rangers to

the Northwest Mounted Police after them.
But the Cassidy gang continued holding
up banks left and right and getting away
with it. Sometimes they made the Jesse
James outfit of a couple of decades before:
look like pikers.

Now back at the turn of the century,
when the Cassidy bunch were riding sé
high, the derby was the symbol of the
well-to-do bank official. And Butch Cas-
sidy had held up so many bankers that he
became smitten with their mode of dress.
He yearned for himself and his associates
to be attired in a similar plutocratic
fashion.

One day he couldn’t stand it any more.
He had his men give up their plaid shirts,
knockabout cowpunchér trousers, boots
and Stetsons. And, instead, they donned
conservative business suits, chic oxfords,
broadcloth shirts—and derbies. Butch
Cassidy was so pleased with everything
that he had a picture taken of himself and -
his gang, their derbies nattily perched
atop their heads.

And this is what proved his ruination.
A police officer saw the photo and recog-
nized beneath the derbies the much-
wanted Cassidy gang. It put authorities
hot on their trail and led to them being
picked off, one after the other. Cassidy
himself escaped to Chile, but the country
turned out to be as hot as the dish. He
was shot down and mortally wounded by
soldiers while resisting their efforts to
arrest him there. ® @ @
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bloodthirsty?

The Chiricahua came
in from all sides,

% firing and yelling

1/%7 ) CHAPTER I
@ I / 5 }‘1 ; V4 s The ‘Clansmen

E CAME von : the mule train at the
he half-pint had to prove, come hell foot of the Divide, just west of the
Ehe h P Pyramids, toward Stein’s Mountain. A
or Chiricahua, that he could swing a gnarled giant of a man with a bush of a
: : white beard hailed him from the camp.
jug, a gun—or a girl—with any man!  Grant Grahame was driving a remuda
11
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of twenty blooded brood mares. It was a
mighty lonely spot and it was not good
sense to go horning in. Then he saw the
girl looking him owver with a spy glass.
The downright gall of it touched his
humor: He wanted to know her and so he
stopped to visit. °

The patriarch strode out alone to greet
him. He was tough and powerful now.
What a man he must have been! The giant
was bluff and hearty, but his five sons
stood back in a knot without a smile on
any face. Dark, lean, wary-looking Ten-
nessee hill dogs, just watching and wait-
ing for their master’s bidding.

The giant boomed, “The Heflins, stran-
ger . . . the whole clan of us!”

Grant Grahame nodded and gave his
name but did not step out of his saddle.
The girl came into view, walking into open
space and looking him over again with
 forthright curiosity. She wore a brown,

- homespun dress with a deep cut neck, and
that was all. It clung to her long, lean,
loose-jointed body. There was a filly!

She was barefoot and wore no bonnet.
Her quizzical, gray-green eyes were
framed by a mass of thick, jet hair. Her
throat was long and smooth and full. She
‘bent over to scratch a fly bite.on her naked
leg. In that brief whisk of her dress, Grant
caught a flash of thin ankles and a fine
shaped lower limb.

“Why yes,” he nodded at the Heflin
chief, “I'd be obliged to light awhile.”

Knowing lights touched the girl’s eyes.
She considered him more personally. He
was no prize package and he knew it. He
had chill blue eyes and a slashing mouth
and a hatchet nose that looked like a bro-
ken wedge of rock. To top things, he was
small of stature. But his chest filled his
shirt, he had straight legs and he was
clean. He gave the impression of a man
who would let the others do the boasting,
and of one who would be gentle with
horseflesh and with women. :

E YIPPED his remuda alert and

drove it out to where three men with
long rifles were guarding a herd of mixed
stock.

“You Heflins too?” he asked.

“Well, Heflin first, middle or last han-
dle,” one answered.

He nodded. “Grahame. The old man
said to run these critters in while I stop
to chaw.”

“He said so, that’s enough,” the man
answered.

He smelled them out for trickery or hos-
tility and found none, but they were ready
enough for it. A closeknit, dark and se-
cret mountain clan. They’d all fight like
one if trouble started.

He swung down at camp, leaving his
cinches tight, and ground-hitched his pony.
The Heflins noted his caution. A sixth
man, big as the chief and like a bull in
build and nature, spit with contempt. He
was close in with the main family, but was
probably. a cousin.

The white-bearded giant was called,
“Elder.” He brought out a keg for the vis-
itor and those others who wanted, but he
sat with it in his lap and he poured the
drinks. He never let thém forget who was
boss.

It was damned good bourbon, cured to
a fine mellow flavor by the motion of the
wagon crossing the continent. Grant Gra-
hame started to toss his drink off, caught
the rare flavor and stopped short. “That’s
just about the finest whisky I've ever
drunk!” ,

The old man chuckled. Marsh, the eldest
son, dug another with his elbow and said,
“It took near two thousand miles to do it,
but looks like you finally found yourself a
friend, Roy!”

Roy darkened and growled to hide his
pleasure. It appeared he’d made the whis-
ky himself.

The ice was broken. Grant could feel it
crackle and melt around him. Marsh hun-
kered and began whittling. Roy looked
friendly. The other three dropped their
deadpan watchfulness.

But Bull, the sixth one, demanded ag-
gressively, “What ails you cowboys? Ain’t
any of you got enough savvy to fire a
still?”

The thrust was jabbed straight at Grant,
but it slapped Roy first. He wheeled in
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anger to face Bull. “What ails you, Bull?”
he demanded. “You getting so stuck on
yourself it kills you to hear another man
get a word of respect from a stranger?”

Bull backtracked with a flaming face.
“I didn’t say your damn liquor was no
good!”

“You damn well better not! You damn
well better not say more about it!” Roy
breathed hoarsely.

Marsh growled, “You both shut up so
we can drink some of it! There are things

I want to ask Grahame—if he knows the

trail ahead.”

“I travel it some,” Grant acknowledged.
“Alone like this?” the old man asked.
“Well, yes,” Grant admitted reluctantly.
What we don’t know about,” Marsh

said, “is Injuns and water.”

Grant nodded at the trough between the
two lines of low-strung hills. “Take this
valley and cut through below and you'’re
on the proper Butterfield. It’s low, level
country with no dry stretch more than six
hours mule pace. Allowing for grazing
time, you can start with water and camp
at your second water hole straight
through.” s

“Ain’t it the longer way?” Elder asked.

“And hotter,” Grant nodded. “But you
won’t be like to meet Apache, and you
won’t run short of water.”

“How about this other trail?” Marsh
asked.

“Two-thirds shorter but rough as hell,
and you’ve got Chiricahua drifting all
along it. They’re not nice customers.”

Marsh mulled the matter over and
asked, “Which trail you taking?”

Grant pointed at the latter. ;

Bull gave a blasting snort of breath.
“Hell, if he’s going through, we can take it
sleeping!”

Grant looked at him with bleak specula-
tion. “You know anything about Chiri-
cahua?”

Bull darkened. “There ain’t a helluva
difference in any Injuns I know of!”

Grant said with hard-bitten irony, “You
got a swell chance of learning something
~then!”

Bull looked hostile, but found no en-

couragement in Elder, who covered the
awkwardness by refilling Grant’s cup.
Bull growled to himself and went off.

RANT considered this was not the
outfit for a lone man with twenty

head of horseflesh to get roiled with and
he’d better drift real soon. Just then the
girl beat a tattoo on an iron skillet.

“Come and get it, Pa,” she called, “and
bring that stranger with you!” :

Marsh looked faintly surprised and
grinned. Roy looked mischievously down-
line toward Bull. :

Bull scowled back in their direction and
stepped into a bucket doing it. He kicked .
it off his foot so savagely, it smashed
against a wagon wheel like eggshell. The
boys chuckled and Elder pulled to his
enormous height and led Grant down to
supper.

“This is my daughter, Carrie,” he said.
And that was all.

Grant took off his hat and moved awk-

“wardly in his boots. The girl’s eyes

laughed at him. She let him steam as long
as she could. Then she said, “That’s our
family for you, but I heard you give your
name. Set in my place. I’'m too busy to
eat now.”

Grant said, “I’'m right sorry to hear
that, ma’am. I figured you might save me
talking more trail talk.”

“I aim to,” she said straight out. “I'm
claiming you now for washing dishes.”

Marsh looked Grant over again care-
fully, could see nothing handsome that he
hadn’t noted, and shook his head with puz-
zlement. Bull glowered their way from an-
other fire, then buried his bullet head be-
tween bulging shoulders and stuck his
face almost into his pan.:

For the trail, it was a damn good me=l,
lacking few things that would have been
served at a ranch. Fresh bread, fresh pie—
and preserves such as Grant had never
had.

Roy blurted, “How come you finaily
broke out the sweet pears?”.

“We have ’em all the time!” the girl
snapped across her shoulder.

“Haw!” Roy challenged. “You dangad
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near took my head off with a skillet for
trying to take some two weeks back!”

She swung on him with a flushing face.
“Big mouth! Next time, it’ll be a hot skil-
let and I won’t miss!”

Elder’s eyes twinkled and he belched
appreciatively and thunderously as he
pushed back his plate. “Roy, mebbe Gra-
hame would like his pony put out to
graze,” he said.

“Well, I had kind of figured to push
along,” Grant told him.

Elder and Marsh exchanged a glance.
Marsh got to his feet picking a tooth with
a match. “Shucks, time Carrie lets you
get through with mopping dishes, it’ll be
sunup!” he grinned.

' Carrie sat down with her own plate.
“One of these days,” she  challenged
Marsh, “I’ll keep a man helping till sunup
and it’ll be you!”

“Well, your man for now, Carrie,” Elder
said as he got up, “but we want him back.
Grahame, you might as well camp with us
tonight.”

“Right friendly of you,” Grant said, and
wondered if it was a mistake. These Ten-
nessee clansmen were hard to figure.
Good friends, but damned sparky and cun-
ning foes if you stepped on the wrong toe.

The Heflins moved off to take care of
their delayed chores. A sliver of blood-
red sun still hung above the purpling hills.
Dusk flowed over them and with it came
a gentle tide of cool.

“Out where I live,” Grant told the girl,
“dusk is about-an hour longer coming.”

She asked about his home. It was wild
horse country and he told her about the
mustangs. Talking of the thing he lived
and loved, he told her a good deal about
himself.

A keen-scented breeze drifted down
from the Divide and put a fresh tang into
the stagnant air. The stars came down
“from the blue sea above them and filled
this dark-shadowed world with an en-
chanted blue light.

AYBE she had delayed the dishes to
this time, or maybe supper was just
late tonight; he couldn’t tell. Twice her

hand touched his and he felt the tingling
warmth of her. Once her hips brushed
against him for a moment and he almost
dropped the plate he was drying.

All hell’s fire was buried in this girl.
She knew it, and she knew just how to use
it. Yet there was nothing loose or easy -
about her. She was simply a girl who de-
cided what she wanted and went after it.
Grant would pity the man who trled to’
make up her mind for her.

He had to wonder about the big cousin,
Bull, and thought maybe there was some
vague understanding, or maybe she was
even promised, but it was not a deal par-
ticularly to her liking.

She put the supper dishes away, left
things ready for breakfast, and taking a
deep breath, asked, “Would a walk be
safe? I haven’t been out of thls train smce‘
we started.”

He considered the mood and season and
movements of local tribes and said finally,
“I reckon if we stay close. But what w111
your pa say to that?”

She gave a low laugh. “Pa would say
any woman who couldn’t judge a man or
who made a fool of herself, wasn’t fit to be
a Heflin!”

“Pretty good rule,” Grant approved.
“But you’d best wear boots.”

She bit at her lower lip and looked em-
barrassed. “I plumb forgot my visitor
manners just like I'd known you a long
time!””

He grinned. “With those handsome
feet, you keep right on forgetting. I'm just -
thinking of burrs and snakes.”

She vanished into the wagon and came
back and they moved out beyond the dim
glow of the camp. One of the herd riders
was singing a hill song with a heart-tear-
ing twang in his voice, and somebody in
camp picked it up on a banjo. Up on the
slopes, two coyotes joined the chorus of
night noises.

She asked him more about his home
mesa and its furious sundowns, and what
living there was like, and what he wanted
out of life.

That last one kind of stumped him and
she asked, “Don’t you ever think of a
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home and wife sometime?”

‘Well, sure, who didn’t? But now that
she mentioned it, he wondered just what
kind of woman would fit into his lonesome

‘ country picture. The image of such a wom-
an formed upon the front of his mind and
it was like the girl who stood beside him.
He liked her frankness, he liked her vigor,
and she made him feel like a stoked-up
boiler.

Out of his churning thoughts and feel-
ings, he muttered unthinking, “How
would you like to be the wife, Carrie?”

She stood very still as if listening back
into memory and recalling something he’d
asked long, long ago. That was foolish, of
course, seeing that she hadn’t known him,
but that was the way she felt.

He was silent, wondering how in hell
that blunder had ever slipped out. She’d
probably laugh or be insulted.

But there was no laughter and no insult
on her face when she turned and looked
straight up at him and murmured, “I don’t
know, Grant, but if I found I loved you,
I'd like it.”

His hands came to her elbows and hesi-
tated, but her body came toward him like
a drifting breeze. Then her arms were
around his neck and her lips were hot
and - full and savage upon his. They
strained to each other like quivering as-
pens, while the orange-red moon rose out
of that vital, primitive land beyond the
soot black line of the hills.

He released her and she stood back,
shaking as he was shaken. “You’ll prob-
ably think I'm bad,” she said.

“I’'ve been kissed before, Grant, but I
never kissed a man like that.”

“I know,” he said gently.

Then he spun to some sound she did
not hear and his gun glinted against the
darkness. Pushing her behind a rock, he
dropped to a crouch and cracked out,
“Who is it?”

There was a moment’s dead silence and
then a big figure loomed out from behind
some brush rasping, “I'll damn quick
show you who I am!” -

“It’s Bull!” the girl muttered and came
from behind the rock.

Bull formed out of the darkness carry-

ing a rifle at his side. But it would not be

guns Bull wanted to use. It would be fists. _

Grant still crouched, judging the costs
and values. It was true that Bull had stuck
his nose in, but if Grant gunned him
down, the clan would still remember that
Bull was one of them. On the other hand,
Grant didn’t stand a chance against him,
man to man with fists.

E WAS STILL trying to figure a way

out of his dilemma when the girl
flashed past him, demanding with fiery
anger, “Bull, what gives you leave to spy
on me like this?”

Bull gave an angry, brutal laugh. “Neo
kiss like you just gave, I'll admit! But no
damn yellow hossthief is coming intc my
camp to steal my girl like that!”

She said through tight teeth, “Stop
where you are and take that back! I’'m not
promised to you. I never was.”

He gave an ugly laugh. “You ought to
be damn glad I'd bother with you after
this! But I’ll tell you just what I aim to do
to settle it. I aim to beat this measly,
sneaky little worm so bad he won’t crawl,
and then I aim to show you the meaning
of a real man’s kiss!”

“So help me, I'll tell Marsh and Pa!”
she flared.

“Yeah?” Bull jeered. “And what will I
tell ’em? You hold my gun while I’'m busy,
here.”

He pushed the rifle at her and she
snatched it. “I’ll hold it all right!” she de-
clared, and her arms rose against the
moonlight and came down fast.

There was the sharp crack of the rifle
butt on Bull’s head. His breath exploded in
a grunt. He staggered one step forward,
wavered, and then crashed.

Grant rose from his crouch. He flushed
with embarrassment, “I shouldn’t have let
you horn into this, Carrie.”

“What could you do about it? That big
ox has been asking for it!”

Grant looked wryly at his gun, booted
it, and scuffed ashamedly at the dirt. “I

should have fought him, I guess, even if
I’d have had hell knocked out of me.”
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She gave an angry snort of breath. She
warned him, “Don’t you dast say a word
about this!”

Carrie adjusted her clothes and hair
and took his arm. There was no pressure,
no warmth in her hand now, and she gave
no solitary sign of intimacy on the way
back.

He thought grimly, What else can she
think but that I'm yellow! I need a woman
to protect me!

She brought him up to the low glow of
their fire just as if nothing had happened.
Elder and Marsh glanced at her in the
way of men with perfect confidence in
their women.

Marsh grinned,
down?”

“It was a nice moonrise,” she told him.
“You should get a girl and go see one
sometime.” ‘

Her father grunted, “I'm glad it didn’t
rise any later! We been sitting up to see
you, Grant. You know this country and
you’re taking the same trail. We want to
make you a little proposition.”

“That means java,”’ the girl said and
went to fill the pot.

Grant hunkered by the fire, still churn-
ing with anger and shame, and thinking
he ought to get out of here for the girl’s
sake, but wanting to stick along-for his
own. Nothing was said during this inter-
val, but he knew what the proposition
would be.

He said, “I’ll tell you, Elder, I'm right
late getting back already.”

He saw a flash of light and shadow
across the fire and a pair of handsome
bare feet. He followed the girl’s line up
and met her gaze. She knew he was head-
ed for a checkout but she misunderstood
it. He knew she thought it was out of fear
of Bull.

That was something more than his pride
could take. If the rest wanted to think
that, he could have cussed them off and
forgotten it, but he couldn’t have Carrie
figuring that way.

“But if you're figuring to roll out right
away and move fast, I'd be obliged to ride
with you,” he added.

“Was it a nice sun-

The girl closed her eyes with relief.
Then she was busy with the fire and java
and cutting another pie.

They sat for an hour or so discussing
details, then rolled into their blankets.
Grant lay awake a long time thinking of
the g1rl He was smarting from the eve-
ning’s occurrence. He thought ruefully
that it was hell to be a little man; there
wasn’t any way out of a tight place but
to eat humble pie or to kill. :

He saw Bull sneak into camp and fetch
a jug and sneak back out. It made him feel
a little better. At least there was some-
body else as ashamed as he was. But it
was going to be tough keeping things in
line.

CHAPTER II

Wagons, Roll!

HE MULE TRAIN rolled out at sunup

leaving two of the Heflins to locate
Bull. They found him over by the Pyra-
mids, ugly with drink and smoldering an-
ger, claiming the egg on his head was a
result of a fall while he was trying to
cave a catamount.

Midway of morning, the girl settled her
mixed feelings about Grant, and switch-
ing with one of her brothers, rode his pony
up on point. It wasn’t possible to talk
much with Elder and Marsh nearby, but
she reached over secretly once and
squeezed Grant’s hand. There was a look
of apology in her eyes for last night’s doubt
of him.

“They had just about smoothed out thelr
ruffled feelings when the bang of an angle
iron halted the train. A wagon with a hot-
box needed a change of wheel. They were
in an area without a tree.in sight to cut
for leverage to get the axle jacked. The
alternative was risking a couple of main-
trees to lift the wagon. At best, the process
would cause a delay meaning dry camp on
the flats.

Grant looked -‘bothered and said,
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“There’s not a place to camp that isn’t
open and where we wouldn’t be spotted

by any Chiricahua moving through the

hills.”

Nobody underrated the savages, but the
comment seemed rather on the cautious
side. None of the Heflins said anything.
The girl looked at her brothers and then
looked quickly at a blank space on the
horizon, and Grant could see her fierce
coloring.

Bull shot Grant a look of challenging
contempt. He spit and got out of his sad-
dle. Hitching his belts, he looked the clan
over. “Being as hqw our big scout is so
almighty afeard of these waw-waws,” he
said sarcastically, “I reckon I'll have to
show how a real he-man handles things!”

He moved to the wagon wheel, spit on
his big hands, cupped them under the hub
and ordered, “Get that jacklog ready to
slip under, boys. You’ve got the pride of
the Heflins working now!”

The women shrilly warned Bull he’d
bust a gut or break his back. The men
made wagers among themselves. Elder sat
by silently, shrewdly judging the signs
of Bull’s popularity and the clan’s confi-
dence in him.

Bull grinned boastfully to right and left
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A man never forgot a girl
like that, Grant knew
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across his shoulders, sucked three deep
breaths and set his jaws and strained. His
shoulders bulged, his shirt split down the
back, but the lift just brought the wheel
above its tracks.

He let it down and cursed. He made
fresh boasts, spit, and tried again. The
veins on his forehead stood out like throb-
bing ropes. His belt burst its buckle, his
breathing sounded like grit over hardpan.
But the wheel only lifted four inches and
it was not enough to slip the jacklog un-
der.

He stood off breathing hard and barked
hoarsely for water. He tore his shirt off,
dusted his hands with sand. He bore in on
the wheel like it was an enemy he was
fighting. Grabbing two spokes, his legs
spraddled sidewise while his breath
sucked like a cyclone through his teeth.
Sweat broke out of him in solid streams
and strain tore strange brute sounds from
his barrel lungs. -

There was the hollow chock of wood on
wood. The two Heflin boys knocked in the
jack and yelled, and scrabbling out from
under the wagon, whooped their admira-
tion for the strong man of the clan.

The clan cheered and the losers paid
with grins. Even the married women
rushed up to kiss him while the boys
whacked his back and pumped his hand.
Elder ordered out the ceremonial keg. Bull
arched his chest and strutted back and
forth making muscles and grinning broad-
ly with pride.

Stopping in front of Grant, he demand-
ed with contempt, “Well, have I saved us
from the waw-waws enough to suit your
cautious fancy, minnow-man?”

Grant colored but found no ready an-
swer but to say, “It was a good lift. We'll
make water camp.”

“You're damn right!” Bull chortled.
,“And you know damn well when to say
it, half-pint!”

Grant’s mouth compressed. Under the
circumstances, there wasn’t much answer

to Bull’s insolence. He saw the girl bite -

her lower lip with shame for him. The
Heflin boys carefully looked away, shar-
ing the girl’s embarrassment.

HE WHEEL was replaced, the lead-
ers rode back on point and the train
once more raised its banner of chrome
yellow dust. Carrie had dropped off to
drive her wagon again. The turbulent
dark beauty of her face had been dis-
turbed, her eyes torn with the last thing
he ever wanted to see there—sympathy.
He cursed to himself, but he was jammed.
Toward evening, Grant broke trail down
through a twisting maze of washes on the
river’s clay floodbanks and brought them
to campsite below the ford of the San
Simeon. While they made camp, he rode
out on scout, seething with anger. He had
never asked for trouble in his life and so
he had been content to give anybody who
crowded him their full share of hell. But
here was a case where he couldn’t give it,
and the more he took, the smaller he must
look in the girl’s eyes.

Something in the hills broke his
thoughts off. He sat there staring up, eyes
narrowed to slits against the burning sky.
It was pure instinct that drew his atten-
tion, for he couldn’t see a thing up there
but haze and glare. Not even a wind put
the brush in movement.

Then his vision focussed against the
glare and he saw the smoke rising like
sheerest gossamer against the sky—Chiri-
cahua, signalling ahead that a small °
and valuable wagon train was coming—
smoke that would be repeated across the
whole Apache Nation.

He rode back, somber with news he
could not tell. They were woodsmen but
they still had dude’s eastern eyes. What
good would it do to tell of smoke they
could not see and would doubt?

Day’s chores were over and the train
was readying a barbecue in honor of its
Strong Boy. The keys were out,. the wom-
enfolk prettied up, and Bull was soaking
in the homage. He looked Grant over with
high-humored contempt and began a
string of vindictive, rawhiding comments.

Marsh frowned, beginming to read in
this something beyond the simple arro-
gance of Bull’s nature. He got Grant aside
to cover his kinsman’s rudeness with oth-
er talk. He wanted to know about this
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country’s hunting. Hills ought to be alive
with catamounts, he thought.

Grant answered thoughtlessly, preoc-
cupied with his own problems. “You'd
have to go further north,” he said. “These
are all dry hills in here.”

He didn’t note the pupils of Marsh’s
eyes widen.

Marsh grunted, “Even the Pyramids?”

“Hell, they’re dryer than a bone! Not "

even the coyotes go high in there,” Grant
said.

Marsh’s eyes narrowed with a mixture
of humor and speculation. Shortly, he
went to corral his brothers to figure out
what Bull was covering with that tall
story about the way he got the egg on his
head.

EFLIN MOFFETT and his particu-
lar family had gotten out their fid-
dles, bones and blow jugs, and cousin Abe
was making ‘music on his sweet potato.
The kids had built a big bonfire, and the
young folk had cleared a space to dance.
From the heights of his importance, Bull
could be magnanimous. After taunting
Carrie in front of her pa with veiled re-
marks that turned her breathless, he put
her recent actions down to love of him
and her wanting to make him jealous. He
swept her off into the dance.

She was excited, of course. He was the
hero of the hour, and the other girls were
green with envy. - Her feet were light,
there was a sparkle in her eye. At the
end of the dance, he swung her up like
a doll and kissed her. She took it laugh-
ing. When he set her down after a mock
battle, she jumped up and kissed him of
her own accord before she sped to her fa-
ther’s protection.

Sundown flared and dusk thickened
quickly in their hollow. Thinking of the
smoke signal he had not mentioned, Grant
grew nervous at the size of their fire.
“Shows a heap of what’s in camp to any
Chiricahua who can count,” me mentioned
to Elder.

Bull wheeled out of another talk and
glared at Grant. “Why, damn!” he rasped.
“If our minney-minnow ain’t finally stud-

ied out a way to cut down my shadow!”

“I don’t reckon Grant means anything
personal,” Elder rumbled. “He’s just
thinking of our safety.”

“He thinks all the damn time of safe-
ty!” Bull snorted. “I ain’t denying you,
Elder, but we ain’t seen any amount of
Injun sign since the other side of the
Divide, and I don’t figure these half- -
baked Injuns over here are any tougher
than the redskins on the prairies.”

The whole camp had gone silent to hear
the argument and Grant could feel the
clan’s respect for Bull’s strength extend-
ing to his judgment. Carrie came in and
took Bull’'s arm and broke the situation
up. Elder and Marsh exchanged glances.

“I can’t figure why he’s so almighty
roiled at you, Grant,” Marsh speculated.

Grant lifted his shoulders and let them
fall. He said, “There isn’t much I can do
about it, is there? I was asked into this
train. I didn’t horn in.”

“Now simmer down, friend,” Marsh
grinned. “Nobody’s bit you.” '

- Grant looked dubious and simmered in
silence and watched the crowd. His
thoughts were shuffling around like an
Indian medicine ball. The dance came to
a riproaring end, and Bull stood in the
center of the space and held the girl’s
hand. :

“Folks,” he called out, “I dunno how
Elder Heflin is going to take this, but I
figure I might as well tell one and all right
now, him included, I aim to tie into his
family just as soon as I can make his
daughter see some sense!”

The crowd looked at Elder, waiting to
whoop it up. The girl flushed, then went
white, and her eyes flashed. She snatched
away her hand and snapped, ‘“Well,
there’s no harm in you aiming, but don’t
you go giving my other beaux the idea
we’ve reached any understanding!”

Bull darkened and demanded of the
girl, “You turning me down in front of
all these folks?”

She saw her chance and used her head.
She laughed and challenged, “Why, you
big galoot, you haven’t even given me
the chance to turn you down yet! You
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proposing to me or them?”

Rich laughter ran through the crowd.
The calls and jokes were good-humored,
and one of the grinning Heflin boys
brought Bull a drink, He lost no face, and
the humor kind of thickened their friend-
ship for him, so he joined in the laughter
himself and for the moment the matter
was settled.

HE cooks struck the angle iron and

the laughing crowd rushed him off
to carve. But the Heflins grabbed their
sister over into a clique, their humor
gone, Marsh demanded flatly, “Carrie,
what’s going on here we don’t know?
What happened to put that egg on Bull’s
noggin?” :

Grant coughed and said, “I’d best leave
you folks.”

“You stay right here!” Marsh com-
manded. “You're tied into this some
place.”

The girl asked, “What’s the'egg got to
do with it? I turned him down for my
own reasons.”

“Why, Daughter?” Elder asked. “He’s
a good man and this is a big day for him.”

“Well,” she answered, “he’s not the only .

one who’s asked for me.” She crimsoned
but looked defiant. Just for instance,
Grant has, too.”

The boys stared from their sister to
Grant and back again. Elder cleared his
throat and drummed his powerful fingers
on the jug. He said, “Grant, I reckon that
makes your intentions clear, whatever
happened, but we’d best get to the bot-
tom of this among ourselves now.”

Grant nodded. “Sure. If you want me
to answer up to anything, just call.”

He moved away with his heart chug-
ging. That was a damn loyal and honest
little girl!

He moved down moodily into the creek
bed and walked along beneath the bank.
He heard the Heflins before he realized
where he had drifted. He’d come around
right behind and under them.

They’d cracked the story of Bull’s spy-
ing on the girl, and some more of how she
felt about Grant. He heard Marsh snap,

“I didn’t say he was no good! He’s all
right, but gawdamighty, sis, he’s no man
for you! How’s a meek little guy like him
going to take proper care of you out in °
a wilderness like this?”

She began to cry. Grant couldn’t tell
what she answered. He didn’t want to
hear it anyway. He was sick with shame
and bitterness inside. So damn sick he
didn’t blame Marsh a bit for his opinion.

CHAPTER III

The Cut-Off

E LED the party three miles past

Bowie the next day. Bull stopped
off to throw his weight around. He caught
up later with the important news that
he’d learned of a thirty-mile cut-off out
of Wilcox. :

Throwing Grant a contemptuous look,
he said, “We’ll go that way, ’less our big
scout is afeard that cut-off’s full of wait-
ing wew-waws!” he jeered.

Grant’s mouth compressed. He said,
“That cut-off’s through Chiricahua hunt-
ing country.”

Bull snorted and held forth with rough
humor at Grant’s expense. Elder silenced
him finally and asked, “What’s to prevent
them from attacking us right on this
trail?”

“Nothing,” Grant admitted. “It has hap-
pened. But there is some traffic on this
trail and always the chance of a cavalry
patrol. The Chiricahua are cautious.”

Bull threw back his head and filled the
air with his bellowing laugh. “Now I'm
beginning to see it!” he guffawed. “Gra-
hame, you been keeping the wrong com-
pany!” :

Elder’s eyes twinkled and the Heflin
boys tried civilly to hide their grins. Bull
won out when they got local opinion at
Wilcox that the cut-off was perfectly safe,
at least as far as the San Pedro.

. Even dudes could have made out the
smoke signals that evening. Grant stood
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reading them grimly, but they told noth-
ing that would give him weight in coun-
cil. Simply the usual scout information
about a train’s progress. The chief who’d
decide what the Chiricahua would do was
somewhere in the far saguaro lands
ahead.

At dawn they rolled out into the Bonita
Mountains, Bull declaring loudly that
they’d make the thirty-two miles to the
San Pedro by nightfall.

Four days later they reached the river,
two axles broken, three men hurt, six
teams foundered, their water gone. And
there wasn’t even water under the San
Pedro’s drybed.

Elder looked to Grant for advice for
the first time since the San Simeon.
“What do you do in a case like this, Grant?
I don’t figure we could get back even
astride.”

Grant was sore enough not to say any-
thing, but he saw the sudden spark-of hope
in the girl’s eyes. He said, “Well, I dunno
if it’ll work, but I know something we
can try.” -

He cut out a fresh pony from his remuda
and forking it, whacked his regular pony
out to drift. The animal circled out un-
certainly and kept looking back to see
what it was he wanted. Finally, it settled
down to somberly smelling at brush and
cactus.

Heavy clouds drifted out of the sun-
down, but they never held a drop of rain.
Dusk came early and the clouds played
fireworks around the horizon, but there
was no moisture in the air, and day’s heat
lay over the valley like a blanket. Temper
hung through the camp like an ugly
smell, and harsh words barked. Tension
was at an explosive point. -

Grant stayed in the saddle, keeping an
eye on his pony, Sally. Nothing at all hap-
pened until midnight. Then there was the
barest breath of breeze. He saw Sally
pitch her ears forward and stretch her
neck out, her nostrils flaring into the
breeze.

She started forward in a little trot,
swerved, and the breeze died. She smelled
at the ground but held her position. The

breeze came up again and she went off
on a different trail.

Back of them, the mules stood with
their heads lifted, sniffing thirstily, but
they were green-country bred and could
not quite trace the smell of this vague
dampness. Then Sally caught the scent
she wanted and set off at a lope, straight
up along the drybed.

Behind Grant there was a blasting mule
squeal, a roared curse from Bull, and the
sudden pound of the herd coming in a
stampede.

Grant raced after Sally, more worried
about her than of being overtaken. After
about a mile, she wheeled directly down
into a big, deep hole. Grant came in hard
beside her, jumped down to fill his can-
teen, jumped back into leather and had

to beat his thirsted pony away from its
drink.

E CLEARED the far rim as the stam-

pede broke over the opposite side.
Sally was smart. She’d worked around
to the far side where there’d be least
crowding. Watered up for now, she °
climbed out of the hole and came over
to chew his shoulder a little.

He roughed her chin and took a drink
from his canteen. “What say we take a
drink back to Miss Carrie while that
roughstock’s guzzling?” he asked.

Sally nickered and he started his pony
back, Sally trotting beside him. Riders
loomed out of the darkness and pulled up
hard. Bull roared with violence, “That
critter of yours started the stampede!
What in hell you turned back for when
you shoulda followed ’em?”

“You running the train now?” Grant
demanded. :

“Im. sure running this part of it!” Bull
rasped. “And I'll damn well leave my

"mark on -that chuckleheaded hoss of

yours!”

His arm lifted to quirt the pony. Grant’s
arm blurred and there was a soft click
as it came  up, holding the solid bulk
of his Colt. He said nothing. He just sat .
there still and bleak as rock, with his
gun beaded on Bull’s middle.
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Bull’s breath dumped out with a dry
sound. His arm froze, and then came
down slowly. Even against the clouded
darkness, his eyes were red. “You'd dast
put*a throwdown on me?” he breathed
hoarsely. . :

“I've done it!” Grant answered.

Others crowded in and he could feel
their disapproval and hostility rising.
When Marsh came up at a gallop and drew
rein. Grant let his hammer down. and
ierked his head backward. “Your herd,”
he told Marsh, “is over in a hole, drink-
ing.”

‘There was a mixed-tened muttering
from the gathering horsemen. Water was
more important than spleen or feuds
right now. Marsh caught the tension and
saw Grant’s gun but broke things up.
“Let’s go. Bull, you come whip them
fool ponies out of .there before they
bloat!” :

Grant moved on back to the wagon train
and gave his canteen to Carrie. She called
to Elder who came over and by Grant’s
tense expression, detected the trouble
right off. He took the canteen from his
daughter and had his drink, then stood
a moment holding the canteen in front of
him with his empty hand lifted palm up,
as if balancing a little quiet man’s pa-
tience and savvy against a big man’s ready
pride and violence. Elder ended his pri-
vate thoughts with a grunt and handed
the canteen on. .

The camp was dog-tired, but its strain
had vanished and there was a sudden
surge of activity and joking as water
began to arrive with riders. Women set
about making fires and getting supper. It
was dawn when the camp turned in for
sleep.

T TOOK three days of sweating work

to put the train back into order. The .

camp was in two minds about both Bull
- and Grant, but easier tempered than it
had been with the finding of water. The
Heflins gave Grant credit for his cau-
tion, but unbalanced by rough-shod man-
hood, it was something that went against
the grain with them. They tolerated it,

but they could not fully accept it.

Bull strode around camp, surly, dark
browed, simmering under the taunts about
his choice of trail, roiled that Grant had
found water. And he still burned over
what he called, “the sneaky, yellow throw-
down.” >

The story of the throwdown had sur-
prised the girl even though she stood up
for Grant. The night of Bull’s spying had
been different. Grant had not known the
intruder was Bull at first, and Bull had
come forward with a gun in hand. But this
last was a thing she could not set her
judgment on. Either it was the act of a
very tough-fibered hombre, or else the
act of a coward, and she’d not seen much
sign of toughness in Grant. As a mat-
ter of fact, it had been his quiet modesty
and gentle thoughtfulness that drew her
to him. But as her father and brothers
had said, what could a man like that do
against a world of men like Bull?

That was the state of things when Elder
boomed out the call, “Wagons, roll!”

The trail turned northward on the east

side of the San Pedro, and they had to

break their own trail beyond it. Spud
Rock and Rincon Peak reared up eight
thousand feet ahead of them and
stretched a jagged spine southward to
form a forbidding, sterile barrier.

They twined through the tortuous pas-
sage wagon by wagon, with as many as
thirty-two mules to a wagon. Going out
of the hills was worse; they had to chock
the wheels, with teams fore and aft, and
skid the wagons down. '

Finally, they dropped into the blast-
ing, breathless heat and glare of the sa-
guaro plains in bad need of rest and re-
pair. Grant thought they ought to stop
there, but their water was low, and the
clan finally had begun to fret about the
smoke.signals. Not fully decided himself,
Elder gave way to the clan’s demand to
push on. :

Bull was rating high again, his great
muscles and violent energy having saved
difficulties time and again coming

‘through the frozen dunes that reared be-

hind them. Now he was in his element
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as ramrod, driving, cursing, frightening
and shaming the lesser men into doing
work their tired bodies rebelled at.

They made dry camp on the desert,
and Grant looked around the horizon
grimly as the fiery haze drew back. The
thin pencil strokes of smoke were thick
and converging up ahead, but there was
not a quarter of the horizon that did not
hold its signal. They were surrounded,
dry-gulched, sitting ducks, and the Chiri-
cahua had decided to ambush, unless he
missed his guess. :

CHAPTER IV

Attack!

HEY rolled out at first light, the mules
ornery with thirst, and gaunted, bad-
tempered men were causing havoc. At

high sun, the worst of the desert began .

to peter out, but there was no relaxing
of the relentless, blazing heat. Two hours
later, they reached a brake of cottonwoods
and brush lying heavy in a sump through
which trickled a sulphurous, yellow
creek. ®

The banks were steep and heavily
brushed on both sides. Grant looked down
into the drop and felt chills prick along
his neck.

Riding up on point, Bull allowed,- as
if this were a result of his own judgment,
“Well, we made it. It’s a place to camp,
at least.”.

“It’s a fine place for an ambush,” Grant
stated.

Bull started to curse and bellow, but
Elder cut him off sternly. “What’s your

-idea?” he asked Grant. ‘

Grant said, “Water up two or three
wagons at a time and hold ’em. When
we’re ready, load the front and back

wagons with the extra men and make a

closed up break for that other crest yon-

der as fast as the mules can pull.”
Bull looked to the other side, turned

back to Grant and roared, “Why, you'd

think you’d seenn warbonnets over there!”

“Have you?” Elder asked Grant gravely.

“No,” Grant admitted. “But that is a
steep, boxed-in climb and a likely place
for ambush.” He looked bleakly at Bull.
You don’t like this caution. Why don’t
you ride over to that crest and take a
look ?”

“I'll go!” Bull bellowed and swung his
pony down into the creek, but there the
distance from the fortress of the train
struck him and he slowed.

He looked up and down the creek, and
they could see the side of his face. He
looked a little sick. But vanity was a
deep power in a man like Bull and the
train was watching. Holding his rifle
on his saddlebow, he pushed up the other
side gingerly.

There was a hump near the top of the
grade and then another short rise. He
reined up on the hump, looked all around,
then put his pony back toward them a
heap faster than he’d gone. He rode up
scoffing with arrogance to cover his tense-
ness.

“Ain’t a sign over there. Not even a
hoofprint!” he told them.

Elder looked at Grant. “You wanted
a rest back yonder. This would make the
best camp we’re like to find today.”

Marsh had ridden to this side of the
creek and now said, “This is one time I'm
with you, Grant. There ain’t even a fresh
snake track down by that creek. Some-
thing’s scared off the animals all day.”

Elder took vote and the vote swung
heavily to Grant. There was something
just too quiet about the spot.

Two of the Heflin boys climbed aboard
the lead wagon with their sister; two
drove the wagons following. The herd was
forted up in the middle of the train, and
the tailing wagons were heavily armed by
men with rifles. Grant and Marsh moved
along the line making these arrangements
quietly, stopping to examine mules and
wagons. Bull was simmering at the re-
spect given Grant’s cautious suggestions,
and he was building an ugly temper.

They followed the plan through, got the
wagons reordered and started across the
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rocky ford. Grant, Marsh and Elder rode
beside the lead wagon, Bull set his horse
midstream, ramroding the train to keep
closed up.

Carrie was just driving out of the ford

when Grant looked up against the molten
copper of the sky and thought he saw a
bush move. Then he looked sidewise along
the line of their ascent and definitely saw
something glitter in a gully. This was even
below the hump where Bull had stopped.

But Bull and Marsh had caught the
same glint at the same time, and both bel-
lowed a warning now.

LDER snapped his gaze to Grant, who

sang out grimly, “Straight up and

through!” and laid his quirt on Carrie’s
leaders.

Meantime, Bull was bellowing hoarse-
ly, “Turn back, turn back!” an incredible
stupidity, which would have jammed the
train and left half the wagons floundered
on rock, trapped in the ford at the mercy
of the Indians.

Marsh hesitated, but Carrie flicked
Grant one white-faced glance and lashed
her team. The two Heflins following had
started to turn, but shots began to come
from above and their sister was rushing

pellmell into them. They cursed and laid -

their whips on their teams to follow.

Chiricahua began breaking into view,
riding at full gallop down the steep clay
grade, firing and rending the air with
their hideous cries. The mules turned
frantic and put the train rocking and
lurching wildly after the lead wagons.

Bull still sat in the middle of the ford
roaring. Closing in on a team with fury,
he started to turn it. Marsh rushed in on
him, his rifle inverted, ramming Bull hard
enough in the kidneys to quiet him for
the minute. Chiricahua were coming in
yelling and trying to board Carrie’s wag-
on, but Elder had turned into a giant of
. wrath and sent them sprawling. Grant’s
pistol and the Heflins’ guns cleared the
way ahead.

More Chiricahua were coming over the
hump of the grade now and in one en-
compassing glance, Grant saw what had

happened. They had laid out a beautiful
ambush to catch the wagon train on that
steep grade all sides at once, but that glint
of metal had made them jump their plans
and now they were coming in numbers
from all sides, but in disorganized batch-
es.

Grant put a shot at a charging warrior.

The man pitched from his horse and
rolled down the steep grade right under
their wagon. The mules, smelling blood,
pulled wildly in their harness.
+ Then Carrie’s team heaved over the
rim of the hill. Frothed and wild with ex-
citement, they smashed headlong into the
oncoming Indians, knocking the Indian
horses aside like battering rams, and go-
ing into frantic gallop across the plain
ahead.

Grant felt a spear rend his shirt and
glide along his ribs. Glancing back, he saw
Marsh jump from his saddle into the mid-
dle of a six-mule team to slash out a crip-
pled mule. One wagon top was afire, and
Indians were clinging to another. Carrie’s
wagon was momentarily clear of immedi-
ate danger and lacing out hell-bent for
election.

Grant raced out in front of the team,
his eyes skimming the plain for what
shelter could be had. He spotted a rim-
rock jutting up like a shark’s fin and
prayed there were other rocks behind it.
He bent his pony in that direction, his
quirt flaying. He gave signal to one of the
Heflins who left off shooting to put his
weight upon the brakes, and Grant swung
behind the rock at a headlong run to come
up short at the far end. He prayed the
mules could stop and would simmer down
without commotion.

Carrie brought them up haunching and
the next instant the following wagon
slammed in putting up a shroud of dust
smoke. Marsh showed for a moment
through the smoke, an ax in hand, yell-
ing hoarsely at his brothers as he chopped.
loose plunging mule teams to be led be-
tween lower rocks that jutted up behind
the big one. His brothers rolled the wag-
ons forward as the teams were cleared,
crowding them solid so there was space
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for the wagons that were fighting their
way in.

One wagon was lost but the men were
spared. Bull came in last, his face and
chest bloody, but roaring with hell’s own
victory. Grant had picked a natural
fort, and Elder’s thundering voice was
ordering men into position. Carrie got out
powder, shot and bullets for those who
had repeaters. She quieted the wails of
the women and put them to useful tasks.

The Chiricahua followed the train right
in, but the blast of fire that met them
turned them off, and they withdrew now
for council.

HERE was time to take stock and
settle down. A proper guard was put
upon the fort and a plan was considered.
The stock was quieting finally, and the
dust smoke began to sift. Out on the
plain, evening’s slanting rays cut the brash
glare, and the haze drew back against the
hills like. an outgomg tide leaving them
marooned.
“Marooned”. was the word that Elder
used, and Grant muttered grimly, “It
looks it.”

Grant climbed on a rock and watched
three young warriors race off from the
knot of chiefs. Shortly, smokes were ris-
ing from a blue, wind-carved butte. It
was a signal to gather in other roaming
tribes and groups, and he cursed to him-
self, recollecting that they’d not taken
time to fill their water barrels at the creek.
The Indians would have noted that.

They’d figure now to thirst the train
out while they were awaiting reinforce-
ments, and then they’d stampede the
thirsted stock with planted water smell.
In the chaos and dust smoke, they’d close
in. If even a few of them could gain the
lower rimrocks, they’d have the train at
their mercy.

Tailgates were broken up to cook sup-
per and the wagon train ate in somber
silence. Sundown flamed upon still cir-
cling Indians, but they had brought their
villages up and made camp back at the
creek, sign that short of some unpredicta-
ble recklessness or opportunity, they did

not mean to press immediate attack.

Dusk fell thick and heavy in the rim-
rocks where Carrie kept the barest fire
aglow for council coffee. Grant smoothed
a place in the sand and sketched out a
map as well as he could figure from what
little he knew of this country north of
the proper trail. Beyond sight, at the
creek, the tomtoms were thumping out
their maddening rhythm and. warriors
were dancing themselves blood-crazy.

“l figure,” Grant said, “that Tanque
Verde is almost straight north beyond
them dry hills, but Tucson is surer help.”

Bull barked a scoffing laugh. “Sure
Tucson’s help! How we going to get it?”

“I'm going,” Grant said.

The Heflins stared at him as if he were
crazy. They’d had their smell of Chirica-
hua now, and they could imagine the rest.

“You!” Bull exploded. “What you try-
ing to pull, Grahame? You're the one’s
been telling us the Chiricahua keep their
scouts moving all sides of them for miles
like coyotes. How would a half-pint like
you fight your way through, even if you
had the stomach for it?”

Grant gave him a bleak look “I don’t
aim to try and fight.”

Bull snorted another blast of breath.
“You're going to outsmart ’em, I sup-
pose?”

“Mebbe he can,” Elder said soberly.

Bull swung on Elder with glaring fury.
“Him, who didn’t even have the nerve to
ride across the creek with me? I'll tell
you who he’s trying to outsmart, Elder
—that’s youw and me! All he’ll do is pull
a sneak if he can, and hole up right over
yonder in them washes until the waw-
waws are so busy with us he can make a
getaway!”

Grant didn’t pay too much attention to
Bull, but the thing that got him was the
grim silence of the Heflins. They weren’t
ready to call him, but they doubted him.
In varying degrees, they sided Bull’s hot-
tempered accusation.

Elder. summed their thoughts up on a
noncommital tone. “Proper speaking,” he
said finally, “this ain’t your mix in any
case, Grahame. I want you to know that
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before you get set on anything you don’t
hanker to do.”

“T’ll get through,” Grant said tersely. “I
should be through by tomorrow sundown,
and if I am, I’ll be back by daylight. You
just keep fighting ’em.”

Bull pulled to his feet, his face contort- ~

ed in the low fire’s red glow. “I've took
enough of this man’s wind!” he an-
nounced.

Marsh passed Bull a glance and com-
manded, “Sit down and shut up! You
heard Pa say this ain’t rightly his mix.
He wants to go, that’s up to him.”

Bull glowered at Marsh but shut up
and hunkered down again.

Grant said after a space, “I'll need some
help to get out. They’ll be watching just

- for this. I've got to have a couple of men
to go out the other side like they was
trying to sneak through and get the Chir-
icahua’s attention. Don’t need to go far
and more they stall and circle around, the
better. The Chiricahuas won’t be thick
enough to close in on a couple without
enough warning so they can get back in.”

Elder looked at Marsh, and Marsh
frowned at the fire. He said after a space,
“l figure that’s. a heap to ask, Grant.
They’ll have scouts agin these very rocks.
This is all your idea. I don’t figure you
got a right to ask other men to take that
chance.”

Grant’s nostrils pinched and he felt a
cold chill. He was taking this risk to save
their hides, and now, not even Marsh had
trust in him!

But the girl did. Her eyes were a liquid
glow of pride beyond the men. He stood
up and she said huskily, “You’ll make it,
Grant!”

He gave her the best smile he could
muster and turned to get his pony. Out of
the rock’s pitch darkness, he felt the sud-
den, fierce clutch of her hand. He turned
toward her and she came against his chest
and clung there. Lifting his hand to her
face, he could feel the dampness of her
silent tears.

He said, “Don’t cry, Carrie! I'll get
through in time.” j

“I'm not crying for that,” she murmured

passionately. “I’'m crying for the lost time
and the doubts I had, Grant!” :

Then she shook clear her tears and
kissed him and walked him along to get
his pony. He started to lead it through
the rocks, but she stood on there. I'll stay
here, Grant,” she said. “I don’t feel like
hearing more talk right now.”

He kissed her hand, and then moved on
to the grim job ahead. He nodded at the
Heflins without any show of feelings.
“If I don’t come back and you get through,
my remuda goes to Carrie,” he said. .

Bull gave a derisive snort. Elder looked
at him trying to suspend judgment. Marsh
looked at the ground, even though he
muttered, “Good luck, Grant.”

“Keep an eye into the mists at dawn,”
Grant advised, and turned into the thick
shadows, leading his pony.

CHAPTER V

The March to Tucson '

E STOOD in the cover of the big
rock, senses reaching out into that
saguaro dotted prairie. He took his chance
and moved quickly forward, heading to-
ward a stretch of rolling, gullied, broken -
ground he’d noted. Grant moved cautious-
ly through the area and was beyond it
mounting when the guttural cries ripped
the air behind him, and suddenly the night
was full of shooting.

He rode low against the sides of slopes
and through the deep-shadowed hollows.
Behind him, the cries and sound of shoot-
ing died. He wondered who in hell had
decided at the last minute to take the risk
of helping. :

Then he thought of the girl standing
alone among the ponies, and he knew who
had drawn off the scouts. His heart
squeezed so that it pained and felt like
ice within him. He had to steel himself to
keep from returning. -

It was noon the next day, and he was
letting his pony crop at the first sun-
scorched grass he’d seen. He was in a small
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valley, entirely surrounded by low, round-
ed hills. Looking up valley through mid-
day’s glare he saw a whole village of Chir-
icahua filing out of a wash.

He froze motionless, hoping they’d
cross the valley without spotting him. A
futile hope. A dozen braves broke from
the main party and headed toward him
yelling. He hit leather with a loose cinch
and put his pony into a headlong gallop.

Leaning down he tightened cinches as
much as he could from that position, but
the saddle was loose. Grant plunged
straight overland, up one draw and down
another, through brush, cactus, once
through catclaw, along slopes of sliding
sand and shale, over humps of wind-
slicked sandstone. He made for every ridge
that hove in sight, hoping to find a natural
spot where he could turn his lead to
advantage and throw the Chiricahua off
trail.

There were no buttes, he found no val-
leys, and the screaming warriors still
shimmered in the glare behind him.

No horse could stand that pace very
long, and his own had already come a
long, tough trail. Hardy as it was, it be-
gan to stagger. He took it into a brush
thicket, hurled off its saddle, loosed its
chin strap and left it ground-hitched with
the worst choke in his throat he’d ever
felt. He hoped his pony would go unnot-
iced. The Chiricahua were not kind to
horseflesh.

Running up the draw afoot and over
the rim, he faced a treacherous mountain-
side, and the whole molten sky was filled
with heat. He licked dry lips and loosened
his shirt, preparing for the climb.

A renewal of the cries below told him
they had found his pony. It was coup and
called for medicine ceremony that gave
him time to pick his trail over surface that
left no sign, and to bury himself in a
cranny, in the front of which he piled
rocks and brush. °

The Chiricahua shortly swarmed up the
mountainside beneath him like savage
devils, heading directly for the area where
he was hidden. He cursed and reached
for his gun. His gun was gone. Grant

had his knife and a belt of useless bullets.
For reasons beyond him, he saved the
bullets from his belt before discarding it,
and dropped them in a pocket.

The warriors crawled with mounting
anger from rock to rock. They loped in

~ spiralling circles, they threw themselves

flat to smell the ground. They called out
boasts and insults, they claimed they knew
right where he was, they howled. All this,
right in front of the peep holes he looked
through.

HIS went on all day. A half dozen

times, Grant could have darted out a
hand and grabbed a moccasined ankle
that paused in front of his hole. They had
already covered every rock, but some-
thing kept drawing them back to this
area. Every so often, they would draw off
to a flat shelf to make fresh medicine and
fresh promises to the gods, and then they’d
begin again their incessant yelling.

Toward sundown, they felt hungry and
began to drift down to their village, now
camped down in the draw where Grant
had deserted his pony. The hunt was given
up until morning.

Midway down the mountain, one of the
last three warriors turned without a pause
and came straight back up. An Indian
never had any reason for these unpredicta-
ble acts except that his medicine had told
him. It might be the flight of a crow, or
it might be some color connected with
his name that showed in the last flaring
burst of color in the sky above.

The brave was a big one, sinewy as a
snake. He came straight to Grant’s hole
and hunkered and began to lift away the
rocks. He held some brush to the light to
study it, to see if it was ripped up or
wind strewn. He grunted and leaned over
to push aside more rocks, and Grant’s
knife darted out, hooking him behind the
jugular and slicing through.

In the same flow of movement, Grant’s
other arm shot out, grabbed his neck and
hauled him in. He pushed the still hot,
still convulsing body beneath him and
leaned out to dust the area in front and
to pull back the brush and cover stones.
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He turned back inside to the nasty chore
a white man who wanted respect in these
parts had to do. He scalped his enemy and
then pushed the body down out of the
way beyond him. :

Turning back to his peep hole for fresh
view, he saw that shadow had already
closed over the draw at the base of the
mountain. Grant could see the flare of a
big fire and hear the shrill, guttural cries
of a war dance and catch the beat of the
tom-toms. One of the three braves who
had remained late was almost at the draw.
The other had stopped and was looking
behind him. Suddenly, he started back up
the mountain while the other vanished
into the draw.

Grant sucked a deep breath and
watched him come. The sky was stilll
light and he could see the wicked gleam
of anticipation in the Chiricahua’s black
eye. He was coming back to look for his
brother, but not with the loyalty of man-
love that white men understood. He was
coming to look for him because if he was
no longer there it proved the white man
was, and he could have the glory of count-
ing coup on him and laughing at the
tribes ahead who’d let this paleface
through, for he would have the scalp as
proot.

The warrior reached his level again,
and coursed from rock to rock like a dog
tracking rabbit. This warrior had a rifle.
Twice he paused directly in front of
Grant’s hole and stared at it. Then he cir-
cled far out and Grant breathed with re-
lief. Suddenly, the warrior pivoted and
came straight back. Without pausing, he
stuck the end of his rifle in through the
rocks.

Grant backed off from it, with the muz-
zle pushing square into his head. Grab-
bing the barrel, he tore it over his shoul-
der, and was deafened by its concussion
as he rammed it backward.

He heard the warrior’s grunt of surprise
and the Chiricahua was still falling as
Grant crawled out of the hole. He dove
with his knife in his hand and crashed
atop the warrior, and they both began to
roll down the mountainside.

They rolled faster and faster as’they
fought. They came up hard with the In-
dian against the sharp corner of a rock.
The breath burst out of him and for a
bare instant he was frozen with the hurt.

In that instant, Grant’s knife found the
V between his left shoulder clavicle and
drove down. He felt the gush of thick
warm blood upon his hand. The Indian
jerked once, and his body seemed to slow-
ly shrink. :

Grant performed the dirty chore again®
with set jaws, stuck the scalp into his
belt, cleaned his knife in the ground, and
stood up.

E WAS dead beat but he had to get

out of here fast and while there was

still some daylight. He could not risk

traveling a strange and trailless moun-

tainside in darkness. There were still no

stars to guide him and he had only the last

breaking point of sundown. Using that for

guide, he had to go straight on up and

over the mountain—for a badly gaunted
man, a desperately cruel climb.

He pulled over the peak with his heart
hammering and his legs feeling wobbly
and weak. Night’s shadows were not yet as
thick on this side of the mountain and
he stared dizzily beneath him. For of all
unexpected things, this was it. Directly
north of him, the lights of Tanque Verde
put their glow into the velvet dusk, and
farther off, but due ahead, was the bright-
er glow of Tucson.

He used his known position to pick the
first star over Tucson and lurched ahead
in that fever of single purpose that will
carry men on after their minds and bodies
are exhausted. At some point later, he
became conscious of the fact that he was
lying sprawled out. He didn’t know how
long he had lain there.

He looked for Tanque Verde’s glow
and could not locate it, but coming from
that direction, he heard the drum of shod
hoofs at a canter, headed on a line that
would pass maybe a mile in front of him.
He reached for his gun and remembered
it was gone. He tried to yell and only a
hoarse, piping noise came from his mouth.
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Grant thought of the bullets suddenly,
and clawed for them with a hand trem-
bling with fatigue. He jerked the leads out
with his teeth and poured the precious bit
of powder out upon his hatbrim.

Looking off into darkness, he prayed
he’d get this done before the riders put
their backs to him.

He got a little pyramid of powder built
and then found he had only one match left.
He pulled up his boot with a shaky hand
but the sole was mostly a hole, and the
sides slick—with blood, he supposed.
Grasping the match carefully s¢ that it
wouldn’t break, he struck, and it sput-
tered then flared. He rammed it at the
powder.

The powder hissed and spurted a plume
of flame into the air. A bare instant’s flare,
but bright as a meteor. He listened hard,
but the tempo of the hoofbeats did not
change. Sagging down across his smolder-
ing hat, his chest singed for a half minute
before he could find the vitality to move
or care.

It was all he could do to think of Car-
rie. He had reached a point where his
vitality was limited to one thought, like
a badly thirsted man far out on a desert,
trying to hold his trail to a known spring.

The gruff voice called out of darkness,
“Who made that fire?”

He sat staring, his mouth working, but
unable to answer. :

A second voice said, “You’re asking for
trouble, Chick. The Apache been drifting
across here for a week.”

Grant desperately wheezed out sounds.
He heard cautious hoofsteps and the creak
of leather and the click of a sidegun. He
swallowed hard and licked split, swol-
len lips and called something that approxi-
mated, “Over here! I'm Grahame.”

“Grahame? He’s from Mesa,” one man
muttered and footsteps approached till
they were beside him.

. “Gawdamighty!” the man mutttered.

- “What chewed you up outside of sun and

 catclaw?” .

~ He went back to fetch his canteen and

~ built Grant a smoke. The two men hunk-
~ ered there, wetting him down and putting

the cigarette to his lips with that rough-
shod gentleness of men.

RANT felt the strength flow back

into him and he got some of his voice

back. Briefly, he told them about the wag-
on train and how it was trapped.

He could stand up now and they booted
him up behind a cantle and put their pon-
ies into a fast lope for Tucson. Fort Lowell
would take forever waking up and sad-
dling, but they sent a message out and
raised their own army at the first three
saloons they came to. Somebody rang the
alarm and the whole town turned out.
Grant was given a horse and another gun
and was lashed to his saddlehorn. They
started out with the stars still thick as
willows in the sky above them.

The sound of shooting came from ahead,
stabbing the conglomerate hubbub of
distance-dimmed war cries. The party
twisted through a valley and came
straight on to the plain. Indians were clos-
ing in and black smoke came from be-
hind the rimrocks where fire arrows had
put some of the wagons ablaze.

The war party went into a galloping
charge, spreading out cavalry fashion, put-
ting the Indians in a lethal crossfire. In-
dians yelled, sized up the onrushing party
and drew off to hold council.

The white men swooped in close to them
and sent in a volley that stirred the Indi-
ans into moving over against the bluffs,
where suddenly they wheeled and started

“for the Whites, catching them unexpected-

ly and putting them to flight racing for
the security of the rimrocks where they’d
be penned in like pigs.

The Chiricahua let out a whoop, re-
formed their broken double circle, and
began filling the rimrocks with whining
lead. The fight was getting hot as a hor-
net’s nest when Grant looked down from
a rock and called, “Cavalry!”

The rock fort lifted a cheer. Before the
Chiricahua realized it, they were caught
in a fresh crossfire and riders were racing
out of the rimrocks to cut them off.

It was a matter of minutes before the
cavalry took over the mop up. Grant sat
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on a wagon tongue because he couldn’t
stand. He took the cup Elder handed him.

“What happened on your way?” Elder
asked. g

Grant waved his cup, took a gulp. “Well,
I had to leave my hoss and walk.”

The two men who’d found him grinned
and Elder’s eyes twinkled. The girl pushed
through the crowd, sound as a brand new
dollar, eyes bright. Elder winked at the
_circle of men and led them off saying,
“Quietest little fella I ever knew.” -

As Carrie went to fetch a keg of whis-
ky, Marsh approached Grant.

“What I hanker to know, Grant,” he
grunted finally, “is how in hell a jasper
tough enough to walk to Tucson like you
just done could sit by quiet and take the
rawhiding Bull gave you?”

Grant looked at him speculatively for
a long minute and then reached to his belt.
He said, “I ain’t proud of this, but for a
man ranching this country it’s neces-
sary. It kind of sets the way a man does
his fighting.”

He flicked out the scalps. Marsh stared
at them, swallowed hard and sucked in a
deep breath. He said on a tight note, “I
reckon there won’t be no more argument
about you being tough enough to take care
of Carrie! But just for future, case we get
drunk sometime, don’t you never let me
get in an argument with you, friend!”

Carrie came back, toting a brand new
keg. Marsh grabbed the keg and poured
three drinks. Carrie said guiltily, ‘“Pa
would hide me if he knew! I was just sup-
posed to bathe Grant’s feet with it.”

Marsh shook his head and grinned. “I
don’t reckon he’ll have the right to hide
you for long!” He toasted them and threw
the whisky down.

“Carrie, go get a pan,” he said, and
then to Grant, “Say, just lemme borrow
them souvenirs of yours a bit. I want to
see how Bull looks when I show him.”

Humor touched Grant’s bleak eyes and
he handed the soggy bits over. He didn’t
want them around him anyway. Not with
Carrie moving in. o0 e
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FIDDLE-FOOT

by BEN FRANK

OLKS sometimes jokingly refer to it as
Fiddle-foot Foster’s folly. But the right
name for it is the Foster Memorial Museum,
and it’s housed in the basement of the Cactus
County Courthouse in Mumblepeg. To get the
answer why a trail-end, hell-for-leather cow-
town has a museum in the courthouse base-
ment, you got to go back a few years and take
a look at Fiddle-foot’s somewhat befuddled
nephew, Freddy Foster.
This Freddy was a long, limber young hom-
bre with mild blue eyes, butter colored hair

Freddy had to grab her and hang
on—just to keep his balance

Freddy had some strange help:
‘a stuffed gorilla, a pet skunk

B Siella’s red-hot skillotl
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and a lot of muscle and bone scattered
around under his faded blue shirt and
worn Levi’s. Besides a few hundred head
of cattle, he owned a fine string of horses.
And Allspice, whom he had inherited from
his Uncle Fiddle-foot, along with the Half-
moon Ranch.

Being handy with tools and smarter
than he looked, Freddy had reduced work
on the Halfmoon to such an extent that
he could run the whole outfit single-hand-
ed—except at round-up time. Only once
a week did he have to ride to the big
windmill that stood on the extreme south-
west corner of the ranch to see if it was
- perking okay.

This watering place lay where his north
and south line fence joined a towering
east and west bluff broken by a number
of dead-end canyons. The canyons afford-
ed winter shelter for his cattle. The fence
kept them from straying onto the Bar-H
ranch, which belonged to an unsavory
character by the name of Holler Holkum.
You couldn’t ask for a better set-up to
keep range-fed cows corralled without
hiring a flock of cownurses.

On this particular spring morning, ev-
erything was fine at the windmill. His
brain child, the float contraption that auto-
matically shut off the windmill when the
big tank was full, was working like a
charm. Whistling happily, Freddy headed
homeward with no more worries than a
pig in a corncrib. Then he met the Loops,
who owned the neighboring Lazy-L
spread.

Grinning, he pulled his roan up and
said, “Howdy, men.”

George Washington Loop was driving
the rattletrap wagon. About seventy-five
years old, shriveled, stooped and as whis-
kery as a new toothbrush. His younger
brother, John Adams Loop, usually did
the talking. Or most of it.

‘““Hello, Freddy,” J. A. squeaked.
“How’s things?”

“Not bad,” Freddy admitted. Then, grin-
ning some wider, You gents ever find
yourselves a new housekeeper?”

J. A. nodded his shaggy white head.
“Yup. She’s been with us ten days now.”

HY anybody would want to be

bothered with a female housekeeper
was more than young Freddy could under-
stand. The sad truth is, women, - espe-
cially unmarried girls, gave him the
creeps. He figured they were all hoping
to hang a ball and chain on him. This was
a. dreaded fate he intended to avoid for-
ever. But naturally he was some curious
about the Loops’ new housekeeper.

“What kind of a critter’d you round up
this time?”

J. A’s bony face turned slightly pink.
“Well. she’s—"

Old G. W. stopped him with a poke in
the ribs. :

“This danged housekeeper,” he growled,
“is about fifty years old. She-can cook fair,
but it kind of spoils your appetite to look
at her. Don’t it, Johnny boy?”

J. A. gave his older brother a startled
glance; then, still half-looking at him,
slowlv nodded in agreement. -

“Well—aw—yup!” he squeaked. “Big-

. ger around than she’s tall. A wart on her

nose. Cross-eyed.” ‘

“Voice like a buzz saw. Jug-handle
ears.” G. W. gathered up the lines. “Gid-
dap!”

Chuckling, Freddy watched the two old
scalawags drive on along the trail. Then,
whistling cheerfully, he again turned
toward home. Cutting up over a low hill,
he came face to face with his other neigh-
bor, Holler Holkum.

Freddy lost his whistle, and his bony
face took on a deep scowl. Holler never
failed to arouse his ire.

“Well, well!” Holler yelled, tipping his
hat politely. “If it ain’t my old bosom pal,
Freddy Foster hisself!”

He was a big, black-headed ugly cuss.
He and Freddy had had a number of dis-
agreements, but had never yet come to
blows. Maybe because, being about the
same size, age and strength, they figured
if they once got into a fight, they’d likely
cripple each other for life.

“Too bad we ain’t goin’ the same way,”
Holler said sourly, “so’s we could ride
side by side and whisper sweet nothings to
each other.”
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“Yeah, ain’t it!”” Freddy said. “Although
I wouldn’t want to get my horse too close
to that flea-bag of your'n.”

“Friend,” Holler yelled, “them is fight-
in’ words!”

Freddy grinned. He knew that it would
take something more than vocal insults to
bring him and this oversized lobster to
blows, and Holler knew it, too.

Slowly Holler let his big shoulders re-
lax. ;

“What’s new, Foster?”

“Why,” Freddy answered, also relaxing
some, “the Loops have found a new house-
keeper.”

“Already know that,” Holler said. Then
he stiffened and looked Freddy coldly in
the eyes. “Pal,” he said harshly, “remem-
ber, I seen her first! If you want to stay
healthy, leave her alone!”

Freddy threw back his yellow head and
haw-hawed.

“Don’t worry—you can have her. I ain’t
interested in—"

But Holler was galloping away in. a
whirl of dust.

Freddy was half-way home before the
light broke. Holler Holkum was quite a
Romeo with a girl in every port. Why,
Freddy wondered, would he warn him
to stay away from an old, warty-nosed
housekeeper whose voice sounded like—

HE butter--haired cowpoke sat up

straight. There was something funny
peculiar about this business; and although
he was a woman hater from the ground
up, he had a natural curiosity. So he
turned his mount toward the Loop broth-
ers Lazy-L.

The moment he came in sight of the
ranch house, he felt a great astonishment
at the changes in things. Clean lace cur-
tains at the windows. The yard raked,
the picket fence freshly whitewashed, a
new screen door, a flower bed freshly
planted.

He left his horse ground hitched behind
the barn and made a short search for old

‘G. W. and J. A. Not finding them, he

eased up to the new screen door and

knocked.

')

The sound of quick, light footsteps came
to him. He stiffened slightly. This person
didn’t walk like no fat old lady. Then he
saw her and liked to fell over dead.

She was about twenty-one, slender,
clean and willowy. Pale-brown hair, al-
most golden, with a lot of curl in it. Gray-
ish-blue eyes veiled by long, golden-brown
eyelashes. A straight, slim nose, a round
chin, a sweet red mouth all set to smile.

“Hello,” she said in a soft, throaty voice.
“If you’re looking for the Loops, I'm afraid
they’ve gone to town.”

Even before he asked the question, poor
Freddy knew who she must be. “I'm Fred-
dy Foster,” he mumbled, “and you are—"

“I'm Stella Myers,” she said, smiling
up at him like a million dollars. “The
Loops’ new housekeeper.”

Confused as he was, he managed to
say, “I'll come again some other time.”
Without a backward glance, he stumbled
to his horse, mounted and rode away at a
lope.

So them danged Loops had lied to him.
Why, he didn’t know. Never once occurred
to him that the two old cusses had at last
found a housekeeper who suited them
from A to Z.

Not only could Stella cook, keep house,
and practically run the ranch, but she was
extremely pretty and pleasant to have
around. She sang cheerfully as she
worked. She pampered her salty old boss-
es, laughed at their stale jokes, mothered
them. In short, she was wonderful, and
they didn’t intend to lose her by letting
her become acquainted with some young
joker who might marry her. No, sir! So
they’d lied to Freddy, hoping to scare him
off before he got a close look at her.

Unfortunately, Holler Holkum had
seen her the day they’d met her at the
depot in Mumblepeg. But they weren’t
too much worried about Holler, since he
was an ornery looking galoot. But Freddy
Foster was a horse of a different color.
Although he claimed to be a woman hater,
you never knew—

Riding homeward, Freddy shook his
head in bewilderment. Couldn’t get over
the Loops’ lying like that. As for the girl,
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she was something! But girls were girls,
no matter if they looked like angels;
and he just plain wasn’t interested.

For a time, Stella stood in the doorway,
a soft smile playing about her lovely
mouth. She hadn’t missed that dazed ex-
pression in Freddy’s blue eyes. Neither
had she missed the width of his shoulders,
the ripple of muscles under his faded
shirt, or the gentle way he handled that
beautiful roan horse. Also, she had over-
heard the Loops talking about Freddy
Foster one evening. A young bachelor
who’d made a lot of money on the Half-
moon since he’d taken over.

Not that Stella was a gold-digger. The
fact is, she was a nice, willing-to-work
girl. And when she’d found herself alone
in the world with a living to make, she’d
tried clerking in a store, working in an
office, even teaching school. But what she
really wanted was. a home to look after,
and when she’d seen the Loops’ ad in
the paper, she’d jumped at the chance to
get away from the smoky city and do the
kind of work she loved to do.

Now, this. Freddy Foster—she swung
her head and laughed softly. She was
getting the cart before the horse: For all
she knew, she and Freddy might fight
like cats and dogs. And she hated fight-
ing. Sighing faintly, she went back to her
work. .

HEN Freddy arrived home, he
found a skinny, hawk-faced stran-
ger standing with his back against the
totem pole that Uncle Fiddle-foot had
picked up on one of his visits to Alaska.
This souvenir stood in the front yard,
making a handy hitching post.
“Mr. Foster?” the man greeted. He wore
a sixgun and looked like the kind who
wouldn’t hesitate to use it: “Name’s Zell
Smith. I buy horses. They tell me you
raise some pretty fancy stock here.”
Freddy wasn’t favorably impressed and
then some.
“lI got some fair horses,” he admitted
grudgingly. ‘
“Like to look ’em over. Might want to
buy_,’ . .

“Ain’t got any for sale,” Freddy cut in
shortly.

Smith gave him a long, level lock out
of cold, hard eyes.

“Guess I might as well look someplace
else, then,” he said.

He swung into the saddle and roweled
his horse cruelly.

Freddy felt a great stir of anger. Any-
body who would treat a horse like that—
something brushed against his ankles.
Glancing down, he beheld Allspice, Uncle
Fiddle-foot’s de-odorized pet skunk.

“Allspice,” Freddy declared, “that or-
nery looking cuss is no good!”

Allspice was as black as night, except
for two long narrow white stripes that ran
from the back of his head to his handsome
and bushy tail.

“Reckon you didn’t like him. either,”
Freddy muttered, “or you wouldn’t have
stayed hid under the porch when you first

‘heard my voice.”

Allspice gave a couple jerks with his
tail, which probably meant “yes.” Uncle
Fiddle-foot had always claimed that All-
spice was a shrewd judge of human char-
acter.

A week passed, and Freddy didn’t go
near the Lazy-L, a fact which surprised
Stella Myers no little. Recalling the dazed
look in Freddy’s blue eyes, she couldn’t
understand why he steered shy of her.
So, as luck and some careful scheming
would have it, she ran out of sugar one
Thursday afternoon. After prettying her-
self up, she hitched a horse to a buggy
and drove over to the Halfmoon to borrow
enough sugar to last until Saturday.

The. first thing she observed when she
arrived at Freddy’s ranch was that big
totem pole in the front yard. That gave
her quite a start. Then she recalled hear-
ing that Freddy’s uncle had been quite
a gent to bring souvenirs home from dis-
tant lands. Lifting her 'shoulders, she went
on to the house and rapped her knuckles
on the front door.

Nobody was to home, for Freddy had
gone on one of his visits to the windmill.
Not finding him here was disappointing
to say the least, but she had to have that
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sugar. So she stepped in.

_ Nothing out of the ordinary in the front
room. She headed for a doorway that she
thought led to the kitchen. She shoved
the door open and felt a scream leap into
her throat. :

A huge gorilla stood facing her with his
teeth bared and his big ugly arms reaching
for her. For a second, she figured she was
a goner. But the gorilla didn’t move, and
slowly it dawned on her that he wasn’t
going to eat her. He was dead and stuffed,
but mounted in such a way that you ex-
pected him to tear you limb from limb.
Still greatly shaken, she gazed about the
room.

T BEAT anything she’d ever seen. A
wild boar’s head on the wall, its glass
eyes glaring down at her. Elephant tusks
stacked in one corner. A polar bear hide
stretched out on the floor. A big Chinese
vase. A pot-bellied idol. Two shrunken
human heads. They really gave her a
turn. All sorts of odds and ends that had
been picked up in various parts of the
world by Uncle Fiddle-foot. Stella took
one more look at those ugly, grinning
heads and felt the need for fresh air.
She was standing beside the totem pole,
wondering what to do next, when Freddy

“The spaghetti salty
enough for everybody?”

came riding up on a beautiful bay horse.
Again she saw that dazed look leap into
his eyes. :

“Hello,” she said, smiling like a burst of
sunshine. “Ran out of sugar and came
over to see if I could borrow some.”

She was something to look at, all right,
standing with the sun on that pale-brown
hair. But Freddy’s guard was up now. He
wasn’t having no ball and chain latched
onto him. No, sir! Likely he would have
let her have the sugar and sent her on her
way pronto, if it hadn’t been for Allspice.

Hearing Freddy’s voice, Allspice
crawled out from under the back porch
and came trotting forward with his bushy
tail held high.

Stella took one look at the black and
white kitty and felt her skin crawl. She
let out a little cry of alarm and ran blind-
ly. She ran straight into Freddy and
grabbed him. And to keep his balance, he
had to grab her and hang on.

“Allspice won’t hurt you,” he said, high-
ly amused. “He’s a pet—no smell—no—"

Suddenly Freddy wasn’t no longer
amused. He was struck dumb, for a great
rush of blood was pounding through his
bony head.

He stared goggle-eyed at this girl he
held in his arms. And she was suddenly
staring up at him. It hit them both like
a ton of bricks, and neither one of them

‘wanted ever to let go of the other!

Stella was the first to recover. Fighting
clear of Freddy’s long arms, she turned
a rosy red. Freddy just stood there, strug-
gling to get back his breath.

“I didn’t know you kept a set punk,”
she jabbered, laughing a little hysterically.
“I mean pet skunk.”

That kind of snapped Fred out of his
daze. Then it was his turn to get red in the
face. -

“Allspice,” he said hoarsely, “was Uncle
Fiddle-foot’s. So when Uncle Fiddle-foot
died, naturally I kept Allspice and the oth-
er things he left me along with the ranch.”

“Naturally,” she said.

Both of them had their feet baek on the
ground by now. But Freddy knew he had
better keep on talking and not stop to
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think how nice it was to hold Stella in his
arms, or no telling what would happen.

“Uncle Fiddle-foot was a great souvenir
collector,” he said. “You ought to take a
look at the stuff he brought home.”

“TI did,” Stella admitted, shuddering. I
was lookmg for the sugar and got into the
wrong room.’

Freddy grinned sympathetlcallv “When
I took over here, them souvenirs were
scattered all over the house. Some of 'em
kind of spoiled my appetite, so I put ’em
all in that one roocm.”

“A smart thing to do,” Stella declared.

They went into the kitchen, and he
sacked up some sugar for her to take back
to the Lazy-L. They were very careful
not to let their fingers touch. They both
wanted time to think. The way they’d lost
their heads a few minutes before had them
half scared to death. Freddy didn’t even
help her into the buggy. No, sir! But he
wasn’t quite ready to call it quits.

“Don’t bother about returning the sugar
yourself,” he said, trying to sound casual
about it. “One of these days, I'll come over
and get it.”

“I'll be locking for you,” Stella said,
also trying to sound casual about it.

She drove away at a brisk trot.

Y SATURDAY, Freddy knew how it

was. Ball and chain or not, he
couldn’t get Stella out of his mind. The
truth is, she was the first girl he’d ever
had that close to him. So by Saturday he
knew he had to go give romance ancther
whirl, or go crazy. Even if his better
judgement told him he was fooling with
dynamite.

He took a bath in the horse tank, slicked
down his yellow hair and put on his best
Sunday-go-to-meeting clothes. Looking
at himself in a mirror, he had half a mind
to go shoot himself. He just couldn’t see
anything about a cowboy like him that
would look good to a wonderful girl like
Stella. But wild horses couldn’t have kept
him from going to see her.

Old G. W. Loop answered his knock.
~ Seeing Freddy, the toothless old horse-
thief knew instantly what was up. In fact,

ever since he’d learned that Stella had
gone to the Halfmoon to borrow sugar,
he’d been expecting to see this young
rannie come floundering up, looking lke
a dying calf. He and J. A. had talked it
over secretly and had mapped out a course
of action to sidetrack poor Freddy.

“Well, well!” G. W. yelled. “Look what
the cats just drug in!”

J. A. came hobbling up. Seeing Freddy,
he grinned evilly, and said, “Come over to
have a visit with us, boy?”

“Not exactly,” Freddy gurgled. “I—aw
—er—came to get some sugar.”

“He wants sugar!” J. A. bellowed. Fig-
ures we're tryin’ to beat him out of his
sugar!”

“Oh, no,” Freddy managed. “It ain’t—
well, I came to see Stella, too.”

“Oh, Stella.” G. W. said, looking sur-
prised. Hey, Stella, Freddy Foster is here.
He seems to be all right tonight, so I
guess it’s safe for you to unlock your door
and come out.”

Stella came into the room, and Freddy
felt his knees wobble. She had on a thin
blue dress that fit her in the right places,
and her hair shone like burnished gold
in the lamplight. But she was studying him
out of distrustful eyes.

“Good evening, Mr. Foster,”
coolishly.

Well, Freddy sat down on a straight
chair and held his hat in his big hands.
Stella sat down on the opposite side of
the room from him. J. A. found a chair
halfway between them, and old G. W.
stood near the door with a shotgun cradled
in his arms.

For a time, things got awful quiet, and
Freddy felt a trickle of sweat move along
his worried brow.

“I suppose you’ve been busy, Mr. Fos-
ter?” Stella said, at last breaking the
silence.

Freddy didn’t know what to say. It
looked like Stella wasn’t much sold on
him. In fact, it seemed she didn’t like to
be in the same room with him. And, of
course, with old G. W. and J. A. watching
him like he was a mad dog—Freddy’s spir-
its sank as his nervousness mounted.

she said
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“Yes'm,” he murmured. “I been right
busy.”

From then on, things went from bad to
worse. At last, completely put to rout,
Freddy put on his hat and departed.

He couldn’t understand it, Stella turn-
ing from a warm and friendly girl into an
iceberg. And the way old G. W. and J. A.
had behaved—never occurred to him that
the two old scalawags had put the skids
under him. Figured they were his friends.

But they’d told Stella that old Fiddle-
foot Foster had been nuttier than a wagon-
load of stove bolts. Always gallivanting
around the world to strange places and
bringing home stuff that no sane man
would own. And after what she’d seen
in that room in the Halfmoon ranch house,
she could well believe them. Furthermore,
by considerable adroit lying, they’d con-
vinced the girl that Freddy was a chip off
the old block.

“He has fits,” old J A. told her confiden-
tially. “Jumps up an’ down an’ howls like
a hyena.”

“Dangerous when he gets thataway,”
G.W. piped up. “Reckon the poor boy’s
- doomed to spend his declinin’ years in the
bughouse.”

OW, you can’t blame Stella for cool-

ing off in a hurry. She didn’t want to
get tangled up with no gent who was apt
to topple off his rocker any old day and go
around howling like a hyena.

But after Freddy had gone that night,
she went to her room and had a good cry,
anyway. He seemed like such a nice boy—
it was a darned shame he didn’t have
quite all his marbles. But that’s the way it
went. You got to dreaming, and bang!
The next thing you knew, you didn’t have
no dream left!

As for old G.W. and J.A,, the mangy old
coyotes slapped @ach other on their bony
backs and allowed they’d done things up
brown. It sure looked like they weren’t

' going to lose Stella. Not to that yellow-
headed, stumble-bum, Freddy Foster.

But they hadn’t reckoned on one factor
in this business. Freddy’s memory of how
wonderful it was to hold Stella in his
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arms. So a couple nights later, he was
back for another try at romance.

He didn’t have any better luck than
he’d had on his first attempt. But it did
seem to him that Stella wasn’t quite as shy
as she’d been that first night. So, slightly
encouraged, and in spite of having to put
up with the nosy Loop brothers, he began
to pay the Lazy-L regular nightly visits.

But Stella kept way out of his reach,
and the Loops never left him alone a min-
ute with the apple of his eye. There’s no
telling how soon he would have given up
if his windmill hadn’t disappeared.

That day when Freddy went to check
the windmill, he could hardly believe his
eyes. Topping the last hill, he saw there
was nothing where a forty-foot windmill
should have stood. No fan, no tower, no
tank with its float shut-off. Nothing but
the pumpless well. Naturally he could
think of only one persen in the world low-
down mean enough to steal a man’s wind-
mill.

. “That Holler Holkum!” Freddy yelled
wrathfully. “He’d swine pennies out of a
siclz baby’s piggy bank!”

Cussing a blue stream, he leaped into
the saddle, backed away from the line
fence and kicked his long-legged roan into
a run. The horse cleared the top wire by
an easy two feet, and Freddy was on his
way. He had a hunch where he’d find his
windmill. In a lonely valley where Holler
had dug a well a year or so ago.

Sure enough, Freddy found his wind-
mill in the valley. The big blades were
whirling happily in the breeze, and water
was gurgling pleasantly into the big
wooden tank. While Freddy watched out
of red-rimmed eyes, the automatic shut-
off went into action, and the big fan coast-
ed to a stop.

“Didn’t - suppose he’d have brains
enough to rig up that: shut off,” Freddy
thought.

Then rage shook him again.

“This is it!”’ he told himself, hitching up
his gunbelt. “Me or that coyote is going to
. get his head shot off! And it ain’t going to
" be me if I can help it!”

He whirled the roan on a dime and
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headed for the Bar-H ranch house. An
hour later, he pounded into the yard, hit
the ground with a roar and stormed into
the house without knocking.

ERE wasn’t nobody home. A quick

look about convinced him that Holler

had gone someplace. Anyway, Holler’s

best pants were missing. Freddy ran back

to his horse, swung aboard and headed
toward Mumblepeg.

Topping a long ridge, he saw a curl of
smoke rising from a chimney of the dis-
tant Lazy-L ranch house. He thought of
Stella. And thinking of her, it occurred
to him that Holler might have gone call-
ing on the girl. He'd heard a rumor that
the big ape had been casting glances in
the girl’s direction:

“The dad-blasted son!” Freddy ranted,
turning his mount toward the Lazy-L. “If
I catch him pesterin’ Stella, I'll tear him
limb from limb!”

Stella was outside, watering the flowers
she was trying so hard to make grow in
the sandy soil. She saw Freddy coming,
and her heart jumped into her throat.

She was all alone. No weapon but a rus-
ty -old hoe. The way Freddy was riding,
she figured he was having one of his fits.
The moment she got a good look at his
face, she would have run and locked her-
self inside the house if she’d had a chance.

“I'm looking for Holler Holkum!” Fred-
~ dy bellowed.

Stella picked up the hoe and braced
herself for the worst. :

“I'm sorry,” she said, twisting her face
into what she hoped was a soothing smile.
“Mr. Holkum isn’t here.”

“He stole my windmill!” Freddy roared. -

“Tank, automatic shut-off and everything.

Moved it over on his ranch. Do you know
what that means?”

Stella shook her head.

“It means war!”

Suddenly Stella forgot she was half
scared to death of Freddy. “You mean you
and Holler—will have a gun fight?”

“Exactly!” Freddy yelled. “We never
did like each other. This windmill business
is the last straw!”

Stella felt her knees grow weak. She
knew if Freddy lost the fight, he’d be dead;
and if he won it, he’d be locked up in jail.
Even if he did have fits and howled like a
hyena, she knew she didn’t want any-
thing bad to happen to him.

“Listen to me, Freddy,” she said. And
with tears in her eyes, she did some fast
talking. “Go to the sheriff,” she begged.

" “Don’t take the law into your own hands.”

So Freddy cooled off some and went to
see the sheriff, who had ‘his office in the
basement of the Mumblepeg courthouse.

Old Ding-dong Dooley snorted and
chewed his handle-bar mustache and
didn’t know whether to believe Freddy.

“Never did hear of nobody stealin’ a
windmill,” he growled. “Dang it, Fred!
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Seems odd a gent would steal somethin’
he couldn’t hide no better'n a forty-foot
windmill.”

“All T want is my windmill back,” Fred-
dy said hotly.

“Well, keep your shirt on,” Ding-dong
said. “I'll ride out an’ look the situation

.over in a day or two.”

“In a day or two!” Freddy yelled. “I—"

“Today, I got other things to do,” Ding-
dong explained patiently. ‘“The bank over
in Larson was held up, and we got a idea
them sidewinders may take a crack at the
Mumblepeg bank.”

Freddy stamped outside, mad enough to
chomp down a ten-inch oak with his teeth.
If he hadn’t promised Stella not to go gun-
ning for Holler Holkum—but he couldn’t
break a promise to a girl like her. He knew
he’d have to put a hand pump in the well
and work himself to death, watering his
cows until the sheriff got the lead out of
his pants. No two ways about it, Freddy
was fried to a crisp.

Back at the Lazy-L, poor Stella was
worried sick. She was afraid that Freddy
and Holler might accidentally meet and
shoot it out.

She cleaned the house. She baked up a
fresh batch of bread. Then she dug out
the Loops’ dirty clothes and got ready to
do a washing. It was while she was empty-
ing old G.W.s overall pockets that she
found the feed bill with the pencil-drawn
sketch on it.

At first, that drawing didn’t make sense
to her. Then she discovered she had it up-
side down. Turning it over, she saw that it
had something to do with an automatic
shut-off for a windmill.

Suddenly the light dawned. The Loops
could take a windmill apart and put it to-
gether again. But when it came to rigging
up Freddy’s home-made shut-off, they had
to make a diagram of it to go by.

She remembered that during the past
week, the Loops had spent the days some-
place with a team and wagon. Old J.A. had
come home with a lot of grease on his
clothes like he’d been working with oily
machinery. With a little cry, she ran out
to where they’d left the wagon.

Sure enough, there were some oil spots
on the floor of the wagon. Also a number
of fresh gouges made by heavy metal ob-
jects having been hauled in and out of
the wagon. :

It didn’t take a bright girl like Stella
two minutes to figure the whole thing out.

“Good heavens!” she exclaimed, her
eyes suddenly popping wide and round.
“G.W. and J.A. are jealous of Freddy!
When he kept coming to see me in spite of
the way they treated him, they decided to
eliminate him by getting him into a fight
with Holler!” . '

Right then, she knew what a fool she’d
been to believe those two old rascals. And
she knew she had to go tell Freddy why

she’d been so snooty to him. [Ty page]
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That afternoon, Freddy pumped water
until he thought his arms would drop off.
Then he rode home.

He didn’t suspect a thing was wrong un-
til he stepped into the kitchen, and Zell
Smith, the fake horsebuyer, stuck a six-
gun in his ribs. Then he looked about and
saw the two hardcases standing on each
side of Stella, who sat in a chair.

“It’s like this, Foster,” Smtih explained.
“We've took over your ranch till we get
through with the Mumblepeg bank. When
I was here the other day, I figured we
couldn’t find a better place to hole up in.
Or a better string of horses to make our
getaway on. And then along comes this
girl to do our cooking.”

A wicked grin came to his hawk-nosed
face. “We kind of like her looks, Foster.
We figure on taking her with us when we
get ready to leave.”

Then the outlaw’s gun arced through the
air, and the last thing Freddy heard was
Stella’s terrified scream.

HEN he opened his eyes, he found

himself bound hand and foot and ly-
ing on the kitchen floor. Stella was cook-
ing a meal on the range. The three side-
winders were sitting around the table,
watching every move the girl made. The
way they stared at her made Freddy have
a cold, sickish feeling in his stomach.

“Untie me,” he yelled, “and I'll lick you
sons barehanded!”

Maybe it was the sound of his voice that
brought Allspice from his home under the
porch.-Or maybe it was curiosity. Any-
way, he arched his beautiful tail and
walked right into the room. “Hey, lookit!”
one of the hardcases gurgled.

Allspice turned his back on the three
cut-throats; and having no way of know-
ing that the critter was perfectly harm-
less, they lunged for the closest exit—one
of the two doors that led into Uncle Fid-
dle-foot’s roomful of souvenirs.

Zell Smith led the way. The next thing
he knew, he was face to face with Uncle
Fiddle-foot’s snarling gorilla.

He didn’t stop for a second and closer
Jook. With a hoarse scream, he came out

of that room like a spooked antelope gone
hog-wild. He crashed head-on into his two
pals, bowling them end over end. The
three piled up in a corner with the breath
knocked clean out of their lungs.

Stella didn’t lose any time. She grabbed
up a red-hot iron skillet full of sizzling
steaks and set to work cracking skulls like
so many peanuts. Although it did seem a
shame to waste all that luscious steak.

The moment she’d put the last of the
outlaws to sleep, she found a butcher knife
and cut the ropes from Freddy’s arms and
legs.

Freddy took one brief glance at the fall-
en bandits and shuddered. Then he looked
at Stella and knew for sure what he want-
ed and how to get it. Carefully removing
the knife from her hands, he took her in
his arms and told her she was wonderful.

“Why talk about it?” Stella said, kind of
laughing and crying all at the same time.

.So Freddy stopped talking and got
busy. He kissed her once, he kissed her
twice—it’s no telling how long he would
have kept at it if the outlaws hadn’t begun
to come back to life.

Well, that’s about all there is to it. Ex-
cept that Freddy got his windmill back.
And since he refused to prosecute, the
Loops forgave him for marrying Stella
and, to boot, gave the young couple a solid
silver coffee pot for a wedding present.
But to get back to Fiddle-foot’s folly—it
was about a year later that Mumblepeg
got its museum.

You see, Freddy and Stella needed that
extra room in the Halfmoon ranch house
for a nursery. So one day, Freddy loaded
up all of Uncle Fiddle-foot’s souvenirs and
hauled them to town. And Ding-dong
Dooley kindly moved his office and made
room for them in the courthouse base-
ment. Figured he owed the Fosters that
much for capturing the outlaw gang.

Also, you might like to know that All-
spice got pretty lonesome for that stuffed
gorilla. But it didn’t take him long to
make friends with the new baby girl who,
luckily, resembled Stella more than she
did Freddy. Or that stuffed gorilla.

® ®© O
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ACK IN “the good old days,” which
really were the days when peaceful
men lived in hopes of better days to come,
a man named Yandell came from some-
where and took root in the Arizona mid-
lands, above the Mogollon Rim.
Tough country it was, scourged by hard
characters. But Aleck Yandell was tough-
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er and harder. He was over-shrewd and
gainful as well, so through scheming and
violence of one sort and another he came
to be a very rich and influential man. His
vast Hangtree Ranch was a power in the
Territory. .

Half a continent away, in Pennsylvania,
- there lived another man who was as dif-
ferent from Aleck Yandell as any two men
could be. This Henry Cameron, who was
Aleck’s brother-in-law, or had been, loved
money too. But he loved ease and luxury
even more, and was expert at winning
those advantages by almost any means at
all—except by hard work. He traveled a
lot, spent freely, mixed with the best.

Unlike though they were, these two
men were linked by a more enduring cir-
cumstance than their onetime relation-
ship. Henry Cameron, idler and spend-
thrift, was the legal guardian of one Justin
Yandell, son of Aleck.

Justin didn’t take after either of them.
“Puddingfoot” Jones saw that the minute
he laid eyes on him. The day that Pud-
dingfoot found the old man’s boy, Justin

was halter-breaking a yearling colt on a .

bluegrass horse farm a good many miles
from his uncle’s Philadelphia home.

It was the end of a long search. Old
Puddingfoot perched on a fence rail,
rubbing his bullet-lamed leg, w~*ching the
youngster awhile before he spoke.

“You’re going at it right, kid,” he
blurted finally. “Learn ’em the feel of a
rope, and then the bit.” \

It was the first that Justin knew anyone
was near. He turned quickly, a little
startled, then flashed a grin that sharply
reminded the older man of Sara Yandell
and her warm, winning friendliness. Pud-
dingfoot remembered the boy’s mother
well, though fifteen years had passed since
she had left Hangtree—and Aleck—for-
ever. Taking their only child, the two-
year-old Justin with her.

Justin said, “We’re both learning. The
colt and me toe.”

“Sure. New on the job, ain’t you?”

Justin nodded as he led the colt along-
side the fence and ran a gentling hand
along its arched, fuzzy-maned neck.

“I'd be new on about any job you could
mention,” he admitted frankly. “But I like
this one. I sort of take to horses.” His
wide-set blue eyes studied the lean and
grizzled old-timer, from his weather-
seamed face under the big western hat to
his high-heeled western boots. ,

“I reckon you come by it honest. Your
hoss-savvy, I mean,” said Puddingfoot.
“But I'm wondering if it was good hoss
sense for you to run away from your
uncle, like you did.”

Justin’s eyes flashed rebelliously. ‘

“So he sent you!” he exclaimed. “Well,
I’'m not going back! I’'m old enough to go
it alone!”

“Mebeso,” Puddingfoot admitted as he
fingered a shirt pocket for cigarette mak-
ings. “Only Henry Cameron didn’t send
me. He let on as how he didn’t know
where you went.”

“Then who did send you?”

“Your old man.”

“My father?” Justin barked a scornful
laugh. “I don’t believe that! He’s a rascal
and never cared what became of me!”

Puddingfoot’s eyes crinkled wisely.

“Your high-falutin’ Uncle Henry told
you that, huh? Did he ever tell you that
every year since your ma took you away
he sent Henry Cameron a whoppin’ check
for your upkeep and schooling?”

“NO!”

“Sort of seems that your Uncle Henry
might be a rascal, hisownself. It'll take
looking into, I'd say.” -

“How do you know so much about me?
Who are you?” Justin demanded. -

“Sonny, I've been looping for Hangtree
since you was born and before,” said Pud-
dingfoot as he struck a match and lit his
cigarette. He fished in another pocket and
added, “The boss, he told me to hand you
this here message.”

T WASN'T a sealed letter. It wasn’t a

letter at all, just a blank check, folded
and rumpled, and on the back of it was
scrawled the first and only word that
Justin had ever received from his father.
It was a blunt message. A challenge,
really. It said: : ‘
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By now maybe you’re man enough to come
and take over.

It was signed simply “A.Y.” Beside the
initials, made up of a combination of them,
was the Hangtree brand.

Slowly, thoughtfully, the seventeen-
year-old crumpled the terse, cold sum-
mons in his hand. His thoughts were in
turmoil. This was the most serious crisis
in his life, since the death of his mother.
And he barely remembered that.

“Why didn’t he come himself?” he
. asked. “Why did he send you?”

“It’s a mighty long ways to come in a
wheelchair,” Puddingfoot said with an
exhale of smoke. “It’s like this. Your old
man, he’s a helpless, hopeless cripple these
days.”

“It’s hard to feel sorry,” Justin said,
“for somebody I don’t know and have
never even heard from.”

“Aleck don’t want nobody feeling sorry
for him. It’s just that he won’t last much
longer. The doctor gives him a year or

less. He’s part paralyzed. Bullet in his

spine.”

“A gun accident?”

Puddingfoot breathed smoke again.

“Not exactly. Aleck, he’s made a flock
of enemies in his time.”

Justin, wadding the strange note in his
fist, gazed wistfully to the west, to the
gently rolling Cumberlands and beyond,
toward the unknown land of his troubled
heritage. It was a hard decision to make.
But there was something about this
rough-garbed stranger and the urgency in
his eyes that helped him to decide. He
slipped the halter off the colt, sending it
frisking out across the green pasture. He
hung halter and lead rope over his arm.

“The part I don’t like is quitting the
man who gave me this job,” he said.

Puddingfoot rubbed out. his cigarette,
slid from the fence and clapped a hand on
Justin’s shoulder. ; :

“That part’s all took care of,” he smiled.
“Me and him, we held confab little while
ago.” : '

“What made you so sure I'd go?”

“I figured that word from your old man

would rouse your spunk,” chuckled Pud-

dingfoot. “I reckon it did, too. Go get
your duffel, boy. Let’s head for God’s
country.”

Justin slept that night to the lulling
rhythm of train wheels. The days and
miles that followed were shortened by his
companion’s accounts of life on the range.
Most of those tales failed to depict it as
“God’s country.” The limp that had given
the oldtime cowboy his odd nickname,
Puddingfoot, was the result of a gun
fracas. v o

“Injun trouble,” he explained vaguely.
“A bullethole in a man’s leg slows him
down some. But all that’s over with.”

The homecoming of the young heir ta
Hangtree was barren of welcome or cere-
mony. It was an hour’s ride from the
small town of Carrizo on the railroad to
the ranchhouse. It was a long, low build-
ing of rough fieldstone, roofed with rustic
hand-split cedar shakes, shaded by tall,
crowding poplars.

In days past, thought Justin, this must
have been the scene of stirring events.
But now it brooded in depressing quiet,
under a hot noonday sun. No one stirred
on the premises. Charred in the heavy
beam over the front door was the Hang-
tree brand.

“Light and go in,” directed Puddingfoot.

“I'll put up the hosses.”

Inside, it took Justin’s eyes a moment
to focus, after the midday glare. He was
in a dim, barewalled room, sparingly fur-
nished, with an oldfashioned rolltop desk
heaped with account books, a massive
safe, a time-yellowed wall clock that tick-
tocked loudly, a few hide-backed chairs,
a ripped black leather sofa, and against
one wall a glass-doored gun cabinet, well-
stocked with an array of weapons.

In this cheerless setting, hunched like
a caged eagle in an invalid’s chair, was a
chunky, graying man, his face deeply
lined by suffering.

A heavy Indian blanket was spread
across his knees and there was a hump
under the blanket, close to the hand that
dangled over the arm rest of the wheel-
chair. One of Aleck Yandell’s many ene-
mies had taught him the bitter lesson of
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a momentary lack of vigilance. That was
why he sat here now, supine and helpless,
paralyzed from the hips down because of
a bullet-shattered spine. ,

His greeting was as direct and brusque
as the summons he had sent.

“Yank up a window shade,” he ordered.
“Let me see what Hank Cameron made
out of you.”

USTIN crossed to the window by the
desk and raised the dilapidated win-
dow blind. Then he turned to his father,
offering his hand. Aleck Yandell seized
it roughly, turning it over to scowl at the
palm, then dropped it disdainfully.

“At your age, my fingers was rope-
burned plenty,” he grunted. He leaned
back, harsh eyes exploring his offspring
as he would the strong and weak points
of a horse. There was no approval on his
drawn, moody face. Justin tightened in-
side.

“First impressions have disappointed
us both,” he retorted rashly. “According
to Uncle Henry, you ought to have rope
burns on your neck.”

The show of spirit brought from his.

father a throaty sound of approval and
the long lines in his cheeks deepened with
a grimace that passed for a smile.

“Maybe you’ll pan out, after all,” he
rumbled. : .

His next act was to grasp the high wheel
of his chair, maneuvering it to the half-
open window. His hand slid to the hump
under his lap blanket. Deliberately he
drew and aimed a long, hardworn Colt.
Before it seemed possible to have aimed,
a deafening blast jarred Justin’s ears.

Forty yards away, across the empty
ranchyard, a large bell atop the cookshack
clanged loudly.

“As long as I can do that,” said Aleck
Yandell as he blew a wisp of smoke from
the muzzle and poked the gun back under
the blanket, “I don’t need any push
buttons.”

The bell was still reverberating when a
baldish scarecrow of a man burst out of
the cookshack and gallivanted toward the
house. He burst breathlessly into the

presence of the boss, mopping his anxious
face with his soiled floursaek apron.

“This object of curiosity,” Yandell told
his son, “passes himself off as a cook.
You'll eat in here with me today. After
that, out there with the rest of the help.
Bait us up double, Sam. Get a move on.”

“You bet, boss, right pronto!” panted
the cook. He shuffled out hastily, and his
loose felt slippers slap-slapped the bare
floor as he left the room.

“They don’t treat help like that where
I came from,” Justin said.

“They knuckle down around here or
get out. The day’s coming when you can
run Hangtree in your own way. For as
long as you ._an hang onto it. But get
this. So long as I'm around, I run things.”

Everything that had been said and done
so far rubbed Justin the wrong way. He
boiled with rebellion and resentment.
Henry Cameron, for all his shortcomings,
had been at least halfway agreeable. He
wished heartily that he had not come to
Hangtree, that he had ignored his father’s
message, and he was on the point of say-
ing so when bootheels, the uneven thump
of Puddingfoot’s step, sounded on the
steps. The old-timer poked his head in-
side.

“Dolf Jorber just now rode in from La-
guna, boss,” he reported. “He had a run-
in with them Laguna settlers. They hazed
all our stock off the Laguna meadows,
back to hell and gone in the hills.”” He
added as an afterthought, almost too un-
important to mention, “Dolf, he got in the
way of a slug of lead. He’s packing one
arm in a sling.”

Aleck Yandell’'s wrath flared like a
flame in dry grass.

“So Sankey and those other sodbusters

. think now’s their chance!” he ripped out.

“Now that the old man’s on the shelf!
We'll see! Send Jorber in here!”

“He ain’t feelin’ so good,” Puddingfoot
said.

“T didn’t ask you about his health!”
crackled Aleck. “Get Jorber!” -

Puddingfoot vanished, soon returning
with a broad, blond young cowpuncher
with small, pale eyes set like rivets in a

N
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round face sweaty with suffering. A
bloody rag was bound around his right

forearm which he cradled against his mid--

dle. He was unsteady on his feet and laid
hold of a chairback for support.

“I put you in charge of the Laguna herd
because those clodkickers were crowding
in on our grass and getting rambunctious.
You let ’em stampede my cattle. Why?”

Jorber’s tongue flickered over dry,
caked lips.

“Sankey and his crowd were too many
people for me,” he gusted in an exhausted
voice. “They came at night—"

“And caught you asleep!” Aleck seemed
to find malicious satisfaction in shaming
the wounded cowboy. “You're through,
Jorber! You're fired! Hand him his time,
Puddingfoot, and run him off the place!”

Jorber let go of the chair to wipe sweat
~out of his eyes. He swayed and clutched
it again, his jaws knotted with pain.

Justin’s indignation reached the explod-
ing point, :

“This man can’t stay in saddle another
mile,” he spoke up. “He needs doctoring.”
He crossed the room and lowered the hurt
man into a chair.

“The kid’s right, boss,” Puddingfoot
said. “Dolf is bled white and about played
out. There’s a first-aid outfit over in the
cookshack. I'm getting it.” He went out.

LECK YANDELL yanked his wheel-
chair around and headed for the gun
cabinet. '

“I expect you don’t know one end of a
gun from another, do you?” he grated at
his son as he opened the cabinet.

Justin was busy unwrapping the clum-
sy, bloodsoaked bandage, exposing the
oozing, puffed bullethole in Jorber’s fore-
arm.

“I know this much,” he answered. .“I
know enough to leave them alone. Until
I find out what the trouble is over at La-
guna.”

“Time was, when I was able,” seethed
the stricken man in the wheelchair, “I
backed up my say-so!”

Puddingfoot returned with the first-aid
kit. He put it on a chair, took out swabs,

bandage and jodine. He laid hold of Jor--
ber’s wrist.

“Easy now, cowboy,” he said. “Try to
think about something nice.”

Soon the wound was cleansed and
dressed and Jorber’s arm resting in a
sling. Then Sam, the cook, sidled in with
a foodladen tray. Justin took a cup of
steaming coffee and handed it to Jorber,
who gave him a grateful look and raised
it shakily to his lips.

Making room on the desk for the tray,
the cook scuttled out. Aleck Yandell
banged shut the gun case.

“When I could leather around, these
guns took and held a hundred thousand

*acres of Hangtree grass,” he stormed.

“But no more. Puddingfoot, I want you
to shag over to Laguna and find Sankey.
Take young Smarty Pants along. Let’s
see what he can do just by shooting off
his mouth. Let him find out what side his
bread is buttered on.”

Justin and the old troubleshooter left
the boss brooding and muttering. Up

" from the fertile valley they rode, into oak

and juniper country stripped with grassy
prairies where bands of Hangtree cattle
grazed or rested in the shade. The scene
stirred fragmentary memories of the
youngster’s childhood, hazy and indistinct
like fading images of a dream. Gradually
the strangeness of it departed. Here he
was sired and patterned for a destiny that
raced now to an uncertain climax.

0Old Puddingfoot, usually talkative and
amiable, was grimly wrapped in his own
dark thoughts.

“Has Sankey any rightful claim to the

" Laguna?” Justin asked him.

“It’s sort of a complicated situation,”
the other said. “The main thing is, them
turnip-thumpers are cutting in on our
graze.”) ¢

“Is it Hangtree or open range?”

“Well, it’s Injun ground, or was,” Pud-
dingfoot grudgingly informed him.

“How about the Indians? Where are
they?”

“Underground, mostly. Where they be-
long.” '

“Since when?”



46 ' EXCITING WESTERN

“The old man, he ought to have ex-
plained that,” Puddingfoot said uncom-
fortably, “before sending a boy to do a
~ man’s job.”

“Who shot my father? What has been
done about it?”

Puddingfoot’s slitted’ eyes seemed to-be
exploring the distance.

“Nobody knows. But he’ll find out,
somehow. And do plenty about it, in his
own way.”

“You must have some idea who shot
him.”

“Sure. I got the idea that whoever did
it will repeat the try on you.”

“Maybe I should take to carrying a gun,
then, like you.”

Puddingfoot slapped the holster on his
left hip.

“It’s my job, at present, to keep you
from getting blow-flied, boy. It’s orders.”

“It’s the first sign my father has shown
that he is concerned over whether I stay
alive or not. It looks more like he got me
here to do his dirty wofk for him.”

“Big talk don’t shed off bullets, bub.

Anyhow, you're stuck with me and I'm’

stuck with you, it seems like. I'm the royal
bodyguard and he-nurse to the heir ap-
parent. I wish I knew how he was going
to come out in this howdy-do with San-
key.”

HEY topped a naked granite crest
and sloped down into a wide basin.
In the center, like a gem setting, was a
small lake. As they neared the flat bot-
tomlands, a long, straight furrow became
visible. It drew a boundary of some sort

across the upper end of the basin.  Along

this line of recently turned sod, fenceposts
were being set and wires strung. There
was a flatbedded wagon loaded with posts
and spools of barbed wire. They saw four
men.

As the two riders loped towards them,
the men stopped work.

“That bush-faced yahoo squatted with
a rifle across his knees, that’s Sankey,”
gusted Puddingfoot, “Him and his over-
grown brat and two other yokels I don’t
know =

As they neared, they made out the hos-
tility on the watching faces. Sankey’s
rifle swung in their direction. His son, a
strapping, wide-shouldered youth, bronze-
bodied and stripped to the waist, leaned
on a posthole auger. A man in a ragged
straw hat, smoking a pipe, dangled his
legs from the wagon.

The fourth member of the fencing crew
was a little apart from the others, at the
head of the horses, partly shielded by
them. He was black-haired, squat-built,
a slouch hat pulled low over his swarthy
face. It didn’t quite conceal a long, deep
scar that slanted from temple to mouth.
The top of his right ear had been severed.

Green though he was to western ways,
something told Justin to raise a hand m.
greeting as they rode up, facing Sankey’s
scowling scrutiny. Puddingfoot. reined
away from the menacing rifle muzzle. He
slaunched loosely in saddle, resting his
bad leg across his saddle horn. :

“This is Yandell junior, Sankey,” he
drawled. “He ain’t packin’ anything but
a load of talk, so set easy.”

Sankey acknowledged the introduction
with a spurt of tobacco juice.

“First' I knowed that Yandell had a
whelp. Whaddya want?” he demanded
bluntly.

“The answer to some questions that no-
body on Hangtree seems to want to an-
swer,” Justin told him.

Sankey blinked. He had expected some-
thing different.

“Such as?”

The bare-bodied young Sankey spoke
up roughly.

“They’re cooking up some sort of dodge,:
Pop. That ol’ devil Yandell ain’t ever
spawned, not that anybody knows about.
And this cull, he don’t look like any chip
off the old block.”

“It’s like this,” Justin explained. “I
left this country soon after I was born. I
never saw it or my father again until to-
day. A little while ago one of his men-
showed up, bullet-hit. He said you people
stampeded Hangtree cattle and one of you
shot him. Why?”

“Because this is good ground for spuds,”
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said the elder Sankey. “I aim to grow ’em
here.” He picked up a handful of the
rich, black loam, let it sift through his
fingers. ‘“Best potato soil I ever did see.”

“You claim this ground is yours?”

“I'm leasing it.”

“Hah, that’s news!” Puddingfoot broke
in. “Leasing it from who?”

“From the rightful owner.”

“Did you tell Dolf Jorber that?” asked
Justin.

“He never asked no questions like that.”

“This here rightful owner,” drawled
Puddingfoot. “Who is he and where at?”

Sankey hesitated. The seedy-looking
helper on the wagon let out a sudden
shrill cackle.

“Tell ’em, Bill! Tell ’em Joe Torres
owns this here valley! Yup, he sure does!
On account of, he’s the last livin’ Laguna
Injun and he—"

The talky helper was pointing with his
pipe stem to the dark-faced character
lurking in front of the team.

“Shut up, you buckethead!” Sankey
blasted. “Don’t you realize, now that
you’ve let it out, that Yandell will send
his gunhands after Joe?”

“And murder him like he murdered
all Joe’s kin!” put in young Sankey.

Justin shot a dazed look at Pudding-
foot.

“Is that true?” he demanded.

Puddingfoot hunched one shoulder.

“What of it?” he countered. ‘“They was
a pack of low-down cattle thieves. They
was warned plenty.”

“When? When did all that happen?”

“Just before you was born, boy. Before
your ma up and pulled out on the old man.
But what does it matter now? If that
lizard eater over yonder is the only one
left alive, it was by pure accident. We
aimed to leave none to seed. Anyhow,
how’s he going to prove who he is? Or his
land rights, if any?”

Justin lifted rein.

* “I want to hear what Torres has to say,”
he said, starting past the wagon.

OUNG SANKEY jumped in front of
him, grabbing the bit chains of Jus-
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tin’s horse.

“No you don’t, you—!”

They were ﬁghtmg words that he spoke.
What good name Justin had, from his
mother’s side, was worth ﬁghtmg for.
Worth dying for, if need be. The time for
patient talk had passed. Hurling himself
from saddle, he drove a fist into young
Sankey’s coarse, ugly face, scornful of
Bill Sankey’s ready rifle.

They were about of an age and well-
matched, except that Sankey’s son was
the heavier. And the ridged muscles on
his tanned torso were hard as cordwood
from daily hard labor.

Justin’s blow downed him. But he
bounded up, furious and bloody-faced,
rushing in with his head low between the
powerful shoulders.

He missed a wild swing but managed to
jolt Justin with a grazing blow to the head,
knocking him back against his horse. Be-
fore he could recover, Sankey’s son
rushed him again.

They mixed it now, swapping blows,
with Justin sidestepping and giving
ground to avoid a clinch.

“That’s it, Herb, wade into him!”
whooped Bill Sankey. “He ain’t got a
thing but his fancy capers!”

“Rassle him down and stomp his face
in!” cackled the human scarecrow: on the
wagon.

Puddingfoot, wincing at each blow that
Herb Sankey landed, yipped out, “Hear
me! It’ll be a fair, stand-up scrap! Tell
your bull calf that, Sankey, or I'll go to

work on you!”

Just then the husky Herb grappled and
threw the lighter youngster. Pouncing on
him, he pinned him down, driving a mal-
letlike fist at the upturned face.

Puddingfoot was out of leather and at
them. But before he could interfere, Jus-
tin’s feet flew up. He flung Herb Sankey
sprawling.

They came up. Herb Sankey was in
time to meet a crashing blow against his
sagging jaw. It was like hitting a log. Jus-
tin followed it up with another that
buckled Herb Sankey’s legs.

A lucky third wallop finished it. Herb
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went down and stayed down. Justin, bat-
tered, bleeding and spent, toppled forward
and fell across him.

He was barely aware of Puddingfoot
hoisting him up and helping him back into
leather. He looked again to the head of
the team, for Torres. But the Indian had
vanished during the rumpus. Justin
thought he glimpsed him, slinking off
through a tongue of timber at the edge
of the meadowland.

The fight had ended close enough to a
draw so that the Sankeys did not feel the
sting of defeat. Bill Sankey laid his rifle
on the wagon and faced the pair in saddle.

“You can tell Aleck Yandell this,” he
said. “I didn’t shoot that cowpoke of his.
And what’s more, I ain’t none too sure
who did. It happened in the night. Sure,
we drove off the cattle. But I wasn’t pack-
ing a gun, not then, and that’s the truth.”

“Might be a good idea if you told him
that your ownself,” said Puddingfoot.

“I will. I’ll come over to Hangtree and
settle this affair with him anytime he says.
Tell him that, too.”

That brought the Laguna trouble near-
er a settlement than it had been. Pudding-
foot and Justin turned and rode.

Aleck Yandell, wrapped in melancholy
loneliness, was waiting in his wheelchair
when they returned. It was dusk and he
had just lighted a lamp when Justin slid
from his horse and came in. Yandell took
a long look at his son’s puffed, bruised
face.

“It’s like I thought. They rubbed it into
you over yonder, eh?” he crackled.

Puddingfoot entered and promptly de-
clared: “You’re wrong there, boss. This
kid of yours jerked out young Sankey’s
tail feathers, proper.”

Yandell brightened a little.

“He ain’t all talk, then. But a scrap be-
tween two young roosters don’t wind this
up. Did you tell Sankey next time Hang-
tree rides—"

“Hold on, boss,” said the old wrangler.
“I think we better go a little slow. Times,
they’ve changed since we had it out with
the Injuns over there.”

Aleck Yandell, with hands hooked like

talons on his chair arms, projected himself
like some raptorial bird, poised to swoop.

“So now you’ve gone soft on me!” he
said in a deadly hushed voice. “You, the
last of the old outfit! The one man left I
thought I could depend on!”

USTIN could hold back no longer, He
was sickened by what he had learned
from Sankey.

“When we left here, I hoped Hangtree
was in the right. I didn’t know. But now
Ido.”

“Know what?”

“I know,” Justin went on with burning
scorn, “what a murderous rascal you are.
Why my mother could no longer endure
the sight of you.” >

“Go on.” Aleck’s voice was strangely
subdued. “Go on, get it all said, son.”

“Don’t call me your son!” flared Justin.
“If there was a way to drain the Yandell
blood out of me, I'd do it!”

Puddingfoot angled for the door, saying,
“I better look after the hosses.” He went
out.

“You told me that Hangtree will some-
day be mine,” Justin went on; choked
with disgust. “Well, I don’t want it, you
hear? Not an acre or a dime of it! It’s not
yours to give! You stole it! You killed
whoever stood in your way. You ought to
hang for it!”

“Is that all?” Justin’s father asked, his
voice flat and expressionless as before.

“All, except to tell you that your name
is a disgrace and I'm getting out!”

The older man was sagging back in his
chair.,

“Hanging, eh?” he said in a dreary
monotone, “That’d be easier than sitting
here, dying by inches. Now that you’ve
got it off your chest, you self-righteous,
ungrateful little squirt, let me put you
straight on a few things. What I got
wasn’t handed to me on a silver-platter. I
knew what I wanted and went after it. It
was the way a man had to do, back then,
All that any man ever got was from them
who were too weak or witless to prevent
it. I didn’t make up those rules. It was"
the only way, in my time. Nuzzling books
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all your life, you haven’t learned that yet,
you soft, spoiled, disputeful young pip-
squeak!”

He moved his chair closer, leveling a
quivering finger in Justin’s defiant face..

“Did you bother to find out the truth?
No! Instead, you niddering, spoon-faced
ignoramus, you've got the gall to tell me
off for piling up a fortune for you!”  His
whiplash tongue was loosened now, and
his voice rang clear. “Let’s get down to

brass facts about those Laguna Indians.
To start with, they were a pack of rene-
gades. An inbred clan of wretched out-
casts, turned out by their own tribe. None-
theless, I gave them work. What did they
do? They loafed and stole from me. Then,
when they were hungry and sick and in
need, I let them have money. That was a
mistake. They drank it up.

“I ordered them off. But they stayed.
They gorged their greedy, lazy hides
whenever they could on my beef. It got to
be too much to take any longer. We went
to drive ’em off. They hid in the rocks
and fired oh us. Ask Puddingfoot. Ask
him how he got that limp. So we cleaned
’em out, taking no ‘more halfway meas-
ures. . . . Now, as it turns out. one got
away. One who calls himself Joe Torres.”

“You know about him?” Justin was
taken by surprise.

“More’n you think. He bobs up with
the fool idea that the Laguna is his, all his.
Bah! One lone, loony Injun, claiming to
own by a reservation law that never was
passed ten thousand acres of my finest
range! Land I put to use and made pro-
ductive, with my own hard work and
know-how! And you say give it away to

. one lousy, “treacherous, ignorant scum
with a bullet-scarred face—"

“How did you know what Torres looks
like?” Justin broke in:
Aleck Yandell’s fury had burned itself

out. Only® smouldering embers of hatred .

now, as he said dully, hopelessly, “I knew
it when Torres drifted back into this coun-
try, awhile back, and hit the warpath. He’s
the one who put me in this shape.”

" He barely had uttered the words when
he was jerked to alertness by some small,

stealthy sound outside. He acted with a
swiftness that was remarkable. He yanked
his wheelchair to the open window and in
the same motion shoved Justin away from
it—just as a gun clamored outside.

Justin heard the impact of a bullet and
saw the spasmodic twitch of his father,
there beside the lamp on the desk. But
the Colt was out from under the blanket
and in his hand, leveled out of the window
as it had been earlier that day, when he
brought Sam, the cook, on the run.

The Colt answered the brief powder
flash, out in the darkness, with its shat-
tering roar. Aleck Yandell tried to trig-
ger again, but the old gun sagged in his
hand. A clamor of voires as men rushed
over from the cookshack.

Rising above the others, Justin heard
Puddingfoot yip, “It’s the Injun, Torres!
The old man nailed him! Hey there, boss,
you all right?”

A spreading patch of crimson showed
on Aleck Yandell’s breast as Justin drew
him away from the window. His Colt, hot
and smoking, lay in his lap. Justin had
never seen a man dving before. But he
knew this was it. There was a serene
smile on his father’s face. He managed to
lift a hand, to grasp his son’s.

“I—I knew he’d come back.” He mur-
mured the words hoarsely. “Been a long
wait. Kept my hand in . . . shooting bell.”

His eyes were filming over. He seemed
curiously at peace. -

“Take it easy, don’t talk!” Justin
pleaded. “I'll do what I can! Anything,
Father.”

“No use, son,” he wheezed. “It had to-.
end like this. Gun grass...”

He rallied for a flickering instant and
spoke with a strength’ that was of the
spirit rather than the flesh.

“Make out with Sankey, son. Good
spud land yonderly, on Laguna. Deal
right, son.” :

That was the last. He sighed and suf-
fered no more. Old Puddingfoot burst in-
to the room and saw their hands still
gripped and he knew that at last the
hoped-for better days had come to Hang-
tree. o 0



Them Ornery

It was a package deal. If Tim Mitchell
wanted the girl, he’d have to take along—

the worthless, steal-‘em-blind Welch clan!

CHAPTER 1
Ranger’s Mission

OLPH HARRINGTON, feature writer, leafed through
the records at the Fir Ridge ranger station and read:

Lightning storm set fire to timber
at Beaver Lake. Crown fire. Ex-
tinguished same after three days
fighting. Tim Mitchell, Ranger.

“My God, Tim,” Harrington snorted in disgust. “Why so
brief? There must be more to it than that.”

“That about covers it,” Tim Mitchell answered.

Harrington left, muttering, “No need of hanging around
here. This fellow Mitchell doesn’t know dangerous living
when he lives it.” 3

An hour later Tim scowled at the run-down Welch ranch
and growled, “Love can get a man into more messes. Ord
Welch and his six ornery sons hate the Forest Service and all

The onlookers held their breath as
Tim  slowly squeezed the trigger
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its rangers. Now I ask why do I get
steamed up over Anne Welch, when I
know a hundred pretty girls already? And,
as ranger, I'll meet scores more who spend
their vacation at the Fir Ridge Inn.”

It was a thought, nodoubt, advanced by
the cave man, and handed down through
the centuries. But it was original with Tim
Mitchell and he felt very profound. “I
guess the answer is, when a man sees the
right girl he courts her and makes the
best of her family.”

The week before, Tim’s boss, Lonnie
Lawton, who Tim was sure had forgotten
more than he himself would ever know
about forestry, had said, “I sort of hand
picked and hand raised you to be a ranger,
son. Can I talk plain? What I’'m about to
say could get your fist into my teeth.”

“Talk plain,” Tim had said. “T’ll under-
stand. It will come from the heart, and
that’s good enough for me.”

“The Welch tribe is no good, Tim. As a

man, or as a ranger, all you’ll get out of
them is trouble,” Lonnie Lawton had said
in his qulet voice that was so effective—so
convineng. “They hogged the open range
for years. Then when we closed some of it
and started a reforestation program, they
got nasty. Ord Welch said trees that could
be logged forty or fifty year® from now
would do him no good. I asked him what
about his children and grandchildren. He
said he figured they’d make out, forests or
no forests.

“Now comes the touchy part, Tim.
There’s talk Anne isn’t as nice as she’d like
people to think,” Lawton said. “It’s
claimed there’s craft in those large, inno-
cent blue eyes. But that’s the way it is. I
don’t want you hurt.”

“I know you don’t” Tim had said, keep-
ing his temper with difficulty. “But many a
decent girl has gone through hell because

some cuss who wanted to boast, or a

woman out to do her dirt, told lies. And
there are times a situation will develop
and a girl will look bad, and can’t help it.”

“That’s right,” Lawton conceded, “and I
hope that’s the way it is with Anne. And
T’ll admit this, what you do off duty is
‘none of my business as long as it doesn’t

N

reflect discredit on the Forestry Service.”
Had anyone else spoken as plainly
about Anne, Tim wouldn’t have knocked .
his teeth in, he would have kicked them in.
As a ranger, Tim grew cold with rage at
the destruction on the Welch wood lot.
Trees had been felled with no regard for
the small firs. They had been flattened by
the big trunks. Wood wagons, drawn by
big horses, had moved in a direct line,
trampling and killing the seedling trees.

S a matter of fact, Tim grew increas-

ingly indignant each time he called
on Anne. Good water that should have
been used for irrigation purposes was go-
ing to waste, while nearby the grass had
been burned by the sun, or eaten down to
the roots by hungry cattle. “And he wants
to cross the forest reserve and trample®
down hundreds of newly planted seedlings
to reach free range bevond,” Tim growled.
“T’ll see Welch in hell first.”

He rode to the nearest gate, opened it,
passed through and carefully closed it be-
hind him.He didn’t want it said the cattle
had moved to the reserve through a gate
left open by a careless ranger. In the dis-
tance he saw three of the six Welch broth-
ers riding, slouched in the saddle. He grit-
ted his teeth. Imagine having them for
brothers-in-law. Well, it hasn’t reached
that stage yet, and probably never will,

bt

Ord Welch came out, looking as if he
had hastily pulled on a clean shirt with-
out taking time to wash up and comb his
hair. He said, “Well! Well! Tim. Glad te
see you. Mighty glad to see you!” Tim
thought, “Nothing real about you. That’s
a stage smile and a stage heartiness in
your laugh. Trouble is, you can’t keep the
craft out of your eyes.”

Tim knew, too, Ord Welch was forget-
ting a forest ranger has an amazingly
broad knowledge of human nature. All
types come into forest areas—ﬁshermen
hunters, those who stalk game with cam-
eras and those who bring canvas and
paints. There are the wealthy who come
to resorts like Fir Ridge Lodge and do
nothing but talk or play bridge; and there

£ =
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are the young people who climb mountain
peaks in summer and ski in the winter.

They get lost; are careless with matches
and start fires or are hurt. They all look to
the ranger when in trouble. Their reac-
tions to rules and regulations, to peril and
to injury, are as varied as their types.

Now, with an unconscious narrowing of
the eyes, Ord Welch said, “Put your horse
up in the barn. Give him some grain. Ain’t
much, but when man or horse stops here
he’s what the city folks call a guest, and
nothing’s too good for him. I'd take your
horse myself, but I ain’t got my boots on.”

“That’s all right,” Tim said. “And .
thanks.”

Ord Welch stepped inside and closed
the door. “Annie! Annie! Damn it, where’s
the brat?”

“She’s primpin’,” her mother, a gaunt,
tired woman said. “A girl can’t catch a fel-
ler without primpin’.”

Anne, who disliked the name Annie,
came from a back room. “The courtin’
ranger’s here,” Ord said. “Work on him.
Love him up a little. Get him in a soft
mood. Never saw the man yet who
wouldn’t lose some of his hardness after a
little lovin’. If the law won’t let him let us
drive them cattle across the forest reserve,
‘then mebbe he can look the other way.”

She was a slim, blond girl with normally
warm blue eyes, but now they were filled
with the cold, blue flame of defiance. Her
fire and spirit seemed too big for her small
body.

“I'll not use animal passion to help you
with your scheming, Pa,” she said. “I'll
carry my share of the chores and I'll be a
respectful, obedient daughter up to a
point, but there’re some things I won'’t do.
And you can’t make me.”

“A woman’s never too old to beat or
whip,” her brother Abner Welch growled.
“Don’t let her get out of hand, Pa.” He was
a younger copy of his father, and he sat in
a rocking chair, his boots off, his feet rest-
ting on a bearskin rug.

“Touch Anne,” her mother said, “and
I’'ll throw boiling hot water all over you.
She ain’t going to take what I took from
any man—not even her own Pa.”

HUSH fell on the room. Ord Welch

stared in amazement. He had never
lifted a hand against his wife, because she
had never resisted his demands. It left him
speechless. “Min,” he said to her, “damned
if I don’t think you'd do it.”

“I'd do it,” his wife said quietly. “Do it

. and take care of your burns after-
wards.”

Anne Welch was sobered by her moth-
er’s unexpected attitude. She wondered if
some strange, fierce strength slumbered in
her own body, waiting only the opportuni-
ty to assert itself. For a few, brief seconds
this quiet, usually beaten-down woman
was a stranger to her.

While Ord Welch remained speechless,
AbD stirred slowly, then said, “Maybe beat-
ing or whipping might not work. Suppose
if you don’t do what Pa says, I tell about
you and Pete Varnell and the cabin at
Rainbow Falls.”

“He’s fine, clean and he wouldn’t believe
your lies,” Anne snapped.

“Funny thing about a man,” Ab said.
“He might not want to believe me, but
such things sorta haunt him. He gets both-
ered. And if he’s stuck on a girl, he’s both-
ered to beat hell.”

“So that’s what you call the family loyal-
ty you're always talking about,” Anne
said. Her voice was high and carried a
wild, desperate note.

“That’s about the size of it,” Ab said.
“If you won’t be loyal and help the

family get them cattle over closed land,

then we’ve got to do something to bring
you to your senses. Here he comes. Think
about it.”

Anne patted her hair into place, waited
with beating heart until Tim Mitchell
knocked, then went to the door. Outward-
ly composed she said, “Come in, Tim.”

Tim came in and while Anne put away
his hat, he greeted the rest of the family.
“Just in time for supper, Tim,” Min Welch
said. “I’ll flax around and finish up. No,
Anne, you don’t need to help.” She disap-
peared into the kitchen. Ord and Ab Welch
smoked and talked. Plenty of time, each
reasoned, for Anne to work the magic of
her sex on the ranger. When evening
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came, Ord would build a roaring log fire in
the fireplace. Not that it was needed, but
there was something of magic in a dark-
ened room when the fire became glowing
coals. S

Now Ord said,
Tim?”

“Plenty,” Tim answered. “Fir Ridge Inn
and all of the cabins are full up with folks
taking vacations. It’s pretty crowded year-
around, but particularly bad this time. We
can make rules and regulations for vis-
itors’ protection, and enforce them as long

as they are on government land. The trou-
~ ble is, we have no control when they get
off government land and get into trouble.
They naturally expect rangers to come to
their rescue when they get in trouble.”

Ab Welch’s crafty eyes betrayed his line
of thought when he asked, “What kind of
trouble?”

“A few years ago Chimney Peak was

climbed for the first time,” Tim answered.
“Every so often someone lacking experi-
ence tackles it and gets into trouble.
Things like that.”

Min Welch’s, “Supper’s ready,” broke,

up the conversation a few minutes later.

Ab Welch helped himself first, then
passed dishes and platters down the line
where his six sons, daughter, Tim and wife
waited with empty plates. The boys wolfed
down their meal in silence. Eating, drink-
ing or laziness was a business with them,
requiring few words.

After supper Anne helped her mother
with the dishes, while Tim talked to the
men. It was Ab Welch who again and again
turned the conversation toward the ran-
ger’s problems. He managed this without
once mentioning what was uppermost in
his mind—driving cattle over the forest re-
serve. :

With grim humor Tim thought, “It
sounds as if Ab were trying to learn the
ranger business the easy way, but he
isn’t.”

HEN Anne came in, flushed from ef-
fort, but with a shy smile, Ord
Welch got up and said, “Might as well have
our card game in the kitchen and leave

“Keeping you busy,

the parlor for the kids.”

“There’s a dance Saturday night at the
Inn,” Tim said. “Why don’t you ride over,
Anne? I’d call for you, but I'll be on duty,
but I can ride home with you.”

“T’d love it,” she said. They sat on a sofa,
reasonably close together. Tim wanted to
sit closer, but there was an aloofness in her
manner that was a barrier. At eleven
o’clock he said something about having a
hard day ahead of him, and stood up.

“I'll see you Saturday night for sure,”
he said. “P'd like to talk to Abner.” Tim
liked the friendliness of a nickname as
well as the next man, but the time when
he would feel like calling Abner Welch
“Ab” was far in the future, if ever. -

Anne looked surprised, but hurried into
the kitchen. Ab followed Tim out to the
barn. He was as genial as his father. He
was quite sure his sister had used her sex
appeal successfully. “With her looks and
figger,” Ab thought gleefully, “no man
could hold out long.” He said, “Tim, what’s
on your mind?”

“Why do you have to cross government
range?” Tim asked.

“Thin cattle don’t bring much of a
price,” Ab answered.

“That’s true,” Tim agreed. “Three or
four years from now they wouldn’t do
much damage. But now, they’d ruin hun-
dreds of seedings.”

“As I figger it, it ain’t your loss,” Ab
said, “just the gov’'ment’s. So, what the
hell?”

“If you don’t fatten ’em, then what?”’

“Why’re you asking all these ques-
tions?” Ab asked. Didn’t Annie talk this
over with you?”

“Never mentioned it,” Tim said. In the
gloom, he saw Ab Welch grow tense and
angry. “What happens if you don’t fatten
’em up?”’

“Can’t get any price for ’em,” Ab said.
“The bank won't give us any more time on
our mortgage. It’ll foreclose.”

“And the place will bé sold to the high-
est bidder?”

That’s the size of it,” Ab admitted.
“We’d have to start all over again, with
nothing. When mortgages are foreclosed,
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folks don’t bid high. They get bargains.”

Abruptly Tim Mitchell changed the sub-
ject. “How old are you?”

“Twenty-seven,” Ab answered.

“That’s my age,” Tim said. “You’re six
feet two, weigh around a hundred and
ninety. That’s about my size and weight.
That makes us an even match.”

“What’re you talking about?” Ab asked
suspiciously.

“Just this,” Tim said. “You've ‘got a
loud voice. I couldn’t help hearing what
you told Anne. You wanted her to love me
up, get me mellow so I'd let you cross gov-
ernment land with your cattle. I'll tell you
this. Loving me up would never get you
what you want. If I were married to Anne
I still wouldn'’t play favorites. I'm a forest
ranger. I get my orders and I carry ’em
out. She wouldn’t play your dirty game,
either. You’re a louse to put her in a spot
like that.” _

A throaty growl came from the sur-
prised Ab. He clenched his big fists. “What
about Anne, Pete Varnell and Rainbow
Fall?” Tim asked.

“She was up there all night with him,”
Ab said. “It hurt like hell to hear that,
didn’t it . . . ranger? And it’s going to keep
on hurting.”

“Maybe,” Tim admitted. “I hope so, but
you wouldn’t understand that. The point
is, a critter who’d talk like that about his
sister instead of covering up, isn’t man-
sized in my book. Can you get it through
your thick head I think you’ve the man-
ners of a rat?”

CHAPTER II

Stampede

B CAUGHT up a pitchfork and
charged. It was a blind charge, luck-

ily. Tim side-stepped it, and before Ab
could either swing the weapon, or drop it
and put up his fists, Tim drove his fist into
the man’s ribs. Ab stumbled, drove the
pitchfork into the ground and fell on his

face. Tim grabbed the pitchfork and hurled
it through an opening to the barn’s upper
floor. He was ready when Ab struggled to
his feet. He smashed his fists through Ab’s
guard and drove punches deep into the
man’s stomach. He kept Ab off balance
until a clean blow again dropped him.

“You’re a dirty fighter,” Ab gasped.
“You’re afraid to rassle where a man can
gouge or use his knees. You stand off safe
and punch. It ain’t my kind of fighting’.”

“I'm busy for the next few days,” Tim
said. “I'll meet you on the boundary line
Thursday night, eight ’oclock, and we’ll
fight your way.”

He saddled and rode home. Lonnie Law-

‘ton was working on reports in the ranger

station, and he looked up, his expression
serious, and asked, “Did you get away
with a whole skin?”

“Yes,” Tim answered. “Why’d you think
there would be trouble?”

“Can’t help but be when the Ord Welch
code clashes with yours. A red-blooded
man can only take about so much from
that trash,” Lawton said. I can’t see how
you can win, son. Again, it’s none of my
business, but. . . .”

“Go ahead,” Tim urged. “You've always
been a clear thinker.”

“They’re a lazy outfit,” Lawton said.
Suppose you marry Anne? You fix up a
nice little home. Maybe you buy yourself
timberland and plan to treat your trees as
crop, cutting only the annual growth,
planting little trees as you cut the big ones.
You know, practicing what the Forest
Service preaches. You get ahead, because
you work hard, and pretty soon you’re liv-
ing high on the hog. You know what will
happen. By that time Ord Welch will have
lost his place, and the whole bunch will
move in with you. They won’t pitch in and
help. You know that. If you throw ’em out,
it’ll make trouble between Anne and you.
Have you thought of that?”

“A man kicks around the angles even
though he tells himself the girl might not
care for him, nor he for her after they’ve
gone together awhile,” Tim said thought-
fully. “He weighs the odds, sees the pos-
sible problems and makes plans to meet
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them. You know how it is when a ranger
rides alone.”

“TI know,” Lonnie Lawton said. “He’s on
duty, and he checks the timber and all
that, but his own problems come up, and
he goes into them, at the same time not
neglecting what he’s paid to do. How far
have you gone into this Anne Welch and
her family business?”

“ I wouldn’t tell anyone but you,” Tim
said. “But in imagination we’re married,
her family has looked on me as a meal
ticket, and it turns out the ticket is only
good for a family dinner once in awhile.”

Lawton looked at the younger man a
long time and grinned. “Damned if I don’t
think you might work this out . . . if you
really fall in love with Anne. Any trouble
tonight?”

“Ab and I had a little rukus,” Tim said.
“I tried to give him lesson number one in
decency and family loyalty. He flunked
and is taking the lesson over again.”

“No marks on your face, no cuts on your
knuckles,” Lonnie siad. “What kmd of a
fight was it?”

“T didn’t want to hurt my hands, so I
worked on his stomach,” Tim explained.
I kept my own head away from his fists.
Think I’ll turn in.”

'UESDAY, having a day off, Tim drove
; to town, stopped at the bank and

talked to the president, Steve Jenner, who
was a typical ranch and timber country
banker. He knew the problems of the
rancher, logger and sawmill man. He
would go as far as banking laws would
allow to give a hard-working, sincere man
a break. He looked like a cattle rancher

who had been dragged from the saddle

and seated at a desk, which is exactly what
he was. “Tim, your fellows aren’t going to
let Welch drive over government range,”
he said. “You’re right. If Welch had shown
good faith and tried to make something of
the ranch I'd be reluctant to foreclose. But
his cattle are getting thinner, his equip-
ment poorer and his buildings going to
pot. Our security is getting less each
month.”

“That’s right,” Tim agreed. “And who-

ever buys the place will have trouble get-
ting rid of the tribe.”

“I know that,” Jenner said.“ Things will
happen—Ilittle, mean things—that will
drive an honest man crazy. But, when the
time comes, what can I tell prospective
bidders?”

“There’s a good spring that flows stead-
ily year-around,” Tim answered. “Even
when the rest of the country is dry and the
snow’s gone off the mountains. Put in an
earth dam. Then build a system of flumes
that will cover every acre of grass land.
Clear out the weed trees that are slowing
the growth of fir, hemlock and spruce.
Plant the ridges with seedling trees, and
unless the bidder has plenty of money, he
should plan to work when extra help is
needed on cattle and wheat ranches.”

“What will lume lumber cost?” Jenner
asked.

“It will cost the rent of a portable saw,”
Tim answered. “The Forest Service will
permit the cutting of trees at low stump-
age costs. The Service is always wﬂhng to
help deserving ranchers.”

“Will you sketch out a plan?”

“Sure,” Tim answered.

On his way back to the ranger station,
Tim rode along the barbed wire fence that
separated government timber land from
Welch’s overgrazed range. He pulled up
suddenly as he topped a ridge and caught
sight of the country beyond. Welch cattle
were bunched along the barbed wire. A
dozen steers had thrust their heads under
the wire and were reaching for grass be-
yonﬂ. There was a constant pressure on
the staples, and a few had worked loose.

Tim opened the tool box he carried on
the truck, got out hammer and staples and
reinforced the wire. Welch was relying on
the probability that the animals would
slowly but surely break down the wire.
Once it was broken the cattle would pour
through, scatter and keep moving until
they reached the reserve’s closed range.
If brought to book, Welch would whine
and claim the government fence was in
bad shape, and it wasn’t his fault.

A sinister calm followed. Tim saw
neither Ord nor his sons the remainder of
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the week. He was on duty Saturday un-
- til nine o'clock in the evening, then he
changed his clothes and went to the Inn
for the dance. Anne had arrived and was
dancing. She gave him a quick, happy
smile. He was waiting when the number
ended.

She introduced him to her partner, a
visitor at the Inn who surrendered her
reluctantly, but cheerfully.

“Is the next mine, Anne?” Tim asked.

“Of course,” she answered. “I refused

advised. “I’ve done some climbing, and ex-
pect to do more, but that one isn’t in my
book.”

Anne was stiff in his arms. He kept the
conversation cheerful but failed to break
through. She had retreated to her shell
and the shell was hard. But he noticed she
was gay enough later on when she danced
with Pete Varnell.

She relaxed some during intermission
when everyone stopped for coffee, sand-
wiches and cake. It was two o’clock when

Sagebrush. Sam. Sayas :

Never put your money on a rodeo bronc

rider that’s lookin’ at the grandstand

when he comes tearin’ out of the chute.

to promise ahead because I didn’t know
~when you would come.’

HEY were about to dance when a tall,
good-looking young fellow with bold,
reckless eyes and confident manner hur-
ried up. “Pete Varnell,” Tim thought. “Al-
ways something to spoil a man’s évening.”
Varnell said, “Hello, Ranger. Remem-
ber me? I was all set to climb up the
Chimney and you talked me out of it.
Good thing you did. Lightning storm came
up and there was lightning all over the
place.” He turned to Anne. “Are you
booked solid?”

“Not quite,” she answered. Tim felt her
fingers, resting on his arm, grow tense. He
noticed a couple of old biddies who made
a practice of watching the dancers, then
commenting knowingly, were lifting their
eyebrows. ‘“You're keeping track, Tim,
what dance is open.”

“Third from now, Varnell,” Tim said. “I
couldn’t get here early. I'm trying to catch
up‘7?

“Fine! Fine! Thanks, Ranger,” Varnell
said. “Some day when you aren’t looking,
I’'m going to tackle that mountain.”

“Better get some experience first,” Tim

the dance ended. Tim brought their horses
around, and they rode side by side through
the tree tunnel that in daytime was a
mountain road bordered by firs. The moon-
light trickled through the interlaced
branches. It was a night made for lovers,
but Anne said little until they arrived at
her gate.

“Tim,” she said gently, “I'm a coward.
I'm beginning to care for you and if we go
on seeing each other, well I'm not up to it.
The way things are shaping up they’ll get
worse before they could possibly get bet-
ter . . . if ever.”

He guessed she knew her family’s plans
and he said, “Maybe you’ve thought this
through, Anne. You've more information
than I have. Suppose we take a rain check
until the storm’s over?”

“Yes,” she answered,

“One more thmg, he said, “you aren’t a
coward.”

He jogged back to the Inn in a gloomy
mood. There was a light in the kitchen and
he decided to panhandle a cup of coffee.
The cook grinned. You pulled out too
soon, Tim,” he said. “All kinds of excite-
ment. Just after you left the dance Pete
Varnell goes around behind them two old

“a rain check.”
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biddies who’re always peddling dirt about
young girls, and knocks their heads to-
gether. Oh, he was gentle about it! But
about now they’ve got splitting headaches.
You heard, of course, the Rainbow Falls
talk. Pete learned:’em a lesson. Maybe
other folks will keep their yaps shut.”
Tim laughed and realized the night, or
what was left of it, was really beautiful.
“Pete Varnell is quite a lad,” he said.

“He’s hell on the girls, but he shoots

square,” the cook said. I think he’s kinda
‘stuck on Anne Welch, but marry Anne
and you’d be married to her family. No
man in his right mind would get into that
mess.” Tim made no comment. “You know
something,” the cook concluded, “My
hunch is Anne won'’t let a nice guy marry
into the family.”

Tim turned in. He needed sleep, but he
wasn’t sleepy. His life as a ranger was
running smoothly enough, but his per-
sonal problems were piling up. I'll take it
easy tomorrow and Monday,” he mused.
“Because Tuesday night I fight Ab Welch
—his way.”

E WAS thinking of Ab Welch Mon-

day afternoon when the telephone
rang. He answered. “Tim Mitchell speak-
ing. Who? Billy DeFoe? I'm afraid I can’t
place you. Go ahead, I’'m listening.”

After a while he hung up, his face grim.
“Trouble?” Lonnie Lawton inquired.

“Could be,” Tim answered. “Ab Welch
climbed Chimney Peak. He’s stuck on a
ledge and can’t get down.” Tim lit a ciga-
rette and paced the ranger station office.
I'm getting the picture. I mentioned. when
I was calling on Anne, that people climbed
the peak, or tried to; got into trouble and
looked to the rangers for help. A crafty
gleam came into Ab’s eyes. The hell with
Ab! It’s a trick. Let’s see what they’re do-
ing with the cattle.”

“This will be a saddle job if Welch is up
to something,” Lawton said. “Think I'll get
in on this. In my younger days I was a
humdinger in the saddle.”

“No hurry,” Tim said. “If it’s a trick,
they’ll wait until we’re on the way to
Chimney Peak.”

Lawton picked up the telephone and
quietly ordered rangers to report to head-
quarters. “Pick up three cow ponies, put
’em in trailers and bring ’em here,” he di-
rected one ranger.

While the rangers were gathering, Tim
drove to the lookout station. The man on
duty had the station’s most powerful glass
fixed on Chimney Peak. There was no mis-
taking Ab Welch. He was sprawled on a
ledge and it looked as if he were smoking.
A half dozen people in the meadow at the
peak’s base were watching him. “How the
hell did he get on there, Tim?” the look-
out asked. ;

“That’s one question,” Tim said. “The
real question is—how the hell will we get
him off?” '

When he returned to the ranger station
Pete Varnell was waiting. “If you need a
hand getting the damned fool down, I'll
help,” he offered.

“I may take you up on that,” Tim said.

“Just between us,” Pete said, “how
tough are the six Welch boys? Everyone
is afraid of them.”

Their toughness hasn’t been tested by
any specific incident that I can recall,”
Tim said. “It’s commonly said, ‘They come
no tougher than Ord Welch and his six
boys.” No one ever took them on. No one
wanted to.”

“That’s what I’ve heard,” Pete said.
“Even the bank would like to get rid of
that mortgage, but can’t.”

“See you later,” Tim said. He saw no
point in relating his fight with Ab, but he
wondered how Ab expected to engage in a
rough and tumble fight with him tomor- .
row when today he was marooned on a
ledge. “The man must follow a tight sched-
ule,” he thought with grim humor. “Well,
the boys are ready to meet the Welch cat-
tle, if that’s what’s in theé wind.”

Lonnie Lawton said, “Sometimes I dele-
gate authority, Tim. This is your party ...
in a way. Run it to suit yourself.”

Tim resorted to diversion. He apparent-
ly headed a group to rescue Ab, then dou-
bled back over a game trail and emerged
within a hundred yards of barbed wire.
The Welch cattle no longer grazed near
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the fence. “Funny, Lonnie,” he said. “May-
_ be Ab’s mountain climbing wasn’t a Welch
trick.” ‘

“If T know the Welches, and I think I
do,” Lawton said, “they’re too lazy to
climb mountains unless there was a jug of
whisky at the top. And even then the
mountain must be a low one.”

“Listen,” Tim said.

A low rumble/came from a nearby draw,
‘then the Welch cattle emerged on the
dead run. It looked as if Ord and his five
sons were trying to turn the cattle away
from the fence, but Lawton and -Tim
Mitchell knew otherwise. An experienced
eye could detect direction and purpose in
every move:

The leaders hit the barbed wire before
they -could stop. The strands snapped in
several places and they were through. It
was a mad flight with the excited animals
dodging big trees, trampling down brush
and shrubs, and pounding through thick-
ets as if they didn’t exist.

Small fur-bearers were running in every
direction to escape. A skunk stood his
ground and died in his tracks. Bucks, does
and fawns sped toward distant ranges,
and a black bear, her small cub following,
broke into a clearing. She sent the cub up
a tree with a quick cuff, stood her ground,
and strangely enough the animals passed
on each side of her.

CHAPTER III

Man On the Shelf

N the dead run, Tim led the rangers
to opeh ground above the long, sun-
ny slope that was planted with seedling
firs. As the first two steers burst into the
open, he held his gunfire, It might cost a
few seedlings, but the cattle weren’t
bunched. Unless they were bunched the
rangers were licked.
He looked rather grim as a dozen young
trees were not only trampled, but tossed
into the air by flying hooves. “Okay,” he

yelled. He fired, dumped the lead steer,
then got the second with the next shot.
Now the rangers turned the next animals
slightly. Slowly but surely the cattle were
forced to give ground antil the top row
of seedlings was safe. ¢

“Keep ’em moving,” yelled Tim. Gradu-
ally the animals were turned toward a re-
cently cleared ridge awaiting planting.
They were breathing hard now and losing
some of their fright. They hit barbed wire
again and were on Welch range.

Ord Welch and his sons rode up. In-
wardly, Tim knew, Ord was burning with
resentment. Outwardly he Was contrite,
almost humble. “I’m right sorry, Ranger,
but they spooked,” he said to Lonnie Law-
ton. “We figgered to move ’em to new
range, and first thing we knowed they’d
got plumb out of hand.”

“That story might have gone over, Ord,”
Tim said, “but for the fact Ab climbed a
mountain to draw us away from here.” -

“You mean to tell me Ab went moun-
tain climbin’?” Ord’s astonishment was al-
most convincing. He turned to his sons.
“So that’s where he went.”

“T’ll be darned,” one of them said.

Tim began laughing and the Welches
scowled. “What’s so funny?” Ord de-
manded. .

“Lazy Ab, climbing a mountain to draw
the rangers away, and the rangers not
falling for the trick,” Tim said. “He can
probably see the cattle bunched on Welch
range’about now. His face must be red and
he’s likely kicking himself.”

The Welches sat on their horses, scowl-
ing, and Tim broke the silence. “You’d
better butcher a couple of steers we had to
kill and send the meat home. After that,
you can help us replant the seedlings.
You'll be billed for those we have to re-
place. And the sooner you get on the job,
the more you’ll save.”

The boys looked at Ogd, and he nodded.
Grimly they followed the rangers. “You’ll
find tools in the truck,” said Tim. “We had
it follow us down here just in case.”

While two of the boys butchered the
beef, Tim with no little satisfaction taught
them how to plant trees. He made them

”
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fill in spots where hooves had gouged out
the sod. It was almost dusk when Ord said,
“Guess that’s all.”

“Not quite,” Tim said. “One steer took
out a bridge railing over Fern Creek.
You’ll have to replace that.”

What about tomorrow?”
“My back’s killing me.”

“Tomorrow, then,” Tim said. If you don’t
show up, we’ll do the job and bill you for
4t.” And have one hell of a time trying to
collect, he thought to himself.

As the rangers rode slowly home, Lon-
nie Lawton chuckled. I owe Ord Welch a
vote of thanks. Best fun I've had in a long
time. I got to thinking I wasn’t the man I
used to be. Now, I think I'm doggone near
par. And I was thinking of retiring.”

Ord asked.

N INDIGNANT Inn visitor greeted

Tim with resentful eyes. “I'm Billy
DeFoe,” he said. “I’'m the one who called
you about Ab Welch. He’s still up there
and the rangers have done nothing about
‘it. I'll write to my congressman about this.
Fooling around with cattle when a human
life was in danger. And just wait until all
the people who are watching him come
back. You'll hear from them, too. Who is
your superior officer?”

“I’'m your man,” Lonnie Lawton said. It
was an old story with him—visitors grow-
ing highly indignant because they knew
nothing of the background and formed
conclusions on surface evidence. Such peo-
ple had to be handled with tact and un-
derstanding. “This fellow, Mr. DeFoe,
tried to pull a whizzer on the forest rang-
ers.” He marked a small map. “Go down
there tomorrow, and you’ll see where the
Welches attempted to drive cattle over
newly planted trees.”

Lawton gave DeFoe something of the
background. “Well, that’s different,” De
Foe said. “Of all the dirty tricks. As a citi-
zen and taxpayerd approve of what you’ve
done, and I'll tell others. It would serve
Welch damned well right if you left h1m
up there.”

He hurried off to spread the tidings and
Tim said, “The rangers have made another
loyal friend, Lonnie; but it won’t get that

damned fool down from the mountain.”

Lonnie looked beyond his ranger and
his eyes widened. “This is strictly your
business, Tim,” he said, reaching for his
hat. “Anne Welch just jumped from her
horse without waiting for the critter to
stop S’long. Whatever you do is right with
me.

Anne was breathless when she hurried
into the ranger’s office. “It’s our fault,
Tim,” she said, “but something terrible has
happened 22

“Begin at the begmmng, he suggested.

“Must I?” she asked.

“I’d like to be sure my conclusions are
right,” he said. The Welches tried to pull
a fast one on the rangers?”

“The Welches tried just that,” she ad-
mitted, “but Ma and I knew nothing of it
until five of the boys saddled up and rode
toward the cattle. Ma asked, “Where’s
Ab? And Pa answered, “Mountain climb-
in’ Ma. Wanted some fresh air, seems like.
Wanted to see more of the country than
shows from the foothills.” Well, Ab pre-
tended to be in trouble. When it didn’t
work and he tried to get down, he really
was in trouble.”

“And instead of waiting for the rangers
to come he tried to get out of trouble and
got into a worse mess?” Tim suggested.

She looked wretched, but she nodded
“That’s why I'm here.”

“Pretty late to do anything tonight,”
Tim said, checking on the sun, “but I’ll
have a look. Come along.” He hurried her
to the lookout station. The lookout had his
glass on Chimney Peak and was tense.

“Let’s see,” Tim said.

“Help yourself, Tim,” the ranger said, “I
can’t look. Oh, I'm sorry Anne, I didn’t
see you.”

Tim peered intently through the glass,
then asked, “What’s happened?”

“When you were here earlier,” the look-
out said, “he was wandering back and
forth on that right hand ledge. He was
looking up, then looking down. People
were gathering at the base of the peak
and watching. He stayed there for two or
three hours.”

“That was about the time he realized his
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trick hadn’t worked and he was figuring a
way to get himself down,” Tim said. “Then
what?”

“He jumped to a lower ledge, realized
there was no way down and he couldn’t
get back to where he was with out wings,”
the lookout continued. “He figured he
could climb an almost sheer wall, and
maybe get to a ledge above. He got his
hand on the ledge, but when it came to
pulling himself up, with his feet dangling
in thin air, he couldn’t take it.

“He went back down to the ledge,
looked over and saw a ledge lower down,”
the lookout said. “He fastened a rope to
an outeropping, knotted it and went down.
But the ledge was five feet away, so what
to do?”

S HE watched Ab, Tim grew tense.
The man was working his body back

and forth as a child builds up the arc of a
swing. The rope twisted and sometimes his
toes clawed at the ledge, sometimes his
heels. Tim sensed his trouble. The rope

- was not quite long enough, and Ab was

tiring. He lacked the strength to pull him-
self back up, hand over hand. Evidently he
" had tried it, but he lacked the skill to cling
to the rope with one hand and legs while
his free hand clutched the rope above the
edge of the ledge and pulled his body up.

Tim knew what Ab had in mind—to
swing toward the ledge, let go of the rope
and claw at the rock. Mean, worthless,
domineering he may be, Tim thought, but
he’s a human being fighting for his life.
And the sight of the struggle puts my
nerves on edge. There he goes! Ab landed
on all fours, clawed and slowly slipped
toward the edge of the lower edge. Then
his fingers held and he crawled to safety.
He did not move, but lay there, and Tim
knew he was panting and probably badly
shaken. What a sweet problem he’s posed
for the rangers, Tim thought.

“Is . .. he safe?” Anne asked. “You held
your breath, Tim, so long. And the mus-
cles stood out in your neck. I knew you
were ... well . .. helping him.”

“He’s safe for tonight,” Tim said.
“Tonight? But the temperature drops,”

she protested, “and . . . he will die.” She
caught her breath sharply. “But of course
it wouldn’t be safe to attempt a night res-
cue.”

Stones will be dislodged,” Tim said.
“And it’'s hard enough to dodge them in
the daylight. Go home, tell your brothers
to get a good night’s rest. We're going to
need plenty of manpower tomorrow.” He
added, “The ranger, here, will take you
back to the Inn. I want to study that Chim-
ney.”

He watched the spectators in the moun-
tain meadow head hurriedly toward the
Inn as purple shadows began filling the
draws and canyons. The sunlight withdrew
from the meadow and darkness drove it
up the Chimney with its lofty ledges and
sheer, hundred-foot drops from ledge to
ledge. Not even the mountain sheep and
goats frequented the Chimney. Briefly,
the sunlight lingered on Ab Welch’s
sprawled figure, then it was gone. Dark-
ness wrapped him like a cold blanket. He
hadn’t moved. - :

Tim drove back to the ranger station. It
buzzed with excitement as visitors began
arriving from the Chimney area and dis-
cussed the situation. Tim’s chief interest
at the moment was the morrow’s wea#her.
He telephoned in and shook his head over
the answer—an electrical storm was in the
making.

Lightning liked to prove it did strike
twice in the same place and used the
Chimney as a proving ground. Lightning
could start forest fires and the situation,
unless followed by rain, could .be bad.

“Hit the hay early,” Lonnie ordered
when Tim next saw him. “You’ve got to be
in shape tomorrow. We have plenty of vol-
unteers to help, but the trouble is the best
intentioned man is a burden unless he has
mountain savvy.”

HEN Tim hurried over to the Inn

before dawn the next morning Pete
Varnell was at a table putting away ham,
eggs, fried potatoes and flapjacks. “Forti-
fying myself, in case you need me, Tim,”
he said. “You’ll know whether rn ﬁt in as
soon as the climbing starts.”
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The way Pete said it eonvinced Tim that
this rugged fellow the girls found so at-
tractive had mountain savvy. “I think
you’ll do, Pete,” Tim said. “Have you seen
anything of the Welches this morning?”

“The family, except the mother, went to
the base of the Chimney last night,” Pete
answered. “They packed in and made
camp. What’s your plan?” °~

“T studied the Chimney last mght until
it was dark,” Tim answered. “I've got to
climb the north side of the damned thing,
then work my way along, drop down the
west side and, somehow, reach Ab. If he’s
_ alive. I'll give first aid, splint broken bones
and lower him down to the rock-littered
mess called the Switchback. We'll need
four men to pack him out of there. If he’s
dead....”

“It’ll be easier,” Pete Varnell finished.

Volunteers began appearing and when
Tim was ready to start men were on hand
in sufficient numbers to carry the needed
equipment including a stretcher of the
wire basket type.

The Welches were huddled around 5
campfire, eating the breakfast Anne had
prepared, silently gulping coffee and wait-
ing for the sunlight to reveal Ab’s
sprawled body. The men nodded by way
of greeting and Anne looked uncertainly
at Tim and =sked, “Coffee?” ;

“Thanks.” Tim said. He noticed Anne’s
and Pete’s eyes met and held briefly. She
pourad two cups.

“Some tin cow?” Pete asked, handing
Tim a can of tinned milk.

“Take it straight and black this morn-
ing,” Tim answered.

The sunlicht touched the peak, and,
from somewhere, an eagle came and be-
gan circling. They could see its white
head turning in the morning light. Satis-
fied at what it saw, the eagle settled on a
nearby outcropping and looked at Ab’s
ledge below. Then the sunlight spilled
down Chimney Peak and they saw him.
“Looks like he shifted during the night,
but I can’t bé sure,” Tim said in a low
tone to Pete.

“Yeah, looks that way,” Pete said. “I
don’t like that eagle. They go for the eyes.

I’'ve seen salmon in Alaskan rivers ....”

“So have 1,” Tim answered in a grim,
low tone. “Let’s get going.” He turned
to the Welch brothers. “Your job is to
work your way up the Switchback, and
be ready in case you’re needed. Rope
yourselves together, in case one slips.
Here’s how it’s done.”

He showed them how to handle the rope,
made them repeat it several times, then
said, “Take your time. It may be hours
before I reach Ab.”

Anne broke in with a sharp cry,

. . the eagle.”

The eagle had launched itself from the
outcropping, and with hardly a flap of
wings had spanned the distance and land-
ed near Ab. Every face was upturned and
a hush settled on the score of people
gathered at Chimney Peak’s base.

Tim had brought his thirty-thirty rifle
along on the remote chance it might be
needed for signaling. Now he picked up
the rifle, removed the oiled rag thrust
into the muzzle and walked over to a
rock. He levered a cartridge into the
chamber. The eagle was perched on Ab’s
boots. Its head jerked as it began pecking.

Tim knew what everyone was thinking.
He could miss the eagle and hit Ab if he
failed to draw a fine bead on the bird.
There was an alternative—to hit the rock
immediately above the ledge and hope to
frighten the bird away. But there would
be the chance of a glancing bullet hitting
Ab.

Tim got down on his knees, sighted,
and from this angle the bullet should just
clear the rim of the ledge and find its mark
without too much danger to the man. If
it fell short, it would shatter under the
ledge and cause no trouble.

To release the nervous tension he had
built up, he leaned the rifle against the
rock, walked several steps, dropped to
his knees, aimed, held his breath and
slowly squeezed the trigger. Feathers ex-
ploded from the eagle, it flopped off the
edge and bounced off of lower ledges to
the Switchback where it lodged among
broken rocks.

A cheer broke from the group, and

“Tim
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Anne’s quiet sobbing released her nervous
tension. “An amazing shot, Tim,” Pete
Varnell admitted.

“I was in a war once,” Tim answered,
smiling faintly. “Shall we climb?”

“Lead off,” Pete answered. “You're the
boss.”

CHAPTER IV

Chimney Rock

URDENED with ropes, ax and pitons
to drive into rock cracks, Tim led
the way slowly to the chimney part of
Chimney Peak. He stopped here and said,
“Let’s catch our breath, Pete.”
Pete nodded. After a while he said,
“Got something on my mind, Tlm How is
it with Anne and you?”

Tim’s voice was edged with resentment,

but he said, reasonably enough, “Too
many complications. The course of true
love is supposed to be rugged, but . . .
well . . . you know how it’s gone.”

“Yeah. I'll stop beating around the
bush,” Pete said. “You know the gossip.
Perhaps I'm no gentleman, but I knocked
a couple of old biddies’ heads together.
You're a ranger. Couples can be caught
out in bad weather. They do the sensible
thing, and find shelter. That’s the way it
was with Anne and me at Rainbow Falls.
The only evil was in the minds of evil
people.. 'm no angel, but I played it
decent with Anne.”

“Which is what I concluded long ago,”
Tim said. “But it’s nice to be told.”

“It was a lightning storm,” Pete said,

and we were drenched before we reached
the cabin. By the time we dried out, it
was dark and you know the trail.”

“Yeah. I came down at night . . . once,”
Tim said. “And we’re due for one today.
Relay some of this gear up, and I'll go
back down. This is bad country for light-
ning. There are no trees to stand under,
which is all to the good, but there are oth-
er dangers.”

Tim descended and everyone, sensing
something amiss, met him. “Weather bu-
reau predicts lightning storm,” he said.
“The safe thing is to go back to the Inn.
The storm may not develop, but if it
does it'll come sudden. Don’t stand up
straight when the lightning comes. Bend

- over. Scatter. We don’t want groups hit.

”

Stay out of caves . . . .

“What?” Ord Welch shouted.
get you in a cave.

“But ground electricity can burn you
plenty.” Tim warned. I've no authority
to order you back to the Inn. This isn’t
within the forest reserve. I can only ad-
vise you, and hope for the best.”

He resumed the climb, knowing curi-
osity and the possibility of drama in the
attempted rescue would keep people there.
“Hell,” he thought, “I'd stay myself if I
were a spectator.”

“You're in good shape,” Pete said as
Tim joined him. Pete had relayed their
gear to the actual chimney. Except for its
rough interior, it was not unlike a large
home, or factory chimney with a side
ripped out.

Tim squeezed through, put his back
against the rock, found outcroppings that
would support his weight, then squirmed
upward. Pushing his hands hard against
the wall, to force his back against the
opposite side, he cautiously groped with
his toes for another hold. Literally he was
seeking toe holds. It was a slow business.
Oddly enough, coming down would be
easy—rigging a rope with one end fas-
tened to his body and the other free. Pay-
ing out the rope, through an improvised
pulley, he could regulate his descent.

He pushed through the top of the three-
hundred-foot chimney and heard the ap-
plause from below. He hauled up the need-
ed gear on a line, then waited for Pete
to join him. Looking down, he saw the
five Welch brothers slowly crawling up
the Switchback. To the north he saw
the first stab of lightning. Two hundred
feet below, a rock mass called the Ramp
led to ledges over which an experienced
man, with luck, might make his way to
a point overlooking Ab -Welch.’

“It can’t
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Breathing hard, Pete Varnell joined
Tim. “Mister, I'm plain scared,” he panted.

“A healthy state to be in. It’s the man
who doesn’t appreciate the danger who
falls,” Tim said. “Storm’s headed this way.
We’ve got to get the hell off the chimney.
See the broken-up rocks on the Ramp?
Lightning knocked some of that stuff off
the Chimney.”

“What am I doing up here, anyway?”
asked Pete.

“Damned if I know,” Tim replied.
“Democracy at work, maybe. Guy gets
into trouble, and people rush to his aid.”
He rigged the rope and went down to the
ramp. Pete lowered the equipment and
followed.

“Call this a ramp?” Pete muttered. “It’s
almost straight up and down!” They slid,
clawed, clutched their way down, taking
some chances, but ‘keeping their heads.
Lightning stabbed through the air to the
north. Nearer now. An imaginative man
might have likened the almost flat mass
of rack, some three hundred feet in length
and fifty feet in width as the roof adjoin-
ing the chimney. :

IM went to the edge of the roof

and looked down. A ledge hid Ab from
view and Pete looked at the ranger and
shook his head. “As the Indian said,
(HOw?’ »

“Along that wall, then down 2P
answered. “I've done things like that in
practice, but if I slipped I'd only drop a
few feet. Hope it doesn’t rain. Wet rock
makes it worse. Let’s separate. Here comes
the lightning.”

The crash was deafening and it struck
the Chimney and the air was blue, with
forked flame stabbing at nearby objects.
Tim and Pete crouched and waited. Below
they could see the Inn visitors scattering

—following the ranger’s advice. The Welch -

brothers now well up the Switchback,
retreated hastily and vanished into a cave.
Nothing will happen, and that will make
a sucker out of me, Tim thought. Nothing
Tim had experienced in war equaled that
crash of thunder. nghtmng was every-
where.

" Claus.

With a cry, Pete went down. He got up.
“I feel kind of funny, but I’'m okay,” he
said.

“It struck a snag in the timber, too,”
Tim said, “and started a blaze.” His emo-
tions were mixéd. Rain which would make
his job even more dangerous, would put .
out the fire. A series of crashes that tum-
bled loose rocks from the Chimney si-
lenced them.

“Look!” Pete yelled. “The Welches are
coming out of the cave. There is a Santa
Poetic justice, Tim.”

“Hold on. Five went in and three came
out!” Tim answered. “Two are going back
in again.”

A minute passed, then the pair emerged,
carrying a limp figure. The two went back
and brought out the fifth brother. “They
got a jolt of ground lightning,” Tim said.
“I hope those two aren’t badly burned or
paralyzed.”

“It wouldn’t take much of a jolt to send
any of them to a wheel chair for life,”
Pete said. “The hell with them. Shall we
try to beat the rain?”

“Yeah.” Tim answered. He slipped down
and worked his way to a wall. He roped
himself to Pete, showed him where and
how to brace his feet, then began working
along the wall. He stopped, drove a piton
into the wall, rove a line through, then
went on. He stopped on a shelf three feet
wide and seven in length “Okay, Pete,
come on. If you slip, the rope running
through the piton will hold you. Hang onto
the rope around your body and T’ll pull
you to the ledge.”

The first few drops came. Wisely, Pete
moved slowly, deliberately. He joined Tim
without incident, while those below
watched tensely. A few took motion and
still pictures. They went down to the
next ledge on ropes, then Tim said, “He’s
under this one: I’ll lower you down.”

Pete Varnell disappeared. After a while
Tim’s rope grew slack and Pete called
up, “He’s alive. Nerves badly shocked,
though. Talks in whispers and is badly
confused. Can’t find any broken bones,
though he may have a slight skull frac-
ture. Hell of a head bruise.”
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“'m coming down with ropes,” Tim
said. With coils across his shoulders, Tim
went over the ledge, hung briefly in mid-
air, then Pete drew him to the ledge. “A
few eagle feathers and Ab,” he said. “And
here comes the rain.”

It came in torrents, and water cascaded
from the higher levels and beat against
them. Gusts of wind whipped the spray

through the air. They kept Ab dry with
their own clothing and watched a party
crawling -along the Switchback to a point
below. “Not a Welch in the bunch,” Pete
said. “I guess they’re busy packing out
the two shocked brothers.”

The party carried the wire basket and
brought it within a hundred yards of the
cliff. Tim roped Ab and with Pete’s aid
got him clear of the ledge without injury.
They paid out the rope until it grew slack
and a voice yelled, “We got him!”

“You’re next, Pete,” Tim said.

“What about you?”

“T’ll come down last.”

“What about the rope?”

Tim grinned. “T'll cut in, then come
down it!”

“What?” Pete yelled.

“Mountain climber’s trick,” Tim ex-
plained. “You make a series of knots near
the point where the rope is secured. Then
you cut the part between the knots. As
long as you keep pressure on the rope
the knots will stdy put. When you reach
bottom you shake the rope, the knot loos-
ens and down it comes. You save most of
your rope that way.”

“You do, not me,” Pete said.

“Watch your fingers,” Tim warned as
he eased Pete over the ledge. The line,
hard against rock, served as a brake.

Pete’s voice carried a note of relief when
he reached the bottom. All that remained
was the Switchback, which was easy after
what he had been through.

Tim rigged the line and went over, the
rope between his crotch and over his
shoulder regulated his descent. Pete
shook hands warmly. “From now on I can
take my mountain climbing, or leave it
alone,” he said. He looked at the Chimney,
now cutting the low-hanging clouds to
shreds. “Still . . . there’s something about
reaching the summit of the damned things
and looking down. It feeds the old ego,
I guess.”

“Hunt cover,” Tim said, and shook the
rope. It tumbled down like a great snake.
They coiled it, then taking things easy,
made their way to the meadow. There
were handshakes and exploding bulbs.
Volunteers carried their gear for the
weary men back to the Inn.

“Be seeing you,” Pete said. “I’'m too
tired to eat. I'm hitting the sack. Hell . ..
morning seems a long time ago.”

Tim went into the office and opened a
book. He scrawled the date near the top
of the page. Then wrote:

-

Rescued Abner Welch on Chimney Peak ledge.
Peter Varnell accompanied me. Subject in fair
condition. Tim Mitchell.

Tim scratched his head. “Feature Writer
Dolph Harrington would claim that isn’t
enough. But what more is there to tell?”

EVERAL days later Tim and Lonnie
Lawton were called away called
away for a general conference of foresters.
He telephoned and learned that Ab Welch
had fully recovered. Two of his brothers,
temporarily paralyzed about the legs were
about relating their experience, which

_grew better with each telling.

On the way back to his station, Tim
dropped in at the bank. “I hear you’re
foreclosing on the Welch ranch. Anyone
interested ?”

“Not an inquiry,” the banker answered.

“T’ll buy the mortgage,” Tim said quiet-
ly. “And I'll tell you somethmg else. I'll
foreclose if I have to.”

~——
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“You’re a nice young man,” the banker
said, “and . . . well it’s none of my busi-
ness. You're going into this with your eyes
open. Or . . . are you? Is it love?”

“Business,” Tim said.

When he departed an hour later, he
held the Welch mortgage which was in
default and could be foreclosed at his
option. It was evening when he rode up
to the Welch ranch. He tied his horse to a
tree, walked up the front steps and
knocked. Ord Welch admitted him.

“I’m here on business,” Tim said, with-
out smiling. “It concerns the men of the
family. The women can listen if they want
to.”

Anne’s expressive face betrayed her
confused thoughts—surprise, hurt. dread
and finally she was puzzled. “All seven
Welch males are here.” Tim said. “T've
bought the mortgage. I'm going to fore-
close unless there are changes here. The
rangers preach forest conservation, and
you’re going to practice it!”

His eyes were hard as he looked from
man to-man. “You fellows have been
throwing your weight around for years.
Had people afraid of you. Well, you aren’t
tough. Ask anyone of those who saw you
hightail it out of the cave and the hell
away from the mountain when lightning
hit. Sure, you took your brothers with
you. But you two who were in good shape
didn’t go back for Ab. And Ab, you could
have been a little braver.

“Here’s my proposition—take it or leave

it,” Tim continued. ‘“You're getting the

lead out of your shoes and you’re making
improvements under my direction. We’re
going to make a model out of this ranch.
It’ll take a few years and a lot of hard
work. I’ll put up the money, and I'll bor-
row as needed.

“When the job’s finished, you’ll have a
chance to get full possession by paying
me what I've invested, plus interest. I'm
not asking you to think it over. I'm telling
you either to start making something of
the place and of yourselves, or pack and
get out. That’s all.” He turned to Anne.
“Id like to talk with you.”

She followed him outside to his horse.

He didn’t mount, but in the gloom she saw
his face soften, the hardness leave his body
and a gentleness that was moving come.
“Angry with me?” he asked.

“It was hard to take,” she said, “but it
was long overdue. They’ll go along with
you. They know you mean it.”

“Then I've failed,” he said. “I want them
to grab an opportunity, not obey com-
mands. But I had to make them under-
stand they couldn’t slip back into their old
ways.”

“They’re ashamed,” she answered. “We
were 2ll ashamed up there on the moun-
tain. They knew it 2ll. They went into the
cave and . . . you know the rest.”

“Now about us,” he said, “for years it
will be a ranger’s life. Maybe a tree farm
development on a small scale, and then on
a larger scale as your brothers return
what I advance.”

“T’'d love it, Tim,” she said softly. “And
I was afraid, so afraid you wouldn’t want
to come . . . ever.” She almost cried. “You
see . . . my brothers .. ..”

“That’s past.” he said. “And what’s
ahead, T like.” He kissed her gently. “See
you tomorrow night and we’ll make
plans.” ;

“Pa would like to build a roaring fire
for us two,” she said. “And the urge comes
from his heart.”

“I'm sure it does,” Tim answered. “Tell
him to go ahead.”

He rode hard on the way back te the
station. Lonnie Lawton’s shrewd old eyes
read the story, but he wanted to hear it.
“I'm a good listener, Tim,” he said.

Tim told it all, and in detail. “So you
buy the mortgage and give ’em a chance,”
Lonnie said. “Hell, boy, why didn’t you
invest that money in a tree farm of your
own?”

“What?” Tim yelled. “And have them
move in on me. This way’s better. Even if
they lose the place, which I'm sure they
won't, the tribe couldn’t very well move
in on us. Maybe that’s why ranger’s cabins
were designed for a ranger, his wife and
his kids.”

“Could be,” the old ranger answered
smiling. “Could be.” ® 0 0
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WEATHER FORECASTING—INJUN STYLE

GNORANT they were in many matters,
yet Western Indians had a wilderness
wisdom that baffled the most learned
white men. They had, for one thing, the
ability to forecast bad weather with un-
canny accuracy.

But on one celebrated occasion, an In-
dian weather prophet misread nature’s
signs and made a bad guess. It was a mis-
take that led to war with the Nevada
Piutes, in which the State Militia was

“ called upon and a detachment of U.S.
Cavalry was rushed 300 miles from the
Presidio at San Francisco to quell the
“uprising.”

It happened in the winter of 1871-2. At
that time, there was a young medicine
man among the Piutes, and like rookies
in any other branch of endeavor he was
anxious to make a big reputation. So he
up and had a vision, in which he claimed
to have foreseen a devastating storm. He
went forth, warhing his people, telling
them that the only way they could survive
the debacle was to hurry and light out
for a certain mountain near Walker Lake.

There was no logical reason to believe
that the great storm would spare them
there, except that this Mount Grant was
a tribal holy ground, a place regarded as
off-limits for evil spirits.

The rookie medicine man’s scare talk
went over big. Three thousand or more
Piutes made a rush for Mount Grant.

The storm did not come. Instead, it was
a very ordinary winter, milder than most.

*

But so many Indians bunched there soon
exhausted the supply of jackrabbits and
other wild game in the vicinity. Soon the
Piute pilgrims became desperately hun-
gry. " Forced by self-preservation, their
hunters killed and butchered nine head
of white men’s beef.

The Storm

The storm broke then—a storm of wrath
among cattlemen of Churchill County.
The sheriff, with a posse of ranchers,
attacked the Indians but the white men
were greatly outnumbered and beaten off.

The news spread fast, producing an
excitement bordering on hysteria. The
call went out for troops. Governor Brad-
ley sent guns and the Second Cavalry

sent 50 men and officers from their com-

67

fortable winter quarters at the Presidio.
They crossed the high Sierra in a forced
march that was a severe hardship, the
time being mid-January. They reached
Walker Lake, all set for a fierce and
bloody campaign, but when the cavalry-
men saw the pitiful plight of the Piutes,
they realized that all the poor Injuns
wanted was grub, not scalps.

But an example had to be set, so five
foraging Indians were arrested and locked
up in the jail at Stillwater. The rest, dis-
gusted with their bum-guessing kid
weather prophet, packed up and began
their miserable trek back to their home
settlements, in and around Carson and
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Washoe Valleys and up along the Hum-
oldt. The jittery Churchill County
sheriff calmed down. The ranchers were
happy to be rid of the large encampment
of Indians so easily. And the detachment
of Iron Pants, grumbling like firemen who
had been called out on a false alarm,
began their weary journey back home.

History’s account of this Piute trouble
is called “the Churchill County War.” It
was a ludicrous and short-lived affair,
almost without bloodshed, but it had its
tragic aspects, nonetheless. Nobody knows
how many Piutes starved to death.

But even today, they rely on the say-so
of their own weather prophets far more
than storm bulletins issued by the U.S.
Weather Bureau. For that matter, any
old-time Nevadan will tell you that the
Indian weather forcasters hit it right
about as often as the white weatherman,
with all his barometers, wind gauges and
other whiz-dings. They say that the heavy,
unexpected snowstorm that marooned a
Southern Pacific luxury train for . an
unprecedented three weeks last winter
near Donner Pass was foreseen by the
Piutes long before it struck.

Weather Sign

Nevada ranchers of seasoned experience
do not scoff at Indian weather prophecies.
A savvy old Piute is a pretty handy cuss
to have around, they’ve learned, when a
grazer is apt to hold a summer herd of
cattle or sheep too late on the high
ranges. How the Indian knows, nobody
can fully explain. The changing color of
a mountain lake, the movement of birds,
a change in the whir of insects and the
turn of a leaf in the wind—those are only
a few of the many omens that are weather

sign to the Indian.
~  One serene September day, while this
writer was on an autumn jaunt in the
high Sierra, a Piute Indian beckoned a
white fisherman ashore. The white man
beached his boat reluctantly, because the
trout were biting, the lake Yke glass and
the sky calm and cloudless

But a few hours later the sun dimmed
and a storm of blizzard intensity swooped

down witi: that treacherous suddenness
that occurs in high altitudes. The placid
lake was churned to white-capped fury.
No small craft could have stayed afloat.

Now what was the official weather fore-
cast issued that day, at the nearest station?

“A storm of moderate intensity is mov-
ing down from .the Gulf of Alaska and
may bring scattered rain with light snow
at high elevations the next 24 hours.”

The “light snow” fell six inches deep
that night, halting highway traffic, an
occurence almost unheard-of so early in
the fall. If you happened to be that lake
fisherman, what would you think of Indian
weather savvy, huh?

In New Mexico, the U.S. Forest Service
has a corps of expert Indian firefighters.
Crack crews are rushed by airplane to
forest fires anywhere in the western area
and are noted for their heroic work.

Not So Dumb

" Trained though they are to soldierlike
discipline, a crew of these Indians once
balked in approaching a ‘raging timber
fire—according to a story told among
forest rangers.

What was the trouble—laziness, or had
the Injuns gone chicken at last?

Nature soon settled all doubts. Along
came a cloudburst that snuffed out that
fire more quickly and thoroughly than
any human could have done it.

Was it some mysterious wilderness
know-how that told the Indian firefighters
that the deluge was coming?

“Sure, I asked them,” one ranger said
with a wry grin. “Let me ask you some-
thing. Did you ever pry any information
from an Indian who didn’t want to talk?”

Well, maybe it’s hard for' an Indian or
anyone with a gift of foresight to explain
intuitive knowledge in words. Besides,
what’s the use? You have to “feel”
weather, it being an entity that cannot
be seen. And there’s no doubt that the
civilization-numbed perceptions of most
white men simply have lost the knack of
feeling out nature’s secrets. In that realm,
the “ignorant” Indian knows more than
anybody else. —Syl MacDowell
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“I'm comin’ at yosu,
Mex,” Carney said

Dave Mendez had his own version

of the Good Book’s words: “The meek shall inherit boot hilll”
Fighting Man
Wanted!
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OUNG DAVE MENDEZ was sitting
in the Down Dog Saloon, waiting for
Big Dan Hicks to make his appearance,
when he heard the shot—a single, lonely
pistol shot. The slender Mexican hur-
riedly got to his feet.
“Who did the shooting, bartender?”
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The fat bartender stared out the dirty
window. “Looks to me like somebody has
gunned down your partner, Mex.”

Legs shaky, Dave hurried outside—a
tall, slender youth of twenty, soft-spoken
and courteous. Already, a crowd had
gathered and he wormed his way through
cowboys and townspeople, heart pound-
ing. Then, he saw his partner, Big Dan
Hicks.

Big Dan lay on his back in the dust,
arms spread. He was very dead, for a
bullet had blasted into his forehead.

“What—what happened?” Dave asked,
voice uncertain. .

Suddenly he realized he had asked the
question in Spanish, so he put the same
words laboriously into English.

“What happened, Mr. Marshal?”

The lawman was an obese man and the
heat of the sun had drawn sweat out of
him. He ran a sleeve across his ham-red
face.

“Somebody shot him, I guess. I dunno
who did it. When I come out of the store,
he was down dead in the dust.”

“He was ambushed!”

Dave realized. instantly, he had said the
wrong thing, althoush he knew he had
spoken the truth. He remembered that
lone, solitarv shot he had heard. It had
sounded slightly muffled. As if it had come
from between two buildings.

Eyes turned on the Mexican. Hostile,
probing, calculating eyes. Even the big
eyes of the marshal had narrowed tightly.

“You an’ this dead gent come into town
together, didn’t vou?” He did not wait for
an answer. ‘“Ain’t vou two from thet
wagon train that’s stopped outa town by
. Dell Carney’s new drift fence?”

f(Si"’

“Speak English,,Mex!”

The lawman’s voice was too hard for the
circumstances, but Dave realized the law-
man looked down on Mexicans. Dave’s
face turned darker. The marshal took the
expression to mean embarrassment. But
anger was with Dave. He held his temper,
though.

“Yes,” he corrected.

“You goi a chere of trouble ahead of
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you,” the marshal said. “What do you
want us to do with this body?”

Dave looked at the man squarely. “You
mean—you ain’t going to look for the man
who ambushed Big Dan?”

“You aim to tote the body back to your
gang of wagons, fella, or what do you aim
to do with it?”

This time, the marshal’s voice was even
sterner.

AVE found his fists becoming tighter.

He had been with Big Dan Hicks for
three months, traveling north with the big
man’s wagon train, and Big Dan had re-
peatedly told him he, a Mexican, was as
good as any man. But this marshal talked
to him the way a mean man talked to a
mangy cur. .. .

“Take him to a—” Dave paused,
searching for the right word in English.
Finallv he found it. “—building. Then I
talk with his people in the wagons.”

The marshal spoke to two men. “Take
the stiff into the back room of the Mere,
men.”

With Dave following, the two carried
Big Dan Hick’s body away. They went
into the allev and into a dark room filled
with the smell of dried prunes and other
merchandise and they dumped Big Dan
on a nlank table.

“There you are, Mex.”

One man left.

The other, a blocky, heavy man of mid-
dle age, looked at Dave; who was staring
down at Big Dan’s broken. bloody head.

“You oughta git outa this town,” the
man said kindly. :

Dave looked at the man.

The man continued, “The marshal won’t
try to catch the gent who shot down your
pard, Mex. He’s Dell Carnev’s man, he is.
Besides, the reople don’t like Mexicans
here in Turtle Rock.”

“A Mexican is a good man.”

“Who told you that?”

“This dead man. My amigo, Big Dan.”

The man said nothing, but he wheeled
and stalked outside,-leaving Dave alone
with his dead friend. Dave’s dark right
hand went out, his fingers ran across Big
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Dan’s jaw.

For the first time, he got the full realiza-
tion that his friend—his only friend—was
dead, a victim of ambush. A sledge,
swinging out of nowhere, seemed to pound
into his belly.

He knelt beside the rough bier and
~ wept.

He remembered things.

Independence, Missouri. And a wagon
train ready to head west. A shivering cold
young Mexican on the dock. The stink of
the muddy Missouri. The swirl of cold
dirty water below the pilings.

“Howdy, boy.”

The booming words had come from be-
hind Dave Mendez. He had turned quick-
ly, right hand flashing to the old .45 on his
hip.

A big man had stood behind him.

“Kid, don’t jerk on Big Dan Hicks. He
was only talking to you, boy.”

Dave had pulled back his hand. Big
Dan had looked at him thoughtfully. Big
Dan had said, “I've watched you for a
coupla days. You need a friend and a job.
How about a job with my wagon train?
Come mornin’ I'm pullin’ out twelve wag-
ons headed for Fort Hall up in Idaho Ter-
ritory an’ I need a roustabout. Ten bucks
per an’ found, son.” .

“I work for you.”

“Come on to my wagons?”

ETWEEN these two, then, had been

born a wonderful friendship, there
on the dock at Independence. Ten days
out, and Dave had confided in Big Dan.

“l am a wanted hombre over in Mex-
ico.”

“That so, Dave?”

They were scouting ahead of the train,
keeping eyes open for hostile Cheyennes.
Moonlight, glistening, golden, beautiful.
Ahead, the shadows of the Rockies, and in
the air the smell of blooming sage.

“Me, I killed a man, Big Dan.”

“I see....”

Of his own volition, Dave had told his
story. “This man—a white man—he be-
trayed my sister, and my father—he killed
himself. Proud of his family, my father.”

Big Dan had cocked his head, listened.

“Maria, she died when the baby was
born, and I gave my nephew to the Guada-
lupe family. Then, I practiced with my
gun.”

“You gave this gent a fair chance?”

“Yes. But I am a Mexican, and in that
area—"

“Pride,” Big Dan had said slowly. “The
best thing a man can have, Dave. Makes
no difference to me the color of a man’s
hide. Be he Injun or Mexican or Texican,
he’s only as good as his thoughts and ac-
tions are good, Dave. Hell, I'm no preach-
in’ man, as you know—but a man has to
keep himself good and clean inside.”

Dave had listened, throat thick.

“No Injun sign tonight, Dave. Back to
the wagon for us.” Down off the rimrock
they came, riding slowly—dark riders
against the darker backdrop of the night.
“You’re clean and good inside, Dave. And
that, son, is the only thing that counts, and
don’t forget that, at any time.”

“Gracias, Big Dan.”

And now, kneeling beside his murdered
friend’s body, the Mexican Dave Mendez
wept in heartbroken sorrow.

Suddenly, he heard feet, beside the
door.

He got to his feet, hand going down to
his gun. Then, his hand stopped; he
stared. : ;

“You, Senorita?”

She was a Mexican, too; about seven-
teen. When he and Big Dan had ridden
into town that afternoon, Dave had seen
her on Turtle Rock’s mainstreet. Dark,
small, pretty—not lovely, just pretty.

“I came to talk to you; Sefior.”

“What can we talk about? We are
strangers.”

“T like you, Dave.”

“T have only seen you once. What is
your name?”

C‘Lupe.Q) A

“We have nothing to talk about.”

“Your amigo—he is dead?”

“Yes. He is dead.”

“Your amigo, he hit Dell Carney with
his fists?”

Dave nodded. When Dell Carney’s drift
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fence lLad stopped the wagon train, Car-
ney and two of his gunmen had ridden
down out of the hills. Carney wanted five
dollars per wagon to go through the fence
and he and Big Dan had quarreled. Car-
ney had insulted Dave because he was a
Mexican and Big:Dan had punched him.

Dave had pulled his gun on Carney.
Carney had vowed, anger in him, that
only gunsmoke would get the wagons
through the fence. Then, black anger on
him, he had thundered away, gunmen
followmg him.

Dave had looked at Big Dan. “Maybe I
shouldn’t have drawed my gun on him,
Big Dan.”

Big Dan had grinned. “My temper got
the best of me too, Dave. And here I've
told you to be tolerant an’.me, I broke the
rule first. We gotta git to town for sup-
plies. We can ride around this drift fence.
Too bad we can’t trail wagons around it,
but it ends in the badlands on both ends.”

So they had ridden to Turtle Rock . . .
and death for Big Dan Hicks.

HE GIRL said, “Now you. get your
wagon men and you come into town
and wipe out Carney and his men?”

“You hate—Carney?”

“Si.”

“Speak American, not Mexican!”

“Carney beat my father and made him
work and did not pay him. My father,
Carney said, was only a Mexican. One
day there was a gunfight and my father—
he got killed, by accident.”

“Didn’t he fight Carney?”

I‘No'!)

“Why not?”

“He was just a Mexican, she said, with
no rights.”

Dave felt disgust. Then suddenly he
realized something; in those days before
he had met Big Dan, he would not have
fought back either. Big Dan had given
him courage. Big Dan had given him a
kind of philosophy, sketchy though it was.

“Did you want your father—to. fight
back?”

“Yes, I did. In the school—la escuela—
they teach me all men are equal. My fa-

ther, he did not believe that.”

“I believe that.”

“This dead man, he help you?”

“He helped me much.”

She looked at him. He could not see
her eyes clearly because of the dusk. “I
saw Carney shoot down your amigo. Car—
ney hid between two buildings, and Isaw.’

“You do not lie to me?”

“Why would I lie?”

“Maybe you want me to fight your bat-
tle. Carney beat your father, you told
me, and you want revenge. Big Dan told
me each person, he has to fight his own
battles.”

“I speak the truth, Dave. I do not lie.”

“If your father had had courage, he
would not have bowed to Carney.”

“You have no sympathy?”

“None for a man—or a woman—who
will not fight.”

Those had been Big Dan’s words. They
rang in Dave Mendez’s brain. They were
like words being spoken by Big Dan.

“We are Mexicans, together.”

“Mexicans, yes, but not cowards. Here
is one who fights, Seforita. Of course, Dell
Carney shot down my amigo, for he
hated him. Big Dan made him look fool-
ish and Carney has pride. He would not
let one «of his gunmen shoot down Big
Dan, for that pride would not allow him.”

“I see him shoot Big Dan.”

They were silent, then. She watched
him. And, when she spoke, her voice had
hope, confidence. :

“T like you, Dave.”

Dave did not answer.

She kept on looking at him. He liked
her very much, though he, at that moment,
would be the last to admit this fact. He
had liked her from the first moment he
had seen her when he and Big Dan had
ridden into Turtle Rock. :

“You give me courage, Dave.”

She turned, then. She stepped outside.
He heard her bare feet move away. Then,
he folded Big Dan’s arms across his huge
chest. He was steady now, the way Big
Dan would want him to be. He looked at
Big Dan’s face. He wiped the blood from
his face, using a towel he found on a hook
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close to a washbasin.
Big Dan’s face was peaceful.

AVE WENT outside. Here the earth
had more light, for the makeshift
morgue lacked windows. He thought of
the families which, with all their worldly
possessions in their wagons, awaited him
and Big Dan, the other side of Dell Car-
ney’s drift fence. They were all his
friends, a unit bound together, tied by the
thongs of circumstance.

Lupe had asked if he intended to bring
them into this town and to avenge Big
‘Dan’s death. He knew he could not do
this, for, to do so would make wives into
widows, make children into orphans. Big
Dan Hicks would not want this to happen.

Dave stopped a man. “There is a man
here who makes coffins?”

“You got money?”

Dave eyed the man. “Yes, I have money,
and I'll pay.”

The man directed him to the carpenter,
who was also the town blacksmith. He too
asked Dave if he had any money. “We
had one Mexican here an’ he never did
pay any debts. The town was kinda lucky,
I figure, when he got killed by a stray
bullet. His daughter works at the hotel.”

“T have some money. How much?”

They dickered. The carpenter finally
cut his price. He promised to build a good
coffin. Dave paid him his sum and had a
few dollars left. Now it was up to him to
get the settlers through to Fort Hall. Life
was an odd affair. He and Big Dan Hicks
had ridden into town together, withr Big
Dan joking and kidding despite the threat
of Dell Carney. Now he would ride back
to camp without Big Dan.

Dave was afraid. Deadly afraid. He
could handle a shotgun, but maybe Car-
ney would have some gunmen with him.

But Big Dan had told him that the
bravest man who had ever lived had, some
time in his life, known fear. A man, Big
Dan had said, rwas brave when he con-
quered fear. . . .

Dave thought again of enlisting the help
of the men in the wagon train. But again,
remembering the wives and children, he
discarded this idea. He would get the

wagon train through, and he would get it
through even if he had to kill Dell Carney.

He had two courses to take: turn back,
or cut the fence and go through. Big Dan
Hicks would want him to go through to
Fort Hall He and Big Dan had been
partners, one might say.

Lupe was sweeping the SIdewalk in
front of the hotel. She looked prettier, -
here where the light was better—prettier,
even, than she had looked when he had
first seen her.

. He thought, When she gets older, she’ll
be beautiful. He didn’t know what made
him have that thought.

He smiled.

“Why do you smile, Dave?”

A tiquid, feminine voice. Dark, ques-
tioning eyes. He got the impression that
she was deep and calm, an anchor to
steady a man in the strong, tough currents
of life. And why, he asked himself, did I
think' of that?

He knew why, and his smile widened.

“I like to look at you. You’re—" He

‘fumbled for the word in English, missed it;

found it in Spanish. “Bonita you are,
Senorita Lupe.”

She said, “I would like to go w1th you,
David.”

“You do not know me.”

“We will get to know each other.”

He looked at her; she looked at him. He
saw through her loneliness, and he remem-
bered standing on that dock in Independ-
ence, and he remembered hearing the
muddy lap of muddy water on the piers,
the smell of the wide Missouri, and he
remembered how Big Dan had come up to
him and Big Dan had seen his loneliness,
just as he saw loneliness in this girl-wom-
an, half shy, half bold, yet halding the
promise, the fulfillment of his race.

“Maybe,” he said slowly, “we know each
other, even now . . . Maybe we knew each
other well when first we looked at
each other on the street when I rode into
this town. Lupe, could that be true?”

“T felt the same, Dave.”

He spoke with gravity. “You will pack
your clothes, Sefiorita Lupe, and you will
ride to the wagons with me and you will
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go to Fort Hall. By that time, we will know
if we love each other, and if we do the
minister will marry us; And if we do not
know, weswill not marry.”

Her brown eyes lighted. “You will not
fight Carney, then? I do not want a
coward, Dave. I had one for a father, and
I do not want one for a husband!” 3

“I will not ride to the wagons without
meeting Carney.” He took her by the
forearm, his fingers savage. She did not
try to move back. Her eyes watched him,
her lips were steady. Her nostrils flared
a little, and the deep thickness of her

youthful breasts rose and fell. _ They
looked at each other.
Finally she said, slowly, ‘“You—you

hurt my arm, David.” -
~ He let her arm drop. “I am sorry.” He
" looked at her forearm. “My fingers left
dark spots, and I am sorry.”

“Take your hands off that woman!”

HE HARSH words came from behind,

and Dave Mendez turned. Behind
_him stood a man whom hethad seen with
Dell Carney. Big Dan Hicks had said
many times that the way a man lived, the
way a man thought, showed in his face.
And, on this man’s face, his manner of
living had written one word: Brutal.

Lupe said, “That is Mike Raleigh, and
he wants trouble. He doesn’t care about
me, but he wants to make trouble, Dave.”

Raleigh snarled, * “Get outa here,
woman!” '

“I leave when I want to.”

Raleigh said, “I said get out of here—"
and then his words were clipped short by
Dave’s swift uppercut. One blow knocked
Raleigh sitting-down in the dust. Raleigh
reached for his holstered .45.

Then, the gunman’s hand stopped.

His brutal, ugly face had a surprised,
stunned look—the same look that had
appeared on Dell Carney’s cruel features
when he too had looked into Dave’s drawn
A45. He had expected this Mexican to tuck
tail and run. Instead, the Mexican had top-
pled him into the dust . . and in front
of the whole town!

Dave took the gunslinger’s .45. Holster-
ing his own weanon, he breke the loading-

gate on Raleigh’s pistol, and poured dust
into the cylinder and the barrel. Then,
with a sharp toss, he threw the gun across:
the street.

“Now get to your boots, Raleigh!”

Raleigh got up slowly, hand braced
under him; thunder and lightning
smashed across his wide face.

Dave said, “You thought I would run,
because I am a Mexican. Well, you
thought wrong, and now you’re disgraced
in this town. Even if you killed me from
ambush, like your boss killed Big Dan,
you would be through in this town. People
will never forget how I knocked you down
and took your gun.”

Raleigh let his gaze run up and down
the street. He saw people watching from
windows and some standing openly on the
sidewalk. Dell Carney stood in front of
the Broken Bow Saloon. Dave saw Dell
Carney make an abrupt motion of dis-
missal, and Carney’s face was muddy with
anger.

A man hooted, “A great gunman you
are, Raleigh! Stand around and brag, and
then a young kid knocks you kickin’ an”
takes your gun!”

“Get outa town!” Dell Carney snarled
the words, eyes hot on Raleigh. Carney
wheeled, big, tough, powerful, and went
into the Broken Bow.

Raleigh went to his gun, pouched it
without cleaning it, and stalked into the
hotel, boot heels jarring across the porch.
Dave looked at Lupe and said, “Go pack
your clothes, girl, for soon we leave this
town and go to my wagons.”

She turned and went into the . hotel.
Dave was trembling, for the tension had
run out of him; he put his back against
a log building, and waited to become
calm. He felt the logs against his back.

Dave remembered things.

He remembered going against the man
who had broken his sister’s life, and he
remembered that, at that time, he had had
not a bit of fear. Then, he had drifted out,
heartsick, sore, and they had kicked him
around and, somewhere along the road, he
had almost lost his self respect. Big Dan
Hicks, with his wisdom, had noticed this.
And Big Dan Hicks had taken him back
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along the long, long road to self-confi-
dence. And now, Big Dan was dead. .

Dave waited, standmg there, checkmg
his .45. People watched, but they did not
come close. They watched the way coyotes
watch—hesitant, ready to flee, furtive.

Carney would get raw inside, his nerves
would start to scream. And, when Car-
ney’s nerves were raw, then Carney would
come out and face him.

Carney would look at the men in the
saloon, and they would look at Carney.
Outside, a Mexican waited—a slender,
youthful Mexican who, by all rights,
should have run from Raleigh, who should
not have awaited D¢ll Carney.- And Car-
ney would walk out alone, Dave figured.

Those men would look at Carney—
secret, furtive glances—and those glances
would say, “There’s just one man outside
—not even a man—just a kid. You mur-
dered his partner from ambush but you
can’t ambush the kid, because the whole
town knows he is out for you, and you for
hon: -

And Carney would get more nervous,
and gulp down another drink.

“What you goin’ to'do, Carney?”

“Close your damn mouth, Henning!”

AVE HEARD the hotel door open.

Lupe came out with a new dress on

—a bright, gay thing that fitted her slen-

der, curvaceous body. She had a little bag
in one hand and a rifle in the other.

She came up to him.

Dave looked at the Winchester. He
spoke in Mexican. “When you travel, you
carry a rifle, I take it? Where did you get
that rifle, Lupe?”

She said,
owns the hotel. I took it because I might
need it to help you.”

“I need no help.”

“You do not know—"

“I do know. Keep out of this, and keep
your hands clean of blood. Big Dan was
my friend, not yours.”

“T have never met a Mexican like you.”

“You will know me for a long time!
Now take back that rifle!”

She turned, then, but she did not go
into the hotel. She took a seat on the

“It belongs to the man who -

porch, the bag beside the bench, the rifle
across her lap. Dave almost smiled.

The town was quiet. A dog, bony and
dusty, trotted down the street, unaware
of man’s troubles. Dave watched him, and
he then looked at the Broken Bow’s door
for the door had been flung open.

Dell Carney stopped, heavy and tough,
and he looked at Dave. “Your wagons
don’t go through my fence, Mexican!”

Dave said, “They go through, or I die!
You ambushed my partner. I could not
ride out of town without killing the man
who killed him from the alley!”

“Ambush? Tough words, Mexican!”

Now a woman spoke. A girlish voice,
hard with emotion. “I saw you ambush
him, Carney! You stood in the alley, and
you shot with a rifle. I saw it from where
I stood, and I can say so in court!”

Carney did not look at Lupe. Dave saw
a harsh smile rim the man’s bewhiskered
lips. Carney’s eyes were on Dave.

“I'm comin’ at you, Mex!”

Carney drew himself down, a hard ball
of toughness. Dave felt his own gun rise,
he saw the wink of steel as Carney’s .45
lifted. He shot and his bullet-sound
melted into Carney’s.

Carney was stumbling, knees going out.
He roared ahead, bent over, squat, and
then, not seeing the hitchrack, he ran into
it. His head hit the bar and he stopped.
Then, he fell on his face.

Dave had lost his trembling, now. He
holstered his gun and looked at the mar-
shal, who knelt beside Carney.

“Through the heart,” the marshal said.

Dave said, “A fair fight. His bullet tore
into this building.”

The marshal looked at him. He had awe
in his eyes. “A fair fight,” he repeated.
“Cut that drift fence and take your wag-
ons through, and be gone from this range.”

Dave said, “With pleasure.”

Lupe came and said, {‘T left my rifle on .
the porch. I will ride behind your horse,
and we will lead Big Dan’s horse with an
empty saddle.”

She took his hand, and he felt the clean
sweet goodness of her. They went toward
the livery barn.

And neither spoke. 9 e



Monarch of the sky, Frosty found

The bobcat paused at
Frosty’s wild scream

himself on a new battleground—challenging

the fanged killers of the forest!

COWBOY huddled around his break-

fast fire in Raging River’s deen c=n-
yon looked up—wondering about sunrise
—and saw the sun’s rays strike the bald
eagle’s head and turn the fine feathers
into something like frost on slightly tar-
nished silver. “Wished I was an eagle,”
he muttered, “I'd fly up to Pilot Peak and
warm up. Frosty, you’re lucky and don’t
know it. It'll be ten o'clock before the
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sun gets down in here.”

Frosty had seen the cowboy, months
ago, as he had seen the occasional auto-
mobile campers, hunters and fishermen
gambling on the poor roads in this remote
region. Frosty’s mate joined him briefly
this morning, sitting on a rough rock
where generations of eagles had perched.
The nest on the ledge below had been
there since the whites fought their way
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through the mountains in their covered
wagons.

Built of sticks and twigs it was seven
feet high. Each year a pair of eagles had
added to it. The bottom nest, built so many
years ago, had long since rotted. This
rotting of the bottom nests was a constant
thing, resulting in the newest nest re-
maining at the seven-foot level.

This permitted the female eagle to al-
ways watch the Raging River country.
And later, the eaglets could watch the
goings and comings of their parents.

This morning- Frosty was. undecided
about breakfast. He might eat one of the
rabbits in the tiny meadow near the river
bank, or help himself to one of the mal-
lards on Lost Lake. Again, he might take
a fish from a hard-working osprey nesting
above the river.-

The nearby peaks stood out clear and
sharp, but it was almost dark in the can-
yon. Frosty saw a campfire’s glow,

¢ humans moving about, and the gray blan-
ket in the box canyon where the campfire
smoke had gathered.

HE sun on the opposite peak gradu-

ally drove the darkness from the can-
yon, and Frosty saw the osprey drop sud-
denly on a deep, lazy pool and come up
with a large trout. Frosty descended with
a frightening rush:

To the osprey it was an old story—the
feeling that he was to be the victim and
the frantic effort to escape. Escape meant
he had to lighten the load. His talons
dropped the gleaming trout. The eagle
rushed downward, caught the fish in mid-
_air, spread his wings and began to climb.
He left the trout with his mate and soared
over Lost Lake. A mallard drake, green
head gleaming in the sunlight, saw the
eagle, started to fly and changed his mind
as Frosty swooped down.

The drake hastily dived and Frosty
checked his drop. He soared in a beauti-
ful, but tight circle, watching he drake
as he swam toward shore. When the drake
came up for air, Frosty dropped, and the
drake dived almost before he had taken
another breath. The eagle was wasting

no effort. The pretended drops were to
force the drake to dive quickly. When the
drake was completely exhausted, Frosty’s
dive would be straight to the water. He
would pick up the duck without wetting a
feather. 2

Frosty had the situation pretty well in
hand when the crow came. The crow
cawed noisily .and darted at the eagle;
wisely taking care not to come too close.
Frosty dropped, forced the duck under
and the crow followed him down, then up
again. Now crows were coming from ev-
ery direction. A score of them surrounded
him. In and out they flew, cawing and
pestering him until in sheer disgust the
eagle left the lake. A few followed a
short distance, then disappeared into the
timber fringing the shore. The mallard
made it to the marsh, utterly exhausted.

The crows’ actions were not prompted
by any effort to save the mallard. They
would eat the mallard’s mate’s eggs, or
the ducklings, if opportunity afforded.
They just didn’t want the eagle around
their own nesting area-

Frosty joined his mate who had finished
the trout. Perched on granite, he saw the
man leave his campfire, rifle in hand. He
saw the rifle’s flash and heard the bullet’s
drone ten feet above his head. Frosty
looked toward the sound,,then back at
the man. He had no sense of present
danger. Neither man nor beast had ever
threatened the eagles or their nest. The
rifle cracked again, and Frosty heard the
echoes among the peaks, then the spiteful
drone of the bullet. He looked again where
he heard the sound, then at his mate who
waa growing restless.

A minute later something struck the
rock, filling the air with fine granite frag-
ments. Frosty saw nothing, but something
like talons penetrated: his feathers and
flesh. Several feathers drifted away and
hefelt a stabbing pain on his right wing.
He spread his wings and started to soar
across the canyon.

UDDENLY his right wing began to col-
lapse partially. He went into a spin,
the left wing pointing upward because it
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lacked full support on the right side. He

missed a ledge, then plunged through the

big fir tree’s outer branches, which broke
his fall. He landed on the forest rot and
looked around. Frosty walked slowly to
the nearest clear spot and tried to fly. His
powerful legs launched his body into the
air, but his right wing refused to lift him,
and the beat of the left wing dumped him
over on his right side.

He heard a woman’s protesting voice,
“Ray, you said you weren’t shooting at
him. You’ve injured him.”

“T didn’t aim at him, and I dldnt hit
him, Patsy,” Ray answered “There was
no wind, my telescope sight is accurate,
and I only fired to make him fly. You
wanted to see an eagle soar. I hit the rock
below him. Fragments must’ve hit his
wing. It wouldn’t happen again in a thou-
sand times.”

“Find him and finish him,” the woman
said. “If he’s left to suffer my whole vaca-
tion will be spoiled. Do it right now, and
we’ll think no more about it. How. do
you know, the young may be left in the
nest to starve.”

“Too early for young,” he answered.
“Anyway, if this is Mr. Eagle, there’s a
Mzrs. Eagle to take care of the family.”

Frosty heard the man beating the brush
and muttering, “Here’s the tree he came
through. He left feathers, but they float.
Here’s where he hit the ground. Oh . . .
here you are and full of fight.”

Frosty’s eyes carried the untamed gleam
that lingers in captive eagles’ eyes, even
when their feathers look wretched. His
sharp beak was his only defense, but the
man regarded it with respect. “You can’t
be hurt too bad. There’s movement, if not
strength in the wing. Well . . . here goes,
but my conscience is going to bother me.”

He aimed at the eagle’s breast, but
couldn’t pull the trigger. “Hmmm! You
might make out at that. No wolves around.
And if I were a coyote, I'd think twice
before taking you on. Maybe I'm making
a bad situation worse, but . . . .”

Ray made his way to the meadow,
. paused at a thicket, and studied the ares
with a hunter’s thoroughness. He fired
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and dropped a big rabbit. He picked up
the rabbit, carried it to Frosty and
dropped it. “That’ll help. Good luck, fel-
ler.”

He pushed through the brush and tim-
ber to his wife who stood by the campfire.
“Everything’s taken care of,” he said.
“Shall we go?”

“Yes, the sooner the better,”
swered.

she an-

Frosty \walked over to the rabbit after-

the man had gone and tore the skin off
and began eating the meat. Some re-
mained and he left it and made his way
to the stream and drank. Obeying the in-
stinct of wild creatures when hurt, he
turned to the sun for its warmth and heal-
ing powers.

There was a bloody spot on hlS wing
near the junction of wing and body. A
partially severed tendon pained him con-
stantly. Now, as he moved—keeping in
the sunlight ahead of the shade—he fa-
vored the wing. That night Frosty hud-
dled in a rock niche. Heat stored up dur-
ing the day, and released gradually from
the rock wall, kept him reasonably warm.
The moon cleared-the mountain range and
spilled silvery light into the canyon. The
night predators began moving.

HIS was Frosty’s first night on the
ground. Normally he roosted high
in a tree, or among the rocks near the
nest. The tragedies of the canyon then
came faintly. Now they were all about

him. A prowling bobcat, smelling blood, -

advanced cautiously. Its eyes, in the

moonlight, were narrowing pools of flame.

The bobcat sniffed several feet distant,
then took three steps forward.

Frosty screamed. An eagle’s scream at
night had a strange effect on the canyon.

.Only the sound of the river remained

the same. A hush fell on the wild night
life as the many ‘animals froze from in-
stinctive caution.

The bobcat puzzled, searched its ex-
perience as it weighed the potential dan-
ger. It knew the birds with feathers were
grouse, pheasant, quail, and crows. There
were the smaller birds, of course, which



FROSTY ]

it occasionally killed, but no feathered
creatures had ever proven dangerous.
Often the birds were paralyzed by fear.
Suddenly, making its decision, the bobcat
sprang at what seemed to be one more
feathered creature that was large enough
for several meals.

To the cat’s amazement it hit hard rock.
With beautiful timing, Frosty’s legs had
kicked his body into the air in time to es-
cape the impact. Instinctively he spread
his wings, but the resulting pain was for-
gotten in his life-or-death struggle. What-
ever he did had to be done quickly before
the cat recovered from its surprise.

He drove his talons deep into the furry
. body, then his murderous beak stabbed
again and again into the cat’s neck. It
shattered bone and struck the spinal cord.
The cat’s snarl ended in a wail, then si-
lence. A shudder passed through the cat
as it collapsed. Frosty took no chanres.

He made sure the cat was dead, then |

moving back to his sheltered niche. he
settled down for the night. Gradually, oth-
er animals resumed their stealthy move-
ments.

Frosty awakened when the sunlight
was halfway down the canyon wall. He
saw the osprey pick up a trout and carry
it away to its nest. The osprey returned,
perched on a ledge, its keen eyes watch-
ing for trout. Twice it almost started. The
third time it plunged and rose with a
squirming trout. It was well above the
water when Frosty’s mate dropped from
the blue. Wings almost straicht up, talons
ready, she was a dramatic sight. The os-
prey dropped the trout and she drove her
talons into the fish and checked her plunae.
With powerful wing-beats she cleared the
canyon walls.

Frosty tore the skin from the bobcat
and ate briefly, then moved over and fin-
ished the rabbit’s remains. He walked over
a trail used by the small fur-bearers and
found sunlight. All day he let the sun beat
down, loosening stiff muscles, and slowly
healing the wound. ~

The crows discovered him the following
noon. An alert, sooty fellow, flitting from
tree to tree, could hardly believe his eyes.

He stopped and flitted back, perched on
a limb and stared with his right eye. Then,
as if still in doubt, he turned his head
and looked with his left eye. Finally he
dropped lower and stared with both, then
he let out a gleeful caw, as if saying, “You
won'’t believe this, but the eagle’s on the
ground. Come on, hoys.” :

The crows came and created such an
uproar, bluejays, the timber’s sentinels,
magically appeared and added their opin-
ions. Head held high, Frosty regarded the
entire bunch with fine contempt. Mob
spirit fired each crow with unusual bold-
ness, caution was forgotten. Closer and
closer the emboldened spirits approached.
“Caw! Caw! Caw!” screamed one, A hu-
man taunting a fellow would have jeered,
“Yah! Yah! Yah! You big stiff!”

Frosty’s head went slowly back, then
it moved faster than the eye could follow.
One second a black tormentor was scream-
ing. The next it was flat on its back, feath-
ers scattered, feet kicking, blood flowing
from a fatal wound.

The crows rose in a cloud, screaming
fury. They circled again and again, then
perched on convenient limbs and called
down the wrath of strange crow gods.
Frosty ate the crow. He had enjoyed meals
more, but after all, he was hungry and it
was red meat. Reluctantly the crows dis-
appeared. Each was thirsting for revenge,
but there seemed to be nothing they could
do about it. They had known success in
the air when they ganged up on eagles.
But an eagle on the ground that refused
to fly baffled them. Even the bluejays de-
parted, leaving Frosty alone.

LEAN period followed He had

picked clean the bones of the bob-
cat, rabbit and crow. He tried moving
from thicket to thicket and waiting quietly
for something to ecome within reach of
his beak. The small creatures, aware of
his presence, kept their distance. He
walked down to the stream, partially
dragging his injured wing, and searched
the bars for stranded fish. The crows had
cleaned up anything that had washed up.

He found a pool with baby trout a half-



inch long. He drove his beak into the
water repeatedly before he caught one.
The trout disappeared under a log. Frosty
clawed his way up the bank to the game
- trail and settled down on the edge of a
natural clearing. A rabbit hopped around,
but never came within reach. He saw a
ground squirrel near its mound and moved
slowly toward it. The squirrel barked and
brought the bluejays, then the crows
came. The squirrel disappeared into the
hole.

Frosty squatted down and waited. His
was now the patience of the very hungry.
The crows circled and scolded, but kept
their distance. Crows are smart that way.
Again his inability to escape them tired
the birds, and they left him alone. The
squirrel popped up at a nearby hole and
scolded.

Frosty made his way to that hole and
waited. In a few minutes the squirrel
popped out of the hole he had just left.
He looked up as a shadow passed across
the clearing. His mate carrying a trout
in her talons was flying up to the nest.

He saw a mallard hen drop into a near-
by clump of tules. It was a long, slow
walk, for all the short distance in yards
and feet. He pushed his way slowly
through the tules. The hen froze on her
nest, thinking the eagle might pass by
without noticing her. Suddenly all of the
old fear of eagles gripped her. She fairly
exploded into the air with a series of loud
quacks and joined her mate on a nearby
pond.

Frosty stood on the edge of the nest
and began eating the eggs. In a brief time
he was involved in quite a mess. The egg
yolks and whites ran as he broke the
shells, and mixed with the feathers lining
the nest. He ate from a sort of pool formed
in the center, frequently wiping his bill
on tules and leavmg a mlxture of feathers
and yolk.

Frosty returned to the squirrel den and
waited. His wing was again painful, but
the sun was warm. When the shadows
came, he returned to his niche ir the rock.
This night the rain came suddenly, and
in torrents. Everything holed up, and
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water trickled down the cliff face and
poured onto Frosty. He made his way to
a log spanning two rocks, pushed his body
between wet brush, and found shelter.

It was a long night. The day was cloudy
and Frosty’s injured wing was stiff from
the cold and wet. His body heat dried
him out in the late afternoon. Wind
cleared the sky and the stars came out
clear and cold.

IGHT brought a killer into the canyon

—Bloody Dan—a weasel. Bloody
Dan’s was a tough breed, and his short
legs and long, thin body were not beauti-
ful. His pelt was brown now, but in
winter it would turn white and become
the only beautiful part of his body. Fur-
riers would call it ermine.

Bloody Dan’s pursuit of all things was
remorseless and confident. He knew that
within a given time, if he stuck to the
trail. the animal he had marked for de-
struction would tire, face him, and if not
paralyzed by fear, would make one des-
perate but pathetic defense. It would be
over the instant the weasel’s teeth met in
an artery.

The squirrel that had escaped Frosty
was snug in its den when Bloody Dan
chanced that way. Bloody Dan entered
the den as if he owned the place and for a
moment the den shook with the thud of
whirling bodies, then it grew quiet and
the weasel added to his night’s fill of
klood.

He came out of the den, caught a.rab-
bit’'s scent and followed it. The rabbit
dashed into a hollow log, ahead of two
others. For perhaps two minutes it was
quiet in the log, then the weasel entered.
One rabbit, fatally bitten, escaped to a
nearby thicket and died. The other two
died in the den.

The weasel was now killing for the
sheer joy of it. He emerged from the den,
walked several yards, then stood up, nos-
trils searching the air for the varied
scents, which he identified. The strongest
scent was different, but came, he knew,
from a bird. In a few minutes he was fac-
ing Frosty.
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Bloody Dan never hesitated, because
hesitation played no part in his life. His
leap was almost faster than the eye could
follow, and his target was the eagle’s
throat. He had felt the wing blows of
quail, pheasant, and grouse, in his many
attacks. But they were annoying—nothing
more. Frosty’s left wing flipped up in de-
fense, and the weasel missed the eagle’s
throat entirely. He went three feet into
the air, struck the rock above, then
dropped. His teeth almost met in the
eagle’s wing.

. Frosty’s beak flashed and missed. He
struck at the furry body with his talons
and missed. The weasel’s teeth kept prob-
ing the wing, seeking musales and nerves,
but finding only feathers. Frosty turned
slightly and clawed again. A talon caught
in the furry belly, and ripped downward.

Bloody Dan’s death was almost as swift
as the death he had inflicted so many times
on his victims. He hung with his teeth deep
in the wing, his body limp. Frosty moved
into the open. He shook his wing furiously,
and the weasel remained. Then the eagle
began pecking. He broke the weasel’s jaw
at last, then pulled out the lower jaw, and
finally the skull. He ate what meat there
was on his enemy, then settled down. His
attitude was plainly, “Won’t these crea-
tures ever learn to leave me alone?”

If eagles had spent many generations
on the ground, the bobcats, weasels and
others would have learned to avoid them.
But Frosty had presented a problem be-
yond their experience.

In the morning, he found the rabbit,
and for the first time in many days satis-
fied his hunger. As the days passed, Frosty
began solving his own problem. He learned
to sit on logs and drop on passing rabbits,
and he discovered Raging River no longer
raged. It was dry in the upper country.
Frosty found trout caught in the shallow
ponds. -

NE afternoon he felt something of the
sun’s strength in the injured wing.
He took off from a log and felt the beat
of his wings against the air. He tried to
fly out of the canyon, but lacked the

strength and soared and wheeled until he
was back to the log. The next day he tried
again. In midflisht he saw a trout in a
shallow pool. He dropped, caught the fish,
and flew to the log again. He ate the trout
and at dusk flew to a snag and roosted off
the ground for the first time.

When the sun came up the following
morning, he began the climb. He was weak
when he wheeled over the nest and saw
the open mouths of his fierce offspring.
He perched uncertainly on the familiar
ledge, watching his mate feed them.

Several mornings later he flew to the
highest point above the nest and felt the
warmth of the sun as it turned his head
to silver. Slowly the day life of Raging
River Canyon emerged.

Then he saw the osprey. The osprey
dropped, caught up a_big trout and began
flying to its nest. Frosty soared above the
osprey, then dropped, wings up, body
plunging earthward, straight and sure.
The osprey dropped the fish and Frosty
caught it in midair and checked his plunge
with outspread wings. Then he began
climbing. It was slower, because full
strength had not returned, but he made
it. He perched on the rim of the nest,
dropped the trout. He sat there watching
them eat, while his mate was away.

She came back in midmorning with a
freshly caught trout. Far below, on the
rough, winding road, the eagles saw a car.
The driver stopped and his wife said, “I
just don’t understand you, Ray. This is
where you killed that poor eagle. I was
just beginning to forget all about it, and
then you insisted on coming back.”

“Take a look through the binoculars,
Patsy,” he said.

“Two of ’em,” Patsy said. “The widow
got herself a husband, and she with chil-
dren, too. Fast worker.”

“That’s her first husband, Patsy,” Ray
said. “You see, when I found the guy
that day, he looked like he could take
care of himself and pull through. So I
shot a rabbit instead of him. Left the
rabbit where he could find it. A sort of
grubstake, you might say. And . . . there
he is.” [ B N )



| watched #s my father
braced against the door,
the pistol in his hand
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"GUNSIGHT
BRIDGE

Maybe a bridge would get bullt across that deadly crossing
of the Kaw, but first its waters must run red with blood!

TRAIL-town newspaper receives its

news in many ways. One is through
the front door, across the counter; an-
other, is through the back door, late at
night, spoken in the dim light behind the
presses.

Through the front door came a copy of
the Clarion, the rival weekly newspaper
across the street, with a brief editorial
about how muech benefit Macon would re-
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ceive from a bridge across the Kaw River.
No one could deny this, but as my father
read Canby’s article, I noticed that his
lips moved silently to form Tod Beecher’s
name. Even then I was dimly aware that
some day the many differences between
Tod Beecher, mayor of Macon, and my
father would be settled in an old, old way,
man to man, leaving somebody dead.
Late that night, out of a whipping rain,
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Jim Cameron slipped through the back
door to tell my father the rest of the story.
As I remember, Jim Cameron was then a
young man, about thirty, and he held some
office in city hall under Beecher. But he
was like my father in that he believed that
men in public office should be honest.

- There.was a wooden partition between
the front of the office, where I was, and
the presses, and all I could hear was Cam-
eron’s low, excited murmur and his fre-
quent mention of Tod Beecher and a man
named Carson.

Finally, I heard my father exclaim,
“Those scalawags! They’ve got to be
stopped.”

Seconds after the back door shut gently

I heard the sounds of rain-muffled shots

and a man’s final scream. I raced through
the shop and into the alley and in the
faded triangle of yellow light that showed
through the door, I saw Jim Cameron ly-
ing face down in the mud. My father was

- standing over him, pistol in hand, aiming

and squeezing off shots at the dark blot
of a man who was running up the alley
and who found safety in the darkness.

“Get inside, quick!” my father cried and
shoved me roughly in and shut the door.
I watched him as he stood braced against
it, Cameron’s pistol in his hand.

We heard only the sounds of the heavy
rain as it plunged off the roof and tor-
mented tiny canyons across the alley.

*From Elm Street, uptown, came the faint

sounds of a wild trail town.

Slowly my father uncoiled from his
tension, walked over to his desk, and put
Cameron’s pistol in a drawer. I’c was the

first I had ever seen him with a gun.

He was a short man, my father, and at
twelve I was almost as tall as he. But his

_ breadth of shoulder and solid hips carried

an impression of strength and power. His
face was rounded, somewhat handsome.
Faded brown hair was set above a high
forehead, and his eyes, gray as new steel,
were constantly roving and recording
every detail. The most striking thing
about him was his hands with their long
tapering fingers that moved in quick ges-
tures.

~

He turned from the desk and looked at
me and I knew he was studying each word
carefully before he spoke, a habit he had
when he was excited. Sometimes I think
it was because he was thinking in French
and speaking in English.

“You must tell no one about this. Un-
derstand? No one,” he said gravely.

“Yes, sir,” I answered and looked ques-
tioningly at him, hoping he would explain
what had happened. But he only rolled
his shoulders and stood there, his face set

“in a serious expression.

Now, years later, I understand why. It
was part of the deadly game he was forced
to play with Tod Beecher, a game in which
he failed to understand all the rules.

Two men, both iron willed and fiercely
proud, had met, and because their ways of
living and their ideals were different they
hated each other, yet were forced to com-
pose that hatred and hide it from Macon.

It was Macon, the town itself, that made
them hate each other. Macon, then, was a
raw, beginning city with streets of mud
and hastily erected buildings congested
beside the railroad loading pens. It was
the end of the Texas trail, the place where
the longhorns met the stock cars and the
Texas cowboys met the vices of civiliza-
tion, often in stark violence.

OMEHOW my father failed to under-

stand this — that in Macon, law and
order was carried on each man’s hip and
that group law was shown in terms of
the cottonwood limbs beside the river.
But Tod Beecher understood. He ‘was a
product of all this—a cowboy turned
saloon keeper and finally mayor — and
ruled Macon accordingly.

My father was French, of Paris when it
was filled with radicals. He was young
then and like all crusaders, determined to
reform the world. In hlS cheap-paper
journal, he bitterly exposed the corruption
in the government until, for his troubles,
he was invited to marry the knife —la
guillotine! Only for a high price was my
mother able to arrange his escape to Eng-
land and thence to America.

Now he went to the window and stared
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out at the street, quiet in this part of the
town. His shoulders sagged under his
thoughts. France was ten years behind
him and he was that much older now and
was enjoying moderate success, for his
weekly, The Eye, was a respected newspa-
per in Macon. But a reformer’s pay is
small in coin, large in hate and broken
presses. He considered all this, then
walked to his desk and began to write:
WHY JIM CAMERON DIED

Without expression or emotion in his
voice he looked over at me and said, “It’s
late, son. Better go to bed.”

I said good night and hurried to our
house next door and without saying a
word to Kathy, our hired girl, went up-
stairs to bed. My mother was in France on
a visit. As I lay there, despite the rain, I
could hear.the cowboys uptown, enjoying
a wild, free night before they returned to
Texas. :

Tomorrow, and many tomorrows after,
fresh herds would come up the trail with
more men anxious to “ride the tiger.” It
was a part of our normal life, for without
the herds, there would be no Macon, and
if you didn’t like it, move on. Only years
later would the voice of reformers rise
to change it.

The next morning when I hurried across
to the print shop, there was a slate-colored
sky that turned the world a dreary gray.
Canby, the Clarion editor, was standing
just inside the door. The others inside
were my father, Tod Beecher, and Al
Wyatt. city marshal. Only Tod Beecher
bothered to smile at me. It was a bitter
smile that sent chills down my spine and
seemed to carry an ominous meaning that
I could not understand.

Al Wyatt seemed to be doing most of
the talking. “It looks to me like someone
killed Cameron for his money. His pocket-
bock and watch is missing.” He turned
his frosty eyes toward my father. “Is that
the wayv you see it, Frenchman?”

“It looks that way,” my father answered
slowly, and I saw his gray eyes move to
Beecher’s face. The mayor said'nothing,
nor did his face reveal anything.

In build he was larger than my father,

heavier of flesh and bone, almost inclined
to pudginess. Years ago he had trained
his features into a set, expressionless pat-
tern and he looked at the world with
ebony eyes that saw no hope or faith in
his fellow man. He regarded my father
as an impractical dreamer, a man of use-
less theories, yet a dangerous one.

Wyatt eyed them both carefully and
then said, almost to himself, “We’ll put it
down as that.”

They all agreed and filed out of the

 shop after Wyatt, leaving my father stand-

ing there.

“Who do you think killed him?” I asked.
“Beecher?”

My father was grim-lipped when he an-
swered. “He was behind it, but he prob-
ably had someone else to do it for him.”
He noted the expression on my face,
judged my thoughts, and nodded, “Wyatt’s
in with Beecher, too, you know.”

That was a blow that stung. I knew
from my father’s talk that Beecher’s cor-
ruption of public money was the reason
my father hated him. I knew, too, that it
was my father’s newspaper and his vigi-
lance that keep Beecher from more graft
and that this made Beecher hate my father
and worry constantly over exposure.

ATER, I realized that Beecher was a
product of his times. The money that
flowed through Macon was easy money,
made suddenly across gambling tables and
bars; and the philosophy of each man was
to get it while the getting was good.
But-to me, during those impressionable
years, Al Wyatt was a hero. He was quiet,
friendly in a cold way, and efficient as a
lawman. :
“Anything goes but me and the street
lamps, boys,” he would say to the Texans
who rode into town. He had a way of back-
ing it up and, somehow, they liked him for
it. ‘
It was true that each morning he would
walk down Mary Street and collect a
stack of gold coins from each front porch.

But his marshal’s pay was small, and for

him, each night was one of violence with
the dawn an uncertain promise. I think,

Py
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_now, that he must have regarded those
- gold coins as part of his actual wage. My
father didn’t.

That morning, as usual, we set the type
.and got ready to print the paper.
father had a brief paragraph about Jim
Cameron being killed and robbed. but the
editorial that he wrote was missing.

That afternoon. freed from work, I met
Clav Phillivs, He was a boy two years
older than T and far wiser in the ways of
the town. His eves were wide with excite-
ment when he said:

“Come _on. They’re going to hang
Whitely. down on the cottonwood. If we
hurry, we can watch.”

Together we raced down the alley be-
hind Elm Street and cut across Mary un-
til we came to the town’s edge. To our
right, on the flats, we could see the stock
pens and the cattle cars lined up on the
siding.  The pens were filled with milling
cattle, brawing and rattling their horns

against the wood as the men, yelling and -

shouting. punched them into the cars with
lgng poles. The wind carried to us the
sharp stink of manure and sweat.

In front of us was the wide curve of the
Kaw River, and beyond it were the faint
blue hills of the frontier. The last Indian
attack had been only three years before,
and to the south, bands of Comanches
still roamed. .

We followed the river road until we
came to the “hanging cottonwood,” a tall
tree that grew beside the Kaw and whose
limbs grew parallel with the ground.

“Beecher sent Wvatt out of town,” Clay-

informed me out of his superiority. “That’s
how comeé they get to hang him.”

We hid in the weeds on the cut bank
above the road, and I trembled with ex-
citement when we saw a band of riders
coming down the road toward us. There
were six men with Whitely riding slack in
the center and Dr. Stamley beside him.
The others I recognized as men who were
all loyal to Beecher.

Whitely was known as the town drunk-
ard, and everybody liked him. He played
with the younger children, watched over
them, and protected them. He was just an

My

old man, full of booze and always eager to
run errands for everybody.

I watched him as he sat there in the
saddle. dazed and blinking his watery
eves. Suddenly he jerked his head up, saw
the tree. and recognized its meaning. He
screamed, and the sound cracked in the
middle, as with wild strength he started to
fight the men beside him. His horse be-
gan pitching and exciting the other
mounts.

I watched, wide-eved, as Dr. Stamley
reined in his horse beside Whitely, with
something shiny in his hand. He and an-
other man grappled with Whitely and
pinned his arms down. I saw Dr Stamley
press the shiny obiect against Whitely’s
bare arm, and thev held him until he eased
his threshing and began to whimper.

“Dope,” whispered Clay. “Doc pumped
him full of (Tope Old Whitely won’t know

a thing now.’

They tossed the rope across the limb
and the free end came down and dangled
beforée Whitely’s face. He sat slumped in
the saddle, his back rounded and-slobber
running from his mouth. Giving him the
dope had been an act of mercy. Then the
noose was tightened around his neck. and
a quirt cracked across the horse’s flank.
The frightened animal jumped and twist-
ed Whitely from the saddle, snapping his
neck like a rotten stick. He spun rapidly
in half circles, and his sightless eyes gazed
up at the limb.

“What — what they hang old Whitely
for?22 I asked. -

“Murder,” whispered Clay. “He killed
Jim Cameron. Beecher found him wear-
ing Cameron’s watch.”

LEFT Phillips and, sick at my stomach,

hurried home and told my father what
had happened. His face reddened with
anger as he sank back into his chair,
brushing angrily at his hair.

“There’s nothing we can do now,” he
said slowly. “Nothing yet—not for a few
days anyway.” He looked up at me with
blazing eyes. “But we will.”

He pulled a fresh sheet of paper from
his drawer and began to write. His action
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was a disappointment, for to me, words on
paper seemed a weak and hopeless way to
fight Tod Beecher. I left him and returned
to Elm Street to look for Clay Phillips.

It was getting dark when I reached
lower Elm. Already lights were blazing,
and cowboys in boots and jangling spurs
crowded aleng the puncheon sidewalks.
The saloons and dance halls emitted the
mingled sounds of laughter and music.
To me, it was a street of fascination,
charm, and mystery, and I looked upon
the sunburned riders from Texas as
giants of the earth and listened eagerly to
their stories of Texas and the cattle trails.

The Longhc=n Bar was a small saloon,
quieter than the others on Elm Street, and
it was the meeting place for the town’s
business men. I went in through the fam-
ily entrance and stopped at the steam
table for a sandwich. Seconds Ilater,
Beecher, Canby, and a stranger entered.
The stranger was well dressed and, from
the dust on his clothes, looked as if he
had come to town on the last stage. They
threaded their way through the tables
and came directly to me.

“Mr. Carson,” Beecher said, laying his
hand on my shoulder, “this is the
Frenchman’s son; Macon’s distinguished
editor I was telling you about.”

Somehow his words seemed to be a
warning for Carson.

Mr. Carson nodded and smiled down
at me. “Mr. Beecher has told me all about
your father and his newspaper.”

I felt Beecher’s grip tighten.on my
shoulder and saw his eyes narrow to slits.

“Unfortunately the Frenchman has a
lot of ideas that are impractical for this
town,” Beecher said. “I know because I
am a practical man and I do not believe
in theories.” He smiled a thin smile.
“However, his ideas serve some purpose.
I cannot please everyone, and opposmon
is good for a man in office.”

Mr. Carson carefully looked at me.
“Just how does your father feel about
building a bridge across the Kaw River.
The reason I ask is that I am an engineer
and if the bridge is %pproved I may get
the job of building it.

“He is for the bridge.” I answered and
quoted my father’s words:

built correctly.”

The three men exchanged glances, and
it was Canby who said, “It will be that
way, don’t worry.” -

Beecher turned on his heel and left; the
others hesitated and then followed him to

the bar. Somehow I felt that Carson was

in with Beecher and Canby. I ate my
sandwich and watched them as they talked
in low tones. Finally, Canby shook hands
with Carson and hurried out into the
night.

I left the Longhorn and walked up Elm
Street, peering over the swing doors in
the hope of seeing some of the excitement
that was so common in Macon. It was
the era of fierce individualism, and men
still settled their quarrels in the dusty
center of Elm Street. “A man for break-
fast” was the expression used, and each
morning the citizens of Macon asked who

had been killed the night before. Each

week my father would print a list of those

who had been shot. Mostly they were
men with names like Denver, Ace, or Bat,
and little else was known about them.

It was getting late when I turned home-
ward, walking slowly, hoping to ecatch
some sight of Al Wyatt. But it looked as
if he were still out of town.

I was passing Newton’s saddle shop,
in a quieter part of town, when I saw a
familiar figure walking down the other
side of the street. Stopping in the shad-
ows, I saw my father turn into the dark
passageway between two stores and knock
softly at the side door.

Just as I started over to him I saw a
woman open the door; and my father
stepped inside and shut the door quickly
as if he didn’t want to be seen. Going
closer, I saw it was the living quarters of
Mrs. Emerson, a woman I knew only
vaguely as the owner of a dress shop.

This puzzled me as I walked up the
street toward home. Then I saw the lights
of Canby’s shop burning. I slipped
through the alley, circled the building and
approached it from the rear. Looking

: “If the funds~
are handled honestly and the bridge is
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through the back window, I saw Canby
working his flat-bed 'press and, his helper
folding the papers.

! HEN I returned to our shop, the
lamps had been lit, and my father
was standing beside a type case, smoking
a cigar. I thought of my mother, away in
France, and with a man’s knowledge of
the vices of the world and with a boy’s
emotions, I stood there and judged him.
“Canby’s getting out an extra,” I said.
He nodded. “I know. It’s about the
bridge. He and Beecher are trying to get
the jump on us. Get the people all worked
- up to a vote on the bond issue before they
have time tc think. But we’ll let Macon
read their extra and then we’ll get out one
of our own and tell them the truth.”

I stood there a moment and summed up
my anger and my courage in these words:
“Tf you are not too busy visiting women.”

His eyes blazed anger for a brief second,
then it seemed my words had crushed
him. He gestured feebly with his hands
and spoke with clipped words, heavy with
French.

“Son, listen. There’s things—things you
don’t understand. Things—about your
mother, that—that—"

I didn’t listen. I turned from him and
ran out of the shop and up the street
toward the prairie, leaving him standing
in the doorway, calling my name. I ran
until I fell into a buffalo wallow and lay
there, panting for breath. Looking up at
the stars, I made a solemn promise that I
would never return to my father’s house.

For a time I listened to the crying of a
" coyote on a distant hill and then dropped
into a worried, unhappy sleep.

The next morning I sneaked home, and
Kathy fed me in the kitchen without say-
ing a word. But I noticed the shy smile
that played around the corners of her
mouth. She was a young girl, recently
from Ireland, and like the other hired
girls we had had before, she would stay
with us only until she found a husband.
Then my father would give her his bless-
ing and a year’s subscription to The
Eye.

While I was eating my father came into
the kitchen and stood in the doorway
watching me.

“You’ve come back,” he said simply.

“Only to get my things,” I answered, but
I could not raise my eyes from my plate.
“I'm going to Texas.”

He nodded. “You wouldn’t object to
helping me get the extra out, would you?”
He asked, and there was a trace of humor
in his voice.

In silence, we walked across the lot to
the print shop. I knew there were many
things he wanted to tell me, but that he
didn’t know exactly how to put them into
words. He was always that way. What he
thought, he preferred to put on paper than
speak aloud, unlike Beecher, who was a
good speaker and could sway men’s minds
with his pounding phrases.

On the counter was the Clarion that -

Canby printed last night. Across the top
there was a drawing of the proposed
bridge, and the rest of the front page told
how much benefit Macon would receive
from the bridge. Settlers going on west
could use the bridge, instead of the ex-
pensive ferry, and the trail herds would
not have to make a dangerous crossing.

Canby pointed out that the tolls would
pay the cost of building the bridge—fifty
thousand dollars—in a very few years.
After that Macon would have a constant
source of revenue, besides drawing people
going west through the town. The city
council had approved the plans submitted
by Mr. Carson, and it was now up to the
voters to vote on and pass the bond isue.
The voting was to be held next week. The
rest of the paper was the same as last
week’s issue.

We took off our coats, and while I pied
type and inked the presses, my father set
up his editorial: WHY JIM CAMERON DIED.

As I remember it, he said that Jim
Cameron had been murdered because he
had gone to The Eye office to tell the truth
about the bridge and that Whitely had
been hanged to stop any further investi-
gation into the matter.

The actual cost of the bridge would be
less than twenty thousand dollars; the
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other part would be divided between
Beecher, Carson, and Canby. “The Eye,”
my father wrote, “recognizes the value of
a bridge across the Kaw, but it objects
to men like Tod Beecher’s receiving the
credit and the graft from it. If Macon is
to build a bridge, let us hire honest men
to do it or not do it at all.”

There was more—about the graft and
the bribes that flowed to Beecher and the
stuffed ballot boxes and the dummy city
council. All that my father had learned
about Tod Beecher in the past three years
he put in that one issue.

Y SUNDOWN, we had the paper

published and distributed through-
out the town. Afterwards, we washed
our hands and started down Elm Street
to the Longhorn Bar to eat supper. I
could see men talking on the street cor-
ners with our paper fclded in their
pockets. Some spoke to us, some nodded,
and some looked the other way. The ten-
sion was as real as if someone had drawn a
wire tight through the town and the people
were stepping back from it.

I turned my head to watch some cow-
boys who were driving a herd of long-
horns up the street to the stock pens, and
I wished to be one of them. My father
beside me, noticed my gaze, read my
thoughts, and said:

“Stick to the newspaper, Son. It will
give you more adventure than a thousand
trail drives—and more heartaches than
any other life.”

When we stepped into the Longhorn,
we came face to face with Tod Beecher
and Carson. I recall how Beecher jerked
his head up and lifted his right hand
slightly to his shoulder holster and
stopped midway. That was all. His face
showed nothing.

My father nodded at them, and we went
past, but I felt their eyes burning hatred
into our backs and I can still remember
the green acid taste of fear in my mouth
and that my hands were slimy with
sweat. My father ate calmly and said
nothing. :

We ate a leisurely supply and after-

wards, my father hired a buggy from the
livery stable, and we took a ride across the
prairie. As we drove slowly past the herds
bedded down on the river flats awaiting
shipment, and past the camp fires of a
wagon train heading west, my father
slumped in the leather seat with the reins
dangling in his hands, saying nothing and
contained in his own thoughts.

I wondered about a lot of things. My -
father seemed to have chosen a strange
way to ficht Tod Beecher, and I had an
unreal feeling that we were running away
from Macon. But in the years that have
followed that night I hove come to realize
the deep insigcht my father had in people.
He knew Tod Beecher and he knew how
Tod Beecher would respond to his edi-
terial. He knew!

We returned home, late at nicht, to find
the shop a tan=le of scattered type, broken
marble, and sledgse-hammered presses.
All our back files and paper supply had
been taken into the alley 2nd burned.

My father surveyed the wreckage,
shrugged his shoulders and murmured,
“This is what I expected.” Then he
straichtened up and said in a stronger
voice, “We have work to do.”

We hurried across the lot to our house
and my father went down the storm cellar
steps three at a_time. I stopped in the
doorway and gasped in surprise when he
lit the lamp. He turned to me proudly,
holding the lamp above his head so that
the yellow light showed me the entire
room. : :

“This is like the old days in Paris,” he
said proudly. “I fixed this up a long time
ago. In Paris, I always had two presses,
one above and one below in the sewers.
When the police would wreck the one
above, I would go underground and keep
on printing. We will do that now.”

It was only a small hand press and two
cases of type. On the marble proof stone
was a cut of the bridge that Canby had

printed in the Clarion, but above it my -

father had drawn grotesque figures of Tod
Beecher, Canby, and Carson.

Beecher was standing with a foot, as
large as the bridge, on each side of the
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river and he was aiming a gun at a Macon
that lay crushed beneath his heel. In the
other hand he held a moneybag marked
“Graft.”

Carson and Canby, their faces resem-
bling weasels’, were crouched behind
him, grinning as they cut a hole in the bag
and scooped up the falling coins. A
balloon above Carson’s head showed him
to be saying, “Boys, this has got the James
boys beat. This is legal.”

Beecher was saying, “Maybe they’ll
even name the bridge after me.”

My father’s cartoon made these men
look ridiculous.

STILL held it against my father for

visiting that woman, and although he
knew it he said nothing about it. But as
we worked, I could tell that it was a worry
to him, and several  times he stopped
printing to say something, but changed
his mind. I helped him all night, and by
sunup we had the paper, one sheet, print-
ed.
By ten o’clock every person in town had
read our paper. Al Wyatt was the first
to come into our print shop. He stood in
the center of the room.

“Frenchman, I hope you can ﬁght as

well as you can write.”

Puzzled, my father looked at him, and
said, “I don’t understand.”

“You’ve made a fool of Tod Beecher,”
Wyatt answered. “The whole town is
laughing at him, and he’s coming up here
to settle accounts with you.” Then Wyatt
turned and left the office.

Wyatt’s words summed up the happen-
ings of the day. The proud Tod Beecher
awoke to find himself being laughed at
by the same men he had once controlled
by might and loud words. The hatred
that he had built up against my father was
gone, dissolved in a wave of laughter
aroused by the cartoon. In their laughter,
they saw the truth.

Blind rage was collected into systematic
hatred and planned destruction. Pistol in
hand, Tod Beecher started up Elm Street
toward our print shop. It was the old
story, so familiar to Macon, of personal

vengeance coming into being again. This
is what Al Wyatt had come to tell, and
my father understood.

Calmly my father took Jim Cameron’s
pistol from the desk drawer and walked
to the door. Then with the thoughtless
action of a man intent on one single detail,
he returned to his desk and laid his cigar
on the tray. He returned to the doorway
and watched Tod Beecher march steadily
toward him.

I saw it through the wmdow Tod
Beecher, still walking, raised his gun and
fired. M_V father ducked, and the bullet
grazed his head, while his own pistol
returned an answer that stopped Beecher
in his tracks and wrinkled his body
toward the ground. He hit face down and
rolled over. A bright red dial enlarged on
his white shirt front.

That night we walked down Elm Street,
and the wild free life was unchanged. The
Texans rattled past us in their haste; the
night lights and the music were the same
as before. Sometime tonight, Carson, for
his part in Cameron’s murder, would be
killed by Al Wyatt for resisting arrest.

My father took the cigar from his
mouth, hesitated, and told me this: “Your
mother left me right after you was born.
She didn’t like America or towns like
this.” He motioned towards Macon with
his hand. “She returned to France,
diyorced me, and married again. Perhaps
I should have told you before.”

It came to me, with a sudden realiza-
tion, that I had never seen my mother and
that the picture I carried in my mind was
not of her. We walked on in silence and
with the understanding that can come,
without words, between two people.

We came to Mrs. Emerson’s dress shop,
and he ushered me inside. In the years
that followed I came to know the woman
who greeted us as a kind and understand-
ing person. She extended her hand to me,
and when I took it, my father said, “This
is my son.”

Outside, on the streets of Macon, there
was talk of the Frenchman as mayor and
of the right man to build the bridge, talk
that pleased my father very much. ® ® @
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Slowly Rip Carson lined his sights. It would be
a long shot to that buckskin-clad girl—whose dainty

skirts protected Buttz and Farday’s private renegade army!

Rip fired again and again at the confusion up on the rim
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A Gunsmoke Novelet
By TOM ROAN

CHAPTER 1

When Nesters Fight

E STOOD waiting, hoping that he wouldn’t have to fire another

shot. A tall, solid man, he was like rock himself on the jutting
spur of the canyon wall. His rifle came up slowly and deliberately.
His eye looking down the sights was a cold blue dot, his lips a thin
line. Under the brim of the white hat his face, long and lean, was
as hard and emotionless as a pine knot. He held his breath, finger
slowly tightening on the trigger.

For the fourth time in the rising sunlight of this crisp June
morning, a deadly high-powered rifle sent its shattering. crash
through the still air, sounding strangely like mocking laughter. A
wild laugh, it rocked from wall to wall, up and down Kettle Drum
Canyon. s

Down the canyon, in the mouth of a wide gorge in the opposite
wall, a tall girl in white buckskins, on a tall pinto, was fighting it
out with the high-strung horse. Four hundred yards behind her the
lead steers of a herd of cattle were beginning an excited scattering,
bawling as they fled from the sudden smell of blood. A young steer
had just dropped dead, a fluttering streak of red spurting from a

bullet hole over his heart.
91
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Only a wizard could shoot like that at
a range of eight hundred yards, but Rip
Carson had come by it naturally. The
Carsons had been dead shots down
through the fighting history of the Blue
Ridge Mountains of Virginia, as though
it was an inheritance, an ability handed
down from father to son. This morning.
he had two warning shots when that pret-
ty girl down there with the cattle and men
behind her had first appeared in the mouth
of the gorge. He had fired at rocks which
had stopped his bullets, the clatter mak-
ing the girl’s horse rear and wheel.

The eight riders behind the girl had
immediately found out, flinging up their
rifles and yelling at the top of their voices.
But the girl, wearing a big white hat, her
head sparkling gold in the sunlight, had
evidently stopped their notions of making
a fight of it, and now had them again
strung out in their places with the herd
behind her.

IP’S third shot had dropped that
young steer, rolling him over. There
had been a wait after that, to give them a
chance to change their minds and pull out
with the loss of only one fat steer—and
that could be skinned, quartered and taken
away if they wanted to. When there had
been no stop, the girl brazenly spurring
her pinto right on, Rip’s fourth shot
downed another steer.

He swore bitterly now, for the girl’s
strong hand on the reins was sawing down
her spooked horse. In a few buck-jumping
lunges the pinto came on, breaking into
a run as the big hat flapped back onto the
girl’s head.

Rip Carson swore again. Damn them, it
would be like Buttz and Farday, that
heartless northern Wyoming cattle com-
bine, to get a pretty and headstrong girl
to lead one of their herds into forbidden
territory: For three years now their hired
gunmen had bullied their way into Kettle
Drum Canyon, their cattle overrunning
everything. Some of the tough, unyielding
men who had led those invasions had died
with their boots on. But people in this
wild strip of the southwest Montana coun-

try were not yet in the habit of shooting
women—especially one who had lately
won a Wyoming beauty contest which had
entitled her to reign as queen over one of
the big annual Frontier Days down there.

The girl knew exactly what she was do-
ing. Suddenly turned screaming wildcat,
she was still two hundred yards away
from Rip when she swung up a silver-
mounted six-shooter, a pretty gun like
her pretty self! Carson cursed her
through his teeth, blue eyes glitttering,
jaws set. It would serve her right to send
a bullet that would. lift her golden hair
and spatter the few brains inside her skull
skyward.

Sure that damned girl knew what she
was doing! By dashing on like a hare-
brained fool she knew the men behind
her would follow, cowards hiding behind
a woman’s skirts. With those men would
come the cattle, more than two thousand
head. Up the canyon that herd would go,
goaded into a high-tailing, wall-eyed
stampede.

Squatter fences in the canyon less than
a mile away would be smashed to splin-
ters. Cloven hoofs would cut the planted
fields to worthless strips and squares of
plowed ground, marking the third time in
three years that the settlers had had their
crops wiped out. In the twenty-odd cabins
and houses the settlers would fight back,
and there would be blood spilled and more
blood.

By turning down the canyon with the
big herd the girl could yet save the set-
tlers, going back across the Wyoming line
only a few miles away to cattle grazing
territory set aside by the government. But
such a move would not satisfy Buttz and
Farday, land hogs wanting it all—and usu-
ally getting it. If the combine got away
with this invasion the nesters would have
to give up the struggle, load their wagons
with what was left of their belongings and
move on, leaving everything to cattlemen
whose record had been one of long and
bloody »ppression. \

As the girl closed the distance between
Rip and herself, she began shooting. A
bullet spatted agaisnt the rocks a yard
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above him. Another struck to the left.
Buttz and Farday gunmen had probably
told her to rush any opposition, depending
on her sex and beauty to make a man
hold his return fire. No Carson, Rip knew,
had ever shot a woman, but now his rifle
was coming up again. He had to consider
other girls and women in this canyon—
and a damned sight better than that brazen
she-cat on her pretty pinto.

Damn it, he had to stop her! Another
bullet splattered on the rocks to his left,
another just above him. His rifle swung
up, steadied, his cold eye again on the
sights. This shot had to be good.

S SHE stormed across a level strip
of grass his finger tightened on the
trigger. The splintering report of the rifle
again filled the canyon. The pinto left the
ground in a wild léap, bawling. As his
forefeet came down they were like buck-
ling stilts under him. In a sliding fall he
landed on his nose. The girl left the saddle
like something blown from a gun. Horse
and girl tumbled.
The six-shooter left the girl’s hand. In
a final skid she came to a halt, flat on her
back in a wide-legged sprawl. The horse
was down three yards to her left. The girl
herself seemed not far from dead.
Yells came from the men in the dis-
tance. Shots crashed. There was no one
now to hold back the firing.

Carson’s rifle blazed again. A man on
a lunging horse suddenly buckled at the
middle andg pitched head first to the
ground. An instant later another man
rolled backward over the cantle of his
saddle, while a wild-eyed herd of cattle
made a surge forward. The two downed
men disappeared under the hoofs of the

herd as their horses galloped on, the stir--

rups of empty saddles flapping.

Carson lowered the rifle. He took a pace
forward. Standing on a flat rock he took

off his big hat and started waving it in a

circle over his head. All notions of fightng

back by the men in front of the herd had ;

come to a sudden end as the cattle surged
“forward. No man was going to hesitate
with a gathering stampede behind him.

High on the west rim other men now
appeared. As cattle and riders poured out
of the mouth of the gorge an arching blue
streak of smoke left the rim, thrown by a
long, strong arm. Down came the streak,
as the panic-stricken men in front of the
herd set up a terrified yelling. Those who
had been headed up the canyon were
swerving their horses aside when ahead
of them something struck the ground and
bounced. Tremendous noise rocked the
high walls, dust and gravel lifted in a
dirty-gray cloud mushrooming skyward
from the valley floor.

It was dynamite this time for the in-
vaders. As the first stick went over the
rim another immediately followed it, mak-
ing a second arching blue streak in the air,
Then back along the rim of the gorge other
tremendous explosions were shuddering
over the tall hills, sounding like a duel
between batteries of giant artillery.

The spooked cattle, muddled and terri-
fied, turned as the riders in front of the
herd turned. Dynamite falling ahead and
exploding in great clouds. of yellow dust
had balked the invasion. Explosions back
along the rim of the gorge were playing
hell with the rest of the herd. Back there
in the gorge it had split in the middle. Half
of the cattle wheeled, fighting, steers gor-
ing steers as the rear half turned back
into a stampede in the direction from
which it had been coming. The forward
half still came on, snorting, bawling dam-
nation, pouring out of the gorge, thunder-
ing down the canyon. Buttz and Farday’s
big invasion had been shot completely to
hell—at least for this morning!

CHAPTER II

Gunmen in the Sky

IFLE in his right hand, an old six-

: shooter sagging a holster at his
hip, Rip Carson stood above the girl, a
tall, grim-faced man of twenty-six looking
down at an unconscious girl of twenty.
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The wall-eyed hell of horns and hoofs still
poured out of the mouth of the gorge.

Eight men had been at the head of the
herd. A dozen more had brought up the
rear, half of them flank riders who had
fallen back after the herd had been point-
ed into the gorge. Six of the men who had
been behind the girl were riding like mad-
men on down the canyon, staying well
ahead of the spreading mass of cattle fol-
lowing them. Two other men—what was
left of them—were still back in the mouth
of the gorge, shapeless, broken figures
chopped to ribbons under pounding and
slashing hoofs.

“I—I'm hurt.” Rip looked down as the
girl whimpered. Her big brown eyes had
opened in a dazed stare, her face was as
white as death. “Something—happened to
—to me.” ‘

“Oh, hell, yes!” He nodded. “Something
happened to pretty you! Over in Glory
Hole—" he jerked his head to the east-
ward—“about twelve miles from here, we
have quite a few of your kind in the
honky-tonks. Only I doubt that any of
them would have the guts to get on a

platform in front of about a thousand

people to be measured and ogled at.
They’re maybe a damned sight more
modest.”

“You—you're the squatter!” Some of
the daze was leaving her eyes. “Why—
why, yes, you're the man who started the
shooting!”

“And you,”—again he nodded, hard and
unyielding—*“are the she-cat who tried to
push your way in on your sex appeal!
If Buttz and Farday fire you, maybe you
can open up your own joint over in Glory
Hole. We’ve heard all about you up here.
You're Grace Riddell, ‘Miss Charming,
Cattle Queen of Frontier Day!” Maybe you
can take off your clothes and give us a
show up here in Kettle Drum. If you do

that for prizes, why not pick up a few

plain dollars without so much—"
“My horse!” She was trying to roll her-
self up to her left elbow. “You shot Star-
light!”
“Glad of the introduction to Starlight!”
He curled a lip. “Too bad I didn’t get to

shake hands with him before he stopped
the bullet! Did he win a beauty prize
somewhere, too, or did his daddy and
mother bring him up a little more re-
spectable?” ;

She blinked and stared at him as she
managed to get to her elbow. “I know you!
You're Rip Carson! You won first saddle
money in Cheyenne last summer!”

“With my clothes on, yeah!” Again that
cold, stiff-necked nod. “Up here in the
canyon we don’t know anything about
folks who don’t keep their duds on in pub-
lic. In Montana when a woman goes out
to sell her charms she’s usually honest
enough to go to One-eyed Mag’s or Black-
jack Mabel’s in Glory Hole, and just hang
out her sign.”

“And up here,” she said angrily, “ev-
erybody’s so good and devout! Everybody
in Kettle Drum Canyon goes to church
on Sunday!”

“Not since last year!” His smile was
hard. “A couple of Buttz and Farday gun-
men set the squatters’ church afire and
burned it to the ground when they were
pushing through, destroying the fences
and crops.”

He was a damned fool, standing here
quarreling with her. A man would get
absolutely nowhere arguing with. a girl
like this. Watching the cattle still pouring
out of the gorge, he had already made up
his mind. When those cattle were gone
she could pick herself up and start walk-
ing on her pretty high-heeled boots, fol-
lowing the herd she had tried to lead.

ER hand came up. ‘“Please help me.
I—I can’t seem to make it. My left
leg’s numb. Maybe it’s broken!”

“That’s too bad.” He gave her another
sour smile. “You prize-winnihg mares
have to take care of your legs. If you get
knots and kinks in them you won’t be
winning any more contests.”

“Would you please go to hell!” she
cried, desperation getting the upper hand
at last. “And get away from me! I—I don’t
know why I'm trying to talk to you in
the first place!”

" A rifle answered her, one of those ring-
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ing, ear-shattering reports again filling the
canyon. This time it was a downward
streak of flame from a spur of the cliffs
hanging like a pointing finger high above
them. A spurt of dust and gravel jumped
from the ground only inches to the left of
the girl, the bullet whistling away up the
canyon.

The girl was hzlfway up. Without think-
ing of what he was doing, Carson swung
his left arm around her, lifting her. He
was only an instant zhead of a second
bullet from the rim. This time it was a
certainty that the gunman up there was
shooting to kill the girl. That bullet tore
through the cartridge belt around her
waist. Before a third shot could come
down on them Carson had carried her
close to the cliffs and out of danger.

But it was not the end of the shooting.
Another shot crashed from up on the rim.
A man on the high spur wailed, was sud-
denly buckling and twisting, trying to
jerk himself to his feet. He stood there in
a crouch big, brecad-shouldered and
_garbed in gray, a wide silver-gray hat
on a curly blond head. His rifle clattered,

dropping on the edge of the spur, bouncing
down, turning end for end in the air. Be-
fore it could reach the canyon floor an-
other crash of a rifle had sounded up
there.

With a screech of pain and terror, the
man on the rim became a buzzardlike
shape taking to the air, twisting, turning,
big arms and legs flapping, bound for the
jagged rocks below. When he was halfway
down another shot crashed. Dust spurted
from his clothing as a bullet tore through
him. He spun on down to crash in the

. rocks and weeds.

“They were shooting at me!” screamed
the girl. “I—I don’t understand it!”

“You recognized him as he was falling!”
Rip cried.

“Yes!” she gasned. “He was in Mr. Far-
day’s office the day they hired me to—to
come here with the herd! Why, that was
Marvin Clancey!”

“And he was shooting at you—not me?”

“T believe he was!” She was gasping for
breath now, real fear taking hold of her.
“But who was up there to shoot him? And
why would he want to shoot me?”

“So they could blame it on Kettle Drum-
mers.” He frowned. “And brand us as
woman-killers. That answers the first
question. As to who shot him”—he
shrugged—*“I wouldn’t have the slightest

The tall bay suddenly backfired
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idea about that.”

“Because you know it was a Kettle
Drummer!”

There was no need to answer her. Ket-
tle Drummers were up there this morning
watching everything from both rims. So
he was silent, watching the cattle still
pouring out of the mouth of the gorge.
Plans had been made for dynamite to split
the herd far back in the gorge if he failed
to turn it down the canyon here, but it
locked now as if there had been twice the
number of cattle the Kettle Drummers
had expected to come pushing in on them.

T MIGHT have been wholesale murder
in the gorge this morning if he had
left the job to some of the hotter heads.
People could stand only so much, and the
Kettle Drummers had already stood for
more than their share of trouble. They
were trying to farm the land of the canyon.
That in itself was enough to warrant the
contempt of the big cattle companies. All
the West as an open rangeland would not
be enough for many of them, since their
insatiable greed for grass and water could
never be appeased.

The small cattlemen back here in the
towering hills had no lasting quarrel with
the settlement. They had expected the
usual barbwire fences along the creeks
and around the water holes, but that fear
had soon died.

Kettle Drummers had left the big creek
open. Cottonwood poles had taken the
place of barbwire. No one had even
thought of trying to block the old cattle
trails across the canyon. When sizable
herds were going through, the settlers had
turned out, quietly guarding their fields
and helping the herds along. Now the
small cowmen sent word a day or two
ahead when they were coming through.

The small cattlemen had almost as much
to fear from the Buttz and Farday com-
bine as the nesters themselves. If the com-
bine could push and slug their big drives
through Kettle Drum Canyon, heedless of
resistance, then no range would be safe
anywhere.

Herds had been split and drifted up the

grassy draws and canyons, fighting men
streaming after them, reaching for the
best ranges. Little men could rage and
threaten, but none were-rich enough to
hire professional gunmen. :

For that reason Big Sam Carson’s old 2
Bar T had jumped into the fight this
spring. Siding Carson were the Bleeding
Heart, the Flying Cross and the old Wagon
Wheel. None were big enough to fight the
combine openly, for Buttz and Farday
were in the habit of striking back from
the timbered slopes and the canyon rims.
A man would drop dead from his saddle
and no one would ever know who had
killed him. :

Banded together this year, little cattle-
men helping nesters, nesters in turn help-
ing little cattlemen, there was a chance of
winning against the great combine, But
where it had taken time for them to get
together, the combine was always ready,
and never asleep when a big move was
planned.

With the last of the cattle coming out of
the gorge now, bullets were suddenly
slapping and glancing against the rocks
close to where Rip Carson and the girl,
Grace Riddell, were standing. For a sec-
ond it was impossible to tell where they -
were coming from. High-powered bullets
traveled so much faster than sound.

Then the sound was coming, a crash like
the noise of planks being torn from the
sides of a'great-walled house. Faint puffs
of smoke rose from up on the south rim
of the gorge. Men were down among the
rocks, their firing fast and deadly as they
raked the other rims where men yelled
and fell back in startled confusion. One
man, turning, fell dead in his tracks.

~ 'CHAPTER IT

Devil Throws a Beauty

TUMBLING, half-falling, Rip and
Grace Riddell drew back. He grabbed
her arm. She was limping, but that was
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forgotten now with bullets slapping the
rocks, splattering, or glancing away with
shrill whines.

Around the spur of rock Rip’s tall bay
waited, a pair of heavy old bullhide chaps
hanging to the saddle-horn. But he had no
thought of leaving here without showing
that gun gang on the rim just what he
thought of them.

“Wait here—unless you want to die!”
he barked at Grace. There had been noth-
ing gentlemanly about him from the start,
there was nothing like that now—not with
this girl! “And keep down, away from

his third and fourth shots. After that, no
longer able to face the deadly fire, it was
a riot on the rim. Heads were bobbing
back of the rocks, fleeing figures could be
glimpsed here and there. Suddenly all the
would-be killers were giving up the fight.
It became every man for himself and no
thought of the others as hired gunmen fled
the scene.

“You’re a deadly man with a gun, Rip
Carson!” Grace Riddell was sitting where
Rip had left her, staring at him when he
lowered the rifle and slid back. She nod-
ded. “Yes, I was just fool enough, I sup-

Everybody loves a fat man
—except dude ranch hosses.

that horse of mine! If you try jumping his
saddle and making a run for it when my
back’s turned he’ll kill you!” He added
with a twist of his lip, “Not that I give a
damn, but we don’t want your damned
beauty prize carcass on our hands here!”

He wheeled back to the rocks with his
high-power, and dropped flat on his stom-
ach, wriggling forward into position. The
combine’s men on the south rim of the
gorge seemed to have everything in their
hands right at the moment. Six of them
had grown bolder, jumping to their feet
from their hiding places, as if they were
drunk.

In two crashing reports he downed two
of them. One stumbled forward, stagger-
ing and rocking on the rim. Another shot
from the west rim of the canyon, pitched
~him over the edge, a spinning figure going
down and down.

The other hit man up there had dropped
his rifle and staggered back, slumping to
his hands and knees behind a rock as if
suddenly dazed. Again a shot from the
west rim reached its target, pitching the
fellow flat on his face.

Another staggered when Carson fired

pose you’ll say, to take a peep over the
rocks while you were shooting. I'm getting
ashamed of myself for being in this mess.”

“I don’t see you blushing!” He looked
at her searchingly. “You took a damned
nasty job. Being a beauty winner, you
pushed your sex into the game, thinking it
would keep you from getting shot and—"

“But I didn’t want the job, Rip Carson!”
she said sharply. “I was forced into it by
my mother and stepfather!”

“And I suppose,” he said, “they helped
you skin out of your clothes and climb to
a platform in front of a crowd—"

“I've heard enough of that!” she cried.
“My God, can’t you get something else on
your mind?”

“Maybe, now,” he said, “I was one of
the thousands who saw your shining
charms Frontier Day, and was impressed
by what I saw.” ;

“Rip Carson, you’re a bald-faced liar!”
Her hands knotted into small fists. “No-
body saw my—er—my shining charms! I
didn’t win that crazy contest on a plat-
form with my clothes off! I had an ordi-
nary picture made by a photographer,
dressed exactly like I am now. The pho~
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tographer submited the picture without
my knowing anything about it, and I won.
Does that satisfy you?”

“I wasn’t satisfied in the first place.” He
scowled, looking down the canyon. “When
you’re ready to start walking, you can
walk.”

stared at him. “Walk? You

mean—"’ 2

He set his jaw. “Down the canyon and
on your way. If those feet and high heels
of yours hold out you’ll make it. One of
your gunman gang may still want to kill
you, now that your Mr. Marvin Clancey
failed, but it’ll be no skin off our noses
up here.”

It was quiet in the canyon now. Men on
the rims east and west were holding their
fire, but watching, rifles ready. On the
west rim the body of a cowboy was being
carried away across his saddle. But the
combine gunmen were still on the move,
out of sight around a bend and heading
back for safer territory. For the first time
they had failed to push a herd through
Kettle Drum.

Big Sam Carson, Rip’s father, was com-
ing down the canyon on a wall-eyed, half-
outlaw roan. A six-footer with wide shoul-
ders, a deep chest, dark-red hair, mus-
tache and goatee, he looked like a gray-
clad Buffalo Bill in his saddle. His ruddy
face had been scraped with a close morn-
ing shave as always.

Rifle across his lap, a big six-shooter at
either hip, he pulled up. His cold blue eyes
were on the girl as she stumbled awkward-
ly to her feet to face him.

“So that’s her, huh?” He frowned. “The
gal who led the herd!”

“That’s her!” Rip Carson nodded. “I've
just told her she can start walking when
she’s ready.”

“Quite a looker!” The older man stared
‘again, then looked off down the canyon.
“Liooks like we’ve broken the teeth of the
lordly Buttz and Farday crowd, but they’ll
be certain to pay us a return visit.
Where’s the damned snake who was shot
off the spur up there? I won’t call him a
man. Didn’t when I first saw the damned

HE

varmint three years ago in Glory Hole.
Brought a couple of young gals up from
Wyoming and turned ’em over to Black-
jack Mabel!” 2

“Then you know him?”

“Hell, yes!” Sam Carson’s big face
twisted into a frown. “Crimp, tin-horn
gambler and ladies’ man—living up to the
general reputation of his damned breed!
You would find him sticking close to
something like that.” He jerked his head
toward Grace Riddell. “Let’s take a look
at him—and if nobody in his own crowd
wants to come back and pick up his car-
cass we'll let the buzzards have it. We saw
him shooting at you.”

“Only he wasn’t shooting at me.” Rip
Carson told him the truth as he climbed
on over the toe of rocks while his father
rode on around the end of them. “He was
shooting to kill the girl.”

“0dd, if true.” Sam Carson swung out
of his big saddle when they were a few
yards from the body’ of the dead man
smashed into a bloody wad in the rocks.
“Why in hell would they want to kill their
queen bee who was leading the cattle and
the cutthroats for them? To blame her
death on us and get the whole country
against us?”

“That’s right, Dad.” Rip Carson was
looking at the dead man. A fine high-pow-
ered rifle was half under the body. The
weapon that had come spinning down just
ahead of its owner. It had bounced to a
halt with its muzzle wedged in a crack be-
tween two flat rocks. Marvin Clancey’s
falling body had landed against the butt,
his smashing weight putting a sharp bend
in the barrel.

The older Carson smiled. “That gun
won’t be doing any more shooting, with-
out a trip back to the factory for a lot of
repairs and a new barrel! Let him lie
there. He—"

A noise stopped him. It was a sudden
snort, then a wild slashing and beating of
hoofs just beyond the rocks where they
had left the girl. The two Carsons made a
few quick jumps, and stopped to stare,
their mouths sagging open, awe in their
eyes.
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RACE RIDDELL was in the saddle of
Rip’s bay, trying for a run-out on
them while their backs were turned. Un-
der her, the tall horse had suddenly be-
come an ugly and mean outlaw. But she
was trying to make a ride that would have
won money in any contest. Her body was
swaying, shoulders rising and falling. The
horse was confining himself to only a few
square yards of the hard and rocky
ground, a fighting, cork-screwing equine
maniac trying to hurl his rider from the
saddle.

“Devil!” yelled Rip Carson as he went
stumbling and leaping forward, going over
the rocks. “Devil!”

“Stay out of the way! screamed the
girl. “I’ll ride him!” e

But even as she screamed, she was go-
ing. The tall bay had suddenly backfired,
a trick known to only a few horses. In a
fierce lunge forward he had stopped, fore-
feet solid again the ground, legs stiffened
stilts. :

The jar seemed to throw the horse
straight backward, a whiplike surge that
probably covered no more than a foot of
ground, but the girl was caught, pitched
forward. A lightning upswing of the
horse’s shoulders, again a twisting cork-
screw, and the girl was tumbling, sprawl-
ing at full-length on the ground, her face
once more like death in the morning light.

“Damn it, Rip,” yelped old Sam Carson,
“he’s busted her wide open! Killed her!”

CHAPTER IV

A Bullet Stops a Quarrel

ACH dropped to one knee as father
and son bent over the girl. Devil, the

bay, stood snorting and watching them

from a few yards away. '
“Might have broken her back, Rip!”
groaned Sam Carson. “She hit that ground
hard!”
“You can’t tell her anything, Dad!” Rip

took her by the shoulders, squaring them
on the ground and straightening her legs.
“When she comes to her senses maybe
we’d better let her have a plug horse to
get out of here on. I had to kill her pinto.”

“I know—I saw you.” The father nod-
ded. “What the hell’s the matter with
young gals these days? Not a lick of
damned brains in their heads, taking fool
chances where a man with the sense of a
billy-goat wouldn’t dare set a foot! What
if Devil’s killed her?”

“He didn’t—kill me.” Her eyes had
opened. “I - t seem to be getting the
worst of everything this—this morning!”

“Maybe you’ve sort of got it coming.”
Sam Carson looked at her quizzically.
“You come here playing the part of a she-
jackass, and it ain’t been good for you. A
good quirt taken to your tail might yet
make a woman out of you if—"

“Let her alone!” Rip came suddenly to
her defense, not knowing why, or quite
realizing it. “I've been giving her hell
enough, and I still say we might let her
have a plug to get out of here on and back
to her gang.”

“You're forgetting, I guess”—Sam Car-
son was frowning—‘‘that you told me one
of her gang tried to kill her!”

“And I'm not going back to them!”
Grace was white-faced and looking sick
at her stomach, but still had fight left in
her. “I came here to get my stepfather’s
brother out of jail down in Tombstone. I
was to stay with the herd only until I
could see the nester fences up the canyon.
But with Marvin Clancey up there taking
two shots at me I know what it all means
now. Even if you hadn’t tried to stop the
cattle he would have tried his best to kill

2

me. :

“Seems like sister,” drawled the elder
Carson, “you’re beginning to think a little
for yourself. Maybe we can start thinking
with you if you’ll just tell us the whole
tale from your side. Step over there, Rip”
—he nodded toward a damp pocket in the
foot of the cliffs—“and get her a drink of
that good cold water in your hat. Damn it,
ain’t you got no manners a-tall!”
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“And that”—she tried to smile, rocking
herself up to her right elbow—*“is the first
kind word I’'ve heard this morning! I'm
awfully thirsty.”

Rip came back with the water, but it
was not in the cupped brim of his hat.
One of the nesters had left a new tin can
under the drip, and the water in it was icy
cold.

“Thank you so much!” When she hand-
ed back the can it was almost empty. “I'm
not hurt, really, but I did take a hard bang
on this hard ground. And now look at
him!” She pointed to the bay, head down,
grazing in a little swath of grass. “As
pleased as Punch with himself!”

“I told you to stay off him.” Rip turned
back to the rocks with the can. “He’s a
one-man horse, like the most of ’em you'll
find up here are where few of us have
more than two at a time instead of the
usual cowboy string.”

She looked at Sam Carson. “Then you’re
not farmers!”

“Cows and horses,” he said. “The set-
tlers here try to work along with us, and
we let ’em alone. They’re good folks. Some-
body should have told you what we're
like up here before you headed out of
Wyoming. I reckon they didn’t.”

“But you must-have heard things about
me!”

E SET his jaw. “Little else for the
past two weeks. A proud wench,
they say, on a proud pinto horse with a
fancy saddle and bridle. Better looking
than sin. Won a beauty prize with nothing
on but a ribbon around the middle quar-
ters and two sewing thimbles to cover the
other parts. Maybe we’re old-fashioned up
here, but decency’s that way, maybe. If
one of Blackjack Mabel’s worst strumpets
in Glory Hole walked out on the porch
like that they’d run her out of town!”
“She’s told me all about it!” Rip was
back. “It wasn’t like that at all! The tales
we got up here were for only one thing—
to make the women folks here hate this
girl long before she got here, so every
door’d close against her. Among the re-
ligious folks, at least! There’s been talk
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and threats. If she’d been killed this morn-
ing everybody in the hills would have
sworn a settler did the shooting. And—
and I think”—he was stumbling at the fin-
ish—‘“we’ve already hashed over it enough.
Too damned much. From here on we’ll 4
leave it to you to explain it to the others.”
He nodded up the canyon at a group of
seven riders galloping toward them, rifles
across their laps. “I'm through!”

“In other words”—a slow smile moved
Sam Carson’s lips as he came to his feet,
and turned back to his horse—‘“you be-
lieve her. A good-looking critter like that
can twist a man around her finger, Rip,
and damned quick!!”

“Thank you, Rip.” Grace’s voice was
low as Sam Carson swung into saddle and
galloped up the canyon to meet the oncom-
ing riders. “That pays for some of the ter-
rible things you've said to me. From now
on I'll tell you anything I know.”

“Maybe,” he said through his teeth, “I
no longer give a damn whether you do or
not. Last summer you did see me in Chey-
enne, and I saw you. I said then that you
were the most beautiful thing that ever
put a foot on the ground. Maybe I fell for
you.”

“Rip,” she said, looking at him intently,
“you believe what I told you about that
beauty contest?”

“I guess I'm already trying to believe it,
Grace!”

Sam Carson seemed to have headed into
trouble. He had stopped about eighty
yards away, facing the seven riders. They
were all nesters and, leading-them as usual
on a big red mule, was tall, hawk-nosed
and hawk-faced Leander Malvern, the set-
tlement’s old preacher who tried to hold
all things under an iron hand. Malvern’s
voice had lifted in an outburst of indigna-
tion. :

“Mr. Carson, must I always have to re-
mind you to never use profanity in my

_presence!”

“Damn it, who the hell do you think you
are, Malvern—Moses or somebody?” Sam.
Carson was in a good mood this morning
for arguments. “Don’t set there under your
big old parson hat with that buzzard face

2
P
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of yours, trying to look so damned
shocked! Why in hell didn’t you stay back
there among the women where you be-
long?”

EACON SEATON COWLEY, an-

other tall, lean-faced man took it up.
“Don’t cuss at 'im, Carson! We won't tol-
erate blasphemy! Not before our women,
our children or ourselves! We—"

“The hell with you!” barked the cow-
man. “We come here trying to help you.
You and that long Jackass on a mule have
always tried to run the show in Kettle
Drum, and all you’ve done has been to get
yourself just about wiped out each time.
Still, damn it, like all fools wanting to
lead, you pop up again. We told you right
at the start that you and Leander Malvern
were not going to run this show. All you
do is get people killed and everything
around you shot to hell!”

Grace Riddell was smiling as Rip Car-

son helped her to her feet. “Now I can see

where the hate campaign' started,” she
said. ; '
“Part of it, yes,” Rip agreed. “But the
big reason for it was deliberately sent up
here by your cow combine. That outfit
stops at nothing to gain an end.”
Leander Malvern’s voice was lifting
again. “That girl is going right out of
here! You’ve heard my decision, Carson.

I’ll stand for nothing like that hussy in the

canyon!”

Sam Carson was red with rage. “You
won’t stand for her! Why, you long-necked,
fish-faced old skinny crow, you ain’t tell-
ing anybody what—"

A wail in the air cut him short. With it
came a slapping and shattering sound, and
right behind it the ringing report of a rifle
from the east rim. Deacon Seaton Cowley
let out a wild goat’s bleat as his long body
shot high in the stirrups, terror suddenly
filling his pale and popping eyes as he
stared downward at where his big old sad-
dle-horn had been. Now it was only a bul-
let-splintered nub of wreckage.

“Lord, Brother Malvern, look!” he cried.
“LOOk!”
~ Leander Malvern was not bothering to
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look at anything. He had suddenly humped
forward, long hands clawing into his red
mule’s uncut mane. The mule was wheel-
ing, long ears pointed. In a snorting charge
that brushed men and horses aside, he
headed back up the canyon, the long tails
of his rider’s black coat fluttering above
the cantle.

CHAPTER V

Elmer Spills a Tale

HE sound of excited voices came al-

most immediately from the rim.
Three shots punctuated the noise, each the
heavy report of a six-shooter. Then came a
frantic wailing, a voice pleading, crying
out in terror, heavier voices cursing. The
frantic voice, higher than all the others,

. might easily have been mistaken for a

screaming woman’s.

“I didn’t aim to hit nobody!
aim to hit nobody!”

With the big red mule fleeing with Lean-
der Malvern, Deacon Seaton Crowley was
not long in wheeling his own horse to fol-
low. The five remaining settlers scattered,
bug-eyed and white-faced, for they were
not fighting men by a long sight. Arms
flapping, elbow beating his ribs as he tilted
forward over his bullet-splintered saddle-
horn, Cowley was hot behind Malvern.

“And there now,” rasped the big Car-
son, “go your fine leaders and big talk-
ers who take such a heavy interest in their
fellow men! They’re always the big noise
to tell you what to do, then hell-fast to run
when the first gun goes off, thinking only
of their own damned dirty hides!”

Noise was still coming down from up
there beyond the rim, the frantic voice still
pleading. Laughter roared, thenh curses,
then more laughter. Cowboys were up
there. Some were from old Milt Mason’s
Wagon Wheel, one or two from the Flying
Cross or the Bleeding Heart. Four of them
appeared on the rim. Between them was
a long, lean scarecrow in shabby gray, his

I didn’t
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eyes popping.

A voice bawled, loud enough to be heard
a full half-mile, and punctuated with
laughter from other men, “Why, hell, yes,
pitch him right on over!”

“Naw—naw!” wailed the thin man. “I
told you I didn’t—didn’t aim to hit nobody
a-tall! Hell, men, I'll tell you everything I
know!” :

“Bring him on down here!” Sam Car-
son’s shout seemed to fill the canyon.
“We’ll burn him at the stake after cutting
his ears off!”

Rip Carson and Grace, watching and
listening, knew that thin scarcerow the
moment the lean, hawk-nosed face showed
over the edge of the rocks. It was Elmer
Parley, not much more than halfwitted
and too often the victim of jokes in Glory
Hole where his main occupation was that
of swamper around the saloons.

“Will they throw him over, Rip?” Grace
asked tensely.

“No!” Carson looked down at her, grin-
ning for the first time. this morning. “El-
mer Parley doesn’t have sense enough for
anybody to want to hurt him, but they’ll
have him telling everything he knows be-
. fore they’re through with him.”

It was the first break in the grimness of
*he morning. With the tension broken,
Sam Carson was making a deal with a
‘'ong-legged nester on a small black horse.
With the horse ridden bareback and with
only a ragged rope halter, the rider was
20w going to double up with a short,
squint-eyed man on a big bay.

In ten minutes Grace’s saddle and bri-
dle had been taken from her dead pinto
and put on the little black horse. Rip Car-
son found her six-shooter, and calmly
handed it back to her. When all of them
were mounted they headed up the can-
yon, Rip Carson and the girl bringing up
the rear.

Before they had gone a mile three
mounted men came down a narrow trail
from the rim, one behind the other, their
horses slipping and sliding. The rider in
the middle was the lean and ugly Elmer
Parley, mounted in the ragged saddle of
a one-eyed old bay. He was still begging,
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half-crying when the riders stopped be-
hind Sam Carson.

“I only done what Mr. Marvin Clancey
said he’d gimme ten dollars to do!” plead-
ed Elmer. “I stayed hid in the rocks! I was
just to do some shooting and make some
noise after everything got quiet! Shucks,
I never shot a man in all my whole life!”

BIG, dark-bearded Wagon Wheel
rider was keeping him scared. “You
should of killed at least one, Elmer. Maybe

* then your bullet would of killed just one

down here, instead of three or four! You’re
so light and thin Sheriff Smith Walker’s
going to have to tie rocks to your feet to
make you heavy enough to hang!”

The Wagon Wheel man looked at Sam.
Carson. “But we think he’s telling the
truth, the best Elmer can. Little sense as
he’s got, that Clancey feller must of been
drunk to hire Elmer, or maybe he aimed
to put a bullet in the back of his neck and
blame that on us when they were through
with him.”

“Elmer’s the kind,” said Carson, “to do
just what he’s told and ask no questions.
Tell us the rest of it!”

“Ain’t much to tell, Sam.” The Wagon
Wheel man slumped forward on’ his sad-
dle-horn. “Two of the boys are still up

. there on the high point watching the herd.

They’'ve signaled down that it’'s been
stopped just below the mouth of the can-
yon. That means that gang ain’t through
by a damn sight, and next time it’s going
to be tough. Even Elmer tells us that
much!”

“Yeah, yeah, it’'s going to be tough
Elmer Parley was suddenly talking with-
out having to be prodded. “I didn’t want
no part in it, you see, all you folks know-
ing how honest and upstanding I am! Me,
now, I was standing behind Jim Riley’s
saloon last night and heard Mr. Clancey
and three men a-talking over that round
poker table in the little back room. I've
got long ears and just can’t help using
’em!” He tried to grin, yellow teeth pro-
truding. “Another feller must of been on
guard outside. He eased up and had a big
black gun in my ribs before I knowed he

'”
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was there. Scared me slap-nigh to death!
He took me inside where he said I could
listen good and not strain my ears.

“Hell, Sam, they didn’t aim to kill that
gal!” He laughed as if suddenly happy
about what he was telling. “They was
aiming only to wing ’er, maybe break a
leg or just an arm, and—and kill her
horse. They come in set for a fight this
time, though I reckon they didn’t think it
would go so fast and hard agin ’em. They
ain’t done. Hell, no! If they can’t come up
the canyon, then in two days they’ll push
up the east rim. The nesters, they say, ain’t
got no right to the land here. They’re only
here ’cause the law says people can try
out government land and see if it’ll grow
things. If it does, then they’ll have some
sort of a claim to homesteading it.

“Smart as I am, I couldn’t get it all
through my head, Sam, and I oughta, big
as my ears is and me setting there free
and easy with ’em, and drinkin’ the finest
whisky you ever tasted until ’way after
midnight. Why—why, I was one of ’em!
Yes, sir, and the finest whisky you ever
slopped a tongue around!”

“You forget maybe,” Sam Carson said,
glowering, when Elmer came to an end of
his chattering, “that it was you drinking
that whisky, Elmer. Go on with the rest
of it!”

“Hell, there ain’t no more, Sam.” Parley
grinned from one big ear to the other.
“Only I didn’t think to say they ain’t going
to use these parts just for summer range
any more. They’re just going to keep their
herds in here. While the land’s still fresh-
plowed there was some talk of scattering it
full of seed for hay. They aim to be using
the setttlers’ houses and barns for winter
quarters and such. Going big from now
on. That’s pretty much to be expected,
ain’t it, Sam?”

“Why, damn it, yes!” Sam Carson stiff-
ened in his saddle. “One of you jolly-
whacker boys roll good old Elmer a nice
cigarette.  Maybe Elmer is on our side
after all!”

Anything

could happen now, Rip

thought as he rode on with Grace Riddell -

and it was going to happen soon.

2
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ITTLE cattlemen too often had to give
up range when big outfits came push-
ing in, and nesters in the heart of a rich
cattle country were generally the first to
feel the weight of the strong. Big outfits
had money to hire lawyers and swing po-
litical power. Professional gunmen flocked
to them, sticking close to those who had
plenty of good gold and silver to spend for
hiring gunhands.

Big money could elect sheriffs, judges
and prosecuting lawyers, making the
courts their hirelings. A gunman jailed
was a gunman bailed as soon as lawyers
and bondsmen could get to him. Little
people laid in jail and rotted. Their cases
dragged through the courts, special prose-
cutors keeping them there for their fees.
A few months in-jail meant a little rancher
out of business and with nothing left ex-
cept to quit the country or ask for a job
punching cattle for the very people who
had ruined him.

Once firmly established up here, Buttz
and Farday would expand north and south
across the Wyoming-Montana line. The
tentacles of the ever-greedy octopus
would reach deeper into the tall hills.
Little ranchers would find themselves
squeezed into smaller pockets and would
be forced to move back and back, erect-
ing new houses and corrals. Buttz and Far-
day would merely wait until they were
ready to take them into the great maw of
the steadily growing combine.

“Take that girl on home, Rip.” Big Sam
Carson swung back from the head of the
little group when they were nearing the
first of the fenced fields. “Tell your moth-
er to take the girl in, which’ll be a waste
of breath because she’d do that anyway.
And you, now”—he stabbed a finger at
Grace Riddell—"“keep out of sight lest you
get shot at again.” '

His voice lowered. “A lot of things are
coming out of Elmer Parley. You can’t go
at his kind rough-shod. You only scare
’em. I'm having a talk with the rest of our
bunch, then I'll be along home and we’ll
get set for the rest of the big show. It looks
even bigger than any of us ever thought
it’d be. Watch yourselves!”
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CHAPTER VI

Front and Rear

IP CARSON and Grace swung away,

heading for the 2 Bar T. Keeping to
an old cattle trail under the west wall of
the canyon they passed the settlement and
turned in between the high shoulders of
rock that marked the mouth of a wide
gorge. After a mile, a deep, high-walled
basin opened ahead of them.

“This,” he told her, “is the 2 Bar T. It’s
like most of the grazing lands up here,
compact and high-walled, and none of
them are large enough for any of us to
ever become bigtime cowmen.”

“But it’s big after all!” She was staring
ahead and to the right and left, then at a
small lake five miles away with log houses,
barns, sheds and corrals rimming what
looked like a tall bluff of blue-gray rocks
shadowed by big trees. “And like some-
thing cut from a picture book!”

“About a thousand sections!” He smiled
easily. “When we count all the draws, the
little canyons -and pockets in the sides of
it. None of us back here want to grow fat
and rich. We hire only four steady smen,
and never over four more in bragding and
driving time, and maybe we’ve been smug
and proud of the little we have, envying
no one else. Like it?”

“I’ve already as good as said that.” She
nodded. “It’s beautiful. Wouldn’t it be
wonderful if it could always be like this!”

“It will!” He set his jaw. “Nothing’s go-
ing to change it!”

“T hope not, Rip.”

They were quiet again after that. When
they were closer to the houses on the rim
of the bluffs he stared at a strange fringe-
topped black surrey with two black horses,
and two chestnut-sorrel saddle horses un-
der the trees at the long old hitch-rack in
front of the flagstoned porch facing the
lake. Grace Riddell also was studying
them, and finally she spoke.

“Do you know them, Rip?”
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“No, I don’t.” He frowned. “Looks like
a Sunday school rig, and people in times
like this are not in the habit of going visit-
ing. Besides that, I don’t know anybody
around here with a surrey pulled by two
shiny black horses. On a second thought,
that thing looks almost like a funeral rig!”

“It could be something like that!” She
was staring, eyes big. “I think I’ve seen it
before, Rip! Walker Farday and Rodrick
Buttz sometimes travel in a thing like
that!”

He tried to laugh. “They wouldn’t dare
come here!”

“You don’t know what they’d dare!”

“Damn it, Grace,” he said, “you haven’t
told all you could tell yet!”

“Maybe I'd be ashamed to tell.” Her
head went down, and he thought she was
about to cry. “Maybe I had a reason for
wanting to come up here that didn’t have
a thing in the world to do with Buttz and
Farday. I'll let you try to figure that one
out, Rip.”

“And me,” he grumbled, “never worth
a damn at riddles!”

HE sat up straight, squaring her shoul-

ders, setting her jaw and looking
ahead. “All right! I was told that you
would probably be the first one I'd run
into up here. When we have more time I'll
draw you a picture of what I mean.”

“I know one thing.” He was deeply
thoughtful. “You were shooting pretty
straight when I killed your pinto.”

“And for a good reason!” She shook
back her shoulders. “You were doing
straight shooting, not missing! I was scared
half to death, making a big bluff with my
heart in my throat. And there was one
more highly important thing. I didn’t know
I was shooting at Rip Carson, the tophand
cowboy I saw in Cheyenne. Truth being
truth, I really didn’t know what I was
doing.”

A sound ahead stopped anything he
might have said, straightening both of
them in their saddles. It was like a big
door being slammed or even a shot—a
muffled noise that apparently came from
the old bunkhouse or the barn eighty
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yards from the sprawling ranch' house
with its big rock chimney at either end.

Then two big-hatted men sitting on the
edge of the porch caught their interest.
They saw one of them slowly rise, lifting
long arms and stretching himself as if
tired of waiting. Carson and the girl were
close enough now to see a tall red-headed
man of somewhere about forty. But the
main thing Carson noted was that the man
had no sign of a weapon on him.

Both men were up when Carson and the
girl reached the big porch. The other man
was short, dark-bearded. Again here was
no sign of weapons, not on either of the
men nor on the saddles of the two good-
looking chestnut-sorrels at the hitch-rack.
The redhead lifted his hand and spoke.

“Hi-yah!” He grinned. “Guess you're
Rip Carson. Your mother’s inside talking
to the patent medicine drummers. Me and
Heck”—he nodded to the short man—*“are
sort of acting as guides for ’em. If anything
ails you, they'll cure it.” His grin grew
wider.

“Yeah, they will, they say.” The short
man chuckled. “Anything from lumbago
to growing hair an’ making you live an ex-
tra two or three hundred years.”

It looked all right. Patent medicine men
came every spring and summer. As he
passed a window Carson saw his mother
sitting at the end of the long old living
room table. Even Grace must have failed
to see anything wrong about the two tall
men garbed in black and looking like un-
dertakers or preachers who were sitting
quietly on the other side of the table.

When Carson and the girl walked in
Rip’s mother, a tall, gray-haired woman in
dark-blue, looked up. Her face was ashen.

“There’s trouble here, Rip!” she said.

“But too late to do anything about it,
Carson!” one of the tall men said, merely
looking up from his chair with a thin
smile. “Don’t try to reach for your gun.
Your mother might get shot, you know.
You're covered front and rear.”

- “Rip!” Grace grabbed his arm. “They—"

“Quiet!” Two more men had given the
open front door a push and stepped from
behind it, cocked six-shooters filling their
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hands. There was another stir in the door-
way beyond the table. Two men appeared
there, each with a short, double-barreled
shotgun.

“Front and rear, yes, Mr. Carson,” said
one tall man, gold-capped teeth glinting
in a thin leer. “We’re here to keep a date
with Big Sam Carson. He just hasn’t yet
been informed of it!”

“They’re Buttz and Farday men, Rip!”
Mrs. Carson sat there, cold-faced, as the
men behind Rip were taking his six-shoot-
er and the girl’'s. “We have a regular gang
here hiding out in the barn with their
horses hidden with them! I saw only two
riders with this pair when they came driv-
ing up out front.” She turned contemptu-
ous blue eyes on them. “They flashed
United States deputy marshal shields on
me the moment they got inside the front
door!”

HE man with the gold-capped teeth

& smiled. “But made no claim to the—
er—doubtful honor, ma’am. As lawyers—
the firm of Midwell and MacTaggerty—we
would not be quite so crude. We merely
showed you a couple of pieces of metal
without saying who they belonged to or
who had the authority to wear them.”

“Not that it makes or would make a hell
of a lot of difference!” put in the other
man, tall, thin and dark and dressed so
precisely like the other they could have
been taken for twins. “Buttz and Farday
are here to carry through a long under-
taking. Death—unfortunately—has been
no stranger to either side in the project.
Death again will be no stranger unless
people come to terms. There is room,
plenty of it, for all the herds our firm de-
sires to send up here. There will be horses,
and—perhaps—sheep at a later date. We
are fighting a great battle for the Ameri-
can people.” His smile was thin, dark eyes
twinkling. “Sad-faced, lean-bellied yokels, -
such as myself and Mr. Oliver MacTagger-
ty so often worry our hearts and brains
about! There is not enough beef, not
enough—Ilet’s say—warm clothing.”

The other man chuckled. “And not
enough lamb and mutton. I like mutton.



1 like nice, warm clotblng made from the
wool on a good sheep’s back. In fact”—his
grin stretched from ear to ear—‘I like
everything about a sheep but his bleat and
his smell!”

CHAPTER VII

Derringer Man

ITH one man holding the muzzle of

a six-shooter against his ribs, an-
other was already tying Rip Carson’s
hands behind him. As soon as the two gun-
men finished with him they turned their
attention to Grace Riddell, quickly getting
her hartds behind her.

“Take what they hand you now, Rip,”
Mrs. Carson said grimly, watching her son.
“QOld Botch and poor old Wang Lee are in
the cellar under the kitchen. I don’t know
what they’re doing out in the barn, but I
thought I heard a shot out there a while
ago.”

“Nice of you to tell them!” Oliver Mac-
Taggerty smiled, showing his gold-capped
teeth again. “Nice, too, that Miss Riddell
has caught up with your brone-riding son,
Mrs. Carson. Fell in love with him, it
seems, when she was in Cheyenne. Quite
a daughter-in-law you can have if you
want her. And as we have explained, you
can stay on here as if nothing has hap-
pened, if your husband listens to reason.”

“Yes,” Mary Carson said. “All we do is
to sell what cattle we have for a song and
give Buttz and Farday complete control of
our ranch. Then we’ll go on slaving for the
combine. I think Sam will have an answer
for that.” She jerked up her hand again.
“No, Rip! Keep your mouth shut! Mind
what I'm telling you, son! Right now I
know what is best for all of us. These peo-
ple are cold-blooded killers.”

“Take them away!” The man, Midwell,
jabbed a thumb toward the door behind
them. “Keep. them in the cooler. And an-
other thing! If that damned big black ape
down there doesn’t stop his whining, bring

him up to the top of those cellar steps and
crack his infernal skull!”

Carson knew that the “big black ape”
would be Botch Smith, an old Negro who
had been with the 2 Bar T for more than
twenty years. Botch’s voice came to him
as he was marched on with the girl and
out into the long kitchen. The old Negro
was down there in the rock-walled cellar,
his moaning coming up through the cracks
in the heavy trap-door in the end of the
room.

“Lawd, I don’t want to die!
don’t want to die!”

That was puzzling, and not at all like
Botch. For if ever Rip Carson had known
a fearless man it was Botch. But when the
men with the shotguns opened the trap
Carson saw him sitting down there on a
box with his hands behind him and a lan-
tern burning above him, groaning and sob-
bing as if the gang had scared him half
to death. At his side stood little cherub-
faced Wang Lee who had been 2 Bar T
cook for nearly thirty years. 4

“Shut up down there, you black ape!”
growled one of the men who had lifted the
door. “If you don’t we’ll come down and
bust your skull with a six-shooter!”

“T'll handle Botch!” Carson spoke
through his teeth, white and grim as he
led the way down the steep stairs in front
of Grace. “He’s always been afraid of
guns!”

That was a lie he might have kept from
telling. Within a second after the heavy
door had dropped above them Botch Smith
was. on his feet. His powerful black hands
flew from behind him, cupping like shovels
to Carson’s shoulders. :

“Cuss me out, Rip!” he whispered.
“Help me carry on. They don’t know I’ve
got my hands loose.” His voice shifted
into another groan. “Lawd, Lawd, I don’t
wanta die. Lawd, I—” .

“Shut up, Botch!” Carson’s voice
drowned him out. “They’re not going to
kill you, you old fool!”

“But I'm so scared! Oh, Lawd, I—"

“Shut up!” yelled Carson again. “Damn
it, we’re not going to stand for your weep-
ing and wailing!”

Lawd, I
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NE of the men above them banged a
spurred heel on the floor. “Keep
him quiet or we’ll fix his wagon!”

“What’s the game, Botch?” Carson was

whispering a couple -of seconds later.
“They don’t know what I know, Rip.”
Old Smith again put his big hands on Rip’s
shoulders, voice a whisper. Carson saw
that broken ropes still hung to his black
wrists. “Go take a look while I play on
with my monkey business to keep ’em

j fooled.”

He pointed to a huge old cabinet stand-
ing back under the dusty beams and across
a corner against the stone wall. Hands
behind him, Carson walked to the cabinet
and looked behind it, while old Botch kept
up a low mumbling and pretended crying.

Rip Carson had completely forgotten
that the old cellar under the front part of
the house had been walled-up, leaving
only the long and ample cellar under the
kitchen. Botch had removed about a dozen
big rocks, making” an opening two feet
square in the top of the dividing wall.
Once in the old cellar it would be possible
for them to crawl all the way back to a

point under the bedrooms in the west end

of the house.

Taking only a look at the dark hole, re-
membering everything, Carson turned
back, again lifting his voice.

“T told you to shut up, damn it!”

“Yas, yas-zuh, I'll shut up ’long as you’s
heah!” Botch was putting it on thicker
than ever. His next words were whispers.
“You see what I mean now?”

“Miles ahead of you, Botch. We'll get
under the living room, then back under
the hall between the bedrooms, and may-
be we can lift that old trap in the hall.
What’ll we use for fighting tools if they
catch us?”

“These.” Old Botch looked up with a
grin. “In the palm of each big hand lay a
little two-shot Derringer pistol. “Had ’em
for years, like you know. Soon as I heard
this new trouble was comin’ I slipped ’em
down in my boot legs.” His voice lifted
into another low wail. “Save me! Save
me! I don’t wanta die!”

[Turn page]
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“Shut up, Botch!” Carson grinned and
turned his back for Botch to untie his
wrists. “The next time you let a groan out
of you I'm going to kick you in the belly!”

“That’s the ticket, Carson!” A spurred
heel again banged the ﬁoor above them.
“Give ’im hell!” .

Upstairs in the big living room every-
thing seemed to have settled down peace-
fully again. Always cocksure, especially
where women were concerned, Oliver
MacTaggerty was smiling like a satisfied
cat, gold-capped teeth glinting. His part-
ner, Blandon Midwell had slumped back in
his chair, having no more to do now than
to sit there with his long hands folded in
his lap.

The two gunmen who had handled Rip
and Grace so speedily and effiiciently had
gone into the kitchen to join the other
two with the shotguns. Now they were
drinking coffee at the big range, cocksure
themselves when it came to handling men,
so long as they could hold the muzzle of a
gun in backs or ribs.

Out in the barn an even dozen more of
the bunch were waiting. With them was
an old half-breed Cheyenne Indian they
had found working out a young horse on
a long rope in a rear corral. None of those
in the house knew that it was when the
half-breed had made a sudden attempt to
run that a single shot had been fired just
ahead of his feet in the earthern hallway
and stopped him in his tracks.

Given a little more time, it would all be
over. It was always like this, people fight-
ing back at the start, threatening and curs-
ing as Big Sam Carson would storm when
he came in. Rough and tough handling
would put him in place, make him come
to terms.

ACK in Chicago, up until three years

ago, Oliver MacTaggerty and Blan-

don Midwell had learned the art of selling

~ protection to balky men who at first swore

and be-damned that they wanted no part

of it. Out here among these Western

yokels it was sometimes hard going, but
they all would come around in time.

“Be sensible!” Midwell was again turn-

ing his big guns of argument on Mary Car-
son. “Today Sam Carson stands alone, one
man against the world. Tomorrow he be-
comes part of a magnificent organization,
rich and powerful, backed by the best law-
yers in the country, untouchable as a fight-
ing unit, no longer one man asking—""

“Yes,” she finished it for him, “ ‘the
great organization demanding, forcing, and
receiving.” Mr. Midwell, you and Mr. Mac-
Taggerty have been over it so often I know-
every word of it. Strange that we never
thought of needing ourselves organized
until you two came along! Thank you for
not bringing it up with my son. He’s usu-
ally. quiet and soft-spoken, but he’s not
as patient as I am.”

“You are an amazingly calm and far-
thinking woman, Mrs. Carson! We meet
so few like you it—"

“And I've heard that, too,” she cut him
short again. ‘“You might add just one
thing. I'm not subject to flattery.”

“Think of the blood!” Oliver MacTag-
gerty now leaned forward. “We're here ‘as
gentlemen, trying to bring this thing to a
peaceful end instead of fighting like wild
animals. There has been bloodshed today.
There will be more tomorrow unless you
and your husband listen to reason and use
common sense. Your son or your husband
may be the next to die.”

“And you and your husband and son
are giving away absolutely nothing,
ma’am!” put in Midwell. “You are simply
signing a few legal papers and joining a
large and wonderful organization for your
own protection. You become part of a
great combine. Experts in the cattle busi-
ness are with you, behind you, shielding
you! They’ll know when to sell, when to
buy, the type and breed of cattle to put on
the range. We don’t sell by the dozen, fifty
or a couple of hundred head at a time. We
sell by train loads! Our Eastern offices are
right on the ground at the stock markets.”

“You’ll talk to Sam.” She held up her
hand again, weary of all of it. “Not to me.
I'm not the one to have the say.”

“But you can sway him, Mrs. Carson!
You can talk to him, make h1m see what’s
best all around.”
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“I won’t even try!”

“Then youre a damned fool!” snarled
MacTaggerty. “You're just a dumb old fool
willing to sit here and see your husband
butt his brains to death against a stone wall
—or get his guts shot out! We came here
to have him join the Buttz and‘ Farday
combine. He'll sign up with us, or the
whole damned bunch here will die—Let
her alone from now on, Blandon!”

“Sam Carson’s coming!” one of the men
on the porch called through the front door.
“Four men with him! Damned if they don’t
sort of look like dudes!”

“Handle them as you handled Rip!”
Midwell was suddenly on his feet. “Don’t
kill him if you can help it. Pass the signal
‘to the men in the barn.” He whirled and
spoke to the two shotgun men in the
ktichen. “We’ll soon be through here, then
we can move on for the rest of it!”

“It’s time you started thinking, Mrs.
Carson!” MacTaggerty whirled on her.
“Damn it, you don’t want your husband
and son to die! You have your last oppor-
tunity to—to—"

CHAPTER VIII

Black Puma

AcTAGGERTY stopped short. He
looked at Midwell. Midwell had
turned his head with a jerk and was star-
ing toward the end of the room, trying to
look past the half-open door to the little
hall leading back between the bedrooms.
A noise had sounded back there, some-
thing like a plank cracking, something giv-
ing way under sudden pressure.

The short man on the front porch had
his attention elsewhere. “Damn it, 'm be-
ginning to believe one of them fellers with
Carson is the Glory Hole sheriff and an-
other is his deputy!”

“Ira!” Midwell sent a startled yell now
toward the kitchen, calling to one of the
shotgun men out there. “Get in here and

[Turn page]l

" CRIME 155
- SIKIVAL susines

ON THE SIDE OF THE LAW!

Help fight crime! . . . Earn steady good pay—
as a Finger Print Expert or Investigator.
I.AS. trains you—by easy, low-cost home
study lessons. Learn this exciting work in
spare time. Write for full details now!

OVER 800 POLICE BUREAUS...

Employ I.A.S.-trained men . . . proof of what
LA.S. can do. Write today (state age) for
details. No obligation. No salesmen will eall.

INSTITUTE OF APPLIED SCIENCE

Dept. 7963 1920 Sunnyside Avenue
Chicago 40, Illinois

Prepare for the Bor!

Write today for a copy of our FREE
bDOOK, *‘The Law -Trained Man,”” which
gives the bar rules in your state and
tells how ambitious men and women since 1890 have besn
preparing at home in gpare time for the practice of law by
Studying the famous Blackstone bar-training course. All
needed instruction material is furnished including big
16-volume law library. Law diploma awarded. Moderate
tuitlon; easy monthly terms. Write for FREE book today!

BLACKSTONE SCHOOL OF LAW

225 N. Michigan Ave., Dept. 253, Chicago 1, Iliinois

R
MAKES MOTORIST TOO POOR

ST Car owners who are wasting money, getting poor
gas mileage due o over-rich mixtures, will be
pleased to learn how to save gasoline hy
VACU-MATING OVER-RICH MIXTURES.

Vacu-Matic fits all cars, trucks and tractors.
Automatic _and operates on the supercharge
principle. Easily installed in a few minutes.
: SALESMEN WANTED! Big Profits
For FREE particulars, how you can install one on your own car
for introducing, just send your name and address cn a nosteard to
VACU-MATIC, 7617-1970 W. State St., WAUWATOSA, WIS.

New Easy Way
STOPS .
SMOKING HABIT

TOBACCO BREATH TOBACCO NERVES TOBACCO HEART
Banish forever the tobacco habit with its health
killing effects on heart, throat and lungs. Don’t be
focled by today’s cigarette advertising with its trieky
sayings and catchy jingles. Nicotine IS poisonous and
a real danger to good health. Tobacco smoke DOES
dry out the throat and make you cough! Sensational
SMOK-NO-MOR Tablets must break the smoking
habit within one short .week or money refunded.
Break your tobacco habit today . . . feel better . . .
eat better . . . sleep better. Send no money, pay
postman $3.00 plus postage for liberal supply, cash
orders we pay postage.- Write to:
CURTIS PHARMACAL CO., Dept. i5C
53 W. Jackson Blvd., Chicago 4, {il.

09



b2 STRENGHTEN your voice ‘
/ thistested scientificway.Yes
—you may now be able toim-
speakmg and singing voice— ‘
and in the privacy of your own room!
Self-training lessons, mostly sxlent
Nomusicreqmred FR
Eugene Feuchtinger’s great booklet ‘ ‘How to Develop
. aSgceessfulVomge e Ig:nbsolutely FREE! Youmust ’
state your age. Booklet mailed postpaid in plain wrap-
per. Nosalesman will call, Send your name, age now!
210 8. Clinton St., Studio CX-6, Chicago 6, III.

If you suffer with attacks of Asthma and choke and gasp
for breath, if restful sleep is difficult because of the struggle
Company for a FREE trial of the FRONTIER ASTHMA
MEDICINE, a preparation for temporary symptomatic re-
lief of paroxysms of Bronchial Asthma. No matter where you
live or whether you have faith in any medicine under the sun,
FRONTIER ASsTHMA Co. 448-T FRONTIER BLDG.
462 NIAGARA ST. BurrALo 1, N. Y.
DIRECT TO YOU $I 4 s

DEVELOP A STRONG
prove the POWER of your
WRITE TODAV FOR .
PREFECT VOICE INSTITUTE
to breathe, don’t fail to send at once to the Frontier Asthma
send today for this free trial. It will cost you nothing.
Genuine Beautiful Roekdale

Monuments, Markers. Satis-

faction or MONEY BACK. ® EASY
Freight paid, Write for our TERMS
FREE Catalog and compare prices.

ROCKDALE MONUMENT CO. -
- Dept. 438 . JOLIET, ILLINOIS

New FALSE PLATE

for OLD
IN24 HOURS

Low As Only

51555

Wonderful New Scientlhc Method Trans-

forms OLD, LOOSE, Cracked or Chipped
Plates into LUSTROUS BEAUTY-PINK
DUPONT PLASTIC PLATES

MONEY BACK GUARANTEE

‘Why envy beautiful false teeth of others? We will transform
imur old, loose, cracked or chl?ped late into a beautiful new
htwelz\:tDnPoutBenuty—PmkP ustlc late, nam yourownteeth All
F ulnz and broken teeth
jow; actually save many dollars. No lm re«s:on needed nnder our new
scientific False Plate Method. 24-Hour Service.
SE"n Nn MUNEY Enjoy life again, and saye money on beau-
tiful, new, n'aturnl Iookmg ?Iastlc plate.
Rush name, address for full details sent FR. yonrr te is loose, we
show you how to make it comfortable, tlght ﬁtcmz before duplication.

West Dental Lahoratory, 127 N.Dearborn St., Dept. $-45, Chicage2, lil.
Men or Women—

MﬂNEYf""Yﬂ Full or Part Time

xe % Sell STARK Home Beautifying Plan
‘World famous Stark Bro’s—Oldest, largest nursery in
America—seeks men and women to make money calling
on homeowners. Big demand now for home landscaping
ﬂowenngshrubs roses, shadetrees, vines,
F REE- gthetrtr crn:hments.]gt Allso exclus:vednew
| | ruit trees. Big profit onlarge, easy orders.
wz. Giant sales outfit FREE. Write today.

STARK BRO’S, Desk 6033, Louisiana, Missouri

see what the hell’s going on in the other -
end of this house!”

Something fell in the kitchen as a
short, bottle-bellied man came darting in
with his shotgun in his hand. In a crouch-
ing trot he headed for the half-open door.
Before he could reach it the door was
hurled back. As if it had materialized out
of thin air a grinning, sweat-streaming
black face appeared, white teeth shining.
Old Botch Smith spoke just as Rip Carson
appeared behind him. In the Negro’s right .
hand was a dark glint of metal, the big
fist all but swallowing it.

“I’'m scared of you.” A blaze of fire
came with the words, a burst of noise in
the room. Caught with his shotgun low-
ered in his hand, the little gunman stum-
bled, skidded on a throw rug, and hit the
floor on his back. Out of his hand flew
the shotgun, rattling on the floor as it spun
forward. <

“Under the table, Mis’ Mary!? Old
Botch yelled. “Under the table, ma’am!
My dum-dum bullets will kill the devil!”

He fired his second shot as he yelled.
The two gunmen who had hidden back
of the door to take Carson from hehind
had dropped 'their coffee cups in the
kitchen and were suddenly darting into
the room. With Botch rocking the first
one back on his heels, Carson fired his
first shot, stopping the second man as the
first fell back against him. Both men went
sprawling on the kitchen fioor.

Botch Smith grinned as he lunged for-
ward. In a bobbing blur he grabbed up
the shotgun, but he was not.quick enough
to stop Oliver MacTaggerty. Already on
his feet, the tall man simply wheeled. In
a head-first rush he went plowing into the
two downed men in the doorway, long
legs kicking as he went over them and on
to fall in the kitchen.

“No, you don’t, damn you!”

Blandon Midwell was usually a man
who could think in times like this. As he
yelled he was out of his chair and around
the end of the table. Mrs. Carson was out
of her chair, white-faced. Midwell’s long
arms flapped around her, snatching her
to him.
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“You’ll kill her before you kill ine!”
His voice lifted to a near scream of both
rage and terror. “Help! Everybody get
here—stop these crazy fools!”

Botch had the shotgun now. The man
who had dropped it seemed to be about
to get to his feet dazedly in spite of a
growing red smear spreading across his
stomach. Having no more shots in his
little Derringer Botch did the next best
thing to save the loads in the shotgun.

He tossed the Derringer aside and
lunged closer. A fist that might have been
a big black hammer drove forward. There
was a gushy sound as it struck, and the
dazed man dropped like a beef under a
butcher’s maul. The black hand clawed for
his six-shooters and big cartridge belts.

ARSON still had a shot left in the Der-

ringer in his hand. In the doorway, he
stood watching right and left. Behind him,
coming up through a small opening in the
floor, was Grace Riddell. Right behind her,
a clawing monkey sputtering Chinese,
was old Wang Lee.

“Take a gun, Rip,” Botch Smith handed
him a long six-shooter. “We’re just start-
ing to go places! Watch the doors and
windows until I get that thing loose from
Mis’ Mary!”

“No, you don’t,” yelled Midwell. “I'll
kill her! Damn you, keep away from me!
‘Help, somebody!”

“You got help, lawyer man!” Shotgun
in his left hand, six-shooter in the right,
empty Derringer on the floor, Botch Smith
was still going forward, slowly rocking,
crouching, every inch of him the grinning
black ape they had called him. “You hurt
one hair on Mis’ Mary’s head, and I'm
gonna cut me a little hole in your belly
and pull your guts out one at a time.”

“Keep back, I tell you!”

“Hurt her.” The big Negro grinned,
voice low, eyes glittering black dabs of
onyx. “Hurt just one little hair. I ain’t
never had a chance to take me a lawyer
man apart a gut at a time to see what
makes him so nasty. I ain’t missin’ this
chance.” :
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fired.

“Keep away, damn you!”

“All I've ever got out- of your kind,”
Smith chuckled, making sounds that were
strangely like the clucking of a porcu-
pine, “has been an old jailhouse and all
my money gone. Go on and hurt her!”

Carson fired the big six-shooter then.
The tall, red-headed man on the porch
had jabbed his head inside. It was there
for only an instant, eves popping. At the
six-shooter’s roar it fell back, bits of bone,
flesh and blood flying, the entire chin shot
away.

Old Botch was coming on, creeping
now, black eyes shining, white teeth
gleaming. Blandon Midwell’s mouth was
working, lower jaw a nervously flapping
hinge, dark eyes bulging in their sockets.
Not a sound was coming out of him,
paralyzing terror holding him as if he was
watching a big black puma slowly coming
to him.

Suddenly he moved, and a sound that
might have been a madman’s shriek tore
out of him. With a violent shove he sent
the woman stumbling and falling to her
knees in front of him. Wheeling, he head-
ed for the kitchen, with Botch Smith, the
big panther, leaping the table to follow
him. '

“Keep back, Botch!” Rip yelled as he
“The others are out there!”

A scream came from Midwell. Caught
by a bullet in the left side that shattered
the hip bone, he went down, twisting and
wailing, with his feet still inside the living
room, the rest of him sprawling across the
two gunmen who had fallen backward ¢n
the kitchen floor.

Nothing was stopping Botch Smith. Out
of the corners of his eyes he had seen the
short man leave the front porch to rush
to the hitch-rack and throw himself in the
saddle of one of the chestnut-sorrels.
Wheeling the horse, the man was gone,
yelling something to others out in the
barn as he headed in that direction. The
tall redhead was left behind, lying flat on
his back, arms flung out at either side of
him, chinless, near-mouthless, with his
head in a growing pool of blood.

Flying over the table, eyes and teeth



still shining in that hellish smile, the big
Negro drove the heel of a boot down in
the back of the squirming Midwell's neck.

Oliver MacTaggerty was halfway to the
barn when Botch saw him -through an
open window. Foot still planted against
the struggling and crying Midwell's neck,
he swung up the shotgun. He took a
split-second’s aim.

ITH a roar that seemed to shake

the entire house Old Botch fired
both barrels of the shotgun. The running
Oliver MacTaggerty, out in the bright
sunlight, threw up his long arms as a
double load of buckshot caught him be-
tween the* shoulder blades and pitched
him flat on his face.

Hoof sounds came now, a dozen horses
racing away from the other end of the
big barn, their riders hugging a dense
little thicket of pines. Gunmen were sud-
denly deserting, no longer wanting any
part of it.

A strange quiet now held the big liv-
ing room, broken only by the sounds of
racing hoofs coming from the direction
of Kettle Drum Canyon. Old Botch peeped
back inside. For a moment his eyes were
big and round, then his smile came, and
not with the bared fangs of a black puma.
It was a real smile now, like the smiles
he usually wore, but it was much, much
broader.

“Dog-gone,” he whispered. “Dog-gone,
now ain’t that something the cat hid on
the roof!”

Mrs. Carson was up, on the other side
of the table. Rip was with her. With Rip
was the pretty girl he had brought home
with him”A man just had to blink a couple
of times to see all three of them. They
were in a huddle, arms around each other.
The girl and Mary Carson were crying,
hugging each other, and Rip was hugging
them both at the same time. In the back-
ground, a quiet and pious-looking statue
with his hands folded on his skinny belly,
was little old Wang Lee, his head lowered,
something like a smile in his yellow-
cherub face.
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Over 400,000 Grateful Users

Harley Decoteau, Montpelier, Vt. writes: “The
last brace you sent me was wonderful. I have
been ruptured for 30 years. J am now 36, and
in 30 years, I have never been more pleased.”
Minnie "LaJ . Mi polis, Minn. says’
“ . .. the Rupturé-Easer is very comfortable
and almost a miracle as to the way it holds
one in place, and am very much pleased and
satistied with the belt.”

Frank H. Lewis, Adrian, Michigan writes:
“Thanks to your Rupture-Easer I am able to
continue my work.”

BLESSED RELIEF DAY AND NIGHT — You can

=, Sl€ep in it— work in it—bathe in it!
7 10 DAY TRIAL OFFER

/) Money-back guarantee if you don’t get relief.

Piper Brace Company, Dept. TF-33
811 Wyandotte, Kansas City 6, Mo.

PIPER BRACE CO., DEPT. TF-33

811 Wyandotte, Kansas City 6, Mo.
Please send my RUPTURE-EASER by return mail.

Right Side ] $3.95 Measure around lowest part of
Left Side O $3.95 my abdomen
Double [ $4.95 i INCHES.

{Note: Be sure to give Size and Side when ordering.)
We Prepay Postage except on C.O.D.’s.
Enclosedis: O Money Order [1 Check for$ [ Send C.0.D.

Name.
Address
City and Stote.

"RUSH: THIS COUPON NOW!

Then hell Iooked the situation in the
eye as far as Botch Smith was concerned.
Big Sam Carson was banging up to the
hitch-rack and throwing himself out of
the saddle. Behind him dropped the sher-
iff of Glory Hole and his big deputy. Right
behind the sheriff and the deputy dropped
two big men with shields on their vests.

Dropping the empty shotgun, Botch
Smith was suddenly on the move. In a
couple of jumps he was out the back door
and sidled against the wall, all ears as he
stood there, every muscle stiffened. The
talk and noise inside was all crazy for a
minute, then Sam Carson’s voice was
booming, swelling over.everything else.

“Why, you bet your life they want
them! These are United States deputy
marshals! The government jailed Farday
and Buttz this morning in Wyoming. Now
they’ll take what you’ve got here, mainly
two skunks who call themselves MacTag-
gerty and Midwell. The war’s over, and
this time, damn it, it’ll stay that way!”

There was a lot more of it, but Botch
Smith was not waiting to hear it. As long
as everything was all right with the Car-
sons, then the world was rosy as far as .
Botch was concerned. On the way toward
the barn he stopped and looked at the still
figure of what had been Oliver Mac-
Taggerty. :

“Dog-gone now, dog-gone.” He rubbed
his chin, deeply thoughtful for a moment.
“One of them men back there in the kitch-
en sho’ did shoot you up bad, didn’t they!
You know I didn’t have nothin’ a-tall to
do with it. Me, now, I was just a cryin’
black ape, too scared to lift a hand to
fight!” see

COMING IN THE NEXT- ISSUE

SIX GUNS—SIX GRAVES!

A novel of Owlhoot Law
By ROE RICHMOND

- \- 'd
AND MANY OTHER EXCITING STORIES
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LeamRADIQ-TELEVISION

Servicing or Communications
at Home in Your Spare Time

America’s Fast Growing Industry Offers You

1. EXTRA MONEY _ Sog
IN SPARE TIME -

Many students make $5, $10 a week and more EXTRA

| Th ese Men fixing neighbors’ Radios in spare time while learning. The

1 Trained

day you enroll I start sending you SPECIAL BOOKLETS T e
that show you how. Tester you build, with parts I send, i & B e e b
Employed as helps__vuu m@ke extra money servicing sets, get practical
Transmitter experience. All equipment I send is yours to keep.

Operator

4 omer en- B, GOOD PAY JOB =p

ployer recom-

A mended NRI NRI Courses lead to these and many other jobs: Radio
training. Am now operator and TV service, P.A., Auto Radio, Lab, Factory, and
at Station WKBO.'" A. Herr, Electronic Controls Technicians, Radio and TV Broad-
New Cumberland, Pa. casting, Police, Ship and Airways Operators and Techni-

- cians. Opportunities are increasing. The United States has
over 105 million home and auto Radios—over 2,900
Broadcasting Stations—more expansion is on the way.

f
e

$10 to $15 Week
Spare Time

4 months after | ‘.
e S8 3, BRIGHT FUTURE =b

aged $10 to $15

week spare time servicing  Think of the opportunities in Television. Over 15,000,000 : ey W ks .
radios.”” Willlam Weyde, TV sets are now in use; 108 TV stations are operating Bar L R b SRe Mg

% P

Brooklyn, N.Y. and 1800 new TV stations have been authorized—hun-
dreds of these expected to be in operation in 1953. This

Makes Money means more jobs—good pay jobs with bright futures.

With Own Shop More operators, installation and service technicians will

) be needed. Now is the time to get ready for a successful
Am doing Radlo  future in Television! Want to get ahead ? Find out what
@ servicing [full Radio and Television offer you. Mail card today!
seseizsnais tlme, I owe my
uccess to N.R.L."" Curtlg
otath, Ft. Madison, Iowa.

Works on TV
Color Control

*My position
with WNBT is § Jo
video control e f
engineer on the RCA color
project.’”” W, Deem,
Malverne, N.Y.

FIRST CLASS
PERMIT NO. 20-R

Praises N.R.IL.
as Best Course

' . ''I reallzed a
: ¢  profit of $300 by
g e the time I com-
pleted the course.’”” J. Hopper,
Nitro, West Virginia,

(Sec. 34.9, P.L.&R.)
WASHINGTON, D. C.

BUSINESS REPLY CARD

i

;

{
i
i

I

;

i

I NO POSTAGE STAMP NECESSARY IF MAILED IN THE UNITED STATES
:

:

‘

I

i

:

‘
W

Is Today's
¢}l Good Job

4c POSTAGE WILL BE PAID BY

NATIONAL RADIO INSTITUTE

to coast, Qualify for a good
job as a service technician
or operator. My course
includes TV ... you learn
by practicing on circuits
common to Radio and TV,
Mail card. NRI training is
a tested way to better pay.

16th and U Sts., N. W,

Washington 9, D.C.
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| Will Train You at Home

Do you want a gnnd pay job, a bright
future, security ? Or your own profitable
beeiness? Then get into the fast-growing
RADIO-TELEVISION industry. Keep
“your job while training at home. Hun-
 dreds I've trained are successful RADIO-
TELEVISION TECHNICIANS. Most
- had no previous experience, many no
~more than grammar school education.
Learn Radio-Television principles from
my easy-to-understand illustrated les-
sons. Get practical experience on actual
equipment I furnish. Read below how
many make $5, $10 a week and more

. extra _ﬁx-inf neighbors' radios in spare
o

_t-ime while armng get good jobs, bUlld

&

.........

INng.

fixing neighbors’

Sample Lesson &
64-Page Book

practice with at home.

Mr. J. E. Smith, Pres.. N

Television.'

NAME .. :..

ADDRESS ..

Earn Whlle You Learn

‘g Keep your job while train-

ey e I show you how to
earn extra money while
learning at home. | start
sending you Special Book-
lets that start teaching you
servicing jobs the day you
enroll. Multitester vou build
with my equipment helps.
Many students make $5,
$10 and more a week extra
radios
evenings and Saturdavs.

CUT OUT AND MAIL THIS CARD

This card entitles vou to Actual Lesson from NRI

Course: see how yvou learn Radio-Television at home.
You'lt also receive my 64-page book. “How to be a
Success in Radio-Television.”” You'll read what my

graduates are doing. earning: see photos f‘r{‘QLl]p"ﬂPHI vou
Cut out and mail this

" NO STAMP NEEDED! WE PAY POSTAGE

‘ational Radio Inst..
Mail me Sample Lesson and Beok. “How teo be a
(No salesman will call, Please write plainly.)

lllllllllllllllllllll

llllllllllllll

for GOOD PAY JOBS in

successful businesses of their own. It's
where you find %nwth that you also find
opportunity. adio-TV industry is

rowing fast. Send for MY FREE

OUBLE OFFER. Postage-free card
entitles you to an actual lesson that
shows how practical it is to learn Radio-
Television at home. You'll also receive
my 64-Page Book, *“How to Be a Success
in Radio-Television.”” Read what my
graduates are doing, earning, see photos
of equipment you practice with at hume
Cut out and mail card today...no
stamp needed! J. E. Smith, Pres:dent,
National Radio Institute, Waﬂhingtun
9, D, C. Our 39th Year! .

Parts | Send

the many

ment

RE

card now!

D.C.

Success 1n Radio-

Washington 9,

uuuuu

.._.I'
g -
. e e
[ .'_._'.:.:.:‘ - - T,
- b - ) L
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Shown at right are just a few of
pieces of equipment Mo
NRI students buyild with kits of .
parts I furnish. You use this

equipment to get practlual experi-
ence, make many tests. Practice
servicing radios or operating
Transmitter. You build Multitester
valuable in servicing sets, earn
extra money fixing nelghbnrs
radios in spare time ... experi-
with circuits common to
both Radio and Television. All
equlpment 1 send IS yours to keep

.......
T

: '.':‘n.\_|

Want Your Own
Business ?

Let me show you how vou
can be your own boss.
Many NRI trained men
Etﬂl‘i’ their own business
with capital earned in spare
o time. Robert Dohmen,
o New Praﬁue. Minn., whose

| store is shown below, says,
“Am now tied in with two
television outfita and do
warranty work for dealers.
Often fall back to NRI
textbooks for information,””

»
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