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$200 a Mouth in
Own Business
*For several
years I havebeen
in business for
“myself
sround  ¥200
month, Business
has steadily in-
creased. I have N.R.1 to
thank for my star{ in this
field. *'—. J. FROEH-
NERB, 800 W. Texas Ave.,
Goote Creek, Texss.
$5 to $10 Week
In Spare Time

8D
Ragio
svelsge from 35
to 310 a weel
I gften wished
that ¥ :bad en- .
rolled sooner becguse all this
extra jmoney sure does come
in_Handy./*~THEQDORE XK.
DuUBREE, XHorsham, Penn.
Sergeanf in
Signai  Corps
‘I am now &
%ergeant, in the
7

3 3 my,
Signal Corps. My
duties cover Ra-
dip  operating,
maintenance _of
A Transmitters and Re-
celvers, handling duties of the
Chief Operator in his ab-
sermce.”” RGEANT RICH-
ARD W, ANDERSON, TU.
S, Army. (Address omitted
for military reasons.)

Men likely to go into
military service, soldiers,

sailors, marines. sbould
mail the Coupon Now!
Learning Radio helps men
get extra rank, extra pres-
tige, more _interesting
duties, much higher
pay. Also prepares for
-good Radio jobs after

gervice ends s Smart
to Train for Radio NOW!

ERE is a quick way to better pay. Radio offers

you the opportunity to make $5, $10 a week
extra in spare time a few months from now and to
prepare for good full time Radio jobs paying up teo
850 a week. MAIL COUPON. Get. my Sample Les-
sonsFREE. Examine it, read it—see how easy it
is to understand. See how I train you at home in
spare time to be a Radio Operator or Radio
Technician.

Real Opportunities for Beginners fo Learn
Then Earn Up to $50 a Week
Broadeasting stations (882 in the U.S.) employ
thousends of Radio Technicians with average pay
among the country’s best paid industries. The Ra-
dio repair business is booming due to shortage of
new home and auto Radio sets, (there are 57,400,-
000 in use) giving good jobs to-thousands. Many
other Radio Technicians take advantage of these
opportunities to have their own Radio.Service busi-
nesges. The ‘Government needs many Clvilian Radio
Operators, Techniciang. Think of the many good-pay
jobs in connection with Aviation, Commercial, Po-
lice Radio and Public Address Systems. N. R. L
gives you the required knowledge of Radio for those
jobs. N. R.I. trains you to be ready when Tele-
vision opens new jobs. Mail the COUPON, NOW!

I'fl-Show You How to Make 35, $10 a Week
Exira in Spare Time While Learning
Nearly every neighberhood offers opportunities for
a part time Radio Technician to make good money
fixing Radio sets. I give you special training to
show you how to start cashing in on these oppor-
tunities early. You get Radio parts and instructions
for building test equipment, for conducting experi-
ments that give you valuable, practical experience.
My fifty-fifty method—half working with Radio
parts, half studying my Lesson Texts—makes learn-
ing Radio at bome interesting, fascinating, practical.
Find Out How I Train You ot Home
For Good Pay in Radio
MATIL THE COUPON. I'll send you a Sample Les-
son and my 64-page book FREE. Learn about my
Course; the types of jobs in different branches of
Radio. Read letters from more than 100 men I
bave trained so you can see what they are doing,
earning. MAIL THE COUPON in an envelope or
paste it on @ penny postal

J. E. SMITH, President , 7
Dept. 2JA2, National Radio Insfitute
Washington, D. C.

TRAINING MEN FOR VITAL RADIO JOBS

employ Radio Technicians as operators, installation,
maintenance men and in other fascinating, steady,
well-paying technical jobs. FIXING RADIO SETS
{bottors jllustration), a booming field today pays
many Radlo Technicians $30, $40, $50 a week.
Others hold their regular jobs and make $5 to $10
& week extra in spare time.

- This FREE BOOK has Helped Hundredss -
of Men to Make More Money = - .

Mr. J. E. Smith, President, Dept. 2JA2
NATIONAL RADIO INSTITUTE, Washington, D. C.

Mail me FREE, without obligation, your Sample Lesson and 64-page book, “Rich Rewards in.
Radio.” (No Salesman will call. Please write plainly.)
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THE KID GOES GUN-WOLF
Bl WoFord . . ... 10

A stolen girl, a terrified father, and
ond intimidated town were the in-
gredients in this coyote setup. And
the Silver Kid found that he had to
take up quarters in jail and tack on
the name of a wanted man before
he could draw chips in the gamel!
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Bronc Howden had his father’s past

—— to fight as well as his own sins; and
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Witness.
VALLEY OF WHISPERING DEATH ................ By Archie Joscelyn 61
There was something in that valley that killed and it wasn't bullets, knives, or ropes!
MEDICO'SBADMEDICINE ...............co0innn.nn By Cliff Campbell 74

Duty demanded that Clint Harbison save the life of the wounded owlhoot, but Clint
knew that his own position were beiter if the polecat died! And it was more than
just the gun at Clint’s back that urged him to make that fatal mistake!

SIX-GUN REVIVAL AT GOSPELGULCH ............ By A. Kenneth Brent 79
C. Lemuel Pernberry was a man of peace, but it wasn’t healthy to cross him twicel :
GUNSMOKE - CURE =~ . . e By Lee Floren 84

Only gunsmoke could cure Rusty Midland's fear of guns!
A WESTERN FACT ARTICLE

BOOTHILL BONANZAS ...... ... ... . iicooconnn By Kenneth P. Wood 69
About some of those fabulously rich mines which mostly enriched Heli!

Robert W. Lowndes - Editor
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you simplified instruction in every

phase of figuring /
work, PLUS a FREE Del
fessional 1@ inch SIIDE RULE.
Saves time, simplifies all calculat-
ing, fractions, esthmnating, percentage,
decimals, costs, ratios, ete. Complete
instructiong for using s Slide Rule,
BOTH FREE—with
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THIS VALUABLE NEW BOOK,
“Mathematics Made KEasy’’ ~— gives
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“A BETTER JOB and BIGGER PAY

Thru New
SHADOWGRAPH Method
~—You Read Blueprints the First Day

BLUEPRINT READING

AMAZING NEW INVENTION MEN of ALL AGES

Makes Blueprint Reading Easy as Seeing a Movie and  ALL ard RADES
Learn at Home—Easily, Quickly—In Spare Time Mochante, S %zr;f, ‘;?ﬁ‘i‘ési;‘ﬁ,t’,:

THOUSANDS OF MEN WANTED AT ONCE! | 3fitiiisse. Siet” seial Worker
Tgcl Maker, Electrician, Stee}

Better Jobs — Bigger Pay are waiting for men who can READ BLUEPRINTS. Here, at last, Worlker, ‘Avlation Mechanie, ete

Is a4 new quick and easy shortcut way to learn Blueprint Reading at Home in an amazingly you must know

short time — at an unbelievably Jow cost. This sensational ‘‘Shadowgraph’” Method of Blue- lLuEPR'NT lEAplNG

Irint Reading was created by Natlonally Famous Experts — skilled in teaching technical to win promotion

subjects to men Without previous technical education. They have eliminated sli complicated de- and Dbigger pay

tails, they explain al technical words in simple language. Contains eversthing you need to

Enow about Reading Blueprints — no matter what kind

of work you do,

NOW ANYONE CAN READ BLUEPRINTS L
Home Study

Everything about Blueprint Reading is put right at your | i X \
finger-tips! Simple es A, B, C. No need to attend an ! 4 Touhae:
expensive trade or technical scheol. No previous technical IU[PRHJ
or specfal education is needed. Here’s a speedy Blue- 2 Bl y
print Beading Course for all trades that i3 ABSOLUTELY EAD[\'G
different. No_dry testbooks — you learn by seeing and R :
doing — and you READ BLUEPRINTS from the very o
FIRST DAY. With this amazing new method—a few
minutes 2 day is all you need to read Blueprints
on sight. This simplified, spare-time, Home Study
Course meets all Blueprint Requirements for Civil
Service and National Defense Jobs.

H. V. WALSH, B.

QUALIFY QUICKLY : x
FOR A BIG PAY JOB ;gggfgz%z; Goumbls,

y B.8S., C.E., Prot..

Here is reslly big news for you — if you have Sehool of Tech., City Col-
a job, or if you want a job in any branch of lege,N.Y. ; F. 'E. BURNS,
aviation, shipbuilding, sheet metal work, weld- B.8., M.E., Prof., New-
ing, electricity, machine tocling, plumbing, car- ark Co. of Engineering.
pentry, radio, building, automotive and Diesel En- .
gineering, or sny other of the mechanieal, con-
struction or DEFENSE INDUSTRIES—the AUS-
TIN TECH., ‘‘Shadowgraph’’ Methor CAN HELP YOU QUALIFY for a BETTER
JOB AND BIGGER PAY in an amazingly short time. This marvelous home-
study method is so easy—it enables even a school boy to learn Blueprint Reading
from the first day!

This 24-Volume Blueprint Reading Course is packed in a specially con-

structed bookcase, which in itself is a unique *“Working Model”” designed
.!o enable you to read Blueprints from the first day. The Course contains

over 600 Actual Blueprints—Charts—Tables—Diagrams—=S8igns—Symbals

?;d otsh_le;l Instructive Pictures that help you to read Blueprints practical-

on gight.

EVERYTHING IS SENT TO YOU AT ONCE!
FOR 5 DAYS FREE EXAMINATION
The complete 24-Volume Blueprint Reading Course is sent to you together with
the specially constructed ‘‘Working Model’”’ Bookcase. You also get FREE—*‘Math-
ematics Made Easy’’ and Professional Slide Rule. Everything is sent in one ship-
l:f;‘ii_rgg'f TODAY — DUE TO RISING PRICES FREE GIFT OFFER IS
AUSTIN TECHNICAL INSTITUTE
899 Broad Streef, Div. H-10, Newark, N. J.

SEND NO MONEY

CREATED BY
NOTED EXPERTS

FREE EXAMINATION

AUSTIN TECHNICAL INSTITUTE
899 Broad St., Div. H-10, Newark, N. L

Send me on FREE APPROVAL your com-
plete 24-Volume Blueprint Reading Course
with special ‘‘Working Model” Bookcase.

am to get FREE ‘Mathematics Made Easy’
and Professional Slide Rule, I will pay post-
man $1.95, plus postage and C. 0, D
charges on arrival. If X return everythibg
within 5 days you are to refund my money
in full. Otherwise I will remit $2 moptbly
for 3 montbs and a final payment of $1 for
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is paid. (10% discount if full payment ac-
companies order—same refund guarantee.)

Address . .isescesistirsnsissccasocsesnma
NOTE: It you enclose $1.95 with coupon—
we will pay all postage charges. Every cent
refunded if not satisfied.




FOOT ITCH ..

ATHLETE'S FOOT

PAY NOTHING
TILL RELIEVEI

Send Coupon

At least 509 of the adult population of the United
States are being attacked by the disease known as
Athlete’s Toot.

Usually the disease starts between the toes. Little
watery blisters form, and the skin cracks and peels.
After a while, the itching becomes intense, and you
feel as though you would like to scratch off all the
skin.

BEWARE OF IT SPREADING

Often the disease travels all over the bottom of
the feet. The soles of your feet become red and
swollen. The skin also cracks and peels, and the
itching becomes worse and worse.

Get relief from this disease as quickly as possible,
because it is very contagious, and it may go to your
{xa,nds or even to the under arm or crotch of the
egs.

&

WHY
CHANCES?

The germ that causes the dis-
ease is known as Tinea Trichopn-
yton. It buries itself deep in the
tissues of the skin and is very
hard to kill. A test made shows
it takes 15 minutes of boiling to
destroy the germ, whereas, upon
contact, laboratory tests show
that H. F. will kill the germ Tinea
Trichophyton within 15 seconds.

H. F. was developed solely for
the purpose of relieving Athlete’s
foot. It is a liquid that penetrates
and dries quickly. You just paint
the affected parts. H. F. gently
peels the skin, which enables it
to get to parasites which exist
under the outer cuticle.

ITCHING OFTEN
RELIEVED QUICKLY

As soon as you apply H. F. you may
find that the itching is relieved. You
should paint the infected part with
H. F. every night until your feet are
better. Usually this takes from three
to ten days.

. F. should leave the slkin soft
and smooth. You may marvel at the
quick way it brings you reljef. It costs
you nothing to try, so if you are
troubled with Athlete’'s Foot why walit
a day longer?

H. F. SENT
ON FREE TRIAL

Sign and mail the coupon,
and a bottle of H. F. will be
mailed you immediately.
Don’t send any money and
don’t pay the postman any
money; don't pay any-
thing any time unless
H. F. is helping you. If it
does help you, we know
you will be glad to send
us $1 for the bottle at
the end of ten days.
That's how much faith
we havein H. F. Read,
sign and mail the cou-
pon today.

GORE PRODUCTS, Inc. D.A.

881 Perdido St., New Orleans, La.

Please send me immediately a bottle of H. F.
for foot trouble as described above. I agree to use
it according to directions. If at the end of 10 days
my feet are getting better, I will send you 3L
If I am not entirely satisfied, I will return the
unused portion of the bottle to you within 16 days
from the time I receive it.

NAME .. .ceeevccccvcscsnctsonstccscasssssstrssecee
ADDRESS scc-000 Bososscsosseossscenscosccsoses SN
CITY STATH....coonese
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“Give me just 15 minutes
a day—and I'll PROVE

" 1 can Work Wonders with
YOUR BODY {7t (it

Holder of Title,“World's Most Perfectly Developed Man’;

\l HEN you stand before your mirror, stripped to the skin,
what do you see? A body you can be really proud of? A
build that others admire and talk about? OR—are you fat and
flabby? Or skinny and gawky? Are your arms and legs like
rails—when they should and CAN be driving pistons of power?

If you're honest eneugh with yourself to admit that physi-
cally you're only half a man now—then I want to prove I can
make you a SUPERMAN in double-quick time!

Friend, T KNOW what it means to be on the ‘“no-muscle” -
side of the fence. I was there myself at one time! Weighed
exactly 97 pounds. A skinny, string-bean body that was so com-
ical others laughed at me. But to me it was no joke. I was
ashamed to strip for sports or undress for a swim,

My Discovery

Then I discovered “‘Dynamic Tension.” In record time it built my
body to such ideal proportions that when I faced all comers in open
competition the judges awarded me the title ‘‘The World’'s Most Per-
fectly Developed Man.”

“Dynamic Tension’’ is the NATURAL method for building your body
into the physical perfection every man wants. I’ve seen it work wonders
for otllle‘r men. T'll show you photographs of them so you can see for
yourself!

Only 15 Minutes a Day

Musecles grow fast the “Dynamic Tension’’ way! Yon don’t slave away
at monotonous, tiresome, ‘‘squirrel-in-a-cage’’ motions that get nowhere.
Instead, this ‘method is actually fun! You feel yourself developing!

That's why I say—'‘Give me the chance to prove it and I'll OPEN
YOUR EYES!’ No two ways about it. Tell me where you want the
muscles and I'l} make {t my job to put them there. gm P s

Right in that body of yours is all the makings of an Atlas Champion. mtl:nl sph:mgnph of
I'll show you exactly how to get a handsome, husky pair of shoulders— the holder of the title
& deep, he-man chest—arm and leg muscles hard as rocks yet limber as ‘The World's Most

a whip—rippled guards of solid muscles Perfectly Developed
across your stomach (the surest pro- Man”

HARLES ATLAS

Here's PROOF tection against rupture)—every inch of
Righf Here! you all man, he-man, SUPERMAN!
‘“Results come o fast N

through your method that it f

seems just as if some ma- en fOI’ FREE OOK
gician put en the pounds of
solid muscle just where you

6
CHARLES ATLAS, Depf. 4-Z :
115 East 23rd St., New York, N.Y. :

]
|
> i
want them!"” “I don’t ask a penny to tell you the story of K
— i Dynamic Tension’’ and show you actual photo- upy. B
“Feel lik;”'a L,,';mi'g,{“gg{_‘ graphs of the amazing results it has given other § T Want the proof that your system of "Dy
lars and have a 44 in, nor- men, voung and old. And I don’t know why it ¥ namic Tension” will help make a New Man of
mal chest—a 2 ng Gﬁlzp::-' shouldn’t do just as much for YOU! : me—give me a healthy, husky body and big g
—L. A. S, inois So mail this coupon right now for full details. muscular development. Send me your free book, &
“My doctor _thinks your ’ 3 j1- B g 2 %
course is fine. Have put two {ulsltriigg sl;gttx‘k.at -?ES?_}REE—’M i1 g “Everlasting Health and Strength.” E
inches on my chest and % erlasting Health and ¥ :
inch on my neck.’” Strength.”” Packed E 2
—B. L., Oregon with photes. | ] -
‘“My muscles are bulging tell you how to start ¥ R
out and I feel like a .new putting “‘Dynamic ]
man. My chest measures 38 Tension’’ to work for 4  }
in., an inctease of 5 in., and YOUR body. And re- B H
my neck increased 2 in.”” member, it’s FREB, ¥
=G. M., Ohio Get it now! Mail the E :
““Yonr Dook opened my coupon t0 me per= B 13
eyes . . . 11-4 in, gain on sonally. C S ¥ |
my biceps and 1 in. more on ATLAS, Dept. 4-Z, a
my chest!” —J. F., Penna. 115 East 23rd Street, R M
New York, N. Y. husnm y




' < A KEY TO
NMODERN SHOP PRACTICE

0 PRACTICAL INSIDE INFORMATION
ForEvery Machinist, Toolmaker, Engi-
neer, Machine Operator, Mechanical
Draughtsman, Metal Worker, Mechan-
ic or Student. This 1600 Page Handy
Book Covers Modern Machine Shop
Practice in All Its Branches.

A COMPLETE INSTRUCTOR WITH
READY REFERENCE INDEX
New from Cover to Cover. Tells How to
Operate and Set Up Lathes, Screw &

Milling Machines, Shapers, Drill Presses
& All Other Machine Tools.

'S PRACTICAL BOCKS IN ONE!
60 FULLY ILLUSTRATED CHAPTERS

Covering: 1—Modern Machine Shop
Practice. 2—Blue Print Reading and
How to Draw.3—Calculations & Mathe«
matics for Machinists. 4—Shop Physics.
S—,HOW to Use the Slide Rule.

L vt " _.ASK TO SEE IT!_

A SHOP COMPANION THAT ANSWERS YOUR QUESTIONS THEO.AUDEL & CO., 49 West 23rd St., New York

Easy to read and understand—flexible covers—Handy Mail AUDELS MACHINISTS & TOOLMAK-

size b x 614 x 2—a ready reference that answers your ERS HANDY BOOK, Price $4 on 7 Days Free
. Trial. If O. K. I will remit $1 in 7 days and $1
questions accurately. Monthly until $4 is Paid. Otherwise I will return it.

i
|
T0 ‘GET THIS ASSISTANCE FOR f4.°°MP‘-ETE T
|
|

YOURSELF SIMPLY FILL IN AND pay $E a
MAIL COUPON TODAY ONLY H Mo.

THEO. AUDEL & CO.,49 W. 23rd St., NewYork

Address,

o

Reference.
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Amazing Gift Offer to

READERS OF
THIS MAGAZINE

VALUABLE ENCYCLOPEDIA VOLUME

WORTH

s R

VOLUMES
NEW
EDITION
22,000
ARTICLES

1400 ILLUS-
TRATIONS

CLEAR

READERS' ENCYCLOPEDIA GIFT COUPON
BOOK GIVE-AWAY FLAN Enclose 7c¢ and 3¢ stamp
r. 0. BON NO. 56 (or 10¢ coin) to cover
Brooklyn, N. Y. malling cost.

Please send me my gift Volume One of the Modern Concise
Encyclopedia. 1 encluse 7¢ and 3¢ stamp (or 10c col ) to cover
mailing cost on my gift bovk. Please also reserve the balance
of a set in my name. After 1 examine my, gift Volume One. 1
san cancel this reseivai : otherwise you may send me the resi
of the seL at the rate of a volume a week. d 1 will pay the
pustman C O0.D. the SPECIAL GIFT PRICE of only 79¢ a vol-
ume (plus a small mailing charge) and NO MORE! »

VOLUME ONE IS MINE TO KEEP IN ANY .CASE
NAME [, <...s0ss O PR N L e NSy D A s S A e D
ADDRESS _...... AR e R T DA S L e T P P
CITY & STATE ,).vveevnsranrsssssrrorransennss 58-A

3

@

=AND A
3¢ STAMP

NO STRINGS! NO CATCHES! NOTHING TO IUY;

Yes, the valuable bovk pictured here is OUR GIFF TO YOU,
and all you need to do to receive it Is simply te mait in the QI
Coupon below at left, enclosing only the small cost of mailing the
book te you. Then, as soom as we receive your Coupon. we mail yeu
this important 224-page Book—Volume One of the MODERN CON-{
CISE ENCYCLOPEDIA In the very latest edition! We send It to
you without charging ycu ome penny of what the volume cost s, ;
And more! 1f you desire, ter examining your gift volume, we glue;
you the privilege of rec # the rest of the bip, fficen-volume set;
ALMOST AS A GIFT! .

Finest Cohcise Encyclopedia in Americe—Newest Edition!
Imagine owning a beautiful, brand-new ecdition of the finest l:un-]
*e encyelopediz in America st NEXT TO NO EXPENSE! Books;

IGGER than (ull llbrary-size, handsemely bound In deep green'
cloth. stamped in red, and gilded—expensively made volumes you!
will be prond to own . . . That Is a dream come true for unteld;
thousands of widc-awake, intelligent Amertcan families,

A Necessity for Every Home
Here is an encyelopedia written for YOU—to find In an instant the
information you seek on Hlstory, Blography, Medicine; Industry,
Finance, Music, Rellzlon, and 22 000 MORE subjects—illustrated
with pictures. msps, and photographs made for this edition—a richy
of Information glving you more usable FACTS than the ay-
college educativn’

Every subject, written by high authoritles, is In conclse, easy-
to-understand lanzuage. so you can grasp Inforwation at a glance.
Frerything is so crystal-clear that, even your children will find these,
wlumes an fovaluahle ald In thelr schoolwork—and you. too, wilt!
use them every day of your life’ No books In the whole world arey
more of 4 NECESSITY for cvery home!

14 More Books—Practically a Gift 2
When you receive ur gift Volume One, you become entitled to an
EXTRRA PRIVILEGE. Ws reserve in your name the rest of the fif-
teen volumes. And-—unless you wish to cancel the reservation after
examining your gift volume—you can rcceive the other volumes, ong
each week 28 they come off the presses.

But you will not be churged fer these volumes at thelr us - ub
high cost—merely a privilege price thut Is just a fraction of their]
vilue—a price so small every reader will know he s recelving themy
ALMOST AS A GIFT! ‘

Remember these are  genul yelopedias—books ~ordinarily
selling at prices so great as to be beyond the reach of the average
family They are the hooks every man and womun nceds s an ung)
vatalleled aid in business and In sovial lfe—ihat cvery pareus,
#very wuge earner, every sfudent has always wanted to owni

HOW EVERY READER GETS A GIFY BOONW
Fith in and ‘mall the Girt Coupon at beff, encl Tc uny
4 3¢ stamp (or 10¢ in coln). This is to cover only the ms:,
of handling and ‘'mailing the bovk to you The book iteclff
is FRKEE—our gift to you to enab’e you to dJecide whethes)
you want (he rest of the set or net,

At the same time we reserve the other 14 volwmes -inj
your name. ziving you the privilegze of recelving these vols
unies as they come off the presses, You can cancel this ress
ervation Jf you wish, aftee yail receive and examine you
gift book. But If you decide not to cancel the reservation.
you will receive the remaindes of (Bt set at the rate of on

baok earh weck, p'.rym:

the pastman  the SPE
ClAL GIFT PRICE
only 79 per volume, plug
a small malling «charge-
and NO MORE!

Send in for your giff
volume TODAY.

Remember that ecotts of
materials and - manufac-
ture are climbing 3o rap-
idly we cannot guarantees
to keep this amazing of-
fer' open more thap x;
timiled time. And ey
have only limite? guanfi.
gu u' hand. So DON'T

ELAY: Send off ti
Gift Coupon AT D_NC;?
Copyright 1943 Book ‘Givg-Awey Plap, LIV




THE

KID GOES GUN-WOLF

A Quick-Trigger Novel

By
T. W. Ford

19
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In the broken hills behind Durango, a lobo had his gun-bets coppered with a
stolen girl. And Bat Butcher was ripping the Rd off Hell as a terrified father
and an intimidated town stood with shooting irons shackled. Then the Silver
Kid slapped his shell sign on one of the killers and decided to draw cariridges in
the bloody game. But he had to go to jail and borrow a wanted man's name
before he could really ride the trigger trail . . .
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* The Kid CGoes Gun-Wo!f*

A Smashing New Novel

By T. W. Ford

T WAS raining in hard rifling splinters
l of water. They made a rattling sound

bouncing off Solo Strant’s slicker as he
swung into Durange. He crossed the bridge
over the gurgling creek in the darkness,
passed under a huge eucalyptus tree and
moved down the main street. It seemed
quict enough. Then he found his fingers
caressing that tiny silver skull joining his
sombrero strings at his throat. And that
involuntary gesture was a sure-fire sign of
blood due on the moon.

He slipped a hand across his body to
one of those twin silver-stocked guns slung
butt foremost on his hip. Strant, the Sil-
ver Kid, was a cross-arm draw gunslinger.
Then he chuckled on the night and dropped
his hand away as he passed a General Store.
There the proprietor was putting up the

. shutters for the night. The Kid was at
the corner of a side road when he thought
he heard one of the shutters bang with a
hard flat sound through the rain. There
was another report seconds later. Solo
glanced back over his shoulder. The pro-
prictor was staring his way, revealed in the
glow from his store windows.

There was something wrong. Solo sensed
it. Down the side street he saw the sign
of a big gambling hall named the Mus-
tang. Even as he glanced at it through the
wind-swirled rain, a handful of men flung
open the deuble doers and came backing
out. Then there was that flat bang, muf-
fled by the spatter of the rain, again. Only
this time the Kid knew it was a gun. He
saw its muzzle flash in the hand of one of
that bunch. There was a torn cry of pain
from somebody in the gambling place.

It was a holdup. And Solo Strant went
into action inside of a split second. But
he had overlooked that watcher in the shad-
ows down by the corner of the gambling
hall. The watcher had spotted the Kid
though. As he fed the spur steel to his
paint pony, Sorghum, the ether rushed his
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cayuse out into the road. Two shugs ripped
by the Kid’s hat. Solo was just clearing his
left gun from its scabbard. It caught meo-
mentarily on his slicker. He tried to swing
the paint horse clear.

But the other rode crashing into him.
The slight Kid was hurtled from the sad-
dle as his animal, taken on the flank, was
batted off its feet. Solo struck in the mud,
skidded on his chest through the soggy
weeds of the gutter. And then his head
came up sharply against the base of a cFost.
He was knocked half out, badly stunned.

He heard the crash of guns and the
screams of men around him. A stray slug
jetted the mud inches from a leg as he sat
there helpless for seconds. “Let ‘em go
—let 'em go, for the love of Gawd!” some-
body was shouting.

Solo Strant scrambled to his feet, had
both guns out and cocked. He spat salty
tasting blood from a lip gash; slid forward
with that cat-like tread and crouch he used
when he went into action. The road in
front of the Mustang was a vortex of ‘men
whose outlines were blurred by the rain.
The hold-up bunch had their horses but
were backing down toward the main road as
they led them, presenting a solid front to -
the gambling hall crowd. Two hombres
toted money sacks packed with dinero.

The Kid was about to cut loose with
his hoglegs. And one of the outlaws sang
out: "Hold your fire—or something’ll hap-
pen to the girl!” ;

Solo Strant’s thumbs froze on the eared-
back gun hammers. He couldn’t risk loos-
ing a hail of hot lead in that tricky light if
they had a girl as hostage. He ctouched
beside the stairs of a darkened- store, furi-
ous with impatience. Two of the hold-up
gang detached themselves, swung up into
the saddle. The Kid's twin guns crackled
hotly, bucking in his small but deadly
hands.

One of those men pitched from the kak,



screaming as he clutched at a hit shoulder.
The other weat up rigid in his sticrups,
grabbing at his head. But he managed to
whirl his pony and dash out to the intersec-
tion of the main road.

The Kid scooted ahead a few yards,
sidling into some scrub growth before a
butnt-out cabin. He held an advantage as
long as they couldn’t locate him. The out-
law leader yelled about what would happen
to the girl again. Through the curtain of
rain, Solo glimpsed the bunch at bay in the
entrance to the gambling hall.

“Let 'em go—it’s the Butcher bunch!” a
man there roared in a throaty froglike voice.
Solo picked him out. His body fitted his
voice. He was crippled, having just stamps
short of his knees for legs. He had a
mane of iron-gray hair over a great square
face with heavy shoulders. The Kid saw
how he got those shoulders when he swung
himseif down the gambling hall steps, walk-
ing on his.arms. He clutched a couple of
rockerlike blocks of wood with leather straps
which served his hands as shoes. He was
Judge Hondo Race. He whipped out a
gun as he bellowed to the gambling hall
crawd again.

OLO STRANT couldn’t savvy it. He
was playing his own hand in his own

way, solo, as usual.
Everybody was shouting. One of the out-
laws sent a couple of shots high through
the doorway of the Mustang. The man

limned himself in the glow of the coal-oil .

lamp inside a moment. Solo saw there was
no girl near him. Fired. Again. His
second slug tore through the hombre’s leg,
dropping him. The Kid could have drilled
him dead center. But he hated bloodshed
and killing, always avoided the latter when
possible.

His two shots had given away his po-
sition. One of the lobos screamed warn-
ing. They whirled as they retreated, two
more now in the saddle. They sought him
out in the rain and the yellow sheen of his
slicker gave him away. Guns were winking
at him through the gloom. Wicked smg-
ing lead sliced the brush around him.
hunk of it opened up 2 sleeve of his sltcker
He was darting and ducking, flitting from
spot to spot. He fired back twice. Heard a
man cufse in pain.

Then a bullet knifed open Solo’s right
forearm and his gun in that hand sagged.
He sighted a tall man looming out of the
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fain. And he was the leader with the girl
entertainer from the gambling place, He
held her in her spangled frock in one great
arm, almost wholly shielding him. He was
a stoop-shouldered gent with bulging black
eyebrows that were fearsome. M was plain
he was on the kill trail.

The Kid didn’t really have a chaace un-
ess he wanted to take a chance on at least
wounding the girl. He lunged sideward
as the outlaw shot again. A light flashed
on in a window behind Solo. He was in
a tight. Daringly he dived straight forward,
felt a slug breeze by his cheek. He landed
on his chest, got an elbow propped up.

The outlaw leader lunged forward to
shoot downward. The struggling girl tore
herself half away. And Solo had a glimpse

of the other man’s shooting arm. The Kid =

triggered. And the outlaw reared back,
Colt flying from his fingers, arm flinging
upward. Blood spurted from a welt of a
bullet track across the back of that hand.
The Kid's slug had creased him.

The gun ruckus was as good as over. The
gambling hall gitl ripped free and fell in
the mud. The big lobo with the beetling
brows swung and ran alongside a horse,
hauled himself into the leather. The bunch
high-tailed it. = Jumping up, Solo slammed
the trigger of his left-hand gun at them
until it clicked empty. It was only then he
thought of the flesh wound in his right
forearm. Crimson dripped down onto his
hand.

He pulled off his neckerchief, yanked up
his slicker and shirct sleeve, got the bandana
knotted around the torn flesh. ‘Then he
cursed himself softly for not thinking of
his horse. He was still slightly stunned:
from that fall. But by the time he found
the paint calmly grazing in an alley down-
by the corner, it was too late for successful °

rsuit in that rain.

Still baffled by the way the townsmen had
been cowed, he led the animal back toward
the scene of the shooting fray. The two
men he had wounded were prisoners, herded
in by the crowd. Some men rushed up to
shake the Kid's hand and congratulate him.
Judge Hondo Race came swinging along
the wooden sidewalk on his arms with the
wooden blocks for boots. His face was
pale with Fury.

“That was Butcher’s bunch—some of 'em,
anyway,” he roared. “You shouldn’t have
done that! You shouldn’t have!”

“Easy, Judge! Easy.” A big cow waddy
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came up, leading a horse. He had shoul-
ders big as a couple of barn doors. With
an easy swooping motion, he plucked the
irate Judge from the ground and swung
him up into the saddle. The Judge waved
a huge fist at him from atop the horse.

Solo was dumbfounded. He was wonder-
ing if this Judge could possibly be an out-
law himself. “That was a holdup, wasn't
it?” He stood with his slicker fallen open.

“You're Strant, the Silver Kid, aren't
you?” a newcomer said, his eyes running
over the Kid’s rig.

Solo nodded. “Marshal here?” he said as
he noted the star on the calfskin vest hastily
buttoned over a tucked-in nightshirt.

The town marshal extended a hand.
“Yep. Durkee’s the handle, Strant. Right
sorry I couldn’t get here soon enough to
lend you a hand. No sense in trying to
track ‘em in this rain anyways.” He turned
to-call orders to a deputy who was taking
twe prisoners down the line to the jail with
the aid of some of the crowd. The latter
were very tough-talking now.

“Plenty of others round-abouts who must
have sound-heeled boots from sidestepping
trouble,” the Kid said stiffly in anger.
“They didn’t try to do anything.”

The marshal rubbed his gray-stubbled
beard. “Not much we can do against Bat
Butcher's outfit these days.” He suggested
the Kid come down to the jailhouse and get
his wound properly tied up.

E Kid nodded, then looked back
toward the main road in the rain, the
way the Butcher hombres had gone. Maybe
the local folk thought they couldn’t do
much. But Solo knew he had put his bul-
let brand on the tall beetling hombre. And
that gun sign had never yet failed to be
fatal, sooner or later, to its wearer.

Down in the two-story jailhouse, after
the pair of prisoners had been locked up
on the top floor, Solo had his arm bound
up. It was a painful but not a dangerous
wound. Durkee brought out a bottle of
redeye. They had just emptied a glass
when Judge Race was borne in by his pow-
erful cowhand.

As the marshal told Solo afterward, the
latter’'s name was John Bird. He seemed
shy in correspondence to his hulk. He put
his boss down in a chair, nedded without
speaking, and edged over against the wall.
He stood with his massive arms folded on
his chest, legs spread wide. When anybody

looked at him, he half nodded and rubbed
his flattened nose. Solo noted that he wore
a single .45 slung loosely on a hip. The
last thing he looked like was a gun-wolf.

The Judge pounded the desk with one of
his muscled hands. "I don’t want any
tricks, Durkee,” he said harshly. “Butcher
himself wasn’t in that hold-up crowd any-
way. So nabbing ‘em wouldn't have helped
any. And—" .

“We could get word through to Butcher,
maybe, that his men’ll be killed if he doesn’t
return your girl,” Durkee suggested mildly.

“No—no-0!” the Judge roared. “He
won't give a hang for the hides of a couple
of his gunslingers. He's got more'n a few
to spare, anyway. Let me get my girl back
first. T'll pay off—and then—"" He bowed
his head, mouth twitching, eyes closing ap-
parently in grief.

“Reckon there ain’t much else I can do
anyways,” the marshal admitted.

“All right.” The Judge swore huskily.
“If I only had my own legs I'd take the
trail against that—well, 1 baven’t.” He
made 2 signal to John Bird behind him.
“Guess we can go now, Legs.” That last
was his own bitter name for the man who
had to carry him around. He flashed Solo a
long intense look, nodded curtly. John Bird
picked him up.

It was a saddening lugubrious thing to
watch. It was like some fantastic night-
mare of a prematurely aged child. Bird
lugged him down the steps, held the Judge
a moment so he could stare up and down
the street, then placed him in the saddle.
They rode off, one of the Judge's mighty
calloused hands hooked around the saddle
horn to steady himself.

“That sure is sad,” said the Kid peeling
off his slicker in the humid low-ceiled room.

Durkee nodded and refilled both glasses
from the bottle. “Squat and I'll give you
the story. I've heard plenty about your hell-
fired gunning in my time. But even you
couldn’t do much here.”

They sat and he surveyed the famed Kid
with his rep for riding the toughest trails
solo, single-handed. At a passing glance,
the Kid might have been just another
sleepy-eyed wosk-dodger drifting down the
line to a new job, The all-black outfit he
was wearing was rusty with age, trail-
stained, oft-patched. His black boots were
runovet, cracked. His black sombrero was
weather-warped, boasting a few bullet nicks

~as well.



But what had led Matshal Durkee to rec-
ognize him at the first glance was the silver
trappings of his rig. His duli-rowelled
spurs were fashioned from Mexican silver
dollars. The flaps of his brush-scatred bat-
wing chaps were adorned with big silver
conchas. The twin Colts he was deftly
reloading now had butts of the same metal.
A double row of silver buttons ran dowsn
the front of his black shirt. The hatband
was silver studded as well. And the final
ornament was a gristly little skull of sil-
ver that hung at his throat, uniting his
sombrero strings. It looked almost real.
More than one present occupant of some
Boot Hill could remember that as his last
sight on this earth before death snarled out
-at him from the Kid’s gun-smoke.

Solo Strant himself was positively innocu-
ous looking. He was a little half-pint of a
figure, wasp-waisted, with a boyish face.
Locks of ragged black hair fell down over
his forchead. He had a way of speaking
in a soft voice that was barely more than a
distinct whisper when he was crowding
trouble. His dark eyes, always sleepy look-
ing, became more so when he was on_the
verge of making a play. Still, it was hard
to believe he was as dangerous as the cold-
est-blooded killer when the chips were
down.

Durkee's glance came back to the silver
skull. That erased any of his doubts. He
pulled his eyes away, drained off his drink.

“The poor Judge is half locoed because
his daughter’s been rustled off—kidnapped.
Bat Butcher, the outlaw, has her. Demand-
ing twenty-five thousand dollars.”

The Kid whistled softly. “Sure is a heap
of dinero.”

“The Judge is right crazy about that girl,
Lily. You see, she’s the only thing he's
got left in his life. And he’s had a bitter
time of it. Yes-sicce, Known him for
years and years.”

HE trouble started way back when he

got to feuding with Al Baron, one of
the old-timers on the Durango range. A
ruthless man and a cow-thief in the bat-
gain, Durkee said. Finally, Judge Race and
Baron met and gunned it out from horse-
back. Race’s horse was wounded and reared
over backward, pinning him beneath it. It
had caused the amputation of both his legs,
crippling him in the bloom of life. He
paused to accept the sack of makings the
Kid offered.

_he had cheated or stolen from.”
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Solo rolled a quirly swiftly, let the blue-
gray smoke drift ?rom his nostrils. “Maybe-
so this Baron's got a hand in this present
thing 7"

Durkee shook his head. Al Baron had
been dead for some years. “We found him
shot in the back as he sat at the desk in his
office out at his ranch. Happened at night."”
Solo asked if they had found the killer.
The marshal shook his head. They hadn’t
tried too hard. Baron had been thoroughly
hated. “Race was out because he was crip-
pled. Probably some small two-bit rancher

Despite his handicap and working
mendously, Hondo Race had built himself
a great outfit after that. Grown wealthy.
And he was such a decent hombre he had
even arranged for the support of Baron's

unmarried sister following his enemy's
death.

“That's how-come Race got called
‘Judge,”” Durkee szid, musing. “Things

were pretty rough out there in them times.
A heap of rustling. Indians. But a:man
got in a bad spot, hit trouble, and Judge
Race was always willing to lend him a-
hand. Fella had his winter hay burned out

and Hondo Race would hand him a chank

of dinero to tide him over.

Never kaowi
to ask for it back, either.” :

He built up such a reputation for squage-

dealing that men came to him to settle
their disputes just as if he were a court: A
man would bet his last cent on Hondo
Race’s honesty. And:-the dinero never
seemed to mean anything to him. ~After his
wife’s death, the sole thing he really cared
about was this daughter, now kidnapped.
Solo nodded through cigaret smoke. Dut-
kee said again how everybody in the town
loved and respected the Judge. 2
“Then why don’t they form a posse and
track down this Bat Butcher and get the
girl back?” the Kid inserted quietly.
“That’s just it,”” the marshal said. “Min-
ute Race got the ransom note, he rode in to
town and said as how he didn't want any
posse or anything. Begged me not to take
a step. He was so all-fired scared that
Butcher would kill the girl if we ever
cornered him. The Judge said he meant
to pay off and get back his girl first.” He
went on to tell how Race had a man com-
ing in from some cattle syndicate to see
about buying most of his place. Last year
they'd had the big drought. The bank,
through Race who owned a chunk of it, had

tre-
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loaned money to outfits, sat holding a heap

of paper nmow. . Things weren't so good.

“He'll have to sell most all to get that kind

of dinero now.”

The Kid was becoming impatient. For
several moments now he had sensed a false
piece in the pattern, something in the story
that rang falsely. “You're the Law here,
Durkee. Why couldn’t you form a posse
and—"

Durkee was already shaking his head.
“Not a chance. Butcher hides out up in the
hills to the southwest. Probably could find
him. But I'd be walking in there prac-
tically single-handedly!” Half the town
was directly indebted to Judge Hondo Race
in ene form or another. They wouldn’t do
anything, such as forming a posse, against
his wishes. “There are some young bucks
around here who've got the nerve. But'the
Judge has been mighty free last few “days
about buying drinks and making personal
loans. Nope.”

“First time Butcher’s boys pulled a raid
like tonight?” the Kid wanted to know.

- Durkee shook his head sadly. It wasn't.

They had grown mighty arrogant now that
. they knew they held a ‘hostage like Lily

Race, © Held upa couple of riders three

s 2g0 just outside of town. Before that
they had raided the little settlement down
the line, taking cash from several stores.
- "The way things begin to shape up now,”

* the marshal said, "I den’t teckon they're
in any too much of -2 hurry to“get the ran-
som money from the Judge.”

Solo asked if any prisoners had been tak-
en before. Durkee admitted they had got
one at the settlement. But Butcher had
threatened harm to the'gicrl. Judge Race
had sent a whole freighter wagon of food
into that settlement one bad winter. I
guess they sorta let that prisoner get away.”

Solo was up and pacing. The more he
heard, the less he liked it. He was think-
ing of the tall beetle-browed killer who bad
used a helpless dancing girl as a bullet
shield. The Kid could have some respect
for a wire-tough killer who had the nerve
to stand up, face his man, and smoke it
out. But the kind who would use a woman
as a shield . . . just as Bat Butcher him-
self was doing in another form. . .

He indicated the prisoners upstairs with a
jerk of his chin, Dugkee didn’t speak for
several minutes, poured himself another
drink. Then he admitted that he fully ex-
- pected some kind of an attempt to be made

by Butcher to get his men out. “I'm prac-
tically alone here,” he said with a shrug.

“You're the Law,” Solo said coldly. “"And
the Law is going to smell like a polecat’s
boudoir if they can go on with jobs like
that Mustang holdup tonight.” He walked
over to a window. The rain had ceased and
a low scimitar of moon was perched atop the
trees on the rise to the north. “This John
Bird—Legs. . . What about him?”

e SED to be just a post-hole digging
bunkhouse hand. I guess the
Judge picked him for his present job ’cause
he 1s so big. Goes everywhere Race goes—
just like his shadow. Guess Race demands
he never be out of arm'’s reach. Bird is a
sort of foreman out there at the Judge’s
Leaning-R now.”
The Kid sucked another quirly down to
a coal as he pondered. Durkee said some-
thing about being glad to put him up for .
the night. "I guess we'll just have to wait
till Race pays the ransom. Even you couldn’t
do anything, Strant, and—" e
There were footsteps on the little porch
outside. In a flash, the Kid had sgooped up”
his yellow slicker and cat-footed into the
dark hallway running toward the rear of
the place. He gave the marshal a quick
signal, shaking his head as he‘jplaced his
fingers across his lips. He moved ‘from

si ght. , N’;

Three townsmen came in, talking about
the gun battle. They asked aboutthe little
gunman who had wounded two' of them,
meaning the Kid himself.” Burkee was
pretty smart. He mumbled something about

him having gone out for some grub. The
trio left after a drink.

“What's the idea?”’ Durkee asked when
the Kid returned to the jail's front room.

“I think I've got a way to get to Butcher
and find Lily Race,” Solo said dreamily,
tapping his slicker significantly.

Durkee bridled. “If this is your idea
of a good joke—"

Solo walked over past the pot-bellied
stove to where “wanted men” and reward
handbills were tacked on the wall. He se-
lected one, tapped it. From the description,
he gathered the man named on it was short
and dark like himself. The wanted man
was named Pard Fisher. He was wanted
for a cool five thousand, dead or alive,
charged with three killings plus two rob-
beries.

“This sweet little polecat—know any-



thing about his whereabouts toddy?” Sole
asked. A

Durkee came over and squinted at it
“Pard Fisher. Saw the little rat 'bout eight-
nine years back. Only thing that woyld
ever call him pardner would be a side-
winder. Vicious as a hellion.” He shook
his head. “Last I heared of him he’d slipped
down into Old Mexico and vanished. That
was nigh five years ago. He never op-
erated in these parts.”

“That makes it perfect,” Solo said.

“What?"

The Kid indicated his slicker. “When
anybody saw me tonight, I was in this.
Even the gents I was swapping lead with.
Nobody got a good look at me. Or at
these silver fixings. And I can take those
off.” He was already undoing his som-
brero strings, removing the famed silver
skull and dropping it in a pocket. He liked
to have that skull close to him always.
“Now you lend me a shirt without silver
buttons and I'm ready.”

“For what?”

"“To stage a fake gunfight out in the
street here against you, get jailed, and help
those Butcher men escape,” the Kid said
matter-of-factly.

“You mean—"

“I mean I'm dealing 'em so they’'ll accept
me and take me into Bat Butcher's camp
where Lily Race is. Sabe? Pretty simple.”

Durkee gasped, took a long breath, then
picked up the redeye bottle to pour a drink,
“A man sharing a saddle with Death de-
serves a right stiff shot before he goes,
Strant!”

It had to be handled perfectly to put it
over with these two Butcher men in the
upstairs jail cells. Solo Strant realized that.
He was as good as putting his head in a
noose. Only men of Bat Butcher's breed
usually Preferrcd a six-gun; it was quicker.

It was quiet in the town by then. Be-
tween the rain and the holdup, Durango
had closed up early. Out on a hill, a dog
barked mournfully. Solo pried over one of
the door shutters of the General Store,
waited with his gun barrel poised. Durkee’s
low whistle came down the night. Then it
happened in rapid sequence. Solo shattered
the window pane with his Colt.  The
marshal let out a yell, fired a bullet into
the air as the Kid leaped off the porch like
an interrupted thief trying to escape.

Solo wore a red checkered shitt now, lent
him by Durkee. The marshal had also
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found a high-crowned gray sombrero that
made him look taller. On top of that, they
had decided that a ring of rough-torn
bandaging around his head would add to his
disguise.

The Kid cut toward his horse standing
down the street, ground-anchored in the
shadow of a wooden awning. “Git away
from that crowbait—or I'll drill you!” Dut-
kee roared as the Kid moved through moon-
light. Coming up behind the marshal on
the other side of the street, his deputy cut
loose.

Solo paused once to return the shots, then
ducked down an alley beside the General
Store. Windows were slamming up, lights
winking on.

“He's trying to sneak away in back,” Dur-
kee bellowed.

Out in the rear, as had been previously
arranged with the marshal, Solo made for
the back of the long Mustang. A swamper
poked his head out a rear door -of the place
but hauled it back in when a stray slug
gnashed the clapboards over him. And the
deputy came slipping down the side of the
gambling hall. Some of his shots were al-
most too close for comfort.

ETREATING through the back yatds,

triggering like a cornered man as
he went, the Kid worked out into the
brush behind the jail itself. He knew
those two prisoners could view the gun bat-
tle from their cells.

He got into a shallow dry wash, running
under the moon as if wounded and spent,
diving from sight. Durkee dashed across
the upper end of the gully and into a stand
of cottonwoods to get him in a cross-fire.
The firing went on for a couple of min-
utes. Then Solo, yelling as if hit, threw out
his guns and called that he surrendered.
They closed in on him from back and front.
Durkee ordered him out with his hands up.
Solo obeyed, cursing.

When they moved up beside him, there
seemed to be a short struggle. Solo went
to his knees as if dropped by the blow of
a Colt barrel. “If I hadn’t run outa shells—
you'd never got me!” he howled.

“Pard Fisher!” cried the marshal. “As T
live and die! Been looking for you a long
time, Fisher! Come along!”

Hombres began to come running whea
they saw the John Law prodding the pris-
oner toward the back door of the jail. The
trio hurried. A few men got close. One.
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said he could see right off Solo was Fishiez, . “Didn'’t come.off so good, did it?” Solo -
The man was one who had witnessed the= jeered. 7~ . . )
gunfight before the Mustang. Tt was al-" - “Rest of the bunch walked out with plea-

most funny.

“You're locoed! I ain’t this Fisher—who-
ever he is,” the Kid feigned angry protest.

“We'll show you your picture on a hand-
bill inside, Mister Fisher,” the marshal
sneered. They got him inside, barring the
_ door to the others. Then, after a few min-
utes, he was taken upstairs like any other
prisoner.  Spitted on Durkee’s Colt, he
‘moved past the cells of the two Butcher
men. They had their faces glued to the
bars of their doors to see him.

“Don’t go pushing me,” Sobo snarled at
his captor. “Trying to knock my hat off,
huh?”

He was put in a front cell on the right.
Durkee went back downstairs and loudly
boasted to some folks out in the road how
he bhad caught Pard Fisher trying to rob the
General Store. Then he could be heard
giving his deputy instructions as he pre-
pared to go home for the night.

One of the Butcher men—his name was
Olmsted—peered down the upper floor cor-
ridor in the moonlight. “You really Pard
Fisher?”

Solo snorted. “"Well, guess there ain’t no
harm telling you the truth. Sure. I won’t
be here come mornin’ anyway !”

The man across the hall said, “You think
you're going to get out, Fisher? Hell,
they’ll hang you an hour after daybreak with
one of them sixty-second jucies.”

“You know me?” Solo asked,
guarded.

“Nope. But I heard a few things about
you,” the second Butcher gunfighter said.
“You ain't no lily in the eyes of the Law.”

Solo let out his breath. ““They can't keep
me in no leaky jail like this,” he said.
“Why do you think I didn’t want him to
knock off my hat? Hell, T got a derringer
cached out in the crown.” It was one the
marshal had given him from his collection
of captured hoglegs.

The first Butcher hombre whistled low.
Solo said Jater he'd get the deputy up there.
“How about taking us along, Pard?”

The Kid laughed coldly. “I ain’t taking
ne two-bit cow-thieves or tinhorns along
with me.”

“Yeah?” one of them came back. “‘We
held up the gambling hall in this town to-
night!”

voice

ty of dinero. Some little shootin’ fool of 2
stranger: horned in or we'd uh been all
right. And we will be yet, too. We ride
with Bat Butcher’s bunch.”

The Kid pretended to be unimpressed.
“I've been down south of the Border for
quite a piece. Ain't heard of him.
Butcher, huh?”’

The second man said, “He's one of the

biggest in these parts. And we got a nice
little layout rigged up here. We got the
deadwood hung on this whole piece of
country. Maybe Bat could use a gent like
you.
“You slip out and you'll only have a
posse on your coattails,” th& other Butcher
gunhand put jn. “Take us along and we'll
see you're in a safe hideout pronto pron-
tito.”

Solo Strant paced his cell as if weighing
the matter. He smoked down two quirlies,
Finally he came back to the barred door,
whispered, “All right. "Bout an hour now,
I'll get that lunkheaded deputy up here.”

He went back, drew off his boets, and
stretched out on the cot in his cell. The
blankets stunk. He thought briefly of his
next moves. Then he dozed off. With his
iron nerves, no future threat could bother
him until the moment came to face it. In
an hour almost to the minute, he was off
the bunk. He began to moan as if in mortal
pain. His groans became yelps. He banged
on the door bars with a tin mug.

“I'm dying! I'm dying,” he cried. “My
head’s on fire. You dirty law dogs'd let a
poor devil bleed to death! I'm dyin’!”

THE deputy could be heard clumping
around below. He called that he was
bringing up a bucket of water. When he
did arrive, Solo was back on his bunk, roll-
ing and clawing at his head. With a rasp-
ing of the key, the deputy came in. Solo
glided over to him in the darkness. Though
it was all prearranged, it had to be acted out
convincingly.

“Get ‘em up—this derringer’s got two
slugs, Johnny Law!” Solo barked. The
deputy half cried out. "Gimme that hog-
leg of yours!” Solo added. When he took
it, there was a noise like a dull thud. It
sounded like gun steel over a skull te the
Butcher pair. They heard the deputy’s body
stamp to the floor. :



A couple of minutes later, Solo stepped
out. “Trussed him up and gagged him, the
dirty coyote,” he told them as he unlocked
their cells. He swivelled the deputy’s six-
gun. “No double-crossing, you gents.”

Olmsted shook his head vigorously. *“Why
should we? Bat Butcher can use a fella
like you fine, Pard.”

Downstairs, playing out his role, the Kid
retrieved his weapons and gun-belts, girded
them crisscross-fashion about his lean wrist.
The Butcher pair got themselves some hog-
legs. They slipped out the back, down to
the horseshed behind the jail. Solo’s paint
was there. And so were two other horses
with saddles on the pegs. Durkee had at-
tended to that. This escape must not fail.

They led their animals back among the
sand-hills for a couple of hundred yards be-
fore mounting. When they did ride off,
the Kid slipped his hand into his pants
pocket to finger the skull. There was no
prescience of danger in the offing this time.
He did it to reassure himself. He had left
his identity as the Silver Kid behind him in
Durango. If anything happened to him on
the out-trails, he would be playing out his
strings as Pard Fisher. The only ones who
knew him now knew him as that. . .

It was a couple of hours after sunup
when they came to the outlaw camp. It
was a temporary hideout in the thick-tim-
bered heavy-brushed Wild Horse Hills to
the southwest, rough broken country with
sharp-sided gulches and studded with knob-
by rises. Guards atop one of the knobs had
them well covered as they rode in. They
dropped down into a little hollow.

Butcher stood up in a little knot of men
having breakfast around a campfire. There
were a couple of other groups around other
fires, more than thirty men in all Solo
judged. And in one of those other groups
he picked out the big bulging foreheaded
man he had gunned it out with in the rain
last night. The hombre had a piece of rag
tied around his injured hand.

“Howdy, boys,” Butcher greeted his two
gunhands who had been taken prisoner.
“We was just talking aboat when we'd go
back and bust that town apart to get you-uns
outa their jail.” He was a big man who
looked short he was so broad. He had
stupid eyes and a thin-lipped suspicious
mouth. He had on a yellow shirt over his
thick shoulders and cursed when he saw
that some of his java had spilled over the

cup onto it. Solo recognized him as the
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typical outlaw type, a physical bully too
thick skinned to. know much of fear. The
kind who hits the owlhoot trails because
it seems an easier way of getting along in
life.

Olmsted told him about the jail break en-
gineered by the Kid. ‘“This here’s Pard
Fisher, Bat. The marshal grabbed him last
night when he was robbing a store alone. 1
told him he ought to ride with our bunch.
You know what Fisher can do with a smoke-
pole.”

The outlaw chief pulled himself up to his
full height, slinging his coffee into the fire.
He hooked a thumb in his belt beside a
Colt with a red spade inset on the butt.
Glared. "Heard about you, Fisher.”

“Lots of folks have,” Solo said calmly,
measuring his man. He realized that the
beetle-browed one had moved over and was
staring at him. :

“Uh-huh.” Bat Butcher threw out his
chest. "But I heard about you in a real
personal way. You see, you killed my best
friend, Charlie Whitten.”

The Kid let quirly smoke drift from his
nostrils. He had to run a tough bluff this
time. "It was sometime back—I can’t re-
member it very clear. But I know he did
ask for it. What was I suppesed to do—eat
crow?”

“No-0.” Butcher appeared dubious about
his next move. He switched to the tall
beetle-browed gent. “What's the matter,
Leader.” ;

Leader, bearing the Kid’s bullet brand,
said nasally. “I got a feeling about this
gent. I got a feeling I seen him before.”

Solo nadded. “Amigo, I got the same
feeling. You look plumb like a tinhorn
card-sharp I ran out of Declaration Flats
one night.”

The circle around the fire tensed. A
couple of men gasped. Hands eased hol-
sterward. Solo smiled in that deceptive
sleepy manner, hands loose at his sides. He
looked lazy. Nobody would suspect how
fast he could hook those slim fingers around |
the gun butts.

Leader glowered, then said sullenly,” “I
ain’t never been no card dealer, Fisher.”

OLO nodded magnanimously. “All

right—T'll take your word for it then.

You couldn’t uh been the hairpin at the
Flats.”

It was a nip and tuck game. Butcher

towered there, brushing at his coat lapel,
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weighing it, Solo Strant knew he had a
stached gun under that coat. ‘Aad the Kid,
a gun gambler to the core, made his play.
His head jerked to the left as if he had
heard something back by the trees. Then
with a lazy gliding motion that developed
into eye-defying swiftness, his hands were
jumping crisscross in front of his body,
straightening with a gun spiking from each.
The wounded right arm was still stiff. He
brought the left gun level and was trigger-
ing. Twigs chopped off by bullets feil
from a low piece of brush over to the left.

Nobody else had a chance to draw. Bat
Butcher and another had guns half out
of sheaths. And then the Kid, as Pard
Fisher, had turned back and was smiling
through the acrid gunsmoke. “Thought I
saw somebody trying to slip up behind that
bush. Sure makes me feel foolish.” He
holstered his hoglegs casually.

Butcher tried to grin. But he couldn’t
forget the fact that this Pard Fisher had
jumped him and his whole bunch on the
draw. He said, "It sure took nerve to meet
such- a big hombre as Whitten with &
kaife.”

The Kid shrugged....“Big gents bleed
just as easily as small ones.”

Butcher blinked. “‘Sure, sure. Come to
remember it, Whitten cheated me outa ten
dollars once. Guess he had something com-
ing to him....Hey, Joe, get Fisher a cup
o’ java, How ’bout some grub, Pard?”

Solo knew he was accepted then, He
nodded and moved over to unsaddle his
pony and picked him out. It gave him a
chance for a thorough look-see. And it
was plain there was no girl in this camp.

Back at the fire, he squatted down and
ate some chow. Then he brought up the
matter of the kidnapped girl. “Heard some
talk as I drifted down the line, Butcher.
Hear you got the Law by the ears—rustled
off a girl and got her as a hostage.”

Butcher grinned, throwing out his chest
again conceitedly. 'S about it. I got
brains.”

Butcher started to answer, then got a
half-scared look. ‘“Don’t keep her here-
abouts,” he said curtly. “I—I wouldn’t
want anything to happen to her.,” He
got up and moved off....

It was going to be a waiting game;
the Kid saw that. He hated inaction. But
there was nothing else to do if he meant
to find out where they had Lily Race hid-
den. Thete was one thing he knew. Some-

thing about the whole deal, about the girl,
had Butcher scated.

He caught a few hours of shuteye. Late
in the afternoon, they mounted and shifted
up country to a new camp. There was Bat
Butcher's cute little trick, never staying in
one place long enough for a posse to track
him down. The Kid noticed that Leader
was not among them. He didn’t dare ask
any questions though. A little after they
made a new camp in a bosque, a sawed-
off redhead freckled up like a turkey egg
joined them and was greeted as one of the
outfit.

He parleyed a while with Butcher. After
that, during the night, there was a lot of
drinking with jugs of redeye being passed
around freely. Olmsted and another man
tangled, the second pulling a knife when
Olmsted knocked him to the ground. Butch-
er leaped into it roaring, struck Olmstead
and booted him when he was down. The
chief returned to his seat on a stump near
the campfire and the riotous drinking went
on.

“When're we goin’ to hold up a J)lacc
again, Bat?" one of the men shouted.
“Waiting for word now!” Butcher called -
back. The man reeled forward, cursing
that he wanted action. Butcher rose and
towered over him. “You want what Sonny
got?” he spat.

The rebellious gunhand swallowed and
weat away. The Kid, ignored in the shout-
ing and jug-swiggling, moved down beside
where Olmsted was hunkered. Solo figured
Olmsted might be ready to tell a few things
in his truculence. “Does the boss keep this
Race girl all for himself?” Way I worked
when we rode below the Line, everything
was split up amongst the bunch.”

Olmsted shook his head. *“He’s got her
hid out somewheres—but he don’t even go
near her himself. Says it's better if any-
body tried to track us down. We still got
our hole-ace tucked away.” He had to half
scream the last as a raucous trio yodelled
“The Blue Haze of Texas.”

“Maybe he’s double-crossing us fellas,”
Solo prodded him. “He’s got the girl—so
he can sell out for the ransom dinero with-
out us even knowing it, way I figure.”

“Mebbo-so. But something’s got Bat
scared about her. Y’ see, that’s what hap-
pened to Sonny. He jumped the boss with
a gun, demanding the woman. Bat soonet
took a chance against the gun. He went



for his and Sonny missed and we fixed him
up a nice grave down south further.”

THE Kid gave up. And he also put
aside his half-formed plan for jump-

ing Butcher when the rest of the camp was
bedded down. It was plain the chieftain
preferred death rather than revealing some-
thing.

One of the guards out in the brush
whistled sharply. A man came into the
circle of firelight and motioned to the bess.
Bat Butcher took a dipper of water from
a-bucket and dumped it over his head.
Then, gun in hand and alone, he moved
out of the camp. Solo eased around be-
hind a2 man who had passed out, a tin
cup still in his grip, glided behind the
trees, and circled around to trail the chief.

The Kid moved like a cat. But he had
to veer around an open moonlight patch as
he moved toward the lip of the bosque. He
had to watch for the guards toe. He got
to the rim, moved around a big boulder,
and almost ran into Bat Butcher himself.
“All right” Butcher said to a horseman.
“Adios.”

Solo was just too late. The rider had
already swung his horse about. He wore
a sombrero pulled low over his face and
the collar of his coat was turned up. Moon-
light seeped through the trees. The crouched
Solo knew there was something familiar
about him. But he couldn’t recognize him
from the rear.

"So we hit the train at Tollan Junc-
tion tomorrow,” Butcher said to a sentry
nearby. The two of them made their way
back down into the bosque.

The outlaw boss was telling his men
about it when the Kid worked in unobtru-
sively from the other side of.the. clearing.
“I'm too smart for ’em,” Butcher bragged.
“Judge Race has some dinero, for that last
herd he shipped, coming in. Figgered to be
wise and put it in the bank at the Junc-
tion where it'll be safer. We're grabbing
it afore it gits to the bank. We can hit
in other places before Durango. Ha-ha.”

“"How're we going to jump the train?”
a man asked.

Butcher took a drink from a jug. “Come
over here, Leader.” The beetling-browed
hombre shuffled up. And the two hunk-
ered down to talk it over quietly. Leader
began to draw with a twig in the dirt.
They were still talking as the bunch bedded
down.
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In the gray mist-wreathing dawn over
java around the fire, Butcher told the plan.
The train bearing the payment to Race got
into the Junction at noon. They would
strike it as it pulled into the station.

“They'll have bank guards and some John
Laws at the depot, won't they?” Olmsted
asked.

“Shut up,” Butcher flung at him.

Leader spoke in his nasal tones as he
drew out a greasy pack of -cards. “Two
of the boys'll stage an orey-eyed gun duel
down in the middle of the town,” he said.
“It'll have everybody watchin’. Make it
plenty locoed and nobody’ll interfere.”

“Them two’ll have a nice job makin’ their
getaway,” a gent said.

S up to them. We'll cut for it like
we always do,” Butcher ordered. He mo-
tioned them to line up.

Hunkered by a tree stump, Leader shuf-
fled, set up the deck. Two men cut. One
with a ten-spot but winning as his op-
ponent came up with a deuce. Two more
men split the cards against each other. Solo
saw that neither the boss nor Leader were
going to be in on the thing. The Kid’s
turn came as he faced the loser of the
last cut. The loser came up with a queen
of diamonds. Solo drew a puny trey.

In the next cut, the Kid had the right
to select his card first. He did but came
up with another trey. His opponent chuck-
led as he turned over a spade ace. Again
the Kid had first cut. This time he out-
did himself, bringing out a deuce. A
jack whipped him easily.

“Having a heap of bad luck, Pard,”
Butcher said.

Solo nodded, boyish face blank as a
Sphinx. Those long deft fingers of Lead-
er's were not fooling him. The boss’ lieu-
tenant was cold-decking him. But the
sharp-witted Kid had already seen the way
to take advantage of that. He meant to
use it.

“You draw first,” he said as the last
man came up. Leader’s eyes smiled under
his thick brows. The other man split
the deck and came up with another spade
ace. Solo made a surrendering gesture.
“Guess I'm elected, gents.”

Two other men who had drawn low cards
drew against each other. And it was
settled. Solo and the one known as Red,
who had joined them as they came into
the new camp last night, would stage the
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sham orey-cyed gun duel. The Kid figured
it as his chance to break up the holdup. . ..

HE sun was a coppery globe in the

dead center of the sky when the Kid
and Red crossed the rail tracks and passed
the depot in Tollan. It was a fairly big
town with a Jot of new buildings of fresh-
cut wood still lacking paint. Red chucked
an empty pint redeye bottle into the gutter.
He bhad been building up his courage.
“Swell chance we got to get out with our
hides,” he muttered.

The Kid fingered the minute silver skull
in his pocket. *“Save some ammunition and
we might make it.” They dréw up before
a hitch-rack. The wooden sidewalks were
fairly crowded and only a few hombres
gazed at them idly. The stage that would
meet the train and take passengers the
rest of the route down the trail was wait-
ing before the hotel. From up the valley
«came the hoot of the train whistle.

“Sounds like she’s going to be a few min-
utes late,” a man said as he came out of
a bar,

Solo was studying the layout of the
town carefully. He eased around corner,
spotted the alley that ran down parallel to
the main road to the station yard. They
made their plans. The Kid said he would
leave his paint there just around the
corner.

Dismounted, Solo passed the corner,
~ headed for the saloon with the big sign out
front. He was reeling like an orey-eyed
waddy as he passed to the shade inside
the batwing doors. He slammed a silver
dollar down on the counter and bawled
out for some gila poison.

“An’' the best doggoned gila poison you
got!” he mouthed, pulling off his hat and
then fumbling it and apparently almost fall-
ing flat as he tried to recover it.

“Bunkhouse hand with a month’s wages
in his jeans,” somebody said with a
chuckle. : -

Solo glared his way belligerently. “I'm
lookin’ for a two-bit double-crossin’ pardaer
who—" he began. Then, slopping his
drink as he lifted it, he sighted Red in
the saddle over the top of the batwings.
“Thar he is, the coyote!” Dropping his
glass with a crash, the Kid staggered to-
ward the street, stumbling flat as he went
through the doors. Behind hinx they were
guffawing.

Red sighted him and dropped to the

~ thing.

ground, swaying as if with a load of redeye
aboard himself. “You lowdown no-good
saddle-tramp, I'm a-going to blast the day-.
lights outuh yuh!” Red roared.

“Fill yore hand!” Solo hurled back and
sent a wild shot that slithered through the
leaves of a tall tree down to the left.

Red’s gun roar was almost simultaneous,
And his shot almost went through his own
boot toe. They reeled toward each other,
still shouting insults. Tollan, like most
new growing frontier towns, was pretty
tough. A locoed gunfight like this was
something to enjoy. Let 'em blast away so
long as no onlookers got too close.

Red fired again and his shot went through
the barroom sign over the big door. Solo
lunged sideward, stumbled, and sprawled
full length in the dust. The three men
watching from behind the doors of the hay
and feed store on the far side of the street
almost split their sides laughing. Solo
rolled over and let go a shot skyward. He

came up and stumbled closer.

“Hey—don't git too close,” Red warned
in a hoarse whisper as he pretended to
fumble with a second gun. “We can't
miss point blank or—"

The Kid was waiting for a certain sound.
It came, the blast of the locomotive down
the hill Jetting off steam, the screech of
the wheels on the tracks. He heard the
engine bell cease its clamor. The Kid
acted.

Stepping in, he struck the surprised Red
with a gun barrel. Red went down like a
felled tree, a trickle of red from a scalp
gasp staining the alkali in the road. The
Kid whirled and dashed down the road
to the corner and around it to his paint.
He ran straight and steady and fast. Now
if he could hang the deadwood on Bat
Butcher’s play. ...

HE first shots spattered from the rail-

road station even as he hit the leather
of the paint horse. And behind him, folks
who had been drawn to that end of the
town by the seemingly locoed gun duel
jerked around to stare vaguely. The puffing
of the engine tended to blur the gua re-
potts.

Throwing the spur steel to the horse, he
whipped down the alley behind the main
road. A man who jumped out of his path
at the head of the broad alley yelled some-
It sounded like “Pard Fisher.” But




the Solo man was too intent on his busi-
ness to get the significance of it then.

He raced down to the depot yard as
fresh shots sounded from there. A station
agent, in vest and with fancy baby-blue
armbands on his shirt sleeves, came stum-
bling into the end of the alley, bleeding
from a bad head wound. A still smoking
.38 dangled from a hand. He had made
the mistake of daring to buck the Bat
Butcher killers.

One of the latter came around the water
tank at the side of the alley and leveled
a big Colt on the helplessly wounded man.
Solo Strant fired on the dead gallop and
that Butcher gunhand never knew who
drilled him. Never would as he went
down with his chest blasted dead center.

Solo hit the ground sliding, filling his
still stiff right hand too. Steam from the
engine was blown back into the alley, blind-
ing him as he advanced. Crouched, he
waited a moment. Then he saw two of

“Butcher’s band spring out of the door of
the freight car with a small metal padlocked
box. A mail guard lay in the door-
way, shot in the stomach. One of Butcher’s
men kicked him over to clear the way.

The Kid’s deadly Colts spoke their rat-
tling piece in unison. The men bearing the
metal chest stumbled and went down. The
other bent to get the dinero. But he
whipped away as another of Solo’s shots
ricocheted off the metal hotly.

From the end of the station platform,
a bank guard, wounded, there to meet the
money, propped himself on an elbow and
got in one more shot. It wounded that
second outlaw in the mail car entrance,
nicking him in the leg. He gave up the
game, limping away from the tracks to-
ward a pony.

It wasn't quite over. One of the Kid’s
guns had snapped empty. On one knee,
he was reloading when Bat Butcher at the
head of several horsemen swung around
the end of the station furthest from the
main road. The Kid was caught in a bad
spot. But another swirling cloud of steam
drifted back along the ground from the
locomotive and masked him. Guns muted
for the moment, he hugged the ground.

They had swung past around the rear
of the little bright yellow depot building
when the smutty smoke lifted. Butcher was
yelling. Two men came running down
from the head of the train toward their
ponies. The Kid took a single step back-
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ward—a strange thing for him—got be-
hind one of the water tank uprights. And
his hoglegs were chanting their coughing
death chorus again.

A rider just beside Butcher was smashed
from the saddle as if hit by an invisible
pole that pried him up and over the horse’s
neck. Another pony reared and whinnied
in pain. The tall Leader grabbed at his
hat that had suddenly beert vented by a
bullet. The riders milled, seeking out the
source of the new and lethal attack.

The Kid waited behind the upright. In
a vague way he was aware of running and

~shouting in the alley behind him.

He peeked out. Butcher was roaring
madly, waving. They were giving up, not
going to make another attempt for the
dinero. Preparing to high-tail it. The Kid
went to his knees and risked another shot.
If he could prevent their escape, help to
make a prisoner of the lobo chieftain—then
the Law would have something to swap
for the freedom of Judge Race’s girl. But
that last shot was a costly one for the Kid.

A train conductor, who had fled into the
depot after being gun-whipped when the
holdup started, ran out a door with an
old shotgun to get a crack at the retreating
outlaws. And Solo’s final shot caromed off
a post of the platform and smashed into
his shoulder.

“Looka him! He just got the con-
ductor!” a voice behind the Kid screamed
in the alley.

“It's him—Pard Fisher! He came back
with this bunch after he got run outa here
last night!” another man shouted.

Solo spun about. The gray Stetson Mar-
shal Durkee had lent him was jammed low
over his face. He wore none of his silver
trappings save his spurs and Colts now. He
had on a checkered shirt instead of his noted
black one now, also. “Wait! Wait, you
danged lunkheads,” he flung at them in
the deadly calm voice.

It was like trying to breast a torrent
single-handedly. Nobody was in a mood
to listen to sense much less an argument in
the bargain. Two shots horneted over Solo’s

head. Somebody flung a rock. A rider
came down the alley behind the ‘surging
pack.

“He just killed the conductor! It's Pard
Fisher!”

“I'm trying to stop the holdup and—"
Solo tried once more. From the railroad
yard he could hear what was left of the



lowing the bigger Butcher bunch.
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Butcher bunch pounding away. A slug from
the mob nicked his right shoulder.

He was whipped. He triggered twice
over their heads and made the saddle of
the pint horse. He had seen the gate ajar
in the high board fence of a yard on the
left of the alley. He slammed through it
crossed the rear yard, threw the Sorghum
horse in a leap over the fence at the other
side.

UCK stacked the cards against him
once again. The rugged paint made

the leap, landed safely. Then it went
crashing into a set of sawhorses where some
carpenters had been working behind the
next-door place. The pony staggered, went
to his forelegs, kicked itself clear. They
went on up behind the buildings on the
side road. A clump of cottonwood stretched
down to the cut where the railroad ran,
Even as he veered into them, the Kid saw

_the bunch of horsemen cutting in from the

road after him.

He didn't know why they weren't fol-
He
couldn’t know that when he was in Tollan
last night, the real Pard Fisher, in a drunk-
en gunfight, had drilled a mother with a
baby in her arms, slaying both. The West
had a special hate for men who molested
women in any form much less burning
them down.

Pounding through the cottonwoods, the
paint pony began to let down. The Kid
tickled it with his dull-rowelled spurs. The
animal tried to respond, but soon bogged
down. The Kid realized the pony was
limping. The jump into the sawhorses had
injured its forelegs.

He crossed the railroad cut, went over
the rise on the other side of it. There
was a creck flanked by red willows. He
murmured a prayer of thanks and dropped
off the bank into it, turned downstream.
There was a chance he could shake them
off for a while. But he knew a bitter show-
down was in the offing. On an injured
horse, even the tough knotty-legged Sorg-
hum, he couldn’t keep ground between him-
self and them forever. ...

It had come. Just as he knew it had
to. It was late afternoon with the whole
barren country lying like a dead thing
under a lowering sky. Not a blade of
the browned buffalo grass sticred in the
windless atmosphere. It was as if time

itself had been suspended.
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The Kid's face, piached with strain, was
grim-mouthed.  He had come down that
little valley and out into the wasteland with
barely a rise in it, not a single full-sized
tree.  Just the buffalo grass and an occa-
sional clump of sage. And he had been
trapped. Spread in a semi-circle as they
closed, forcing him down the valley until
its bare sides rose sharply, the posse had
him cut off on three sides. Familiar with
the country, they had known what they
were driving him into.

It was all over. He pushed along on
the now badly bogged down pony as fast
as he could. One of the men behind let
go with another rifle shot at him. They
were getting -uncomfortably close, those
shots. This one was a bare ten feet to
the right. 5

The light was dimming. From the south-
west came the belch of lazy thunder. He
veered to put a larger clump of sage be-
tween himsclf and his huaters. The paint
horse stumbled badly. A few more hours
and real darkness and he might have been
able to double back on them. Then he
moved into a shallow hollow through which
a faint trail ran. He had just dropped
to the ground to lead his poor horse. At
fiest, he thought it might be some kind of
a mirage. Blending with the terrain, one
corner fallen in, a small sod hut with a
wooden roof stood ahead.

It was the best place for a last stand
that offered. The Kid dropped a hand on
the paint pony’s muzzle. Solo’s eyes grew
soft 2 moment. He had been through many
a ruckus with the rugged cayuse. Then
he stepped away, slapped the animal with
his sombrero, and sent it looping wearily
away from the scene. No sense in having
it cat down by the flying lead. He made
it on~the dead run to the soddy, kicked
open the crumbling door. A slug pumped
into it over his head.

Inside there were a few pieces of broken-
down rude furniture, three glassless win-
dows in the single room. The rough panes
had formerly been filled with oiled paper..
Swinging back to the door, the Kid pumped
two slugs at the ficst of the quintet of
riders who started to charge down the
side of the faint depression. They reined
in. He pushed the door closed, then kicked
out a narrow slit low in the front wall
where there was no window. Thus he
would be able to cover all four sides.

He didn’t have to wait long. They did



what he expected. Spreading out beyond
gunshot, they left their horses. And they
came bellying in down the sides of the
depression. With steady unhurried reg-
ularity, the lead started to chunk into the
soddy. One bullet came through the win-
dow frame in the rear and almost caught
him in the side. The Kid dropped back
to all fours as he moved back and forth
across the rough dirt floor. He swung to
the rear, hat shed, inched his head up.

TE took a turn his way. Lightning

from the nearing storm gouged the
darkening sky, lividly fired the country-
side. He saw the gent out there wriggling
around a boulder. The Kid’s gun snarled
as it spat two leaden chunks. He heard
one ring as it caromed off the stone. He
waited, then whirled and ran to the front.
His keen ears in the lull had caught the
snap of a running man’s spurs against 2
stone. He saw the one on that side zig-
zagging toward the soddy. Solo sent
a bullet buzzing close to his head. These
men represented the Law. And he had
never bucked the Law yet. He didn't
want to kill.

The running hombre dived for the dirt,
then crawled back toward a clump of sage.
The Kid was almost killed himself. = The
fifth man had been covering the running
one. He blazed away with a steadied rifle
as he_ lay prone in the brown grass.

Fighting desperately, the Kid was ready
to gamble. He pulled open the door,
hopped out bent double. He took ten steps
and then banged.away at the riflemen. The
latter leaped up, throwing his gun to one
side, and legged it for the rim of the little
hollow. The Kid got back in with lead
snapping at his heels.

A few moments later, he was watching
the rear when the lightning raked open the
sky again. He saw that posseman crawl-
ing back beyond gun range, dragging a hit
leg. But the Kid realized time was running
short. They had him four to one still. When
real darkness came, they could crawl prac-
tically plumb to the very walls unseen by
him.. On top of everything else, his shell
belts were fast growing empty.

He caught something like a sigh. Then
his hands were full as two shots chunked
out a piece of sod and it struck his head,
blinding him for several seconds. The man
on the north end of the shack almost got

in, Solo failing to sight him at first after
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he had made a daring dash to get behind
a flat hummock. Fhe Kid made him retreat.
And then he had less than fifteen slugs left
for his hot weapons.

A slug nicked his cheek and the pre-
cious shells sprayed from his hand. He was
down on his hands and knees frantically
digging in the rubble for them. He got six
and two he dispatched right away out the

front.

- A man challenged him. “I'm a deputy,
Fisher! Better give up. You ain't got
but a few shells left.”

“I'm not Fisher,” the Kid answered
hoarsely. “I'm Solo Strant, the Silver Kid:
I got the silver skull to prove it—if you
know what I'm talking about.”

“Sure,” a man answered from the left.
“But I heard of snakes pertendin’ they was
that Kid fella before! I saw you—an’ your
Pard Fisher, yuh danged—"

“Will you take me to Marshal Durkee
over at Durango?”

The man in the dimness in front laughed
sardonically. “A smart button, huh? Reckon
you heard Durkee died uh heart failure early
this morning. I suppose he knew you well.
Comin’ out, Fisher?”

Something went cold inside Solo. That
was his last bet. “Come and get me! I
still got enough shells left to take 2 few of
you danged fools to Hell's Corral with
me.

But he was only bluffing. And they
knew, sternly vengeful men, that they were
calling his bluff when there was no an-
swer. They were coming. And he was
only bluffing because he couldn’t blast down
honest men backing the Law, even though
they were innocently mistaken. He simply
couldn’t.

There might be another way out, some-
body back in Tollan who would know he
wasn’t the real Fisher. He hoped that hap-
pened before a lynch mob decorated a limb
with him in a hempen necktie. . . He pried
the door open, took his gun butts foremost.
He half lifted his arms. He was ready to

surrender.
“All right, I'll" he began.

EHIND him in the soddy, a man
croaked, “That a posse out there?”

The Kid wheeled, unaware there had

been another human in the place. The

lightning flared, dyed the interior in a blind-

ing yellow. And he saw the little half-

pint figure rolling out from under the debris
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of the broken down bunk ia the far cornet
from the door. “Who're you?”

The man sat up, face heavily beard-
stubbled. He pawed at his head, at a blood-
clotted scalp wound above an ear. “Don't
rightly know,” he said wearily, voice small.
“Seems like I can’t quite remember. Some
gents was after me. I got wounded. 'S
all. My hoss died. 'S all I know....”

He rose groggily, pulling on a crumpled
sombrero. “Seems like just now I heard
gunnin’. Thought it was a dream first.
But there was—and that's a posse outside,
ain't it?” Aan unholy fear made the whites
of his eyes glow.

Solo understood what had happened to
him, The bullet that had caused that scalp
- wound must have creased the skull-bone. It
had caused a loss of complete memory that
might return to any odd moment, Or that
never might, “That's a posse,” the Kid
said.

“They're after you?”

“Yeah,” the Kid said. “They think
I'm—" He broke off as he caught that
faint footstep just outside a few yards. He
never did finish the remark.

The other, older but almost his exact
size, was close and pawing at him. “Got
a posse after me, too. After me....” He
pulled the gun from his hip holster. “You
was goin’ to give up, wasn't you....Yeah
....yeah. Got no shells left?”

“Four,” the Kid said. -

“Give 'em to me,” the other husked.
“Quick. They don’t know I'm here—and
they'll kill me too if they find me.”

The Kid hesitated.

“Look, I'll git both uh us away,” the
other pleaded. “All you gotta do is throw
out yout smokepoles—and give up. Walk
right out. Few feet away, you stop. Then
I can cover 'em from the rear and—"

Solo started to shake his head. *I don't
want ‘em slain—"

“I'll hold ‘em up—have the jump oa
‘em,” the other said.

The Kid snapped two slugs out of his
right gun, pushed them in the other’s hand.
It was his one chance. The other tapped
him that he was ready. The Kid moved
to the door.

“I'm coming out,” he calied onto the
settling night. “I'm surrendering. Here
come my guns.”

“All right—but no tricks or you're as
good as ventilated!” a tough voice from
the right warned.

~

Solo’s prized pair of silver-stocked Colts -
plunked onto the hard earth in front of
the soddy. He kicked open the . door,
hoisted his hands, and walked out.. , They
came around him fast, four. One man ran
over him with none too gentle hands looks
ing for a stached weapon. The fifth one
of the posse with the wounded leg came
riding dewn with the ponies. He also led
the Kid’s paint horse.

“Oughta string you right up here and
now, Fisher,” one of them grunted.

The Kid smiled coolly and maneuvered
so he faced the soddy, placing them between
him and it. “Anybody got a sack of
makin’s. I ran out and—"

“Hoist your dewclaws, you John Laws!”
the little hombre barked, stepping into the
doorway of the shack.

They were taken dead to rights. The
skinny leader spun, ready to make a play
for it. But Solo slammed his hands down
sharply and seized the wrist of the other’s
gun hand, twisting it till the weapon
dropped. The man on the horse swore.

“Git shed of the hardware—or catch it
in the back,” the stranger who had lost
his mind purred. The guns bounced on
the ground.

It was a simple matter to take over their
weapons and the horses with them lined
against the front of the soddy. A slow
but thick rain was dropping. It would soon
eliminate any trail sign. The Kid swung
onto one of the posse ponies, took the
bridle of his own paint. The little stranger
hopped into the leather of another.

“You'll find your ponies—all "cept two
that we're borrowing and we'll send them
in later—up the trail a few miles,” the
Kid said. “We'll ground-anchor ‘em with
your guns beside them. Adios, amigos.”

EY moved off. “Could uh dropped
a coupla of 'em easy as rolling off a
log,” the stranger mentioned somewhat
sadly. When they dropped off three of
the ponies and their guns minus shells four-
five miles along, the stranger remarked that
the Kid was a very honest hombre.
“I'm not the lobo they think I am,” Solo
said.
“We never are, ate we?” said the other.
They took a cross trail to the west, shoul-
ders huddled against the rain. But that
rain made it impossible for them to be
teailed. When they passed a lone butte
stack ia the night, the stranger said he



knew where they were.” ‘About midway be-
tween Tollan Jutiction and Durango.

“Through the pass a ways, there’s a
settlement at a cross-roads. Just some
breeds and a Mex ot two. For a few dol-
lars, they’ll put you up and no questions
asked—or answered.”

A couple of hours later, they made the
crossroads. At a cabin down from a two-
bit store and barroom a cross-eyed breed
came to the door, stared woodenly, nodded
after the stranger talked. He took them
out to a shed in the rear and they bedded
down on some moldy hay in a corner.

“Wisht I could remember who in tarna-
tion I am,” the stranger said. But he was
soon snoring.

The Kid lay a while thinking. Through
a sheer freak of Fate he had failed to get
Butcher captured back at the Tollan depot.
Now he was no nearer solution of the
kidnagping of the girl than when he had
first drawn chips. It hada’t been as easy
as he had figured when he learned the girl
wasn't kept at the outlaw camp. He didn’t
know what his next move was to be exce
that he had to return to Butcher's bunch
as if he had finally escaped from Tollan
Junction. None of them had gotten 2
clear glimpse of him in the shooting melee.
Of course, if Red had somehow got away
and returned, things would be an animal of
a far different hue.

But he had to take that chance, Solo
decided. He dozed off, a hand hooked over
the Colt at his side, now freshly reloaded
from the shell belts of those possemen. ...

When he woke, the sun was full up. He
rose and went down to the breed’s place,
stiff and sore and almost ready to be cap-
tured for the sake of a cup of hot java.
The breed pointed down to the corner store
when asketfo about grub.

Down in the dingy place with a two-bit
" bar at one side, a smiling little Mex said
he could rustle up some chuck. There were
a couple of soiled glasses on the bar but
nobody else around. The Kid slumped in
a chair. And the silver skull slipped from
his pocket to the floor. He recovered it
and fingered it around idly on the table.

He heard the crunch of a man’s boot
outside, half turned. An hombre leading
a horse was staring in at him through a
side window. Rather at the gristly grin-
ning skull on the table. Thea the man’s
head jerked from view. Solo blinked. He
realized it had been the shy-eyed sheepish-
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faced Legs, John Bird, the man who toted
around crippled Judge Hondo Race.

Solo wasted but a split second. Then
he realized Bird had yanked himself from
sight like 2 man who didn’'t want to be
seen. The Kid was up and cat-footing it
to the door. Gun gliding into his hand, he
shoved out a shoulder for a look-see.

He under-rated his foe. He stepped out
another pace. Bird leaped out from the
corner of the building. He wore that
slightly foolish grin and his hands were
no place near his tied-down gun scabbard.
“Good morning,” he said dully. And he
reached up as if to scratch his head.

There was a flash of quivering steel. And
then the sleeve of the Kid's shooting arm
was pinioned to the doorjamb of the place, "
locked there by a deep-driven knife blade:
Bird had drawn from a sheathe slung at
the back of his neck. The Kid twisted
and dived his stiff right arm for his othet
gua.

It was a matter of split seconds. Bird
half bent and another shimmering blade
flowed into his hand from a coat sleeve,
bridged space in a silent but deadly streak.
The Kid's second gun went into business,
Bird was already flung about, swinging
back around the corner of the place. In
passing, his left hand caught the building
wall to steady himself. That was Solo’s
only target. His gun coughed. Just before
that hand vanished, a red bullet-sown track-
was ripped up the back of it. The Kid's
gun sign,

OLO tugged and ripped his left arm
free. He dashed around the build-
ing. Bird seemed to have been swallowed
in thin air. Solo moved along the side -
wall and then came to the window open-
ing. He poked in his head just in time
to see Bird's booted legs disappearing up
the staircase behind the bar of the place.
And the hoofs of ponies pounded around
a curve down the trail,

The Kid ran back to the front. Three
horsemen came hard. At the head of them
was the beetling-browed Leader of the
Butcher bunch. And it was plain they had
just left as John Bird bellowed to them
from an upstairs window:

“Leader! It's that Strant hairpin who
shot it out with you at the Mustang! The
Silver Kid!”

The Kid hated to sidestep:trouble. But
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he was playing for bigger stakes. It was
plain Bird was working with the lobos who
bad kidnapped the girl. Bird had proba-
bly told them how and when the thing
could be done. But Bird didn’t seem like
the key to the girl's whereabouts. Solo
was already dashing back to the shed, dodg-
ing between dobie hovels.

He got to the shed, wondering if he
might be cornered and have to gun it out.
Once Leader and his men-sighted him fully
in the strong sunshine he would never
have a chance of passing himself off to
Butcher as Pard Fisher again.

But the little stranger who didn’t know
who he was stood in front with both of
their saddled ponies ready. Neither was
the Kid's paint horse with the bruised fore-
legs. But there was no time to wait to
get Sorghum now. He hit the leather on
the run and they bolted their animals up
toward the long timbered slope ahead.

“Heard the gunning an’ figured we'd
better pull stakes pronto,” the stranger
called.

They made it into the cover of the timber,
struck onto a curving cowpath. They rode
at top speed for a few miles, then reined
down. Dropping off, the Kid put his ear
to the ground. There was not the slight-
est sound of pursuit. He grinned bleakly.
Evidently those Butcher hands had had
enough of a taste of Strant’s gun-lingo that
night back in Durango. They didn’t want
to chase him with only three-fours of them-
selves.

“For a hairpin what claims he ain’t no
owlhoot gent, you sure can dig up a passel
of trouble. Possemen again?” the stranger
said.

Solo looked up at him. It was the
first time he had seen his features in any
real light whatsoever. But there was. no
mistaking the man; Solo’s memory for faces
was too goed. It was the face he had seen
on the reward handbil in Marshal M.
Durkee’s office in Durango the night he had
hatched his scheme. Small, dark and topped
by dark hair. ... .the same sharp features.
Solo could visualize again the "$5000 Re-
ward—Dead or Alive” legend above the
picture.

It was the real Pard Fisher, the man
the Kid was impersonating. He recalled
now hearing the gents in Tollan yelling
about how Fisher had been run out after
a shooting brawl there the night before.

HEY were pushing through the rough

Wild Horse hills southwest of Dut-
ango, the Kid trying to dope things out.
He dragged hard on his third quirly in a
row. He supposed he should take Fisher
in as a wanted man. Yet he had other
and more important business first. He was
moving toward where the last Butcher
camp had been pitched.

“Well, if it ain’t Fisher,” a man called
from behind a big boulder.

The real Pard Fisher had been dozing.
He jerked up his head, mumbled vaguely,
“Somebody call me?”

It was one of the sentries at the new
camp. “You sure are locoed,” the Kid said
quickly to his companion, then hailed the
guard. They went through a screen of
brush and into a little hidden valley. The
new camp was pitched around a bend in it
on a small rivulet. At a glance, Solo could
see the losses at Tollan Junction had been
heavy. Fully a third of the men were miss-
ing. Plenty of the others had bandaged
arms or hobbled on patched-up legs.

Big Bat Butcher leaped up from beside
a smoldering fire and shaded his eyes to
stare. “Holy tarnation’s sake—you got outa
that bloody hole, Fis—"

The Kid cut in before the lobo boss
could finish the name. He said he had
been grabbed but had got away in the
excitement afterward when he was left un-
guarded a moment. “Picked up this maver-
ick here, Bat. Poor danged fool who don’t
know his name.”

Butcher gave but a brief glance to the
real Fisher. “I guess they got Red though,”
he said.

A load lifted from the tensed Kid. He
dropped to the ground. ‘“‘Reckon so.”

“What in blazes happened?”

The Kid shrugged. The real Fisher had
got down too. His eyes buzzing, he made
for a redeye jug he had spotted. He lifted
it and dumped it against his lips like a
man just off a waterless desert.

Solo looked Butcher in the eye. “Boss,”
and that title flattered the big blustering
outlaw chief, “Boss, I know danged well
you was double-crossed. Don’t ask me how
I know yet.”

Some of the others bunched around and
they talked about the battle and the bad
luck they had had. The Kid was trying
to figure fast, waiting for some carelessly
dropped word, a cue. He knew he was

near the key to the whole thing. But to



ride in and expose Leades as a traitor work-
ing with the outlaw would not bring about
the return of the girl. Butcher himself
seemed the only one who knew where
she was hidden.

“The Judge got his dinero through,”
Butcher said moodily.

“Well, mebbe he can pay off that ran-
som—or a chunk of it and we can pull
stakes,” one of the men said. ““This coun-
try is going to be all-fired hot pronto.”

Butcher turned and looked over at Lead-
er who had stepped out of a little lean-to.
Leader said nothing, merely nodding at the
Kid. Bat Butcher said weakly, “I don’t
know yet—I don't know.” He spoke like
one who took his orders from a higher up.

Some of the men turned away grumbling.
The Tollan affair hadn't set well. Typical
owlhoot gentry, they liked to stage a hold-
up, make a raid, and then light out to enjoy
the profits of their loot. This drawn-out
devious game they seemed to be playing
was irking them.

“If ' I was double~crossed,” Butcher mut-
tered. He turned and pulled away the jug
from the still gurling little Fisher and tilted
it to his own face. Solo moved toward
a pot of java propped on the coals. He
was still forced to play a waiting game. . ..

It was late in the afternoon when the
big man who had come on the borse to
the outside of the camp the night before
the Tollan raid came once again. A guard
called the boss. He went down to the
elbow of the valley to meet the other who
sat his horse impatiently. The Kid eased
down that way hoping for a glimpse of
the hombre’s face. But it was masked with
a neckerchief tied around below the eyes
now.

OLO swore softly and found his fingers
plucking at his throat where the silver
skull usually hung. He hated inaction.
He eyed the masked one who sat with his
left hand in his coat pocket. “All right,”
Butcher called and turned back.

The Kid's eyes bulged for just a moment
then lidded more sleepily than ever. For
as the rider prepared to leave, his hand
came out of that pocket an instant. And
across the back of the masked one’s hand,
running out of sight up the wrist, was a
track of fresh-crusted red blood, Solo’s gun
sign. That man, the mysterious hombre
behind Butcher, was John Bird.

Y 1o St
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“Well, what do we do?” a couple of
men demanded walking up to the boss. -
“Gotta lay low a while more yet,” Butch-

er said. “"We got to—well, we gotta plan
some.” g0
“Hell!” one said.

The Kid paced back, body tensed with
impotent anger. Bird was his. man.. But
he could not have struck then without be-
ing burned down in a swarm of lead. It
was hard to let him ride from sight un-
challenged though. He watched Butcher
slouch down and go to the jug again. Little
Fisher, the real Pard Fisher, lay in drunk-
en slumber over under a tree.

Then Solo got a long-shot hunch. He
dropped down across from Butcher and
asked for the jug. “Hear down in Dur-
ango that you're a-getting your ransom
dinero danged soon,” he mentioned off
handedly.

“You heard—what-t? You dares to go
into that town after they had put you in
jail once and—"

Solo shrugged as he put down the jug.
“Shucks, that marshal, Durkee, he died of
heart failure. So I was all right.”

Butcher studied him. Then the doubt
left his eyes. If this Fisher knew the
marshal was dead, it seemed pretty plain
he must have been down there on his way
back. “You heard what kind of a windy?”
he asked.

Solo said, “Fella seemed to know what
he was talking about. It was this John
Bird what lugs that crippled judge around.
I reckon the judge must've got a real chunk
of dinero in that stuff that come through
at the Junction.”

Butcher's eyes were distended. He swal-
lowed noisily. “You heard this Bird say
that?”

“Sure it was him. He was buying drinks
for the bar and telling all and sundry how
he planned to take the dinero himself to
meet you that very evening.”

Butcher sat frozen. Then he jumped up
cursing. “The dirty double-crossing coyote!
He can’t do this to me! He—" He turned
and ran over to the lean-to where Leader
was patching a boot. They talked quickly.
Then their words grew hotter.

The lieutenant said, “I wouldn’t do if,
Bat! He said for us to stay clear of there
—particular you! It ain’t wise. He’s gota
temper like a snake too. You know him
with a knife and—"

Butcher was white. But rage overcame



30 % % & Famous Western

his fear. “I can go take a look-see. If
nothing’s wrong at the old Baron place—"
He whirled, pointed out Olmsted and aa-
other man, told them to saddle up.

The Kid moved casually toward where
the pony he had borrowed from the Tollan

sse was tethered, threw on the hull. He
walked it out with the other ponies. Butcher
jumped into the saddle.

“No—no, you ain't coming,” he said
in a voice hoarse with tension.

“Well, I thought it looked like some-
thing was wrong and I'm prodding for
trouble after that mess at Tollan,” Solo
said softly.

The outlaw boss shook his heavy head,
called impatiently to Olmsted to hustle, then
moved off out of the valley. Olmsted was
late, tagging yards behind the boss and his
other gunhand. So it was simple for the
Kid to hit the hull and drift-out still further
in the rear as if he were included in the
party. The sentries outside didn’t challenge
him. He threw the spurs to the gray
mare he forked and turned to where he
could hear Butcher and the pair crashing
at a gallop up another slope.

As he rode, praying they would not
realize they were being trailed in Butcher's
eagerness, Solo put things together. It was
apparently Bird who 'had kidnapped the girl
and who was working through Butcher as
an intermediary. Butcher was merely John
Bird’s tool. The latter had the girl secreted
at the deserted Baron place. And now,
Butcher, thanks to Solo’s story, was headed
there, afraid of being double-crossed.

They got out of the broken hill country.
Butcher cut down to the main trail in the
Durango valley south of the town and
pounded down it. Solo had to keep to
the edge of the timbered valley side lest
he be spotted. It was much tougher rid-
ing. But he managed to keep them in
sight until almost the end. They swung
into an offshoot of the broad valley and
were gone.

AMBLING recklessly with the show-

down close, the Kid raced across the
open and got into the side draw, topped
a rise. He saw the old Baron place, a
rundown outfit with saddle-backed barns,
one half burned, a windmill leaning crazi-
ly, ranchyard fences sagging like old spider
webbing around a broken-down main house
of two stories. Ahead, Butcher had spurred
into the lead on his powerful steeldust

and was even then hopping off by the
broken end of the porch. His two gun-
hands trailed behind.

With the sun already gone from sight
in the draw and a damp twilight gather-
ing, the Kid hesitated no longer and pushed
the mare for all she was worth. He saw
the men pull up and go in. By the yard
gate, the Kid hit the dirt running and toiled
up a slope through the rank grass.

It was quiet inside. He couldn’t wait.
He ran around to a side door that hung
drunkenly over fallen-in steps and tugged at
the knob. It grunted open. He was in a
smaller hall, catfooted it down it. The
voices came from a room at the far side of
the house. He moved toward them, guns
gliding free of their scabbards. Olmsted
stood in the doorway of the room.

Beyond him, Solo made out Butcher in
the dimness. The outlaw was leaning over
an old metal bed. And sitting on it, hand-
cuffed to the frame, was a slim red-headed
girl. She stared up at him defiantly.

The Kid made his play. No sense wait-
ing longer. "Elevate 'em—or git salivated!”
he called softly as he glided in.

Olmsted’s hands jerked up. But Butcher,
sighting the Kid and knowing he really
had been double-crossed now, made his play.
His first shot caught Olmsted in the back,
breaking his spine. The Kid doubled and
leaped over the falling body, guns crackl-
ing. He saw Butcher spin as lead ripped
into his shoulder. The Kid's spur caught
in a broken floorboard and he half tripped.
The other gunhand, striking from be%xind
the door, merely got the Kid's sombrero
with his gun barrel. The Kid shook it
clear of his eyes and shot him in the side.

“I—I give up!” Butcher cried from where
he sat against the wall.

The Kid blew at his smoking gun tips,
looked at the gicl. *You're all right, miss.
Now—"

The soft hissing knife blade sliced by the
Kid's eye. But it gashed open his forehead.
The blood gushed into his eyes, blinding
him. He had a glimpse of John Bird, who
bad been upstairs, coming down the hall.

And another knife blade, plucked from
Bitd’s boot, locked the Kid’s left arm to
the panel of the open door. Butcher pushed
himself up and drew from his shoulder
stache. “Drop them weapons!” he barked,
tough once again.

The Kid let the one fall from his free
hand, slowly released the other. It slid



down his leg and caught ia the edge of
his boot. Nobody noticed in the dimness.
Bird stormed in, roaring.

“I warned you never to come here, Bat!
I warned you if you tried to touch the
girl—" :

“He said you was double-crossing me!”
Butcher almost whined. “Pat the other
knife away, Legs! Fisher there said—"

“Call me that and I'll—"-Bird raged.

HE Kid, apparently sagging against the

door; had worked that second knife to
let him loose. He jerked. Cloth ripped
and he was loose and running down the
hall. But he couldn’t see to fire. He fum-
bled around a turning, groped blindly,
found the front door and got it open. The
cool air hit his face as he sleeved it with
his right arm desperately. The knife had
pierced the flesh of his left arm that time.
It was worthless.

Then he was falling off the edge of
the porch he couldn’t see. He lay in the
deep grass, praying, knuckling his eyes. He
heard them whispering inside. A pony
whinnied. Then men were running up
from the trail in the long grass.

“Who's that?’ Butcher bellowed from
inside the door.

“It's me—Pard Fisher,” the real Fisher

cried. Back at the camp he had heard -

Leader mentioned Fishet’s, the Kid's ab-
sence. And it had been clue to his own
name. After he talked, he and Leader had
hit the trail for the Baron place.

And Fisher was a doomed man. His
answer was the blurt of Bat Butcher's gun.
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Twice. Fisher dropped, shot through the
throat. “You danged fool!” Leader bawled
from down in the grass. ““This is the real
Fisher!”

“That other was the Kid—Strant!” John
Bizd spat. “And we got to find him or—"’

Solo Strant, eyes cleared, rose from the
grass at the end of the porch like a ghost
in the rising moon, a bloody-headed ghost.
And his gun slammed its death chant, Bird
fired once and went down, big body shak-
ing the old building. His gun-scarred hand
moved feebly once toward the side of his
head. Half of it was gone.

The Kid leaped back onto the edge of
the porch, The craven Butcher ducked
back inside. Solo whirled as Leader’s gun
stung the dropping night with its muzzle
spurt. The Kid answered with two leaden
replies. Leader’s eyes seemed to bulge from
under their beetling brows. He half
twisted. And then he sank slowly, the crim-
son leaking from a hole over one lung.

The gun reports died. From inside the
house came Bat Butcher’s pleading whine.
“Lemme come out, Strant! I'm whupped!
I'll throw out my hoglegs!”

For answer, they shattered through a pane
of an upstairs window. And the huge
bullying outlaw's boots thumped on the
stairs.  After all, maybe he could hang
everything on the other two.

Solo sleeved at that gashed forehead
again. In a moment he would go in and
get Lily Race and take her back to her
crippled father. But his weary smile was
at the thought of getting back and picking
up his injured horse.

¥t’s Trail’s End jor You,
Jabe Towner!

You thought you were downright smart givin'
me a bad name, spreadin’ yore lias about my
gusto for killin’, dubbin’ me the Hell-For-
Certain Kid.

And now it's all backiirin’ in yore wsaseley
tace, Towner.

Because I'm usin’ that rep for all it’s worth,
and neither you nor yore bottlickin' sheriff
can keep me from cleanin’ yore polecta out-
fit plumb out of this country. I've got a new
name, now; it's

*“The Sure-Fire Kid”

Don't miss this action-packed book-length

novel by
CLIFF CAMPBELL

It's in the October issue of

WESTERN ACTION
15c ON ALL STANDS




e SATAN’S GUN-SON -
By Ed Earl Repp

Hard-
Hitting
Rangeland
Novel

Bronc Howden had to fight not
only the shadows of his own past,
but that of his father’s as well.
And Link Carter, foreman of the
Merrett ranch, had the finger on
Bronc as the engineer behind the
rustling outfit that was making Mer-
rett’s cattle disappear. But when
Bronc found that his worst fears
were true and that his father was
in this game . ..
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CHAPTER I

Longloop Curse
lN ALL HIS life there had been but

few times when young Bronc Howden

had been able to laugh. Reared
under the shadow of discontent and fear,
he had never known the joys of youthful
exuberance. The few times he had tasted
the heady wine of freedom were so far
petween that he bhad forgotten what it was
like.

But this morning, when the sun was
warm on the Box M range and the magpies
were jabbering gayly in the feedlots, some-
thing loosened that infernal tightness



within him. To his own surprise he found
himself suddenly whistling—a thing he
hadn’t done in as long as he could re-
member.

His fine lips felt dry and the sound that
came from them was shrill and unmusical,
but as he saddled his pony there in the
corral 'he had no mind for that. All he
knew was that something had let loose
within him, like a steel spring suddenly let
go. For a moment he was afraid that even
that would come to an abrupt end. It felt
so good to be like
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said tersely. “I can’t understand it. We've
hidden our market stuff where only a few
of us knew about, but they pick ‘em off no
matter where we put them.”

Bronc could picture big Hurd Merrett’s
discouragement. He had always liked him,
a square man and a fine boss. As for Car-
ter, from the day the Box M boss had
taken him on, no love had been lost be-
tween them,

“It ain’t hard to understand if you try
to, Hurd,” Link gave back. “I been:
preachin’ it to you for
months now — that

this. The bitterness
that gnawed constant-
ly at his soul was
gone now. He could
hold no grudges
when his whole be-
ing felt in tune with
the world.

With mounting
spirits he cinched his
saddle and made sure
that everything was
tight and range-shape.
Still whistling softly
he led his mount
across the ranch yard,
but before he had
taken a dozen steps,
his gayety dropped
from him like a cloak.
His tall, angular body
stood frozen in his
tracks, his pale eyes,
suddenly bleak,
swinging to the open
door of the bunk-
house just beyond.

He didn’t need to
listen hard to recog-
nize the voices issuing
from the door. DBut®
what Link Carter, cadaverous ramrod of the
Box M, was saying to Hurd Merrett in-
stantly put the bitterness back in his heart
and tightened once more the steel spring
that was his insides.

“Like I promised you, boss,” Link’s
rasping voice cut into Bronc's nerves like a
file. “They took two hundred head last
night—right off the South range. Just like
before, they disappeared into nowhere with-
out leavin’ a single trace.”

The Box M owner's voice bore a deep
note of weariness as he answered.

“If it keeps on I'll go busted,” Merrett

As their leader fell the other
renegades sought cover behind
rocks.

them  longloopers
have got a spotter on
your payroll. I—"

‘Never mind,”’
rapped Merrett blunt-
ly. “I know what
you're thinking. If the
rustlin’ is being ea-
gineered from here, it
simply ain't young
Howden doin’ it.”

“They are your
cows, Merrett,” Car-
ter rasped, and both
came to the door.
Bronc busied himself
with his cinch and
out of the tails of his
eyes saw a smile of
scorn touch  Link's
thin lips as he
watched the cattleman
walk dejectedly to-
ward the house. Then
he felt the ramrod’s
black, ferret-like eyes
upon him.

Bronc’s whole in-
sides blazed with
anger at the foreman's
innuendoes.  He suddenly remembered
other times when Carter had gone out of
his way to condemn and belittle him.
His background was again rising to
devil him. Bitterly, he wondered if
it was worthwhile trying to live down the
fact that he was Bronc Howden, son of
Shag Howden, renegade, rustler and bort-
der-hopper, bait for bounty hunters from
Laramie to Laredo.

Would he ever be allowed to forget the
unsavory heritage fate had dealt him? But
it wasn't only Carter who refused to grant
him that privilege. Most of the other folks
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of Whetstone Basin bore him the same dis-
trust. He had heard them say behind his
back that you can’t tame a wolf’s whelp or
make a house cat out of a lynx cub.

There were some who didn’t agree.
Among them were Hurd Merrett and his
daughter, Laura. Bronc had never under-
stood why, unless they were ‘more consid-
erate than most, unwilling to condemn a
man until his guilt was proven.

His brain a vortex of conflicting emo-
tions, he fought hard to control his desire
to whirl and smash a fist into Carter’s
smirking face. His hands trembled as he
took up his reins and prepared to mount.
Then he found Carter right behind him.

"“You couldn’t have been accidentally
eavescroppin’, could you, Howden?” the
ramrod clipped accusingly. “It wouldn't
be a healthy sign for you if you were.”

Bronc dropped his left foot from the
stirrup and turned. The wintry bleakness
of his eyes matched the coldness of his
voice when he said:; “Carter, I've tried my
best to keep out of trouble with you, but I
don’t mind sayin’—any more intimations
like you made in there is goin’ to cause
plenty. I'm Bronc Hewden, OId Shag’s
boy. I can’t help that any more than I can
help not liking the way you comb your hair.
But until you've got some evidence that
I'm double-crossin’ Merrett, you keep your
trap shut.”

Carter’s high cheek bones reddened. His
calloused thumbs hooked into his levis belt.
“I suppose you didn't know they got our
market stuff again last night, did you?”
he smirked.

“I heard you tellin’ the boss,” clipped

Bronc. “Don’t make any more cracks about
me.
“Maybe you knowed all about it even
before I told him,” persisted Carter evilly.
“I reckon you know a hell of a lot more
than that, Howden.”

Bronc's fists balled into clots of muscle
and bone. “Carter,” he bit out, “you're a
liar! T'm on the level and you know it!”

Carter laughed derisively. “That’s what
they all say,” he scourged. “You're as
crooked as the Whetstone skyline. You
myght fool the boss, but not me. Any son
of Shag Howden couldn’t be anything but
a rustler!”

A surge of bitterness flooded Bronc. The
color drained from his face as with a quick
tlip of his hand he unbuckled his gunbelt
and let the weapon fall to the ground. He

tossed his Barlow knife beside it and kicked
both away, battle lights gleaming in bhis
eyes.

“That'll be skin off your nose, Link!” he
said flatly. “Shuck your guns and crut up
your dew claws. No man ever called me a

rustler to my face without havin’ to fight!”

Link Carter scrubbed the back of a hairy
hand across his smirking mouth. His voice
was like chilled steel as he backed off and
let his weapons fall. “Hell on a fence rail,
ain't you?” he sneered. “I'll fix that, cow-
thief!”

NLOWLY he came forward, his long,
rangy body hunched in a slight
crouch. Bronc had a vision of a coiled rat-
tler ready to strike. He knew Carter was no
coward, knew that beneath his faded range
garb was a supple, slab-muscled body that
years of saddlewhacking had tempered to
the toughness of whangleather and steel.
The thinness of his frame and the palor of
his cheeks had deceived many belligerent
waddy into taking a punch at him, only to
learn that Carter’s long arms and knobby
fists carried the power of driving pistons,

But Bronc was ready and confident. Here
was an outlet for the pent-up emotion that
had deviled him so long. Something like
pure eagerness crept into his face as he
awaited the ramrod’s attack. Lean legs
planted wide apart and firm on the hard-
packed ground, he stood straight and stal-
wart. His heart that but a moment before
had been light for the first time in months
was now filled with a fresh bitterness that
only Carter’s blood could sate. The clean,
boyish face that had been puckered in a gay
whistle, was now grim and determined.

He had hoped that by hard, conscientious
and honest work he could live down the
heritage that dogged him. Link Carter was
denying him that chance and the clash he
had long hoped to avoid, trouble that would
be likely to do his case more harm than
good, was now inescapable,

This was it—root hog or die. A low growl
came to his lips as he parried Carter’s first
blows on his forearms. “Do your do, Link,”
he murmured, “and be damned to you.”

Then he was suddenly a grim fighting
machine that could knew no hurt, who was
ready to give all he had for the right to
live without fear of what the world thought
of him as the son of a renegade.

Quick to sense the beginning of a stqug-
gle, punchers came burrying from the feed



sheds, blacksmith shop and barn. But Bronc
was oblivious to the ring of excited faces
that formed around him and his antagonist.
With the speed of a lightning bolt his fist
lashed out. Carter tried to roll with the
punch, but he wasn’t quick enough.

Bronc landed a stinging blow to the ram-
rod’s beak-like nose. Carter staggered back
against the waddy’s horse. A guttural curse
crowded from the foreman’s throat. His
hairy fists pulled back, his head drew down
on his flaring shoulders. Like a cougar at
bay, he leaped forward.

Like tall trees bending in a storm, they
came together, fists flailing. Bronc pumped
solid blows to the murderous, reddened face
in front of him and felt joy as his arms

tingled under the shock of his punches. His’

own body absorbed the piston-like ham-
merings of the ramrod, and his muscles
corded against numbing torrent of blows
thrown at him.

The clamor of the excited punchers was
lost to him. He was alone—fighting for his
life—for his right to the respect that had
been denied him.

In 2 moment both men were cut and
bleeding. Carter’s nose was running red now
and where his right knuckles caught Bronc
a glancing blow on the side of the head,
blood dribbled from a ripped earlobe down
his throat. In the center of the circle of
riders they fought like two infuriated cou-
gars, slashing, straining, smashing with
bloody fists.

With terrific effort Bronc slugged the
foreman off his feet, and the impetus of
his swing carried him down atop him. They
threshed mightily on the ground for a mo-
ment, kicking, scrambling and cursing. Then
as they got to their feet they surged to bat-
tle again amid the words of advice from
the amused onlookers. They stood toe-to-toe
and slugged. A thin stream of blood trickled
from Bronc's mouth suddenly, but the wad-
dy was unconscious of it. He was absorbed
only in one thing—to make Link Carter eat
his own insults.

The predatory face of the Box M fore-
man was an ugly mask of blood and dirt.
Bronc’s slashing knuckles had cut his lips
and made a red smear of his nose. That
member had lost all semblance of shape
now and each time the waddy’s fists touched
it, Carter emitted a deep grunt of agony.
Curses of rage gushed from his throat and
his torso heaved and writhed as he drove
ruthlessly at the (Funcher. Bronc could see he
was tiring rapidly, but there was a stout
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heast incased in that rangy chest. He tried
hard for a knockout and each time Carter
shrewdly covered his spade-like chin.
Feinting suddenly he lured the other’s
guard down and quick as a diving bullbat,
his right flicked out and up. Carter took it
squarely on the point of the chin. His head
flew back and jolted between his shoulder
blades. He stumbled backward into the arms
of a puncher who pushed him forward,
shaking his head desperately to clear it of
the cobwebs that doucfed his eyes and brain.
Quick to follow up his advantage, Bronc
charged in for the kill. Carter backpedaled,
gulping air frenziedly. So mtent were they
upon their fight, the punchers upon the
drama, none neticed the buckboard rolling
forward at a fast clip from the ranch gates.

GIRL held the reins of the running

blacks in the traces. Her curved lips
were drawn tight, amber eyes filled- with
repugnance of what she saw was taking
place within the human circle there behind
the Box M bunkhouse.

She tooled the vehicle with the effortless
grace of long practice and her supple body
swayed easily with the lurching of the seat.
Her corn-colored hair, whipping in the
wind, streamed out behind her shapely
head. In a pluming cloud of dust she curbed
the horses and leaped from the seat before
the buckboard came to a full stop. She
rushed forward, her riding skirt flapping
sharply. The puanchers saw her and fell
away.

“It's Miss Merrett,” murmured one. “And
is she ruffled over this ruckus!”

As Barbara burst into the middle of the
ring her hands flew to her throat at what
she saw. It wasn’t nice to see. Two bat-
tered, bleeding hulks, pawing now with ex-
haustion, neither willing to give ground er
ask quarter, spent their remaining strength
in effort to land a finishing blow.

Now Bronc was summoning all his
muscles to swing furiously. His fist caught
Carter on the throat and sent him sprawling

‘to his knees. He leaped up almost immedi-

ately, but as he came his Barlow was out
and he was stripping the blade. Barbara
Merreit seemed frozen, her voice lost, as he
stalked his prey, his blade ready. Then she
screamed.

“Link! Stop!” she cried, running forward .
to plant herself between the two men, her
hands grasping the kill-eager foreman. He
looked past her at Bronc and started to push
on, but she held her ground in front of
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him. “"Give me that Batlow, Carter!” she
demanded, her voice throaty with authority.

“It'll be a pleasure,” he rasped, “after I
sink it in that dirty cow-thief’s brisket!”

He saw Bronc bend over suddenly and
scoop up his own weapons. His face took
on a look of fear when the waddy flipped
up his gun-muzzle. “"Give it to her before I
do a little killin" on my own account, Link!”
Bronc rapped. “I reckon hell wouldn’t be
lonesome if you was there!”

“That will do, Bronc!” Barbara flung at
him as Carter, ignoring her demand,
snapped his Barlow shut and pocketed it.
“If dad knew about this, he'd.fire you
both!”

“Might be a good thing for him if he
did,” Carter sneered. “He'd at least get rid
of the longlooper that's spottin’ our herds
for Kingfisher Karp, Shag Howden an’ the
rest of the gang!”

Battle lights again flecked Bronc’s eyes.
“We'll go into that later,” he promised, and
turned to Barbara. “I'll be seein’ your dad
now, Miss Barbara,” he added, and disap-
peared around the bunkhouse toward the
house beyond.

She spun to Carter, “If you'd spend a lit-
tle mote time trying to cut the trail of those
rustlers and less hanging around the bunk-
house picking fights, maybe we wouldn't
lose out herds!” her eyes blazed. “We've
told you before of our faith in Bronc. You
and all the rest are driving him to crime for
his own protection. You let him alone—all
of you—and get busy, or the Box M will
be signing on a whole new ctew of hands!”

The punchers hurried away. Cacter sent
a lingering, smirking look Bronc's way, then
followed them. The sternness went out of
Barbara’s face and was replaced by a mixed
expression of longing and dissatisfaction as

- she turned toward the ranch house.

CHAPTER II

Longloop Trasl

: N THE way to the house, Bronc had

0 paused long enough at the trough

to whoosh cold water over his bat-

- teted face. His body was one mass of aches

- and the taste of his treatment by Whetstone

- Basin was like bitter gall to his mouth. Now

. as he faced Hurd Mertett in the froat room,
he knew but one determination.

But he was startled by the look of wot-

' ry on the cowman’s seamed, kindly face.

Faciag ruin by the steady loss of his herds
to a gang believed to be harboring Shag
Howden, he had spent many sleepless
nights of late. And Bronc’s coming dis-
turbed a troublous nap. He could see that,
for Merrett’s pale eyes were puffy, his iron
gray hair tousled.

A look of surprise claimed his face
when he saw the bruises and cuts Bronc
bore. But before he could speak, the punch-
er broke out quickly: “I reckon you can see
I had a fight, Mr. Merrett. Carter got ringy.
You've been nicc to me personally and if
you're hard-pressed, I won't ask for my
wages. But I'm leavin’.”

The old cowman grunted his alarm.
“Leavin’?” he breathed. “What the hell for,
son? For a plugged peso I'd fire that
walkin’ bed-slat for violatin’ my order. I
never did like him anyhow, an’ to prove it
an’ my trust in you, I'd give you his job.”

“That wouldn’t improve things,” mur-
mured Bronc morosely. “They'd still say
that a Howden could never be anything
bug a longlooper. No, I'd best be on my
way. Maybe someday things’ll be a lot dif-
ferent and I'll come back. But now—"

Barbara’s entry into the room interrupted
him. Vitality and strength glowed in her
smooth cheeks. Her amber cyes regarded
him earnestly and he found her gaze dis-
concerting.

“So you've decided to pull out, have
you, Bronc?” she said tersely. “Because you
can’t stand gossip or because if they think
you're a renegade you might as well be
one?”

Bronc regarded her sharply. That was a
strong accusation for a girl to make. Anger
ignited within him,

“I'm not runnin’ out on gossip,” he said.
“A man’s yellow to cheap out on anything.
All T ask for is a chance to prove I'm not
what folks say.”

“We're givin' it to you, Bronc,” said
Merrett.

“That’s just it,” said Bronc. “You been

givia’' it to me ever since I came here six

months ago and I'm beholding to you for

it. But your herds are still-being rustled. If

I left, they couldn’t say I'm spottin’ for the |
gang. It's best for all of us that I do a little |

travelin’.”
Merrett shrugged. He saw there was ne
use teying to argue him out of his de-

termination. He put out his hand and Bronc |
took it, an aching lump rising suddenly to |
his throat, “If that’s the way you feel, son,”



the cowman said, "I reckon it'll have to be.
Good luck to you?”

Bronc nodded. “Where are you going?”’
Barbara’s voice quivered a little now. Her
eyes seemed sudgenly misty with a tender-
ness that he had never seen before. It served
to temper his grimness. The slow warmth he
always felt when near her stole over him
again. It seemed to him that he had always
loved this girl, but would he ever have the
courage to tell her, or the right to hope
she might feel the same way toward him
until he could offer her an unblemished
name?

“I don’t know, ma'am,” he said simply,
and his voice was choked with emotion.
“But wherever I go, T'll always remember
how good you and your dad treated me.”

Moodily he stepped to the door and was
gone. Merrett gave a deep sigh and knew
by the flood of tears that welled in Bar-
bara’s eyes that he would not be the only
one on the Box M to miss Bronc Howden.
She turned and fled upstairs-to her room.

Bronc ‘gigged northward and as he made
his way along the rugged edges of the
Whetstone Basin he was tormented by the
sombre thoughts that went with him. More
than ever before he realized now that he
had never been a part of the society of the
basin. By virtue of his parentage they re-
garded him as an outcast and treated him
accordingly. He recalled vividly the nu-
merous battles he had gone through to de-
fend himself against the jeers and insults
of the Whetstone people.

And now since it was known that King-
fisher Karp and his gang of renegades were
operating in the country, it was openly

charged that he, Bronc, was in league with

them. Bronc knew Shag Howden would
be riding with them. They had been to-
gether for years and no more cunning long-
loopers had ever teamed up to strip a
range clean.

Hurd Merreti’s cattle, he knew, were the
cream of the Whetstone, His herds had
been disappearing in droves and not a
single clue could be found as to where they
were being taken. Other Whetstone
ranches were likewise being gutted, but
~only the stout defense of Merrett had kept
Bronc from a cottonwood dance.

UNGRY and broke he had been
turned away from every chuckwagon
in the Whetstone before Merrett took him
on. A good judge of cattle and men, the
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Box M owner bad seen’something in the
youngster the others had not. Bronc real-
ized he owed him a lot. Except for Car-
ter’s prodding and insults, his stay there
gave him the happiest days of his life.

It was all gone now. He shuddered at
the life he had led prior to that—the cold
receptions at the supper fires, the usual or-
ders that followed— No room for a How-
den here. Move on!”

Those and many other thoughts rode with
bim through the day until Jate afternoon
when he found himself along the upper
reaches of Tensleep Creek. There he
stopped to rest and water his mount and
look for sign.

Somewhere in this region of the Seven
Devils Hills he felt would be Karp’s hide-
out. He remembered his father saying
that you could lose your own shadow in the
Seven Devils north of the Whetstone. It
was the only real place of concealment
within the radius of a hundred miles. The
many little wooded canyons, draws and deep
washes afforded refuge for wanted men,
sanctuary for society’s outcasts and for the
herds of stolen cattle that could be held
for safe passage under the cover of night
to the border beyond the Hills.

Somewhere here he was sure he would
find Kingfisher Karp and Shag Howden.
It might take him days or weeks, but with
a surge of bitterness he felt confident that
he would at least be fed at their chuck
fire. The worst he could hope for was a
quick and unmarked grave. Even that, he
reasoned morosely, would be better than
the living death of a social exile.

After a short rest he swung back into his
saddle and rode on. The sun had dropped
down behind the Hills and their long shad-
ows punched eastward across the lowlands.
He followed the bosque of the creek
through patches of willow and cottonwood
and finally reached the fringe of pinon
pines bordering the denser timber beyond.

A clearing loomed abruptly before him
and he drew rein warily to survey the tiny
cabin half hidden in the shadow pools at
the far end. Whether this was one of the
Howden hideouts, he didn’t know. There
was no sign of life about the place. His
alert eyes never left it as he guided his
pony around through the trees to the other
side and quietly pulled up behind the
shack. :

Thinking it would be a good place to
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spend the night, he was about to light down
when a harsh voice halted him.

“You've come far enough, ‘mister!” a
man cracked out from the shadows off to
one side. “Stay put!”

Instantly Bronc’s head jerked sideways.
Then he saw the black silhouette of a short,
stubby man standing beside a pinon. The
rifle he held looked almost as tall as he
was, but its muzzle was unwavering with
the sights lined 'on Bronc’s brisket.

“Don’t get your hackles up,” Bronc
breathed. “I just stumbled on this place.”

“Maybe you did and maybe you didn't,”
the other gave back gruffly. “State your
business and move on!” :

Stiff-leggedly the oldster came forward,
stock of his gun resting on his right hip.
As he came up Bronc could make out a
full, iron-gray beard matting his face.
Encasing his bowed legs was a pair of
fringed buckskin britches. Plain moccasins
gave him the silent tread of a panther.
The width of his shoulders spoke of tre-
mendous power. His bare, leonine head
sat on a thick neck and his graying hair
hung, mountain-man style, down to his
shoulders.

“Folks ain’t in the habit of callin’ on
Old Taos Jones by accident,” he said flatly.
“I reckon you figured to catch me by sur-
prise, too, eh?”

Bronc regarded him levelly from his
saddle, understanding building up within
him. He knew now who this oldster was.

Old Taos Jones was a legendary figure
up here in the Seven Devils. Some said he
was just an eccentric old hermit, but Bronc
remembered Shag Howden telling that
Jones had freighted over the Santa Fe Trail
in his younger days and when the railroad
came, took up prospecting, being among the
first to strike it rich up Cripple Creek way.
According to Shag, Jones had taken his
rich horde of gold and disappeared into
the Seven Devils where he lived the lonely
life of a recluse with his wealth hidden
near him. Shag and Karp had promised
to get that wealth sooner or later and the
idea came to Bronc that this was one of
the reasons for their presence in the coun-
try now.

A grimness claimed his face. Taos Jones
might be a good man to ride the river with
for a while. There was a chance the lure
of his supposed riches might bring the
renegades to him. He relaxed and eyed
the oldster affably.

“Reckon I understand your skittishness,
Taos,” he said. “I've heard your/’ story
many times, but I ain’t interested. I ain’t
looking for anybody’s gold. All I want
to do is meet up with two people—Kisg-
fisher Karp and Shag Howden!”

There was a ring of sincetity in Bronc’s
voice that the ancient patriarch of the Seven
Devils did not miss. A wicked gleam
sprang into his eyes. Bronc felt them
probing him, biting deep. into his very
soul.

“You've said enough, youngster,” the
grizzled veteran said, and his rifle came
down. ‘'Light down and make yourself
to home for the night. Any gent that's
gunnin’ for them two is welcome at my
shack any time.”

IT WAS a paradoxical comradeship that
evolved from that twilight encounter—
that of a youngster exiled from society be-
cause of a tainted name, and that of an
oldster made an outcast by his own sus-
picion of his neighbors. Whether he had
a horde of gold or not, Bronc didn't know,
Nor did he venture to ask. He stayed on
at the shack and each day at dawn he rode
away to search through the Seven Deyvils for
sign of the renegade hideout, returning
when dusk fell. He combed the deep
gullies, blind canyons and lofty peaks re-
lentlessly, but found no sign. Discoutage:
ment claimed him more than once.

Each morning Old Taos watched him
ride away with fresh determination. He
asked no questions. In their conversations
at night he never talked of himself or his
alleged gold horde. Bronc failed even to
hint that such a cache might exist. They
let it go at that, each lonely for the other’s
company. .

Bronc continued his search which be-
came more and more a hopeless task. He
cut no sign that might indicate the pres-
ence of the gang and he was beginning to
convince himself that the renegades had
pulled out to other fields. He began to
feel a great longing to be back on the Box
M, for the quiet evenings with Barbara
Merrett. But he knew that as long as the
raiders continued stripping the Whetstones,
he would have to remain in exile.

Following an exceptionally hard day in
the saddle he returned wearily to the little
shack of Taos Jones. Darkness had fallen
and for the first time since meeting the
oldster, no light shown in the cabin window



to greet his nightly return, A deep premo-
nition gripped him and almost fearfully
he went quietly to the door and looked
inside.

His call to the oldster sounded hollow
in the silence. “Taos! You all right?”

There was no reply. Reseating his guns
in their pouches, he went inside cautiously.
For a long moment he stood just within
the door, his eyes probing the Stygian
blackness. His ears ached as he strained
for some slight sound that might indicate
danger. Hearing and seeing nothing he
thumbed a match into flame in cupped
hands to cast the yellow glow over the
room. The place was empty. Quickly he
went to the table and lit the lamp.

The shack was just as he had left it
that morning. Taos Jones was gone. He
wondered if the oldster had gone out for
fresh meat and had strayed farther than
he expected, delaying his return. This
thought was discarded when he remembered
that Taos seldom strayed beyond hailing
distance of the clearing at any time.

As he went outside he wondered if this
was what he had hoped for—a clue to the
whereabouts of Kingfisher and Shag. They
could have come here, grabbed Taos and
carted him away to make him tell where his
riches, if any, were hidden. Or perhaps they
might have killed him, found his cache and
departed. :

His fears mounting, he halted outside and
called again. This time louder. He listened
hard and heard only the wind soughing
along the tops of the trees bordering the
clearing. ;

Then suddenly he caught another sound,
like a low moan. It made the short hairs at
the base of his neck crawl. Involuntarily his
hands dropped to his guns. It came again
and this time he was able to determine its
location.

Grimly he hurried toward the trees and
started groping his way through the dark-
ness, stumbling over a log and barking his
shins. He gave a low oath and went on.
Then he saw the huddle form of Taos Jones
on the ground ahead. Quickly he ran to him
and knelt down, taking his shaggy head in
his arm. :

“Taos,” he murmured gently, yet his
voice held a quality of fierceness. “What
happened ?”

The old patriarch gasped for breath and
Bronc knew that only a bullet hole through
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the lungs could make a man wheeze like
that. It was a death rattle.

“They got me this time, Iad,” he mum-
bled. “Plumb through the brisket.”

“They—?"" Bronc bit out. ““Who, Taos?”’

“I didn’t get a good look at 'em,” Jones
mouthed. “They came for my money. I
wouldn'’t tell 'em and they gunned me—"

Bronc saw he was going fast. Blood drib-
bled from his ashen lips now, staining
through the mat of beard cloaking his face.

“What did they look like?” the waddy’s
voice was bleak. “"Was it—Shag Howden?”

“Might've been,” Taos burbled. His jaw
was losing its strength and wanted to sag
over. It was death’s approach. “Big hombre
—eyes masked. Couldn’t see ‘em. But he
won't get my cache, lad. I'm leavin’ it to
you. You're—a—good boy—been watchin’
you. It's well hid—find a—a—map—loose
stone—cabin fire—place.”

Bronc could feel his once-strong body
growing steadily weaker. His throat ached
for him. Here, dying in his arms, was
one of the few men he had ever known
who had treated him decently. “Shucks,
Taos,” he murmured. *““You'll pull through
this. I bet you've freighted your weight
in lead many a time an’ took a hoedown.”

“It's all yours, son,” the oldster yanked
himself back from the abyss. “But they'll
be back to get it—" :

His body went slack and Bronc saw only
the whites of his eyes staring up at him.

“Yeah,” he breathed. “They'll be back.
And when they do there’ll be a gunsmoke
reckonin’ "’ <

AFTER piling the last stone on the shal-
low grave there beneath the pinions,
Bronc stood bareheaded for a moment and
then with heavy heart returned to the cabin.
The wick in the lamp had burned down
and now only a faint glow emanated from
it, giving the bare room an eerie aspect.
Keeping well back from the window and
door, he sat down heavily on the bunk to
think. - Here was the scene, he was sure,
of another Shag Howden crime. How long,
he wondered, would it continue? How
long must he continue to suffer in the re-
flecting light of his sire’s misdeeds? He
asked himself what he could or would do
about it if he ever met his father face to
face? Was blood really thicker than water,
or could he summon the courage to dis-
prove that theory?
There was determination to test it out
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when his eyes lifted unconsciously to the
field stone fireplace Old Taos had built at
one end of the room. He wondered sud-
denly if Taos had imagined a cache of
Créfple Creek gold. Ot were the tales Shag
had told true? >

With increasing interest he got up and
‘went to the smoke-blackened fireplace. His
eyes swept over the-face. There were a
thousand or more field stones cemented
there. If one containing a map was loose,
smoke and soot had long ago erased the
tell-tale markings. Besides, Karp and his
gang might already have found it and te-
placed it so cunningly as to defy detec-
tion.

He weat to work carefully tapping each
stone with the heel of one of his guns.

‘One by one he went over the stones; found

none that sounded loosely enough to be
lifted out without chipping the hard cement
joint. Finally the last lower row of stones
came under his inspection and yielded noth-
ing.

%—!e sat down on a hand-hewn bench in
front of the fire pit, wondering if he'd
missed a stone. Perhaps, he thought, Old
Taos’ map was just imagination. He was
sure he hadn’t overlooked a single rock in
that fireplace. Each had sounded solid
under the tap of his gun-heel. He glanced
around the room. It hada't beea searched
by the oldster’s murderers. Everything was
in order. :

His eyes wandered back to the fireplace
and up the chimney. As he sat there mi-
nutely inspecting the pile his toe touched the
edge of a slab of stone in the hearth, lifted
a fraction and dropped back into place. In-
stantly his attention dropped to it. He
reached down and dug his fingers into a
crack between the hearth and the floor, and
lifted. The slab came up and underneath
he saw a small cubbyhole ia which lay 2
folded parchment.

His blood pounding, he snatched it up,
went to the table and began smoothing it
out. The parchment was yellow with age,
soiled from the black ash dust that had
seeped through the hearth cracks. Then
before him lay the secret of Taos Jones.
This was what Shag Howdea had sworn
someday to get, a sccret that had brought
sudden death to the eccentric old patriarch.

Attentively Bronc glanced over the map
and pictured each land matk indelibly ia
his mind. So engrossed was he that he
failed to hear a light tread behind him.

“Paw high, Howden!” rapped a bleak
voice from the doorway. ‘“Don’t try any-
thing funny or you’ll get lead right where
your suspenders cross!”

Bronc whirled, his first impulse being to
snatch at his guns. He found himself look-
ing into the eyes of Sheriff Tom Bengold
of Whetstone Basin. The .45 in the law-
man’s right hand was cocked and there was
determination in the set of his flat lips.
Beside him stood Link Carter, ramrod of
the Box M, a satisfied smirk on his thin
face.

“It ain’t often we could sneak up behind
you, Howden,” the tinstar bit out. “You'te
goin’ soft if you didn’t know we was tailin’
you. I—" ’

“Maybe that accounts for a lot of things,”
Bronc's voice was dripping bitter sircasm,
his bleak eyes on Carter. “You probably
saw me buryin’ a friend awhile ago.”

“Wise acres ought to be plowed under,”
clipped Carter, hands on his gun heels.
“You gave us the slip up yonder. What
we want to know is who's under that pile
of dirt and rock?”

“Come on, Howden,” rapped Bengold.
“It couldn’t have been Taos Jones, could
it

“It could and was,” gave back Bronc
tersely. T came back and found him mur-
dered!”

Bengold's horned mustaches twitched.
“Then it's skin off your nose, Howden,” he
said accusingly. “You've been here all
alone with him. You'll have a hard time
talkin’ yourself out of a murder charge.
What's that you was lookin’ at?”

Bronc's face was immobile, but his mind
was racing. At last, he thought, Carter and
his friends were able to pin something on
him. He realized that Bengold was right.
He would have a hard time establishing his
innocence. The name of Howden wouldn’t
be a help, either. His insides tightened
again as he spoke.

“Take a look if you waat,” he ground
out.

“Fetch it here, Link,” the lawman nodded
to Carter. “T'll keep him covered so he
won't pull any tricks.”

Carter walked around him to the table,
careful to stay out of Bronc's reach. He
picked up the parchmeat and glanced at it
under the yellow lamplight, “It's a map,”
he said at length, and then whistled softly.
“A map showing the location of Old Taos
Jones' gold cache, by hell!”



Bengold’s face hardened. *‘And it was in
your possession;- Howden,” he said flatly.
“You dry-gulched the old-timer just for
that. Pull his stingers, Link, and we'll be
headin’ home!”

While Carter slipped up behind him and
stripped him of his guns, Bronc felt the
world crashing down about him completely.
Helplessly he allowed Bengold to handcuff
him and then in something of a daze he
was thrust outside toward his horse by the
jubilant Box M ramrod.

CHAPTER III

Nocturnal Raiders

captors and captive rode down out of

the Seven Devils and skirted the
northernmost lines of the Box M. During
the long ride Bronc had plenty of time to
think what would happen to him in Whet-
stone when they had him in jail and news
got around that he’d murdered Old Taos
Jones for his gold. He doubted if Bengold
would be able to hold back a hangnoose
mob. Whetstone Basin was like a box of
dynamite with a short fuse attached due
to the depredations of the renegades. A
Howden in jail would be the match that
would explode it.

He knew he couldn’t hope for acquittal
if he ever reached a court of law. The
evidence against him was perfect for a
verdict of guilty. He was truly under
a forked stick now and his only salvation
lay in a sudden break for freedom. But
with the lawman and Carter riding behind
him, their eyes ever on the alert, he was
powerless.

At length they came abreast the - Box M
gate. Carter pulled up. “T'll be headin’
in, Sheriff,” he said. “You won’t need my
help takin’ this huckleberry into town. With
them bracelets on he won't cause no trou-
ble. See you later.”

He swung through the gate and loped
toward the ranch house beyond. A longing
overshadowed Bronc's sudden ray of hope.
In the house was Barbara Merrett and her
kindly old father, probably asleep now,
ignorant of the tragedy building about them.
In the morning they would know he had
been taken. Then they would join the rest
of the Whetstone people in condemning
him.

“"Get movin’, Howden,” Bengold’s crisp

lT WAS midnight when the trio of

livid with fury.
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voice jarred him from bis thoughts. “Sooner
we hit Whetstone an’ you're in a cell, better
I'll feel.”

Bronc rode on. The lawman pulled up
beside him and for a long time they rode
in silence. They were but a few miles from
town when it happened. Bronc had been
gauging the distance between himself and
the lawman for some time. Suddenly he
rammed his left spur rowel hard into the
pony’'s flank. With a squeal the surprised
animal leaped sideways, banging hard into
Bengold’s horse.

Before the sheriff could leap his own
horse away, Bronc's cuffed hands shot up
and closed over his gunbutt. The Colts
cleared leather with a hissing sound and
Bengold found himself gaping into the
menacing bore.

“We've gone far enough, Sheriff!"” Bronc
rapped wickedly. "I don’t like to do this,
but I ain’t going to be strung up for some-
body else’s killing! Fish out the keys to
these cuffs and loose 'em!”

“You're makin’ a mistake, Howden,”
blustered the lawman. “This'll make it
harder for you.”

Bronc laughed icily. *“You can only hang
a man once,” he ground out. “Take off
these irons!”

Swearing under his breath, Bengold did
as bidden. “Now light down and start
walking,” Bronc ordered. “The exercise’ll
do you good.”

“What do you mean?’ Bengold de-
manded, dismayed.

“Just what I said,” Bronc gave back. “Get
down and hit the road to town!”

“Its seven-eight miles to there,” the law-
man protested, but he wasted no time when
Bronc eated back the hammer of his gun.
He lit down stiffly and Bronc quickly
slapped his mount’s rump with his loose
reins. The horse took off down the road
at a gallop.

“And as many to the Box M,” Bronc
prodded. “Well, so long, Sheriff, and—
good hikin’ in them high heels!”

“I'll get you for this if it's the last thing
1 do, Howden,” the lawman swore, his face
But Bronc was already
wheeling his bronc about. He left the tin-
star standing there in the road, swearing
relentlessly. As he tore away into the
gloom he saw him furiously pull his range
hat hard down upon his head, turn and
start walking toward Whetstone. He
grinned and gave spur steel to his mount.



42 % & h Famous Westera

FTER 2 ;tiff ride, Bronc was once
~more back at the gate of the Merrett
Box M spread. Almost by habit he started

swinging inside, then curbed his horse .

abruptly, doubtful of his welcome now that
Carter had had time to spread his vicious
lies. He wanted to go to the house and
tell Barbara and Hurd all that had hap-
pened, but decided against it.

The big house loomed darkly there among
the mushrooming sycamores. The tempta-
tion to visit it was strong. An hour or
so had elapsed since Carter had returned,
and Bronc reasoned that if he had told of
the killing of Taos, the aroused household
had already gone back to bed.

He was about to swing his mount back
onto the road and head once more toward
the Seven Devils when he caught the blur
of a rider rolling along the open range
beyond the bunkhouse. The thin flutter of
hooves came to him, and with them a strong
fecling that something was wrong there.
He wondered who the rider could be, know-
ing that in these times of struggle against
the renegades, every available man would
be out riding night herd to guard against
the raiders. Men were gaunt and sleepy-
eyed from their vigils and the scant hours
of sleep each day. He wondered if per-
haps this rider had carried news back to
Merrett of another raid and was now on
his way back to join in the hunt for the
rustlers. kS

The thought came to him that there was
another chance to contact Kingfisher Karp
and Shag Howden for a showdown that
would forever give him the peace and con-
tentment he sought. Abruptly he rowelled
his horse and headed for the house. A
short distance from it he halted and lit
down to proceed on foot. Careful not to
walk deliberately into anything untoward,
he skirted the house and came up to the
réar. 2

As he did so he heard a chair falling to
the floor as if having been kicked over.
Then he heard the scrape of a heavy body
along the planking. His first thought was
that a fight was being staged inside the
house, and then the muffled voice of Meix
rett reached him.

“Help! Help! The lowdown—" Bronc
wasted no time slatting his way through the
kitchen door. He saw Merrett lying on the
floor, struggling to rise. Quickly he thumbed
a match to the suspension lamp. Trussed
up like wild steer, a kitchen towel tied

about his face, the rancher fought at his
bonds and gag furiously.

Bronc’s Barlow knife was out in a jiffy,
slicing the ropes. The cowman leaped up,
breathing hard, and snatching the towel
from him.

“Bronc!” he exclaimed, a strange look
claiming his eyes. ““What you doin’ here?”

“Never mind that, Mr. Merrett,” Bronc
kaew what he was thinking. “Just tell me
what's wrong."”

“Karp and his gang raided us tonight—
grabbed the breeding stock I been holdin’
here,” the rancher gushed in a torrent, “and
took Barbara along for good measure!”

"“Took Barbara?” Bronc's voice was like
steel.

“That’s right,” said Merrett. I was fixin’
a snack before goin’ to bed when they
came. All the boys was eut ridin’ night
herd—"'

“Where was Link Carter?”” Bronc cut in.

“I ain’t seen him siace he rode north the
other day with Tom Bengold to look for
that lowdown gang,” Merrett said.

Bronc’s face clouded. “Then they were
trailin’ me,” he murmured darkly. “"Well,
maybe I'll do some more trailin® myself
right now.”

He turned to go. Merrett halted him.
“Where are you goin’?” he demanded.

“To look for Link Carter—and Miss
Metrett,” Bronc said tersely.

“Forget about him,” the cattleman
rapped. “It's my daughter I'm worried
about. Soon as I get into my boots, I'll
go along.”

“Two’s a crowd in this case, Merrett,”
Bronc warned. “One man might get close
to that gang while more would interfere.
You just sit tight and let me handle this.”

“Like hell T will!” Merrett ground out,
but before he could stop him, Bronc was
gone out the door. He rushed into the
parlor where he'd removed his boots beside
his best chair as was his habit in the eve-
ning, but by the time he stormed outside,
Bronc was a fast-moving blur that disap-
peared into the night.

CHAPTER 1V
Ouwlhoot Pawn
RONC HOWDEN roared through
the darkness with a heart turned
to stone. If he had ever hated
Shag Howden before, he despised him com-



pletely now. That his own father could
stoop so low as to be a partoer in the
tearing of a helpless girl away from the
protection of her home was beyond his
endurance to bear. What, he wondered,
could the renegades gain by it? Merrett
had been rustled blind. He was on the
point of poverty and the loagriders could
bleed more from him.

All color drained from Bronc's face as
he thought of it. He thoughtlessly dug his
rowels into his mount’s flanks. The run-
ning beast squealed under the cruel jab
- and thundered forward at greater effort.
Hot hatred seared Bronc’s heart and he
knew but one resolve—to find the renegades
and kill, and keep on killing until all or
mimself were dead. Only then could he
obtain freedom from the blight that
hounded him.

Dawn was but a faint streak across the
eastern skies when he caught his second
glimpse of the rider he’d seen tearing
away from the Box M. This time the man
carclessly allowed himself to be outlined
against the sky as he topped a ridge. Then
he was gone. Bronc pounded along in pus-
suit, sure in his own mind that it was
Link Carter or one of the renegades. He
was heading toward the Seven Devils and
wasting no time. Here at last would be
a definite trail to follow and Bronc grew
impatient for daylight.

It came in a blaze of glory that routed
the long shadows of the Seven Devils. He
picked up the man’s trail easily, but one
thing remained to puzzle him. That was
the failure of Link Carter to find Merrett.
Surely he would have heard the cowman’s
struggles to free himself there in the
kitchen.

A thought came to him. Perbaps Link
Carter hadn’t wanted to find him, or hav-
ing seen Taos Jones' treasure map, had
rushed into the Box M bunkhouse long
enough only to grab up a few belongings
and head for the oldster’s cabin to find the
cache. Bengold now possessed the docu-
ment, but Carter could have stored each
landmark away in his mind as he, Bronc,
had done at the cabin.

But he told himself that was the least
important thing to him now. Barbara's
security came first. After that it would be
root hog or die for him. Now he con-
centrated on the trail. It carried him along
the same courses he had followed before
in his search for the renegade hangout. He
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was puzzled that he had been unable to
trace it to a conclusion and a little way
on he discovered the reason.

The tracks of the rider suddenly veered
from the trail and disappeared in a wide
area of rocky rubble leading up the slants
of the Seven Devils. Grimly he followed,
groping for a hint of which direction the
man had taken. And then his hopes soared.
Fresh droppings of the rider’s mount gave
him a lead that took him behind a screen
of scrub pinons edging the rubble. Riding
through he found himself staring into a
narrow defile that led to a wider box canyon
beyond.

Reseating his gun, he started to follow a
now well-defined trail up the canyon. But
he had gone only a few yards when a thick
voice halted him.

“Just a minute, an’ be careful with your
hands!”

Bronc turned in his saddle, his fingers
splayed out over his gunbutt. Slowly his
hands came away and settled on kak nubbin.
His bleak eyes swept over the tall, clean-
shaven oldster standing at the edge of a
thick juniper. Half screened behind him
was a big, deep-chested claybank gelding,
streaks of white lather striping its fine neck.
A flat-crowned black JB hat topped the
man’s graying head. Deep lines coursed
down the sides of a full mouth from the
corners of steel-gray eyes. His shoulders
were broad beneath the faded plaid shirt
he wore, tapering down to a thin waist.
He wore Coffeyville boots and you could
tell by the length of his spurs that he was
a hard-riding man. Slanchways around his
lean thighs hung hand-tooled cartridge belts,
the matching holsters tied hard above the
knees. Bronc saw his .45’s were the finest,
bone-gripped and new, one of which he
held now in his gnarled right fist, the ham-
mer eared back beneath a thick thumb.

HERE was supreme confidence and
purpose in the man’s rather pallid face.
That pallor might have been caused by a
recent sickness, he thought quickly, or by
too much night riding with the moon for a
sun. But there was something about the
maq that startled Bronc. He had seen him
somewhere before, he was sure, but it didn't
matter now. The man was holding him up
when Barbara Merrett needed him.
“Get down and come here!” the other
commanded. “This is the end of the line
for you, kid.”
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Fresh fires of anger kindled in Bronc
as he lit down and went toward the man,
careful to keep his hands away from his
gun. He rebelled against the command, but
something drew him to the other as irre-
sistably as a moth to a bright light. Silent-
Iy he condemned himself for being so care-
less as to ride blindly into the canyon with-
out first scouting it. But it was too late
now to make amends for that. His only
hope of getting past this renegade stakeout,
he thought, was to play a waiting game.

“I might've knowed they'd leave a guard
behind 'em to cover the canyon mouth,” he
said bitterly. I reckon you're the galoot I
trailed last night while you was ridin’ drag
for them, eh?”

The man’s pale eyes bored into his. “You
got a lot to learn, button,” he chided. “Be-
fore you can call yourself a man-hunter. I
circled you twice last night and once
could’ve yanked you right out of your kak
when you racked past me."”

Bronc blinked. “Why didn’t you?” he
cracked out. ““What have they done with
Miss Merrett?”

The man’s eyes twinkled. “Kind of like
her, don’t you, Bronc?” he offered.

If Bronc had been surprised before by
this man’s assertion that he could have
tripped him on the trail, he was amazed
now at mention of his name.

“How do you know that?” he demanded,
“Who are you?”

The man’s laugh set up a vague uneasi-
ness in the waddy. “From what folks have
been saying around the Whetstone about
Shag Howden, you—"

“Shag Howden?" Bronc faltered. “Don't
kid me, mister!” his voice was wicked.
“Shag Howden was my dad, damn his soul!
He never had a shave in his life, nor even
washed his dirty neck far as I can recall.”

“You ain’t seen him in five years I
reckon,” the other replied mildly. “Time
can change a man—time and a chance to
think over his wrongs in stony lonesome.”

Bronc's laugh was bitter. Unobstrusively
he gauged the distance between him and
this man: ‘““You're-just stallin’ to give your
pals up there time to get away!” he
scourged hotly. “Get out of my way or
do your do!”

“You'll find only a quick grave up the’

canyon,” the other said, his pale eyes grow-
ing bleak. “I said this was the end of the
line for you.”

“That’s what you think,” Bronc ground

out, putting his words to action. His Jeft
arm flicked out and brushed the other’s
gun aside. Like a striking sidewinder he
darted in, his right smashing hard against
the man’s chin. Shag Howden staggered
back under the impact, caught his spur in
a juniper root and fell. Before he could
recover, Bronc was upon him, pinioning
his arms behind his back. With a piggn
string from his pocket he quickly tied him
up.
“If you're Shag Howden,” he gritted
savagely, “you'll have the chance to change
your ways in the stony lonesome you men-
tioned. Right now you'll be cold fruit under
this juniper. When I come back this way
I'll see that you get a fair trail!”

Half dazed, the oldster tried to shake
the cobwebs from his brain as Bronc
dragged him under the tree. As he did so
the oldster’s shirt-front pulled open and
then Bronc realized that this man was the
parent he’d sworn to kill. The livid scar
of an old knife wound crossed his torso
from right armpit to left side. Sight of
it sent a pang of emotion seeping through
him. He smothered it quickly. He owed
Shag Howden nothing. This ‘man had
brought nothing but misery and bitterness
to him, and his outlawry had contributed
to Barbara Merrett's predicament.

Savagely he threw him to the ground,
tossed his guns out eof reach and hurried
to his horse. As he vaulted into the saddle,
Shag rolled over and called to him.

“Bronc, son!” his voice was filled with

warning. “Wait! Listen to me! They'll
gun you down! I'm makin’ up for what
I did—"

But Bronc was roaring up the canyon and
in a moment rode out of sight around a
turn. Shag Howden groaned, desperation
building in his eyes. He struggled at his
bonds, the twine cutting into his wrists
csuelly and bringing blood. After 2 moment
he lay back, gasping.

LD fury rode with Bronc Howden
up the hidden canyon toward the
renegade hideout. He knew no caution
now, for in his mind he had formed 2
plan for the release of Barbara Merrett.
A plan, if he moved swiftly, would cheat
Link Carter out of the hoard he was un-
questionably out for now.
He had not ridden more than a mile
and a half before he suddenly found him-
self surrounded from four sides by a cun-



aingly laid renegade trap. Four gunmen
converged upon him from as many points
as he came out of the canyon into a wide
pocket in the hills, He recognized King-
fisher Karp immediately.

The old renegade was still unkempt as
ever. His short, squat body reminded Bronc
of a huge toad seated in a saddle. His
matted gray beard was stained from tobacco
and his close-set shoe button eyes glittered
with the same old cruelty. Bronc suddenly
recalled that old Shag had once bore the
same regenade stamp and he found him-
self wondering at the change that had come
over him.

“Young Howden, hey?” the old hellion
croaked as he recognized Bronc, “‘That's
fine, kid. We was fixin' to go callin® in
town tonight to fetch you out here.”

“How’d you know I'd be there?” Bronc's
brows went up.

Karp's beefy lips parted in a wide grin,
revealing a toothless mouth. “We got ways
of knowin’ things, button,” he said. “But
now that you've come, maybe you'll be
able to ride out whole with your gal if
you listen 'to our proposition.”

Bronc eyed him coldly. He knew what
their offer would be. He'd been prepared
to make it himself. But his whole being
rebelled at meeting these killers on their
own terms, yet there was no other way out
if Barbara was to be released.

“I probably wouldn’t be
Karp,” he murmured.

“We'll see,” croaked the renegade leader.
“You know where Old Taos' cache is. We
want it. You want the gal. You'll see we
get what we want or neither of you'll ever
get out of the Seven Devils. That plain?”

His cruel eyes glittered murderously and
Bronc knew he would kill them both with-
out compunction if they opposed him.

“How do I know she’s here and safe?”
Bronc put to him. “What makes you think
I know anything abeut Taos" cache?”

“You'll see,” Kingfisher smirked. *“And
you'll tell us what'we want to know, or by
hell we'll take your taw—the hard way!”

Under the guns of the four, Bronc rode
sandwiched between them deeper into the
canyon to where a couple of other gunmen
lounged lazily near a picket line. Behind
them stood a small, weathered shack, half-
_hidden at the side of a huge boulder. As
they lit down, Bronc's eyes narrowed on
the pair. He remembered them, two re-
maiaing members of the old Karp-Howden

intecested,
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bunch. Clipper Downs was middle-aged,
swart and milk-eyed. His two Colts were
tied hard at his thighs and he was known
for his gunswift in half a dozen states.
Beside him lazed Cinco Fount, another of
the same breed. Bronc remembered Shag
having a good laugh over Cinco who had
cut five notches in his gunheel and stopped
there because he couldn’t count any further.
But this little, moon-faced killer would be
a man to reckon with in any kind of a
fight, he knew. S

Now as Karp slid from his saddle and
Bronc greedily eyed his gun stuck in the
old renegade’s dirty waistband, he realized
there would be little chance of opposing
this collection of killers. Kingfish called
raucously toward the shack and his voice
rolled the echoes back and forth across the
canyon.

“Hey, Link!” he shouted.
out! This is payoff time!”

Link—Link Carter—here with Kingfisher
Karp? Bronc was stunned. Never liking
the Box M ramrod, he hadn’t ever suspected
him of any connections with the owlhoot.
Now it came to him in a rush—Carter’s
long rides away from the Box M presum-
ably to hunt for the rustler trail—the un-
explained tipping off to the outlaws of care-
fully hidden herds of cattle, a thing he'd
attempted to blame on him to hide his own
craftiness. But it puzzled Bronc why Link
hadn’t told Karp the location of the old
patriarch’s cache, or gone after it himself.

“If you had half the brains your old
man had, Howden,” Kingfisher said wolf-
ishly while they waited for Barbara to
appear, “we could use you in this bunch.
But he made two mistakes.”

“What?”” Bronc clipped, his eyes on the
cabin.

“He got himself pinched after we took
a mail train at Champa City,” said Karp.
“Took a five-ycar rap. Hear he’s out now
and—turned lawdog. Can you beat that?
Shag Howden a deputy U. S. Marshal!/But
he’ll never outlive that mistake, not if I
see him first. I got his name scratched on
a slug, kid.”

Shock coursed the full length of Bronc's
tall frame. Shag Howden—a United States
Deputy Marshal! It was unbelievable!

But was that what his father had tried
to tell him down the trail and he’d refused
to listen? Hope started building within
him. Had Shag at last recognized the
ercor of his ways, paid his debt to society

“Fetch her
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and came out to offer his guns and ex-
perience to the law on the old theory that
a thief is best fitted to catch a thief? Bronc’s
brain was whirling. Such a thing was im-
possible. Many an old owlhooter, he rea-
soned, had turned lawman and soared to
great heights in public esteem.

But it couldn’t be with Shag. He'd
been a dyed-in-the-wool renegade, and a
leopard doesn’t chance its spots overnight
or in five years. Still, he remembered with
a sudden surge of emotion, Shag had looked
different back there. He wasn't the same
old Shag Howden, loud-mouthed, bragging
desperado. There was something fresh and
clean about him Bronc had never seen be-
fore. And that pallor of face—

Could it really be true, or was Karp
simply having sport with him? He couldn’t
believe Old Shag had taken the straight and
narrow. But he could have waylaid him
on the night trail. He wondered why he
hadn’t done so and concluded that the
whole thing was crazy, that his father had
simply let him come on, expecting to take
him at the canyon mouth and perhaps try
to initiate him into the gang.

He laughed bitterly. “That’s a good one
on me, Karp,” he ground out. “Outside of
my mother, no Howden was ever any good.
Folks all say so, don’t they?”

CHAPTER V

Powdersmoke Peace

RONC HOWDEN turned cold as a
B winter wind when he saw Barbara

Merrett shoved roughly from the
cabin door by Link Carter, the cadaverous
Box M foreman who had formerly taken
her orders. Her hair was dishevelled and
her eyes reddened from crying and inter-
rupted sleep. But in them burned a glitter
of defiance.

“Keep your filthy paws off me, Carter!”
she burst out at the ramrod. “If dad was
here he'd break you in two!” She saw
Bronc. A little cry of surprise escaped
her lips, then alarm came to her eyes. She
started toward him, but Carter grabbed her
arm.

Like a cornered wildcat she turned on
him and her sharp nails made three red-
dening lines down each of his cheeks. He
emitted a low curse and gripped her in a
bear-like hug to overcome her. Bronc
started forward, but that was all.

Karp _

rammed the muzzle of his gun hard into
his back.

“Far enough, kid,” he laughed. T ain't
had so much fun watchin’ them two scrap
since that Mexie carved up your old man
down Juarez way. Now you start talkin’
before we get rough. Where's that cache?”

“Why don’t you ask Carter?” Bronc bit
out. “He saw the map.”

“Yeah,” Karp croaked. “But his mem-
ory’s about as long as his nose. Maybe you
can do better, hey?”

Bronc winced as he cruelly rammed his
gun-muzzle deeper into the small of his
back.

“It'll be hide off his nose if he don't,”
cut in Carter. “Nothing’d give me more
pleasure than to take him apart in little

ieces!”

“Tell them nothing, Bronc!” Barbara
cried, struggling impotently ‘to free herself
from Link’s bear hold. “They're a pack of
cowardly dogs! I'm not afraid of them!”

“Now ain’t she skirted hell on a pump
handle,” scourged Kingfisher. “Take a little
of it out of her, Link, and see if this jig-
ger’ll let her holler without talkin’.”

Cruelly Carter shoved ‘one of her small
wrists up between her shoulder blades and
the pain drained all color from her face.
But she made no outcry. Again Bronc
started forward, this time with a leap, but
Karp’s ready foot tripped him. He fell
sprawling on his face.

“You dogs!” Barbara gritted, and her
kicking heels caught Carter on the shins.
He let out a groan as his grip loosened
upon her. Quick as lightning she ran for
Kingfisher Karp, her nails clawing at his
bearded face. He gave a startled grunt and
amused laughter rippled through the out-
laws as he fought to stave her off.

“Somebody grab this hell-kitty before she
claws out my eyes!” he croaked, and then
his gun arced up.

Bronc saw it and all caution fled from
him. As if shot from a catapult he was on
his feet and darting in. Before Karp could
bring his gun barrel down on Barbara’s
head, his hand closed in a vise-like grip
over his wrist. With a bellow of rage
Karp swung to his new antagonist and
struggled viciously to pull free.

Bronc knew that it was now or never for
him and Barbara, knew they would proba-
bly never get out of this renegade hideout
alive. But in his frame of mind it mat-



teted little so long as he could take King-
fisher Karp and perhaps a few of his gang
into their graves with him.

Just how he did it, he didn’t know, but
before anyone could stop him he had
stripped Karp’s gun from his hand. Then
he was leaping back as the others went
into action, pulling Karp with him. Using
the struggling, frightened old hellion as
a shield he caught Link Carter’s hands
streaking to his tied-hard pistols. Just
then Kingfisher squirmed away and threw
himself behind one of the horses at the
picket line, snatching out his other gun with
one fell swoop.:

“Run for it, Babs!” Bronc shouted, and
triggered at Carter.

The cadaverous ramrod's guns were out
and on the way up when Bronc's slug
caught him in the pit of his flat stomach.
A look of awe spread over his face. His
guns dropped and his thin hands clamped
over his middle. He doubled up and fell
forward, never moving again.

The canyon rocked to the concussion of
exploding guns. Bronc saw Barbara streak-
ing toward him as he triggered a quick
shot at Cinco Fount and missed when the
gunman darted behind a horse. Acrid gun-
smoke clogged his nostrils and then he was
thrusting Barbara ‘behind him. He could
feel her body trembling against his own,
but it gave him courage. Truly, this was
payoff time as Karp had said, but he didn’t
dare hope he could come out triumphantTy
in this battle. They stood against him
now, five to one. But if no Howden was
ever any good, he was resolved to show
them that they knew how to die.

Puffs of dust lifted from his sleeves
and levi legs as renegade bullets fanned
bim close. He stood his ground and
triggered through the cloud of powdersmoke
that rose to obscure his vision, sear his
lungs. Then he felt the snag of a bullet
through his left biceps. The shock of the
lead spun him half around.

The burning agony made his senses reel
for an instant, and he shook his head sav-
agely to clear it. Then he saw Fount
again as he stepped around the horse’s rump
to trigger at him.

Sobbing with hate and pain, Bronc threw
up his gun. As he was ready to let go
the man who could count no more than
five suddenly stiffened in his tracks. His

. baptism of fire both understood.
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gun spun on his trigger finger for an in-
stant and then clattered to the ground. He
fell on top of it.

Thea Bronc was aware of a lone figure
advancing at a slow, deliberate walk up
the canyon toward the renegades. He was
a gray-haired man, tall, thin-waisted.  His
shirt hung open in the front and even from
the distance Bronc could see the red scar
that would mark Shag Howden to his dy-
ing day. He held new Colts in each hand
and they were exploding now with the
rhythmatic motion of idling pistons.

“Thank God,” Bronc heard Barbara
breathe behind him, and then Shag How-
den was abreast of them.

A fierce pride surged through the waddy.
There was a strong hunger in his pained
eyes now—the hunger of a boy who had
been denied the guidance of a real dad
and who had suddenly found it. Shag
Howden was siding him at last. What
Karp had said was true, for in the early
morning sunlight Bronc saw that his fathet
now wore a bright new star on the left
pocket of his faded shirt.

Gunflame bloomed out at him from be-
hind the string of horses at the picket line.
But Shag Howden didn’t mind. There was
something beautiful and awesome in his
steady, unwavering advance upon the rene-
gades, triggering as he walked, unmindful
of the death that whistled and slashed
about him.

SUDDEN fear clogged Bronc’s throat.
His voice was hoarse as he called:
“Dad! Don’t go closer! They'll kill you!”
Shag Howden's eyes swept him, and
there was a longing in them that couldn't
be missed. - "I was dead for years, son,” he
gave back. “I'm just beginnin’ to live.
It ain’t for this scum to interrupt it again.”
It seemed that Bronc's one word made
everything all right between them. In that
Shag
Howden had made good, like others before
and after him. Like a swaying statue the
youngster thrust Barbara to the ground.
“Stay down, Babs,” he said, and his voice
sounded dull and far away. Then he was
rushing on rubbery legs to the side of his
father.
Together, side by side, they bore down
upon the renegades. Panic seized them

~now. Horse flesh was no longer good
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cover. They began darting toward rocks
and clumps of brush, and therein lay their
ruin.

His left arm hanging useless, blood drip-
ping from dead fingers, Bronc triggered at
Clipper Downs. The milk-eyed killer took
the lead squarely in the chest. The shock
threw his arms up. His guns arced through
the air and clattered on the rubble. His
one shriek of—"God!"—sheared the crash-
ing gunsound as he fell. Vaguely Bronc
thought it was strange this stolid killer could
think of his Maker at the moment when
death struck him.

He shuddered and glanced at Old Shag.
His guns spit flame and lead and Kingfisher
Karp was answering, shot for shot. There
could be no mistaking that this man was
Shag Howden. The toad-like renegade had
seen Shag Howden in action too many
times before not to know. He alone stood
his ground there at the rump of a horse.
His evil face was like a bad dream.

“Comin’ at you, Karp!” Bronc heard
Shag say. "I'd have you last night at the
Box M, only I wanted all of you together.
You know I always did like my peas in
one pod. Makes shellin® easier! Take it!”

His guns bucked as one in his hands.
Kingfisher Karp’s Colts exploded into the
ground. He folded over like a split grain
sack and was trampled by the spooky horse
that had shielded him. He lay in a pitiful
heap in the dust beneath the animal’s punch-
ing hooves. :

Bronc glimpsed one of the remaining
renegades throwing down on him from
behind a rock. He was so close that the
flame from the gun seared him. Something
struck him a jolting blow in the side. His

last conscious sense told him Shag Howden'’s -

guns were exploding beside him. That was
all. He didn’t see his would-be assassin
drop down behind his covert, the top of
his head blown off. All he knew now was
that a merciful peace settled over him. His
legs seemed like rubber, letting him down
easily. Bronc Howden was tasting of death
and—Iliked the peace it gave him.

HEN he regained consciousness his

eyes were dimmed, but sight came
quickly. He was lying on a clean white
bed and someone was sitting beside him,
holding his hand. When his vision focused
correctly, he saw it was Barbara Merrett.
She looked fresh and clean and good, as he

had always liked to see her. Her eyes were
glistening. :

“Oh, Bronc, I've been praying so hard—"
she sobbed, and smiled through her teats
to match the wan grin that expanded his
cheeks.

“1 reckon we all have, Miss Merrett,”
said a heavy voice beyond. Bronc looked
for the source and saw Shag Howden look-
ing down at him. Beside him stood Mer-
rett, Tom Bengold and a grave-faced
medico. ““That’s somethin’ I learned how
to do and if that's what fetched the boy
around, it'll be somethin’ I'm goin’ to learn
a lot more about.”

“That, Howden,” said Doc Sherman from
Whetstone, “wouldn’t be a bad idea. It
certainly wasn’t what I did that fetched
him out of it. But he’ll be all right now.
Crisis is passed. Give him a couple of
weeks and he’ll be able to enjoy that inherit-
ance he got from Taos Jones—"

“Providin,” Bronc suggested weakly.
“Providin’ Barbara helps me.”

“With my blessin’,” asserted Merrett,
“Thanks to Shag Howden T'll get my cattle
back, but I'll be a dad-burned pilgrim if I
keep on ranchin’ without a ramred around

here!”
But Bronc wasn’t listening. All he knew

was that Barbara’s lips were sweet and warm
against his. The rest was meaningless.

THE END
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interrupted his intricate computa-
tions with a breezy hail.

“Hey, Careful!” the County Sutveyor
bellowed: “Come outta thet back room. I
want yuh tuh git acquainted with an ole
friend uh mine!”

Careful laid down his calipers with a
sigh. He smoothed down his rumpled mass
of corn-yellow hair and stepped precisely
into H. P. Gassoway’s office.

The junior surveyor wiped the abstracted,
withdrawn look from his freckled, pug-
nosed face and smiled slowly as H. P. did
the honors.

The County Surveyor introduced Careful
to a wispy old nester. But he acted like
the oldster was a long-lost, rich uncle. - But
that was H. P.’s way.

He made back slapping pay rich divi-
dends. He'd been reelected to his office
term after term—in spite of his limited
qualifications for the job.

“This here ole kiote is Baldy Potter,”
boomed H. P. jovially. “As white a guy
as yuh'll meet in seven states. Baldy, meet
my deppity. Careful Jones. He comes by
his nickname honestly. Ho-ho-ho! Never
known tuh make a mistake. Ho-ho-ho!”

The little old coot was balder than a
duck’s egg above his leathery ears. But he
had a fringe of fine-spun white bair fall-
ing to his shoulders. He teetered his chair
nervously and watched everything with
bright, bird-like black eyes.

Careful mumbled the civilities and pump-
handled a gnarled, veined old hand. His
intensely blue, serious eyes behind their
thick-lensed spectacles measured Baldy level-
ly. He decided instantly that he liked what
they rested upon.

Careful waited expectantly. He sensed

CAREFUL JONES frowned as his boss

Careful Jones knew that Ames
Hostler had some trick up his sleeve
in regard to the surveying of the
County lines—and he was right.
But even Hostler didn’t suspect how
his devil's game would backfire!
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that H. P. was up against something tough.
But that was not unusual.

“"Well, what yuh goin’ tuh do about it?”
demanded Baldy. He was evidently con-
tinuing a previous discussion. 5

“Yuh kin take th’ matter intuh court,”
advised H. P. "If yuh think yuh got a
case agin Hostler.”

“Court, hell!” exploded Baldy. ‘““What
good would thet do me? I tell yuh th'
devil’s sidin’ Ames Hostler! Somethin’ be-
yond human power swings thet compass
needle off!”

“Now, Baldy,” soothed H. P. "I run
them lines myself. Be ’bout fdrty years
ago. Jist afore yuh homesteaded. They
wuz all hunky-dory then. An' I guess
they still are, ole hoss.”

. H. P. slapped the nester genially on 2’

thin shoulder blade. “But we’ll see,” he
added. “I'll send Careful here, out with
yuh tuh check 'em over.”

“Why don’t yuh come yoreself!” stormed
Baldy. His voice grew cracked. "I tell
yuh, it's plumb spooky !”

“Now, now, Baldy!”

“An iffen yuh can’t git thet township
line back where she belongs—an’ th’ devil
back in hell—I'm a gone goslin’! Thet
toad-bellied range hawg's got my water
fenced off! Claims it’s legal. Hurrumpt!
Dern him! T'H kill Ames Hostler iffen I
don’t git my rights! Legal er no legal!”

“Careful,” sighed H. P., “I reckon yuh'd
better sashay out tuh Buckthorn with Baldy.
Investigate this here perambulatin® town-
ship line. I'm leavin’ the hull thing tuh
yore discretion.”

Careful asked no useless questions. He
put his faith in his. transit theodolite and
exact work.

The wrath boiled up in Baldy’s black
eyes. ‘“But hell, J. P.,”” he snorted. “Hain't
this kid kinda young tuh tie intuh th’ super-
natcheral ?”

“Acourse I'd go myself, Ole Timer,” J. P.
hastened to explain. “But I'm under th’
doctor’s keer. He's workin’ on me day
an’ night. I'm a mighty sick man.”

To prove his point, he coughed hollow-
ly

“Could be,” grunted the skinny, dried up
old nester. He chewed his cud furiously.
Then he took careful aim at the spittoon.
Scoring a bull’s-eye, he snorted: “Shore it
ain’t lack uh exercise, J. P.?”

“Me exercise?” yelped the pained J. P.

“Hell, Baldy! I'm all stove up. Ain’t got

th’ old tabasco no more. Exercise 'ud kill
me shore. But Careful’s got an old head.
He'll figger an’ out fer yuh. If they is
one.”

“Hurrumpt !

“So-long, yuh ole sidewinder! Glad yuh
called.”

AREFUL and old Baldy gigged down

the steep western slope of the San

Jermias range. They were short-cutting into
Buckthorn valley.

Their ponies and the led mule packed
with Careful’s soogans and instruments were
caked with dried sweat and the thick trail
dust. The sky was an inverted, brassy bowl
of near-perfect symmetry, whose lower edge
rested on the mesa that swept far to the
south. There the mysterious Superstitions
were a dark, huddled blob on the horizon.

Buzzards swept overhead in wide-looped
spirals. Their searching eyes fastened on
the two now perched in a dead mountain
ash. These craned their revolting bald heads
down from the ash’s whitened limbs. They
made tentative hops. They half opened their
wings and flapped weakly—beating the hot
air.

Baldy shook his fist in rage. “Durn Ames
Hostler!” he cursed. *“T'll shore kill him!
Them buzzards is gettin’ ready tuh peck
th’ eyes outta another one uh my starved
cow critters. I'm takin’ a gander.”

He reined his cayuse toward a clump of
mesquite that straggled down the slope in
an eroded gully. :

Careful sat watching the buzzards. He
was interested in - their antics. Suddenly
spurts of flame blossomed in the mesquite!

The hard-ringing crash of Winchesters
clapped against his ears!

Careful flattened down on his pony’s
neck. Instinctively he wrenched the bay
around. He dug steel hard into the out-
raged brute’s flanks. He fanned the pack
mule with his stetson and speared down
the trail. Hot lead stormed around him.

Out of the corner of his eye he glimpsed
a billowing cloud of milky blue powder
smoke. The smudge was lifting nearly be-
neath the two heavy-flapping buzzards. They
now beat the air with frantic wings. The
rusty feathered, immense birds seemed to
be carried upward on the rising smoke.

Then Careful saw Baldy. The oldster
wheeled and stormed after him. His face
was distorted with rage.



Twice sudden death whispered to Care-
ful within thirty seconds.

One slug brushed his very cheek. And
another punched a round hole in his stet-
son. It happened as he slapped down at
the sluggish pack mule.

But in a dozen jumps the bay rounded
a bend in the trail. Careful was out of
immediate peril. He reckoned at least a
dozen slugs had poured out of the mes-
quite. And three fast levered Winchesters
threw them. He continued to pour it to
his cayuse.

Half a mile down the trail the moun-
tain ironed out. It became a wrinkled
slope. There Baldy overtook Careful.

The old nester was foaming with fury.
He cursed Ames Hostler ferociously. He
blessed the fellow’s ancestors and possible
descendants with fire and brimbstone here-
afters.

“T'll larn th’ toad-bellied polecat!” he
stormed. “Th’ idear! A layin’ in th’ bresh
an’ tryin’ tuh run a whizzer on me!”

“Shore it was Hostler?" queried Careful.

“Shore ez shootin’! Him er his crew.
If I'd a been luggin® iron I'd a rid in thar
an’ vent'lated his gizzard! An’ he knows
it! Knew I waren’t heeled.”

“How come, Baldy?”

“Hell! I left Brown Betsy tuh hum!
Ain't this spozed tuh be a civilized kentry?”

“It’s reckoned to be by some,” replied
Careful. “But I'm beginning to have my
doubts. I don’t reckon it's near civilized
to try to kill a guy from the brush. With-
out tellin’ him why.” -

“Well, iffen it ain’t!” swore Baldy, “I'll
jine Geronimo’s band!”

“"What for, Baldy?”

“I aim tuh lift a leetle hair again! When
I wuz scoutin’ fer Fremont he jist turned
a blind eye to our Injun tricks. So yuh
do th’ same, Kid. TI'll show yuh some-
pun. When I git Brown Betsy cuddied
under my ear again!”

BUT Careful didn't believe anybody was
trying to run a whizzer on Baldy.
Those slugs weren’t thrown out of the
mesquite at him. That hinted quite author-
itatively at something else.

In their sudden, emphatic Western way
those slugs proclaimed that the young sur-
veyor wasn't welcome in Buckthorn valley!

So Careful cudgelled his brains. He was
searching for the answer. He guessed it
had something to do with the township
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line he was going to resurvey for Baldy.

The oldster fell silent. But he waggled
-his jaws constantly. He mumbled a cud
of fine-cut spitting tobacco with his tooth-
less old gums and spat high, wide and
handsome. »

An hour later their ponies splashed the
heavy yellow dust of Buckthorn’s one de-
jected street. They eased down from their
tired mounts in the cool gloom of the livery
stable.

“Cool 'em out before you dast to water
"em,” Careful warned the gangling, pimple-
faced hostler.

A dozen mongrel curs scratched fleas in-
dustriously. They lolled, panting in the
shade of the row of old cottonwoods that
lined the street.

A few dejected cayuses stood tethered at
hitch racks in high-hopped, hang-head res-
ignation. A seeping stream trickled from

-one green - scum - covered pool to another.
But it faithfully watered the cottonwoods.
The great trees’ roots inched thirstily down
to its slow flow.

Then the stream decided to cross the
street beneath a plank bridge. The wooden
floor boomed hollowly under each passing
pony’s hooves. Afterwards the stream got
lost in the sandy waste.

“Hungry?” queried Careful.

‘Kinda,” Baldy admitted.

The Alpine Restaurant beckoned.

“Then let’s saunter in here and grab a
plate o’ hot chuck,” Careful invited.

The two entered the fly-specked interior.
The only cool thing about the dump was
its name. It was connected with the Cattle-
man’s saloon by an arched passage. Sounds
of convivialty drifted in to them.

Three cow-prods fogged past. They were
trying to outrun the dust cloud following
fast after them.

For the afternoon west wind was begin--
ning to sough across the heat-blanketed
mesa.

“Them’s three of Hostler’s hands,”
pointed Baldy. “Shouldn’t wonder a mite
if they waren’t th’ lobos who tried tuh dry-
gulch us back yonder on th’ mountain.

Careful thought it was extremely likely.

A sallow waitress teetered in on high
heels. She was visibly annoyed. She an-
nounced languidly:

“We got cold roast pork and bread and
butter and dried apple pi¢. And maybe
cawfee. If the cook’s got the fire up. Which
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isa't likely—with the weather as hot as
it is.”

The two wayfarers studied the situation
carefully. They started to put theic heads
together. But the waitress sniffed audibly.
And told the world in general—and Cart-
ful and Baldy in particular:

“I'm tired of waiting table for shiftless,
otnery cow-pokes. They hang around the
barroom all day. Then they stagger ia
pop-eyed in the middle of the afternoon and
demand vittles. Why don’t they get theic
meals on time?”

“There is a thought there,” sighed Care-
ful. *“Why, indeed?” :
“What'll it be, Gents?” suggested the

waitress.

An irresistible urge to wax joculat ovet-
came the usually sober-sided Careful. The
contrast between the real peril that had
threatened him on the mountain and the
hectoring of the shallow, artificial waitress
had him gxgglmg hysterically. “Make mine
quanl on toast,” he tittered.

“Surely,” sniffed the waittess. “Quail on
toast it is. But it'll taste exactly like toast

rk sandwiches.”

She flounced, and surveyed Baldy.

“I fairly dote on pork sandwiches,” lied
Careful manfully. _

“I dunno,” doubted Baldy.
lke pork.”

“Baldy!" hissed the scandalized Careful.
“Take what is set before you by the Queen
of the May without grousing! Pretend that
cold sidemeat sandwiches and colder coffee
is ambrosial nectar! Just pretend!”

“Yuh kin do th’ pretendin’,” objected
Baldy. “I'm stickin’ up fer my stummick’s
rights!”

“By all means, Baldy. Soothe it with a
nice, fat piece of pork. Cold and lard-
like.”

“Seems tuh me I been eatin’ hawg meat
all my life,” complained Baldy. “An’ I
never did like it. Hain't yuh got a lump
uh beef?” S

“No! We haven’t!” the uncompromising
waitress snapped.

“Baldy!” giggled Careful. “This ain’t
th’ common, garden variety of hawg that
nesters eat!”

“Yuh tellin” me?" belly-ached Baldy. “T'll
bet he’s tougher’n ole Billy Hell!”

“No! No! This here favored critter is
downright succulent! He'll fairly melt in
yore mouth!”

“Hurrumpt! I bet he won't!".

“I never did

“He is truly fit to be served by the Queen
of Sheba who graces this abode of good
cheec!” cackled Careful.

UT his nonsense fell on barren soil.
Baldy never cracked a smile, and the
waitress replied acidly:

“No use ttying to soft-soap me! Thank
heaven, this is my last week here! TI'll
sure be glad to get back to Phoenix, where
thete’s some life. And where the gents
appreciate a re-fined girl who's had ad-

vantages. Even if I do say it who
shoulda’t!”
“We'll shorely miss our desert rose,”

giggled Careful.

“You can forget the comedy,” flounced
the sallow desert rose. I got a steady,
reliable friend in Phoenix. A geat a gitl
can depend on.”

“None but the reliable deserve the fair,”
misquoted Careful sadly. “Can we have
our coffee now? Or will you serve it later
as a demi-tasse with our pie?”

The offended waitress rustled huffily out.
Careful grinned like a well-fed cat. But
he remarked gloomily to Baldy:

“Th’ poor gal’s just another Pickle- Puss
And she’s blind to boot!”

“Why?” demanded Baldy.

“Can’t she see I'm the handsomest
bachelor ia the whole County? Aad with-
out a present heart interest?”

“Son,” grunted Baldy, “You may have a
heart uh gold. But th’ least said "bout yore
looks th’ soonest mended.”

“Baldy!” chirped the scandalized Care-
ful. “You do say the strangest things!”

“But I'm prayin’ tuh th’ good Lawd
yore brains exceed yore beauty. Yore goin’
tuh need a few when yuh tie intuh th’
devil I

Careful had the grace to blush. But his
wide grin still held.

From the Cattleman’s saloon came the
twanging, musical Plank-Plank, of an ex-
pertly picked banjo. Then a mouth organ
statted tootling and a dozen voices roared
out “The New River Train” ia rough and
ready harmony.

“Oh she took me in her parlor, and she
cooled me with her fan,” scampered the
swingy, lilting old ditty.

High-heeled boots began jigging to the

- refrain.

Three cow-prods came waltzing through
the acchway ioto the Alpine - Restaurant.
They wase noisily exhilarated with the quick



slugs of Bourbon they'd downed st the
bar. The music had them as. soulful 25 a
coyote yap-yapping at the moon.”

“An’ she whispered low in her mother’s
ear, ‘I love thet gamblin’ man! ” they
bawled, out of time with the music.

They spied the sallow waitress, bring-
ing in Careful’s hogmeat sandwiches. One
bellowed:

“Hi yuh, Toots! Yore my sweetie! Amn't
yuh, Toots!”

“Naw! Toots is my sweetie!”
another.

“She ain’t either yourn!” clamored the
third. “Flora-Dora’s my precious. We air
gittin’ married! Ain’t we, precious?”

The indignant waitress rustled her feath-
ers in disdain. She stared coldly at the
obstreperous three.

“Them’s Hostler's men,” whispered
Baldy. “If I wuz luggin’ iron I'd make
’em drag their tracks out with their yeller
bellies!”

The tall, skinny cow-prod kicked over
a chair. He grabbed Pickle-Puss around
the waist. He stamped down with jingling
spurs and swang her high, wide and hand-
some.

“Thet's Lippy Heber,” explained Baldy.
“He’s meaner'n a penned lobo. But he's
yeller. Th' leetle runt is Wahoo Kleist.
He's a squallin’ ole tomcat. An’ tother’s
Sad Sam Shaggs. I dunno’s I gotta urge
. tuh tangle with him. I figger he’s a killer.”

Pickle-Puss still carried her high-held
tray.

XUqhand me, sir!” she screeched in the
best amateur theatricals manner. “Unhand
me, you villain!”

A dozen flushed waddies piled through
the archway. The cook sauntered out of
the kitchen. He stood watching with nar-
rowed eyes. And he carried a cleaver.

The infuriated Pickle-Puss was now gyrat-
ing wildly in Lippy’s arms. The tray crashed
to the floor with Careful’s hog meat sand-
wich. :

The girl screamed. Then she slapped
Lippy hard with her open palm. But in
spite of her struggles he held her tightly.

The banjo and mouth organ stopped
short. The Buckthorn townies drew into a
hostile, watching half-circle behind the
three Hostler waddies. :

But they were still silent and undecided.
Although the cook had his cleaver poised.

“Them wart hawgs hez got th’ bull town

claimed

bluffed!” sneered Baldy. “Hell! If I wuz

Witness For the Devil X % % 53

luggin’ ison I'd tic imtwh ‘em like a bitin’
sow !"”

AREFUL pushed back his chair and un-
limbered his gangling six foot frame.
He drawled lazily:

“Thet's enough, Lippy. Unhand the
lady. As she requests.”

“Sez who!” yelped the hilarious cow-
prod.
As though to emphasize his defiance, he
swung Pickle-Puss all the faster. She swept
around dizzily now, her hair and skirts
flying. She screeched like a singed cat as
she rotated and slapped and scratched.

“Sez me,” Careful grinned. His intense-
Iy blue, serious eyes were bland behind his
spectacles, and a pair of dimples nudged
into his cheeks.

At that moment Pickle-Puss got in her
best scratch. The surprised Lippy let go
of her. And she swayed back, dizzy as a
cat, and stumbled to the floor. But she
scrambled up quick and ran crying from
the room.

Hostler's three cow-prods speared uneasy,
searching glances at the crowd. What they
saw sobered them. So Sad Sam Shaggs and
Wahoo Kleist only let their maulies flutter
over their gun butts.

They didn’t quite dare to shuck iron
and start a shooting fuss. They hadn't
built up a justifiable killing case yet.

For it was a cinch the crowd was hostile.
Hang-rope retribution would overtake them
if they centered lead on an unarmed man.

But Lippy made his play. It looked safe.
For he fancied his chances as a bruiser. He
challenged:

“Take them cheaters off, yuh four-eyed
teacher’s pet! Er git ready tuh crawl if
yuh dasn’t.

“I'm too tall to crawl,” grinned Careful.

“If it wasn’t agin th’ law tuh paste a man
with glasses on, I'd break yuh in two an’
spit on th’ best half of yuh!” roared Lippy.
“I'd tromple yore lights out! I'd pull yore
eyes out an’ use 'em fer taw markles! Take
them cheaters off if yuh dast!”

To the fellow’s surprise, Careful did
dare! He handed his glasses to Baldy. Then
he scuffled in toward the narrowly watch-
ing Lippy with his left flickering.

His left maulie flashed out three times
like a rivet hammer. It bashed claret from
the waddy’s pulped nose. Then.he fol-
lowed with a short, chopping right.

Lippy was astonished. But he got over it
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quick. He put his head dowa like a hook-
ing bull and chacged.

He came hard, throwing bellows of rage
and curses. He windmilled his bony, broken-
kouckled maulies like flails. He tried to
beat Careful down by the sheer power of
his onslaught.

But Careful circled. And avoided the

~sayage rushes. His left still flickered out
‘it sharp stinging jabs.
- Presently Lippy grew winded. Then
Careful stepped in. He drove a terrific left
hook to the fellow’s liver. Lippy bleated
with pain and sat down suddenly. He
rocked to and fro and sobbed for breath.

Careful replaced his glasses on his snub
nose without enthusiasm. He didn’t relish
fighting. So when he had to, he figured to
expend the minimum of effort necessary
to win.

Nobody but Careful noticed Sad Sam
creeping back into the barroom. His in-
tensely blue eyes still held their usual in-
terested, calm look. But he was watching
every move Hostler’s men made.

The townies crowded in. They shook
his hand and slapped his back in admira-
tion. Lippy’s licking was highly relished.

Sad Sam suddenly whirled through the
atch. He stabbed for his six-gun. But
as it cleared leather, Careful countered by
simply stepping sideways!

Then the bulky cook stood between him
aad sudden death! Sad Sam glared in
fury. But he didn’t dare to reenter the
restaurant. So regretfully he dropped his
iron back in its holster.

Then he tore out of the Cattleman like
a bat out of hell. The crowd all had their
backs to Sad Sam. So nobody saw that
gun play but Careful himself.

Lippy and Wahoo Kleist slunk out after
their pal.

“Come on, Baldy,” invited Careful,
“We've got a job to do; so let’s spit on
our hands and fly at it. While our health
still holds.”

As the two nudged their rested cayuses
out of the livery stable’s cool gloom. Baldy
grunted:

“Thet's Ames Hostler. 'Pears tuh be
dressin’ down hiz gun-guards. I allus
claimed yuh'd raise a stink if yuh stirred
carrion.”

CAREFUL took a quick gander at the
slightly stooped, middle-aged man
who straddled a sweet, star-faced chestaut,

Evety proud move of the pony hinted at
blooded ancestorsi: He carried a full
stamped, round-skirted saddle. Tts cantle
was covered with a single strip of em-
bossed, hammered silver.

Hostler’s long thin upper lip was adorned
with a gray, close-clipped mustache. His
black frock coat was expensively cut. So
were his tan vest and trousers. The latter
were stuffed into tooled Spanish leather
boots.

A great gold chain was looped across his
lean stomach and a fine gray stetson was
pulled low on his forehead.

He was tongue-lashing his hangdog
hired hands as Careful and Baldy ap-
proached him. He dismissed the three.
They speared thankfully off toward the
west.

Hostler held up a slim white hand. Care-
ful and Baldy accepted his invitation to
palaver. They reined up facing him,

Hostler wasted no time in coming to the
point. But he buttered his words with a
forced, mechanical smile. It was plain to
the young surveyor that the man knew why
he was in Buckthorn. And that the know-
ing made him furious. Even though he
rode his temper with a Spanish curb.

“What makes him so hot under the col-
Jar?” Careful wondered to himself. “And
how did he find out so quick what I'm
doing here?”

Hostler began: “I see yuh been listenin’
tuh Baldy's threadbare tale. 'Bout how he'd
been done outta his water hole by a black-
heatted stranger. Meanin’ me, tuh be
precise.”

“Maybe yes, and maybe no,” grinned
Careful. "It's my job to listen careful to
both sides when there’s a dispute over sec-
tion lines. Then I just get out my transit
and check those lines mighty fine. Usually
both men are satisfied when I finish.”

“Hell!” burst out Hostler hotly. “They
ain’t but one side tuh this dispute! It's
been proved by a dozen surveys!”

“if they're correct another won’t hurt
you,” said- Careful obstinately. “Mistakes
have been made.”

“Meanin’ yuh don’t make none,” sneered

Hostler. “Careful by name an’ nature,
hey?”"

“Careful is, as careful does,” smiled the
surveyor.

“Well yuh better step light eround here!”
snarled Hostler. “An’ be mighty careful,
m!'l



Without a farewell salute he wheeled his
chestnut and fed bloody steel to the sleek
pony. The startled brute pounded the
gumbo in a dead run. Hostler speared out
across the mesa. He soon overtook -his
three cow-prods.

“So they’s only one side to this dispute,”
mused Careful. “Then why doesn’t the
gentleman want me to rua the lines again?”

“The hell they ain’t two sides!” Baldy
chimed in bitterly. “Lemme tell dif-
ferent. If he waren't a land bawg he'd
let me an’ th’ rest of us livin’ on the east
side hey water!”

“Won't he?”

“"No! He wants my two sections! He's
froze out all the other homesteaders. An’
some of them pore devils been here all
their lives!”

“No wonder the Buckthora townies ap-
pear to hate his guts!”
“They sherely do.
‘em off from water.”

“"What reason does he give for being so
hard-boiled, Baldy?”

“Claims in my case thet I want tuh run
sheep an’ stink up th’ water!” exploded
Baldy.

“Do you?”

“Hell! I despise sheep! An' my pappy
afore me depised 'em! But thet don't help
me none! I can’t git a cupful of water
from my own spring! I've sold all my
cow critters. 'Ceptin’ a few ole mossy-
horns hidin’ out in th’ San Jermias breaks.
I ain’t been able tuh haze ’em out yit.
But they'll all be dead afore long. Them
leetle seeps they been waterin’ at is dryin’
up fast.”

“What will you do then, Baldy? Sell?”

“1 reckon th’ County Farm’s due tuh
git another boarder right soon. But I
won't sell tuh Hostler! I'll kill him fust!
So yuh best git th’ devil back in hell!
An’ my line straightened !”

The old rancher mumbled his cud and
flailed his arms in rage.

Baldy’s trail angled southeast. A fut-
long out of Buckthorn it ran against a
new barbwire fence. It ran mile after
mile due north and south on the township

line.
Baldy

He's shut most of

“Lookit thet devil’s invention!”
swore.

OW the two riders moved straight
south. They hugged the wire fence.

Close on the west side, a little stream
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trickled and pooled through a curving hol-
low in the flat mesa.

Only when it neared Buckthorn did it
meander across the township line and under

the fence. Then it seeped through the
town with diminished flow and lost itself
in the desert beyond.

“Before Hostler built thet fence all th’
small outfits watered in thet crick,” ex-
plained Baldy. “Now Hostler owns every-
thing tuh th’ west. An’ most of th’ good
claims this side.”

“Where do they water, Baldy?”

“Hostler opens a gate. An’ his cows
run bawlin’ tuh drink. But mine stay on
this side. An’ just bawl. Hell!” grieved
Baldy. “It's enough tuh make a preacher
swear!” ‘

“And yore no preacher,” grinned Careful.

“It wouldn’t be so hard tuh take!” swore
Baldy. “Iffen thet dum-swizzled spring
didn’t rise spang outta my land! Er did,
afore th’ devil pulled thet township line
over!”

“We'll see,” soothed Careful.
pass don’t lie.”

But later he was willing to doubt that
statement,

Four miles south of Buckthorn the wire
fence made a half mile jog to the east. Then
it ran south a half mile before swinging
due west again to rejoin the meridian town-
ship line.

“How come?” queried Careful, as the
two rode around the enclosed quarter sec-
tion to reach Baldy’s ranch beyond.

“Hostler paid Pappy Marret nine prices
fer it,” explained Baldy. “So natcherally
th’ ole coot sold. Dunno’s 1 blame him
none. But what Hostler wanted with it
gits me. Porest claim in th’ valley. Kinda
high’'n gravelly.”

“It adds a whole mile to his fence,”
mused Careful.

“It sure does. Th’ hull claim ain’t wuth
th’ cost of thet extry fence,” said Baldy.

“My com-

“Hum,” figured Careful. “‘Deesn’t seem
too efficient.”

“Efficient?” screeched Baldy. “Hell!
Hostler don’t know th’ meanin’ of th’
word !’

“Why not?”

“If he had, he wouldn’t built thet hay
shed atop a big boulder! Tell me why
he did that, if he’s efficient!”’

Baldy pointed to a rough shed stuffed
with swale grass hay. It stood in the south-
east corner of the single claim.
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“They’s a monstrous big rock spang ua-
der thet shed,” he said. ''How come?”

“I wouldn’t know,” answered Careful.
But he wondered. It seemed an odd place
to build.

He looked at the stream wandering north.
Its source was a great spring bubbling from
the geavelly blue clay not far from the
shed.

It watered the land for over four miles.
But its life giving waters were denied
Baldy’s cattle by the wire fence.

“See?” explained Baldy. “Thet spring
used tuh be in my northwest corner. Now
th’ devil's hauled th’ township line east.
So it belongs tuh Hostler. What yuh aim
tuh do 'bout it?”

“Find out the truth,” answered Careful.

He got to work promptly. He found a
couple of Mexican kids to carry chain. He
got ~one break. The base township line
crossed the meridian line only two miles
south.

So he got out his notebook and set up
his instrument. He ran careful lines to the
various described witness trees and rocks.
They checked perfectly with his notes. So
far so good.

He had an absolutely correct starting
point. All he had to do was to run north
on the original compass variations. That
line would be Baldy’s correct western
boundary.

Ancient run lines must be resurveyed on
the variation of the compass needle from
the true north that prevailed when the first
survey was made. For the magnetic pole
keeps shifting farther east of the true north
pole year after year.

Careful checked each stake to a frog's
hair as he moved north over the low rolling
ground. Although he could nowhere see
the fence ahead for more than a quarter of
a mile, it was a situation merely calling
for exact work.

He was certain he'd come out where he
belonged.

His survey followed the line feace ex-
actly! He might have been dropping his
stakes in the very holes made by Hostler's
surveyors!

Careful ran the survey again. He got
the same result. Then he tried Baldy’s
north boundary. It came out correct, check-
ing with the east and west line. ~

But an odd thing puzzled him. He
couldn’t locate the described witness trees!
And it was strange the notes made no men-

tion of the spring or the big rock under
the hay shed! They were the most obvious
witnesses anywhere close!

He sat down to mull it over. “Be quiet.
Aad let me think!” he snapped at the
lamenting Baldy. “This line will be put
where it belongs before I finish. -Mebbe
somebody made a mistake. But I won't.
Not to please you. Or Hostler. Or the
devil.”

A picture built up in Careful’'s mind. He
saw fat H. P. Gassoway, the County Sur-
veyor. He knew the back-slapping old
coot was bone lazy.

IKELY enough he'd been just as lazy
forty years ago. When he'd surveyed

the mesa for the Government. By contract.
He'd set thetownship corner posts care-
fully. With witness trees and rocks cor-
rectly noted. But he'd merely squint
through his transit and keep his chain men

straight away for the section lines. It saved
a fat man a lot of walking.
Careful slapped his leg. Then he

mouated his pony and rode south. A high
knoll reared up a mile south of his start-
ing poiat.

He set up his instrument and squinted
north. He could follow the fence’s course
across every dip and roll. He was certain
H. P. had stood exactly there forty years
ago.

At ficst he couldn’t believe his eyes! For
on approaching Baldy’s north line, the
fence plainly swerved to the east! Then,

after passing the spring, it angled back
again!

The jog was like a wide, shallow V. And
its apex pointed at Hostler's hayshed!

Careful rode back and climbed through
the bacbwire fence. His compass necedle
fluctuated violently. Then it pointed straight
at the hayshed!

The young surveyor kicked the hay aside
until he reached the gray rock. He knew
it had magnetic properties.

It was a witness for the devil and Ames
Hostler!

How Hostler had discovered it was im-
material. He'd bought Pappy Marret out
and made full use of it. After discovering
the section corner notes were false, he'd
boldly ran a new survey.

And a dozen trustworthy men would
swear they ran exactly by the compass! And
believe they were right! For they'd never
bothered to go back on the hill and see



with human eyes unblinded by 2 whness
for the devil! :

There was one sure way of correcting
the wrong.

Careful rode into Buckthorn that after-
noon. He took his pack mule. He bought
two picks and shovels. And four boxes of
blasting powder.

"I figure to dig a well for Baldy,” he
informed the storekeeper. “If I strike water
Baldy will be able to make out.”

“Too bad,” replied the sympathetic store-
keeper. "I wuz hopin’ yuh could tie a knot
in Hostler’s tail. Th’ dern land hawg! But
he’s shorely shot with luck!”

Careful knew what the man was think-
ing. That Baldy's chances of striking water
were slim. He thought the same.

But he started to dig a shaft that same
evening. Then, when darkness fell, he
slipped through the barbwire and dug
steadily all night beneath the huge, half-
buried meteorite resting under the hay
shed.

Each morning he and Baldy covered up
their coyote holes and scattered hay over
the dug earth. They made a pretense of
working on the well.

For Careful had glimpsed mounted
watchers peering down at them from dis-
tant knolls. Hollister would be within his
legal rights if he threw them off his land.

The two pounded steadily into the gravel-
ly earth and scooped out the hard-grubbed
rubble.

On the fourth afternoon they were try-
ing to doze. But the flies tormented them.
The youngest Mexican chain bearer tiptoed
in. He handed Careful a note. It read:

“Honored Sir: I trust you will pardon
the great liberty I take in inditing this
cpistle to you. But, Sir: Your life is in
great danger. Ames Hostler has discovered
that you are digging under his hay shed.
He bears you great ill will. He will attack
you tonight. He will come with many
armed men. Sir, Beware!

“A Friend.”

“Good old Pickle-Puss!” grinned Careful.
“Nobody but her could put such stilted
words on paper with those precise, angular
strokes of a pen! But bless her heart. She
means well.”

“Which same's more'n Ames Hostler
does,” grunted Baldy. “We best git ready
tuh receive him in a fittin’ manner. He’s

a high-an’-mighty galoot. Reckon I'd bet-
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ter stuff Brown Betsy's gulet with sidver
bullets?”-

Careful made a quick decision. He could
either fight or run.

“We've got a hole under each corner,”
he said. "The four boxes of powder ought
to lift her. Soon’s it's dark we'll load them.,
And try and blow that rock to Kingdom
Come before Ames runs down on us. But
if we don’t—"

“I gotta pocket full uh .45-70’s,” cackled
Baldy. “They’ll suit Brown Betsy tuh 2
T. She’'ll spit 'em out like a lady. Knock
Hostler an’ hiz lugs fer a hull row uh
barns. He-he-hee!”

“T'll take old Scatter-Puss,” said Careful.
“Load her with buckshot, Baldy. I never
could hit the side of a barn with a rifle.”

An hour after dark Careful climbed out
of a hole. He rumpled his corn-yellow
hair and drank in great gulps of the night
air. He was trying to clear his head of
the nitro fumes.

HE last fuze was laid. And Baldy was
tamping their final charge. In another
minute red fire would run sputtering up
the fuzes. Then if all went well the Devil’s
Witness would be blown to hell-and-gone.
Careful stared up at the mountain behind.
Its bleak outlines were softened by the
night. And on beyond to an infinity of
low-hung bright worlds glittering in cold
purity against a purple back-drop.

Against that setting, hate and violent
death seemed unthinkable.

Then drumming hoof-beats thundered out
of the night! A hard-bitten gun-crew
swirled around the lonely shed and worked
hard at their trade! A dozen ghostly rid-
ers fanned a storming sheet of lead! K
smashed the shed’s flimsy battens and rico-
cheted off the exposed rock!

Hostler’s rannihans swarmed in. They
yelled and whooped.

But Baldy crouched in' his hole and
blasted back with Brown Betsy’s soft-nosed
shugs. The surprised gun-herd—who'd ex-

ted to overwhelm a pair of unarmed men
—dropped back.

But red and yellow and orange muzzle-
blooms gouted in the darkness. And echo-
ing thunderclaps kept crowding back from
the craggy outposts of San Jermias.

The echoes beat against Careful’s ears.
A sharp, acrid powder reck drifted on the

thin night air and stung his nostrils.
Careful held the shotgun. But not yet
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was it cuddled to his cheek. There was

no sease in letting the old muzzle-loades
pow until the rannihans came within good
close range. He didn’t believe he could
reload it in the dark.

A horse screamed his death-struck agony.
High and shrill. His rider catapulted over
his head as he went down. The fellow
cursed blasphemously. Then he levered up
and limped away.

“Got th’ son!” Baldy crowed, as another
rider, ghostly in the blanketing dark, slipped
from his hard running cayuse.

The concealed two heard him groan
weakly. Then the gun-herd thundered past
again. Two leaned low and dragged the
wounded man away.

Hostler's crew began to circle in Indian
style. Slung low against their ponies’ sides,
they fanned their iron under their mounts’
necks as they pounded past the shed.

“Kinda hostile, ain’t they?” chuckled
Baldy. “We air a promisin’ hope fer an
early funeral.”

His words ‘were pointed by the slugs
smashing into the shed.

“Hell!” encouraged Careful. “We're safe
and - respectable!”

“Sez you!” jeered Baldy. “I'm kinda
tited uh bein’ safe an’ respectable anyway.
I lifted Injun hair when I wuz a kid. An’
I'm enjoyin' this fuss. I feel skittish as a
colt.”

“It's your second childhood overtakin’
you,” watned Careful.. “Lay those billy-
doos in a little closer, Baldy. Yote missin’
most conspicuously.”

Brown Betsy roared.
coughed and went down.

“That's more like it,” encouraged the
four-eyed kid surveyor who'd never dragged
iron in battle in his life.

“Run down on ‘em!” screamed Hostler.
“T'll give a thousand dollars tuh th' man
who vent'lates their karkasses. I want thet
meddlin’ surveyor’s liver brung me! An’ I
want tuh see thet lyin' ole bag uh bones
stretched dead afore my eyes! Run down
on "em, boys!”

Savage, awful curses bubbled from his
lips. He screamed in a frenzy. But the
deadly, venemous brute never ventured to
leave his forted rock pile two hundred yards
from the shed.

He hung tight there. He was flat on
his belly, pumping lead from a .32-40.

“Lookit!"” exulted Careful. “We got 'em
licked. They are starting to edge back!”

Another pony

© But he'd ran past himself. He bragged
too soon. There was more powder to bura
aad hate to vent before the fuss ended.

“Blood an’' thunder!” squeaked Baldy.
“They hey set th' hay afire! Now I'm ready
tuh sell out cheap!”

“I ain't cut my askin’ price none,”
grinned Careful. “Keep yore shirt on.”
“Till it buras off. Which will be soon,
Kid.”

RIGHT flames belched from the shed’s

far end. They ran crackling up

through the dry shake roof. And along the
top and sides of the tinder like hay.

The quick licking flames were like hot
snakes’ tongues. A pall of gray smoke rose
in a choking column. Straight up to the
sky it climbed. :

Then it turned slowly over and sucked
raggedly back to the ground. There it
fanned out wide in curling waves.

The gun-herds’ circle thinned out wide
from the glate. They were but dim-lit
running shades in the smoky light.

But the vicious brute behind his rock fort
clung tight to his safety. He cranked and
fired his Winchester as fast as he could
work the lever.

Now Hostler was screaming in triumph.
He was sure of his victims now. They
could either stay where they were and be
roasted—or dart out and be downed by his
gun-hung riff-raff.

“We gotta bust outta here,” said Care-
ful mildly. “Our hides will start scorch-
ing in a minute. And no telling when
those chatges will catch and go, Boom.”

“Yuh utter words uh wisdom, my boy,”
cackled Baldy. “Tell me more.”

“I figure our best bet is to fade back
and skin through that barbwire,” explained
Careful. “Then we can possibly dodge back
to your cabin. Anyway, they'll have to
step down off their cayuses to follow us.”

“But they don’t have to step down to
throw a pound uh slugs in our pore backs!”
hooted Baldy. “We'll make a right nice
target whilst we air runnin’ away!”

“Hell, Baldy! They can't hit us in the
dark! And who wants to live forever any-
way!”

Careful's voice was hearty and encourag-
ing. But his smile was slightly on the
sickish side. He had imagination. So he
was wondering how it would feel when
the stunning, smashing lead knocked him
kicking. But that was better than the fire.



“I'm plumb sactin T ain't goin' tith Hve
forever,” gloomed Baldy. “Jist as sartin’
ez 1 am thet those lugs won't miss my
pore back.” S D

“T'lIl go first!” promised Careful brave-
ly. “That'll give you lots of “encourage-
meat. And I'll tell you what, Baldy! Be
sure the fuzes are lighted before you fol-
low me!”

“Yuh tryin’ tuh dump th’ Devil's Wit-
ness in Holster's lap?”

“That’s the idea, my good man!’’

“Harrumpt! Your idears are mighty
brilliant. But do they always work? An’
lemme tell yuh somethin’. I aint’ a good
man. I never wuz. I despise 'em!”

“So do I. I'm ready, you old heller!”

“I'm like the cat with th’ singed tail,”
said Baldy deyly. I can’t stop tuh argify,
What difterence does it make whose kitten
lapped th’ cream offen th’ lady’s milk ? Take
it on th’ high lope, Kid!”

“Here I go, Baldy!”

“Baldy Potter’ll be steppin’ on yore
heels when yuh go intuh th’ bresh, my fine
feathered young rooster!”

Careful watched a smoke cloud tumble
down. He sucked deep gulps of air into
his lungs. Then he gritted his teeth and
spun out into the choking folds.

He darted around the corner and spriated
hard for the fence. The smoke raised a
comer of its curtain. And a dozen six-
guns blasted at him.

Slugs reached with leaden fingers to
catch him. They whined and snarled. They
were whispering that death walked close to
his side.

But he held fast to old Scatter-Puss and
pumped his legs. He ran bent low. He
scampered over the ground fast.

But half-way to the fence, he realized
he’d never make it. He felt slightly safer
from the blasting guns behind. But Lippy
Heber and Wahoo Kleist and Sad Sam
Shaggs were slamming fast down the wire!
They had .him cut off from the fence and
possible safety!

“Here’s where I collect a thousand easy
bucks!” whooped Lippy. “Jist watch me
koock th’ kid's liver loose!”

Careful dropped instantly behind a small-
piled heap of stones. He cuddled old
Scatter-Puss to his cheek.

But a revulsion of feeling kept him from
_pressing the triggers. He'd never centered
iron on a human being in his life. So he
merely watched.
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Lippy lammed down fast. The leaning -
rannihan lined his six-gun on Careful's
brisket. He saw the flame spurt out.

The slug chipped rock splintets from the

boulder beside him. They stung his cheek.

Startled, he jerked back.

The old muzzle-loader, stuffed with a fist-
ful of buckshot, powed loud. It kicked
back with wondrous authority. It knocked
Careful pizzle end upward. Blood streamed
from his bashed nose. -

But it sang a song of Jerusalem's Golden
Morning to the three charging rannihans.
It stuffed their ears with eternal silence.

IPPY hung doubled over the wire

fence. His head was down. A Eool

of blood dripped and clotted beneath him.

Tomorrow blowflies would crawl greenly

through the brown-splotched grass. Others

would mumble lazily above that drying clot
of blood.

Wahoo Kleist and Sad Sam Shaggs slunk
up to the gates of hell with their tall,
skinny pard. The storm of buckshot literal-
ly cut them in two.

Now .the back of the treacherous attack
was broken. Only the .32-40 was belch-
ing hate when Baldy ran panting out. For
Hostler still levered his hot repeater venge-
fully.

Tyhe oldster dropped thankfully by Care-
ful’s side. :

“I'm waitin’ here fer th’ fireworks,” he
explained. “Them four boxes uh powder
aic due tuh go off any second now.
Creashun’ll rock back on her pore heels
when they jar loose!”

“She’ll likely totter some at that,” agreed
Careful cheerfully. He sopped the blood
streaming from his nose with a fine linea

handkerchief.

Whoom! Whoom-whoom! bellowed
three of the charges. It was almost a
single tremendous clap. Then a split sec-
ond the fourth woke up and roared too.

Hell let loose all holds.

The blazing hay shed shot bodily up in
the air! It appeared to float up and up
on the fast rising cloud of white smoke.
Hundreds and hundreds of feet it soared
above the earth.

The mushrooming, giant puffball was
crowned by a mass of leaping red flames.
These begaa spilling back. A fiery, blaz-
ing cascade of horrendous beauty poured
out of the heavens for long minutes.

Thea tons of rock and clods rained dowa,



60 kX k *x Famous Western

You made the break from that
devil's penal colony okay, Klos-
ter — but you left Juliaon Simms
in hell for a hostage. Better say
your prayers, now, Kloster, be-
cause Simms is free and
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Fine-shifting dirt followed in a gradual
rain. The fire in the sky died. The smoke
cloud bellied away on the night breeze.

Careful looked . up. He felt himself
gingerly, wondering if he was still all in
one piece. Then old Baldy scrambled up.
He was subdued but cheerful.

“Glory be!” he cackled. “Thet was shore
a stunner! An’ lookit them kiotes feedin’
steel tuh their cayuses.”

“Yep,” grinned Careful. "It was sure
an eyeful. But I reckon Hostler's Witness
for the Devil has been blasted to hell-and-
gone. Now I can run a true line and put
your spring back in your back yard where
it belongs.”

It was true. Ames Hostler could lean on
his false witness no more. And in the
end it turned against him.

Feeble moans came from where he’d
worked his smoking repeater. He lay there
—crushed to eatth by a great lump of the
falling meteorite.

His flat mottled eyes stared back vindic-
tively at Careful.

SHell- -+ Tye=had = 5 had s Had
luck,” he gasped. “Should ... should a
killed you fust day yuh come snoopin’ in.
Instead ... instead uh only tryin® tuh skeer
yuh off. J. P. warned me too. Told me
yuh was too gosh awful careful.”

“Why did he send me then?” asked Care-
ful. He knew there was nothing he could
do for the dying man.

“Because ..
fat paws with money no longer! But I'll
git ... git even with him yit. Even ...
with...”

The crushed villain gasped and died.

The Witness for the Devil had claimed
its own!
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. because I wouldn’t stuff his .



“Keep back, Dave—
theres something
worse than drygulch
bullets here.”

OTH horses snotted, which was

By Archie
nothing new. They had been sug-

B gesting that this was a spooky place

for quite a while, acting skittish and uneasy.
But this time there was something tan-
gible for them to snort about, in the shape
of a man, sprawled half on his face in the
grass, and very completely dead.

Yank Tilton swung

Joscelyn

~ VALLEY OF
WHISPERING

death had been of a grim and highly
unpleasant nature. The unfortunate hom-
bre’s cartridge belt and gun had been taken
from him. The less faded crease across his
middle, where tne belt had long beea
worn, was easy to see. The dead man
himself was ordinary enough otherwise, in
dress and appearance, to have been a won-

dering saddle tramp

his long frame down
from the saddle, with
a brief nod to his
riding mate, Dave
Russell, and without
words, Dave remained
mounted, keen gaze

When they found the dead man—
without marks of bullets or knives

ley—then the litte black arrows
started falling around them. . .

or a strayed desert rat,
but there was no cay-
use or burro anywhere

- : t.
on him—Yank and Dave knew that Ab?«L{xyhat happened to
something hellish lurked in this val- e D e

with one quick glance
down at the swollen
face. “Don’t look like

sweeping the scat-
tered, stunted ever-
greens, the brushy

patches and broken arroyos here at the
gateway to the valley—any of these shelters
might sprout unpleasant death at any mo-
ment. And Yank himself, bending above
the dead man, kept facing in the oppo-
site direction, studiously alert as well.

He studied the bloated, blackened fea-
tures of the dead man, sure proof that

81

a bullet.”

“Worse than a bullet,” growled Yank.
He was studying a small, purplish scratch
on the brawny, bared right arm of the
dead man. Now he stood up, rising cat-
like on the balls of his feet, gaze on a
loose patch of good-sized rocks close at
haand.

“We'll cover him with these,” he said.
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“Best we can do for the poor devil, right
now. I don’t feel like lingerin’ long here-
abouts.”

“Which expresses my sentiments,” Dave
nodded, and increased his vigilant watch
as Yank bent his six-feet-two of well-
moulded bone and muscle to the task. Pres-
ently he straightened, moved a few feet
to a gnarled and twisted fir, and stripped
off a sizeable bunk of gum which had
formed where thick sap had oozed from
the bark and hardened. It was heavy,
blackish, and not too savory looking, but
he inserted a2 wad of it into his cheek
with meditative satisfaction as he swung
back into the saddle.

“Have a chew?” he asked hospitably.

Dave eyed it with disfavor and shook his
head. :

“Me, I can go for chawin’ tobacker, up
to and includin’ snuff, which my maw al-
ways said was filthy, and I've wrapped my
teeth around some other concoctions which
didn’t please my palate, but the looks of
that stuff is a plenty.”

_“All the more for me,” Yank agreed
equably, and they rede for a while in
silence, heading now between crowding,
gaunt hills on either side. These had
been pressing together, like the closing jaws
of a bear trap, back where the dead man
lain. Now they were widening out again,
into a big valley, circled by high, almost
_impassable hills. The valley itself was dotted
with smaller hills and rises, with one
scarred and mighty butte rising like a gaunt
spectre near the middle of it.

“You think that hombre might have
been workin’ with Pumice, by any chance?”
Dave asked suddenly.

“I den’t rightly figger that Pumice can
be anywhere in this section of country,”
Yank said gloomily. “But it's an idea.”

They rode again in silence, busy with
none too pleasant thoughts. Pumice Peters
was an old friend, a wandering, gun-handy
cowboy, whom they knew was now busy
somewhere on another angle of the same
job which had brought them to this re-
mote, death-cursed valley. Dave’s sugges-
tion, that he might have come here and
be in trouble mixed with that dead man,
wasn't encouraging, considering the manner
in which the fellow had died. For the
dead man might have been just a lonely
wanderer, murdered out of hand, or he
might have been riding with a man like
Pumice.

ERE was scarcely any sound or warn-
ing of danger, but Yank, with the
long instinct of the hunter often hunted,
twitched his big body aside, at the same
instant touching the cayuse with his
spurs. Something which might have been
a long-bodied insect, but wasn't, had hurtled
silently out from a bunch ‘of-rocks and
brush, and, missing his arm by a hair’s-
breadth as he jerked back, it came to a
stop in the tangle of his horse’s mane and
hung quivering.

Gun in hand now, Yank looked back
as he rode, but there was nething to be
secen. Presently he pulled to a stop, out
in more open ground again, Dave follow-
ing his example. But there were any num-
ber of trees and hiding places back there,
and nothing else stirred in the hot, sultry
air of mid-afternoon.

On ahead, it continued to be more open,
and in the distance was the cool and wel-
come gleam of a small creek. Yank turned
his horse toward this.

“We won’t hunt for trouble, back there,”
he said, with a jerk of his head. "Too apt
to find it—but nothin’ we could lay our
hands on.”

“What was it?”’ Dave demanded.

For answer, Yank reached forward now
and plucked the thing which had tangled
in his horse’s mane. He held it up ginger-
ly, and both men eyed it appraisingly.
It was an arrow—a little, wooden arrow, not
much more than a foot long, rounded al-
most to the size of a lead pencil, with
a sharp point, which had a stained, grayish-
black look. There was no flint or metal to
tip it, and as a weapon it looked like the
epitome of the ineffectual.

“That's the queerest apology for an
arrow I ever saw,” Dave pronounced. I
don’t know what Indian’d bother with
such a toy.”

“"Maybe it looks like a toy, but I have
an idea that it's about the deadliest arrow
you ever saw—'

Yank stopped, thrusting the arrow care-
fully inte a coat pocket. A big, fat porcu-
pine had waddled unconcernedly into the
path ahead of them, and was glancing up
in vague surprise at sight of the horse-
men. Left to his own devices, he would
have moved on peacefully enough, but al-
ready Yank was unslinging the coiled
lariat beside his saddle-horn. A moment
later, with an easy flip of the wrist, he
had the loop about the porky.
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Surprised and angered that it should be
taken so lightly, the porky humped into a
ball and rattled its tail like a miniature
sand-storm, in token of what it would do
if given a chance. But it was helpless in
the loop, as Yank dismounted. He ap-
proached within a few feet of it, being
careful to keep where that tail full of
needles could not reach to slap. Then,
though the captive quill-pig strove to keep
its tail toward him, he tossed the little
arrow, lightly but expertly.

The needle-like point of it struck the
porky on the nose and pricked through
the skin. A drop of blood welled up as
the arrow fell to the ground again, and
for a moment the porcupine stared up at
them stupidly. Then it gave a conclusive
lurch, seemed to stiffen, and fell. As Yank
shook his rope loose, it was dead.

Dave, watching with interest, whistled a
soft bar or so of “Yankee Doodle”—proof
that he was stirred. 3

“The stuff on it looks about like that
gum you're chewin’,” he commented. “But
I reckon you wasn't stretchin’ the truth
none, when you said it was deadly. I've
seen some quick results, but next to a bul-
let, nothin’ that could hold a candle- to
that.”

HAT'S what happened to our

friend, back there at the entrance to
the valley,” Yank said grimly. “And I have
a hunch that he was left there for us to
find—as sort of a reminder of what this
valley is like.”

“And now we're in it, you being of a
stubborn disposition, and they use you for
a target.” Dave's eyes quested uneasily,
more intent than ever. "Yank, you and
me've been in a good many spots where I
didn’t just enjoy some parts of the pic-
ture, but this sort of thing kind of gives
me the creeps, and not the kind a baby
has. Besides which, I never yet knew an
Indian that was so danged quiet. Usual,
when they let off an arrow or something,
they can't resist a yell along with it.”

“There’s a lot that’s queer about this
valley, and no mistake,” Yank agreed
soberly, and glanced at the descending ball
of the sun. It was bad enough in broad
daylight, but the thought of being sur-
rounded by such adversaries in the night
was worse. Then he shrugged.

“It all seems to shape up that we're

finally gettin’ close on the trail of Juan ~

Sylvester, and we'd be fools to be bluffed
out now,” he said.

“We would that,” Dave agreed quietly.
“Which is what that lobo would like.
Though maybe we'll be fools and be
snuffed out instead, which would suit him
evea better. But here’s a drink anyway.”

They had reached the creek, which flowed
here with a sandy beach on one side,
though willows lined the opposite bank,
with rank growths of grass and weeds both
above and below them—shelter where death
might be lurking, but they had to have
water, and this was as good a place as any
to be found.

The horses drank thirstily,. Dave and
Yank, dismounted, took turns while the
other kept watch. Yank had brought along
the arrow, and now he stepped to a dank
spot beside the stream and cut off a tall-
growing stalk or so of mandrake. Slicing
off a length of it between joints, something
more than a foot apart, he slipped the
arrow into this hollow sheath and placed it
in his pocket again.

“What I wish is that there was some-
thin’ we could see,” Dave complained.
“Aside from a dead man, and an arrow,
there ain’t a danged thing you can set yore
teeth in—"

“Then, my friends, you shall be grati-
fied in that desire!” A voice, cool, a little
sardonic, spoke from the thicket just across
the creek, though there was nothing to be
seen. “Put up your guns,” it went on.
“Guns are useless toys when the whisper-
ing death is all around you. And make
no mistake, my friends, it is all around
you. Did I but say the word, you would
die, so fast—pouf! Say which side one
arrow shall come from, to fall right be-
side you, and be convinced!”

The two partners hesitated, fists still
gripping their guns, striving to see some-
thing. But there was only the greenery of
the lush grass and weeds beside the creek,
the clumps of brush, and the uneasy chuck-
ling of the water. Remembering the dead
man, and the swift death of the quill pig,
Yank nodded.

“Let’s have a demonstration, from off at
the left there,” he suggested. “If it's a
good one, we'll talk turkey.”

“If it was a good one, my friends, you
would be meat for the turkey buzzards.”
The voice held an ugly note behind the
laughter in it. “But as you say—watch!”

Something fell at their feet, coming
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from off to the left. Another of those
little arrows with the stained asd black-
ened tip. Yank eyed it grimly.

“You win,” he acknowledged. “What do
we do with our guns? Or, as friends, do
we keep them?”

“Because we are friends, it is perhaps
safer that you do not keep them, just to
avoid any trouble,” the voice purred. “Toss
them on the ground, over this way. So.
That is good. I like to see such trust. It
is so helpful, but yes.”

Out from the dense growth of weeds
and brush stepped a man, who paused to
pick up the guns as he came. He was not
a big man, standing half a head shorter
than either Yank or Dave, and he was
slight in build, of an indefinite age, with
yellowish-sandy hair and no beard. He
-had all the look of a sanctimonious deacon
about to pass the plate, except for his eyes.
Lustrous, deeply black, there was in them
a coldness, a mocking deviltry which was
not easy to mistake.

“And now, so that you can see how it
was—the little messengers of death,” he
nodded. And at some unseen signal, six
figures glided out-from their hiding places
and were alf around them—figures which
might almost have stepped out of a night-
mare. They were ordinary enough at first
sight—Indians, scantily clad, each one hold-
ing a tiny bow and a small quiver of those
little arrows.

IT WAS the silence of them, as they
stood like a pack of hounds, and some-
thing in their attitude, which made them
seem terrible. They waited, then the little
man waved a hand carelessly.

“Supper,” he ordered. “And then, 2
little refreshment. Tonight, my good ones,
we begin to celebrate.”

Dave had an uneasy moment of wondet-
ing just what it was that they planned to
celebrate. But instantly the strange six
were active. From hiding places they
brought food, tin cups and dishes, and
without delay a fire was started and 2 meal
being cooked. Their strange host nodded
and strolled across to join them.

“You are wondering about a lot of
things,” he said affably. “So I will be
pleased to explain. But first I will tell
you who you are, and what you are here
for, braving the dangers of this Valley of

the Whispering Death. You are Yank Til-

ton and Dave Russell, detectives for the
Cattleman’s Association, and you have come
here on the trail of Juan Sylvester, man of
mystery, and a shrewd and unscrupulous
thief. This Juan, he has stolen cattle from
many men, but mostly his methods are
more subtle than rustling, and better pay-
ing—such things as tampering with brands
at the registrar’s office, or forging a bill of
sale for a whole train load of cattle after
they have been shipped—little things such
as that. And being clever, he has gotten
away, as the saying is, with murder.”

“He bas that,” Yank agreed. ‘“Literally
and otherwise.”

Their host spread his hands and smiled.

“But exactly. And he has become such a
nuisance to so many that finally he nears the
end of his rope, it would seem, when Yank
Tilton and Dave Russell take his trail and
chase him to this, his own Valley of the
Whispering Death. Which death you have
seen demonstrated.”

“You seem to know a lot about him, and
his valley?” Yank suggested.

Again the spread of fluttering hands and
that corrosive smile.

“But who should know better, my
friends? For I am Geary Wood, of whom
no doubt you will have heard, and no man
has suffered more at the hands of this so
evil Juan. With the tale of my own
wrongs at his hands, I will not weary you.
Enough that I have had the brushes, as
you say it, with him through the years,
this man who once was neighbor to me,
and who looks so much like me that more
than once I have been arrested in his place.
Once I came so close to being lynched, with
my own rope, before they discovered their
mistake.” He sighed wistfully.

“So I have, perhaps, come to know more
of this Juan than do most men. Because
of this likeness between us, he has been
my evil shadow. And for existence itself,
1 have had to fight against him, though by
nature I am a peaceful man. I, too, have
followed him this far, have come deter-
mined on ‘settling this thing once and for
all. And due to me, you are alive today,
where otherwise you would be like ‘the man
whom you found.”

“How do you mean?’ Dave demanded.
“If these fellows work for you—"

“That, my friends, is the exact point.
They have not always worked for me. Oh
no. These are the tongueless men of Juan
Sylvester. You have heard of them?”
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“Tongueless mea?”’ Dave echoed, and
shot a quick glance at the silent figures so
busily at work around them. Yank felt a
chill in his blood, but nodded.

“I've heard rumors,” he confessed.

“But exactly, my friends. Rumors. And
who has heard more than that, of this man
of mystery? No one, I venture to say, save
myself, and I—I have perhaps had the
greater opportunities thrust upon me. Fot
many years, this Juan has done a great deal
of mischief, through the agency of these
silent men. He won a hold over them, and
to make sure that they betrayed no secrets,
he cut their tongues out. A careful villain,
this Juan Sylvester. One who ruled by fear
of terrible powers. And for weapons, as
silent as themselves, he gave them the little
arrows."”

“What sort of a poison does he use on
them?” Yank asked.

“A special poison, of course, and, as you
have observed, one very swift and deadly.
One scratch from these little arrows, and
there is no cure. The basis of it is rattle-
snake poison. I have heard how it is pre-
pared, somewhat after the manner of the
Indians who used to be so adept at that
sort of thing.”

E SMILED, and seated himself cross-
legged upon the sand.

“Many rattlesnakes are captured and
placed in a pit. Then a chunk of raw meat
ts thrust against them, while they are
stirred and kept angry. They strike it,
times without number, until it is, as we
say, saturated and adrip with the venom
from their fangs. Then the meat is allowed
to lie in the sun, to rot and fester, and
some other poisons are added to the mix-
ture. When an arrow is dipped in the final
concentrate, and dried—" he shrugged.

“Nice thing,” Dave Russell agreed drily.

“Oh, but very nice. And I have come

here after this Juan Sylvester. I have won

his Indians away from him, to work for
me and against him. They have worked for
him through fear, but their hatred has been
great. So I have managed to save my life,
and yours. And I suggest that now we shall
all work together to capture this evil one.
Or kill him as may be necessary. He is here
in the valley, a hunted creature at last in
the place where he has always sought ref-
uge in time of trouble. But he is still wily,
still dangerous. Yet this time his trail
grows short. Tomorrow, I think, it ends.”

“Ought to be about time,” Dave growled.
- “Exactly, my friends. And now, enough
of unpleasant subjects. Let us eat. After
that since you are safe, we celebrate. A lit-
tle drink, made of the mescal. Not often
can these creatures be allowed to have it,
but tonight is an occasion. More especially
as we want them to overcome their fear of
their old master. One drink for them, one
only, of course. But as many as we like for
ourselves.” s

The food was good. They ate heartily, -
Yank sprawling, apparently as much at ease
as if by a fire with a ring of friendly cow-
boys atound him. Geary Wood, as he called
himself, and the name seemed as strange as -
anything about him, departed to get the
mescal, and for a few minutes they were
alone, the watchful tongueless men crouch-
ing off at some distance, like a pack of
hounds. Dave’s face was troubled.

“How much of this is true, Yank?” he
demanded. “Of course, I've heard about
this Wood, and how he’s been mistaken for
Juan Sylvester, more than once. His story
fits well enough, but everything leaves me
fecling that we're in a bad spot, somehow."

“I sort of have the same hunch,” Yank
confessed, “But at least we're alive, which
is something. Wood wants us alive, at least
for the present, and that's a break for us.
Maybe the only one we'll get. So we'd bet- -
ter watch our step, string along with him,
and be ready for anything.”

Their host was returning now, with a
big skin jug which the Indians eyed eager-
ly. The sun had set, a little crimson light
still lingered to mark the place of its de-
parture, but mostly there were only the
glowing embers of the fire, ringed by the
closing night, creeping in a black wall to
surround them. Wood seemed almost to

rpurr.

“Just a taste, for these fellows,” he said,
and spoke to the tongueless men in some
dialect. “It's very strong stuff,” he added,
“for men with red skins.” He poured hard-
ly more than a swallow apiece into their
tin cups. They drained them at a gulp and
loocked on like dogs which have been
thrown a scrap of mean and hope for more,
but without expecting to get. Yet the avid
hunger in their eyes remained, even while
they dropped the empty cups on the ground.

“No more tonight,” Wood assured them,
and spoke again in the dialect, sharply.
“Tomorrow, after the work is done—there
will be all that they can drink then, as a°
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reward. Now, my friends, you and I will
drink.”

ANK MOVED a little in the now

dense gloom, one foot touching the
pile of empty cups. His fingers, in his coat
pocket, fumbled with the hollow length of
mandrake and the arrow which it enclosed.
That was a weapon which had not been
taken from them, and suddenly he saw a
new possibility of using it. Casually, for the
evening was growing chilly with the going
down of the sun, he buttoned his coat.

Wood had filled three cups almost to the
brim, and now he passed them with a
courtly bow. Only his eyes, in the growing
dark, seemed to glow like those of a moun-
tain cat.

“It is a strong drink, my friends,” he as-
sured them. “But you will find it most mel-
low and soothing. You will sleep soundly,
but you will awaken with no ill effects, I
can assure you. And tomorrow we will work
together!”

He sipped at his own drink, and Yank,
who had shifted his position a little farther
from the fire-light, tasted his liquor. It
was, as Wood said, mellow and soothing,
but even the taste was enough to assure
him that it was potent. He saw that Dave,
drinking a little, was taking advantage of
every opportunity to spill out some in the
dark, but Wood drank and seemed untrou-
bled.

“White men can drink two or three
cups,” he said. "An Indian goes to sleep
like a Jog with half a cup. Allow me to
fill for you again, gentlemen.”

Yank accepted a second cup. Dave was
in the middle of his second as well, when
- the liquor slopped from it, and as he sank
back he was snoring.

“He never could hold his liquor,” Yank
nodded, and marveled at the potency of the
drink. For Dave had drank not more than
half a cup in all, he was sure. “It seems to
have a kick like White Mule.”

“A White Mule, my friend, is a mild
creature compared to this,” Wood assured
him. “This has a kick like a whole team
of mules. But you and I, we enjoy it, yes?
Another cup?”

“Don’t mind if I do,” Yank agreed, and
hid a grin in the darkness. He took it,
sipped, then sank back himself, and now,
he saw, even the hardened drinker had felt
its effects. Wood, too, was snoring heavily.

But even in a drunken sleep, his caution

remained with him. He had hidden the
guns somewhere, and as he went to sleep,
he had leaned across the still well-filled
wine skin, clutching it to him. The Indians,
still lurking watchfully in the shadows, eyed
it eagerly, but made no move to try and
reach it. They knew that, even in such a
sleep, Geary Wood would arouse instantly
if the skin was touched.

“A pity they should have to go thirsty,
though,” Yank nodded slowly. “Special
when they'll wake up all right, after sleep-
in’ right sound.”

As their host had promised, morning
brought no ill-effects from the drink. Yank
felt good, and Dave was clear-headed, but
a little sheepish at the way he had gone
under.

“And I didn’t drink hardly any of the
stuff,” he assured Yank. “I aimed to out-
last him—but it didn’t work that way.”

“Maybe he didn’t aim that it should,”
Yank said dryly.

With breakfast out of the way, the hunt
for Juan Sylvester was started. There were
a number of puzzling things about this
setup, here in this valley of death, which
the C. A. men didn’t quite understand, but
there could be no doubt of the grimness of
Wood’s purpose in this hunt. Moreover, it
was plain enough from the start that the
tongueless men were keeping a watchful
eye on_them as well, with the packs of
deadly arrows ever at the ready. Evidently
they didn’t trust them much more than
Dave trusted them in turn. And even with
a gun, he figured; a man wouldn’t have
much chance against those arrows.

OR A COUPLE of hours they ranged

the valley, the Indians like great, si-

lent hounds on a cold trail, and then all at

once it grew warm. They had picked up the

fresh trail, and now it was a hunt to the

death. Yet it was obvious that, with all the

help he had, that Wood was afraid of this
other man.

He had handed their guns back to Dave
and Yank that morning, with a smile.

“"INow that distrust is removed,” he ex-
plained. “For today you may need them.
This Juan Sylvester, he is a desperate char-
acter. But today we remove him as a men-
ace, yes?”

“And I've sort of an unchancy feelin’
that, soon as we do get the poor devil,
they’ll 2im to do a good, all-around job,
and that. there’ll be arrows comin’ at us,
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pronto, from about seven directions,” Dave
confided to Yank, as opportunity offered.
“And I don't like those odds—not any.”

Yank had much the same uneasy feeling.
But now the tongueless men had finally
flushed their quarry, and he was taking cov-
er in the only place, with such death creep-
ing on him from all directions—climbing
the great butte which rose so like a spectre
of death in the middle of the valley.

The rugged sides of it offered a lot of
opportunities for cover, but now, as their
quarry was being driven higher and higher
by the relentless chase of nine men, he was
being forced to a point where eventually he
must be cornered. And yet he was not shoot-
ing back!

“"We've had brushes with him before, the
last couple of days,” Wood explained, and
there was an eager, exultant throb to his
voice now. “"He's killed five of the Indians
in two days, before they could get him—
he has the devil’s own luck !'—but I guess he
has used nearly all his shells, and is keeping
the few which remain for close range. This
time, they won't do him any good!”

There could be little doubt of the even-
tual cornering of their victim, Yank saw.
Despite the amazing fight which he had put
up against overwhelming odds, since his
own henchmen had turned against him,
Juan Sylvester appeared to be near the end
of his trail. He was plainly short of ammu-
nition, and the little arrows, while deadly
enough on a two-way trail, were apparently
running out as well.

All at once something whizzed and
crashed—a rock, thrown from up above,
landing with a dull smash on a thick skull
and crushing it like an eggshell. One of the
Indians toppled outward and back, poised
for a moment at the brink of a precipice,
and plunged over.

“He is a devil,” Wood panted. “A devil,
I tell you! But we get him!”

Yank's jaw clamped hard. He caught just
a glimpse of the hunted man, as he retreat-
ed still higher up the hill, following that
sudden attack with the rock. Sylvester was
climbing desperately now, yet he seemed to
scramble on all fours, and one leg dragged,
all but useless.

“1 got him in the foot with a bullet, a
couple of days ago,” Wood explained. "1
can see that now. And I killed his horse.
While the Indians got his partner. So he
has not been able to get away, but what 2
fighting man he is!”

“Just the same, he’s gettin’ trapped this
time,” Dave muttered, and his voice, at
Yank’s ear, was low but urgent. “I've just
made a discovery. They didn’t give us back
our cartridges and these in the guns ain’t no
good. There’s lead stuck back in 'em, but
they’ve been fired before. Which means no
powder.”

“1 found that out, quite a spell ago,”
Yank said calmly.

Dave stared, sudden cold sweat beading
his face. Higher up the hill, the fugitive
had showed again for a moment. Forced to
keep climbing, he had clutched at a bush,
and it broke in his grasp now, allowing him
to slip and fall for a few feet. Now he was
at the foot of a rocky ledge, pitilessly ex-
posed for all to see, yards from cover.

And this man was not the famed Juan
Sylvester. He couldn’t be, for he was their
old friend and fellow law-man, Pumice Pe-
ters.

Some of this nightmarish thing was be- -
coming dreadfully clear to Dave now. That.
slain partner whom Wood had referred to—
the man they had found with the arrow-
mark on him the day before. He had been
siding Peters, of course. Which meant, as
Dave had uneasily suspected from the start,
that Geary Wood was no friend to them!

IGHTENED of Peters, who had suc-
ceeded in killing five of the tongue-
less men, Wood had tricked them into join-
ing in the hunt, secretly gaining a sardenic
amusement at his jest, being certain that
they would meet the same fate as Peters,
once he was out of the way. And Wood and
his Indians were armed to the teeth with
those deadly arrows of whispering death,
while Dave'and Yank had only guns which
were useless in their hands!

Even Peters was disarmed at last, for he
had dropped his gun as he fell, and it was
still bounding and tumbling below.

Wood had thrown off the cloak now. He
emitted a hoarse cackle of triumph as he
saw the plight of Pumice. And now, too,
the *Indians, who had skulked back in a
healthy fear, had popped out as if by magic
from their several coverts, the little at-
rows were speeding like winged death,
straight up at the helpless law man, coming
from all sides.

Dave, his face white under its tan, was
jerking at his own gun, with some wild
notion of at least throwing it, panting. He
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stared as Yank knocked his arm down.

“But it's Pumice!” he gasped. “And
they'll kill him—"

“We can't help him—that way,” Yank
cautioned sharply. “"Watch!”

Every man, it seemed, was watching then,
somehow spellbound and fascinated. The
five silent Indians, and Pumice Peters, as
well, even Wood. All watching with incre-
dulity as Peters pulled himself to his feet.

At least four of that shower of arrows
had sped true, had pricked the face or neck
or hands of Peters. Spots of blood had ap-
peared where three of when had fallen
away again, and Peters was jerking the oth-
er out, throwing it down.

Fear was on his face—the honest terror
of a man who has seen what dreadful death
lurks in such a guise. Yet as the moments
passed and he stood there, some of the fear

- was vanishing, surprise taking its place.

The same surprise and unbelief was in
the faces of the Indians, of Wood. Sudden-
Iy he shouted.

“Shoot him, you fools. Use your guns—
oh, the devil, I forgot—"

He was starting to jerk at a hidden gun
himself—a short-barreled, evil Derringer.

- But as it came into the light, Yank Tilton
moved, and 2 little bow was bent, an ar-
row quivering to be released.

“Drop that gun, Sylvester” he snapped.
“The game's up. This arrow will kill!”

Wood, or Juan Sylvester, stared, his face
going the color of old putty, then the gun
slipped from nerveless fingers, while his
hunted glance shifted back up again to
where Peters stood, as untroubled now as
ever, watching with fresh interest as he rec-
ognized Dave and Yaok.

But it was the Indians whom Dave was
watching now. They, too, had stared in a
dreadful expectancy, a growing uncertainty.
But as it became clear to them that, some-
how, their little arrows had failed, that

death had gone out of them, and that Juan
Sylvester was unarmed and afraid, a change
had come over themn—a change swift and
terrible as the death they had carried.

UDDENLY, with snarling grunts, the
mote horrible because they came from
mouths which could not speak, the pack was
upon Juan Sylvester, and now the ancient,
binding fear was gone, the unleashed hatred
of years expending itself. There was one
shriek from the doomed man, cut short off,
as the whole five tore at him. Yank turned

his head away as Peters limped down.

“I don't know just how it happened,”
he confessed. “I sure thought my number
was up. But it suits me pretty well the way
it's worked out.” :

“I did the best I could,” Peters confessed
modestly. * ‘Specially ~after they got me
trapped and I couldn’t get out of this
cussed valley again. I took an arrow they
missed me with and got one of them in
turn, which worried them, and my gun
worked good till I ran out of shells. If
they’d known that, they could have finished
me off yesterday. For I was too bad off to
travel any more, right then.”

Their vengeance wreaked on the maa
they had feared and hated for so long, the
remaining Indians were slipping away into"
the coverts, silent as questing wolves, but
no longer dangerous. Dave shook his head
and stared.

“You knew he was Sylvester, and you
kanew what was coming,” he charged Yank.
“So you had a finger in it. But how the
blazes did you work it?”

“I had a strong hunch that he was Syl-
vester, and worked on that theory, so as to
be on the safe side,” Yank agreed. “If he
turned out to be the man he claimed he was,
I didn’t figure it would do any serious
harm; and when he showed his hand, I
knew who he was. Working it wasn't
hard. I knew the tongueless men would
turn on him if he ever failed. So, last
night, I saved my liquor—"

“How could you do that?”

“It wasn’t so hard in the dark. Those tin
cups that the Indians had left were right
handy, waiting to be filled, and so I just
used that hollow length of mandrake stem,
that I'd been keeping the arrow sheathed in.
Putting it under my coat and up to my chin,
I contrived to run it down to the cups, un-
der my coat, and get a half-cup for each In-
dian, which was plenty. And when I let
them see it, after he was asleep, that was
all they wanted to know. After they'd drank
it and were dead to the world, I took their
arrows, whittled off the poison tips and
whittled fresh points on them, then stained
them again—all except one that I kept for
emergencies—"

“What did you stain them with? It
looked the same old stuff on them.”

“Just smeared them with some of my
gum, that you pointed out looked so much
like that poison,” Yank grinned. “I'd
chewed the flavor all out, anyway.”
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A True Fact
Article

By Kenneth P. Wood
HEN AN old-time desert rat or
prospector guardedly -opens his

s ‘ buckskin poke and cautiously

“displays several good-sized nuggets of gold,
he will very likely explain that they were
gleaned from some far-flung claim, long
since dead, that was once a bonanza lode.
If encouraged he will commence to nar-
rate its history which will be one of the
numerous well-authenticated yarns of lost
mines, tales of many years ago which per-
sist to this day throughout the gold-produc-
ing country.

The Breyfogle, for example, is a popular
subject among the miners of .the Southwest.
Tom Breyfogle, so the story runs, came
into one of the desert towns with a bag of
gold quartz which was thickly speckled with
_“color.” Richer it was than anything ever
seen in that rich mining comrpunity. Later
he started back to where he said he had
found the pay dirt, but was never seen
again. Breyfogle was an old man, and some
years later a friend of his admitted that the
old prospector had confessed to him that
the poke of rich quartz bad been found in
the hand of a dead man far out on the
desert—so the origin of the mine was lost.

This suggests a similar mystery of eastern
‘Arizona—the Black Burro Mine, which re-
ceived its name from the finding of a
strayed jackass carrying a new pack-saddle
on which were lashed several rawhide bags
full of gold ore of incredible richness, but
bearing no name or otker identification as
to the owner. That was nearly seventy-five
years ago, but no gold mine of any conse-
quence has ever been discovered within a
hundred miles of the spot where the burro
was found. It was near the border of New

&9

Mexico, on the Mansfield Trail, which runs '
from the San Francisco River to the head-
waters of Eagle Creck. At that time the
region was a hotbed of blood-thirsty
Apaches and white renegades.

According to mining camp lore, the ever-
raiding Apaches were responsible for
numerous lost mines, for they killed many
a prospector in his diggings or on some re-
mote trail, and the secrets of the murdered
men died with them. Old man Mansfield,
after whom the big trail is named, himself
fell a victim to the Indians. He had a mine
of undisputed richness which he worked
for a time, and lived in a dugout adjoining
it. His saddle failed him one day and he
rode into Clifton bareback to buy a new
cinch and some buckles. On his return trip
the Apaches ambushed him, and for years
afterward fortune-hunters through that sec-
tion searched for a dugout containing a
broken saddle as a guide to Mansfield’s
mine, but it was never found.

The Breyfogle and its twin lost mine, the
Gunsight, are in the Death Valley region of
California. There is a belief out there among
the free-lance gold-seekers that the rich
claims found at Randsburg, in Kern County,
fifteen years later, were actually a reloca-
tion of one or the other, or perhaps both,
of those famous lost claims.

There is no doubt but some of these lost
mines have been rediscovered. For, in 1898,
Isaac Fowler, a Brooklyn man, while hunt-
ing in Chihuahua, Mexico, with a former
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Inspector of Texas Rangers named Bill
Singleton, found an old tunnel, the mouth
of which bad been walled up at some re-
mote period. There was the usual local tra-
dition of a lost mine that had been worked
by the Spaniards early in the century, and
which had been abandoned by them in con-
sequence of the hostility of the warring
Apaches. :

There did happen to have been a mine
known as La Tiopa, trace of which had been
lost, and the discoverers of the walled-up
tunnel decided this was it. The mine is now
a paying one, but it is hardly the Arabian
Nights' dream of tunnel walls alight with
gold, and ore so rich that a bishop’s punch-
bowl was hammered from a single lump.
For so tradition describes La Tiopa in the
old Spanish days, but those were the times
of exaggerated speculation,

A still richer find, however, was that of
a prospector on the Mexican side of the Rio
Grande River near Fort Hancock, Texas. An
old mining dump had been there so long
that nobody knew who had taken out the
rock. This prospector made an assay of the
remaining deposit, and found it moderately
rich. He interested capitalists, and they re-
opened the old workings. The practical
miners, though satisfied with what they
were making, determined from the pitch of
the vein and other indications that the mine
could be worked with greater profit by
tunneling further down the mountainstde.

When they cleared the face of the hill
for a tunnel, they were astonished to find
a solid wall of masonty, laid in cement, and
so hard that they had to blast it open with
dynamite. Once through the wall, another
tunnel was revealed, entrance to which was
barred by a massive doot of hardwood logs
fastened by a huge antique lock of Spanish
workmanship. This was also broken down,
and the miners discovered that the tunnel
ran about five hundred feet back to a
breast of ore many times richer than the
pay rock in which they had been working
above, most of which was only the “dump”
from the lower excavation.

E miners of a century and a half ago,
whoever they were, had as good judg-
ment as the late comers as to the best place
to run a tunnel into that formation. A revo-
lution or Indian uprising had probably
caused the abandonment of the mine and
the workers, probably Spaniards, with the
characteristic subtlety of tﬁeir time, had hid-

den the bonanza lode, leaving exposed what
under the crude processes of the last cen-
tury was a comparatively worthless and de-
serted mine,

No doubt the longest lost of all these
lodes that have set men crazy was located by
no less famous a personage than Kit Carson,
the hero of more frontier yarns than any of
the great army of adventurous pioneers.
About eighty years ago Kit Carson, Jim Kin-
ney, and a half-breed Indian brought to
Fort Randall, in what is now South Dakota,
a bag full of shining nuggets, which they
said were found on Cabin Creek. They told
a circumstantial story of the find, describ-
ing a very wealthy deposit. But the place
was in the heart of the Indian country, and
the Cheyenne and the Sioux were both on
the warpath at the time. However, this did
not prevent hundreds of eager gold-seekers
from going out to search for the great pros-
pect, and nearly all of them were butchered
and scalped by the redskins.

Unfortunately, whatever other pretentions
the famous scout and guide had to great-
ness, a reputation for truth telling was not
among them. Kit Carson never tried to find
the mine again himself, nor did his part-
ner Kinney, though both drank up or gam-
bled away their bag of nuggets within a
week’s time. Nevertheless the Lost Cabin
Mine was the object of many a long and
weary hunt, for Carson and Kinney fre-
quently repeated their story wherever they
went, and even drew maps to guide the
credulous who cared to look for more of
the precious yellow nuggets.

Oregon, too, has its lost lodes, and a
popular story attaches to the Crazy Dutch-
man Mine, near the head of the Iroquois
River. For many years a little old man, for-
lorn and ghost-like, haunted the hills of
that locality for his lost treasure-trove. He
would always threaten with a rifle, the few
strangers who happened to come into the
vicinity, then slink off into the woods. He
spied on every camp that located near the
river, following the campers about like a
shadow.

Many years before, this frightened ghost
of the Chetco Hills was a young German,
who, with a companion, came into the re-
gion gold hunting. They found a great
prospect and began to develop it, when a
band of marauding Indians surprised them
at their work. The German's partner was
killed during the melee that ensued, but
the German himself managed to escape and



make his way to Rogue River, hugging some
bits of gold-bearing quartz. After working
hard for many years he finally saved enough
money to return to the claim which he pro-
posed to work zlone.

Of course he never found the lode again.
At last his money being exhausted, he was
compelled to tell of his lost mine, and
showed specimens that he had jealously
guarded for years. Long ago prospectors
and treasure-seckers of that locality tired of
looking for what they popularly dubbed the
Crazy Dutchman Mine, but the little old
man never gave up. For the remainder of
his life he moved feebly about those hills
in a state of terror lest anybody should find
the deposit before he did.

The list of these phantom claims is in-
terminable. Their stories bear a certain fam-
ily resemblance, but each one has an in-
dividuality, some feature that makes it in-
teresting apart from the others. For in-
stance, there is the Lee Mine, long a mys-
tery of the California foothills. But the
Lee was a real mine, not merely a deposit or
reef seen once and then lost. The Lee’s lo-
cation is on file among the archives of San
Bernardino County, its whereabouts de-
scribed generally, as was the custom of the
time in the absence of a survey. But so far
as known it has never been rediscovered.

A little more than sixty years ago, a

miner named Jim Lee located the claim. He
hired an assistant to help him, built a
windlass, and sunk a shaft. He also built
a little cabin near the mine, and adjoining
it he put up an arrastre to reduce his quartz.
At intervals he came into San Bernardino to
sell the dust and to pufchase provisions,
powder, and tools.

From all indications it was a pretty good
little mine, for at various times, capitaliss,
notably the former Governor Waterman,
considered buying it. Lee was not anxious to
sell, however. The locality was remote and
difficult of access, and negotiations never
went so far as to make a visit to the mine
necessary. Then disaster befell the owner.

NE day Lee came to town as usual to
purchase supplies, and mentioned

that he had to hurry back, as his helper was
almost entirely out of food. The next morn-
ing he was found dead on the outskirts of
San Bernardino, a bullet in his heart. The
body had not been robbed, and there was
nothing to indicate who had murdered him

or why it was done. Realizing the plight of
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the assistant left at the mine without pro-
visions, the public administrator and a par-
ty started out immediately with supplies
for the mine. But they failed to find the
shaft, arrastre, windlass, or cabin, and noth-
ing was ever heard of the miner Lee had
left there. He could scarcely have come
away without a grubstake, for that was not
a country where men could find food along
the road like today—and that is all that has
ever been heard about the Lee Mine, al-
though it has been eagerly sought count-
less times.

Another legend of lost fortune, which is
still being looked for, is the Lost Dutch
Oven Mine, consisting of a huge pot of
gold, not the proverbial one, but a Dutch
oven full of the valuable stuff. It is await-
ing a lucky finder somewhere in a hidden
gulch south of the Clipper Mountains of
Southern California, only two hundred and
fifty miles from the city of Los Angeles.
This pot of pay dirt was found and then
lost again in the spring of 1894 by Tom
Scofield, a mining engineer, who was sent
by the officials of the Santa Fe Railroad
to locate water for the company in the deseit
country surrounding the Clipper Moun-
tains.

During his wanderings among the hills,
the engineer chanced upon a hidden gulch
and a narrow trail which led from it to an
abandoned mining camp, the owner of
which, from all indications, had been ab-
sent for some years. The camp, or rather
what remained of it, consisted of the frag-
ments of a time-worn tent, a broken-down
and weather-beaten cot, and -a few rusty
prospecting tools. Near-by, half buried in
the earth, was an old-fashioned Dutch oven
—a huge iron pot with a lid—which was
also rusted beyond redemption.

A further survey of the vicinity dis-
closed a large prospect hole to the rear of
the camp which seemed to run into the
earth for a considerable distance. Naturally
Scofield let himself down the shaft to in-
spect the diggings and the wealth at his
fingertips almost staggered him. He thrilled
at the richness of the ore which appeared
on the very surface of the auriferous quartz
in not only one vein, but a number of
veins of pure gold. After chipping off a
few samples of the quartz he clambered
to the surface again, and endeavored to
uncover some clue that might lead to the
identity of the original claimant.

Nothing in the way of a clue could be

-
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found; then, chancing to remove the lid of
the old Dutch oven, he experienced a sec-
ond thrill. For the rusty old pot-like oven
was nearly filled to the brim with shining
lumps of virgin gold—gold of the same
type and pureness that he had taken from
the shaft.

The lucky engineer rubbed his hands to-
gether greedily. He was rich. He even
tried to lift the big pot to see whether ot
not he could carry it away with him, but it
was impossible to even move it. So he
hastily filled all his pockets with handsful
of the precious metal and literally ran back
to his own camp from whence he set out
immediately for Los Angeles. Scofield’s
third thrill was delivered in the form of
an assayer’s certificate covering the speci-
mens from the shaft, which showed a re-
turn of several thousand dollars in gold to
the ton.

The engineer confided his phenomenal
luck to a close friend, and as soon as
the heavy rains had ceased, started with his
confidant and two pack animals to claim
the fortune that awaited him in the hidden
gulch. But in his hasty flight from the
mine, Scofield failed to make mental or
written notes of the character of the sur-
rounding country, or the landmarks in the
hidden gulch, hence, the cached pot of gold
and the shaft were never again located.
The two men scoured the countryside for
weeks, but without success. The gold-filled
gulch completely eluded them. Later, when
the secret was divulged to the world in
general, a number of fortune-hunters
combed the hills around the Clipper Moun-
tains for the Lost Dutch Oven Mine, but
it could not be found, and it remains lost
to the present day.

One of the prettiest of these famous
stories of lost wealth is that of Lingard’s
Lake, which is an article of faith in all
the old placer country between the head of
the Feather River and the Yuba, in north-
ern California. In the fall of 1853 there
came to Nelsonpoint, a mining camp on
Feather River, at the mouth of Hopkins
Creek, Francis Lingard, a prospector. At
the store and roadside tavern of John Cat-
rington he had a hearty meal, and pur-
chased a bill of supplies, paying for them
in raw gold, according to the custom of the
time. But instead of the usual dust, Lingard
tendered a nugget worth about a hundred
dollars, and displayed several more of the
same kind.

URING the next two ot three months
the prospector several times came in
for supplies and paid for them with big
nuggets. Each visit to the camp showed
him more worried and depressed over some-
thing, but he took none into his confidence -
until late in November, when he came in
broke. Finally Lingard told the storekeeper
his story, and offered, in consideration of a
grubstake, a share 1n his chance for fabu-
lous wealth.

The prospector explained that a year be-
fore he had been gold hunting in the high
Sierras, and, getting short of provisions,
he struck across country toward the camps
on the Feather River. There had been a
great drought, and there was little water in
the hills. One hot afternoon, when he
had been without water for twenty-four
hours, he spied a large lake a long way
off. In scrambling down to the water’s edge
he came to a little creek which cascaded
over a rocky ledge and then ran through
a pebbly channel into the lake. He slid to
the foot of the waterfall to slake his thirst,
and as he stooped; he immediately recoiled
in amazement, for the pebbly runway was
dotted with glistening nuggets. Fully half
of the pebbles, he said, were pure gold.

Not daring to leave the spot, he slept
beside his riches that night. Next morning
he gathered from the shining trail that led
from the foot of the fall into the lake, a
distance of twenty feet, all the nuggets he
could possibly carry, and started for Nelson-
point, the nearest camp he knew. After
traveling a few miles through rough coun-
try, he found he had overestimated his
strength, and made a cache of most of his
lumps of gold at the foot of a big sugar
pine tree that was on a direct line between
a prominent cliff and a point of the golden
lake. Then he went on to Nelsonpoint
and made his purchases.

While staying in camp the drought broke.
The sky opened, and it rained as it rains
only in the California mountains at the
beginning of the wet season. When Lin-
gard went forth again, he failed to find
the waterfall that dropped into a bed of
sparkling gold. He found a lake which
he thought was the right one, and made
his way clear around it, but nowhere along
the shore did a creek empty into it over
a channel floored with nuggets.

He tried to get the line from the hill, but
the cliff eluded him, the bold projection he
had made his landimark could only be noted



from a particular place, so his store of nug-
gets at the roots of the sugar pine was also
lost, like its parent treasure-place. He
hunted for a year, spending his nuggets one
after another for supplies, until all were
gone. Then he came to the camp and told
his sad story to the storekeeper.

Carrington being thoroughly convinced,
fitted out the prospector, and he returned
to the search. As before, he kept it up
until the winter drove him from the moun-
tains. Then the storekeeper laid the mat-
ter before a number of his friends, and they
resolved on a systematic search for Lingard’s
Lake. Carrington and Lingard, with Jim
Beckwith, the discoverer of Beckwith’s Pass
through the Sierras; Joe Cooper, the Indian
fighter; Net Brown and Frank Wheeler, all
well-trained prospectors and frontiersmen,
districted the territory between the two
rivers and combed it over time and again,
but found no trace of the gold. They ac-
count for this by the rise of the lakes after
the long dry spell. Lingard’s treasure-
trove, they said, was revealed only when the
lake was extremely low.

This is the reason why men of Plumas
County still haunt the shores of the moun-
tain lakes in times of drought, and grub
about the roots of every big sugar pine
they pass. Lingard kept up the hunt for
twenty years, whenever he had enough
money to keep him in provisions for a
time. They never do give up a search like
this. ...

A Brand New $2.00 Novel

You’ll Find Double
Entertainment in

ANSON PIPER’S
Swift-Moving Novel

“DOUBLE TRAIL”

READ

REAL WESTERN
OCTOBER
NOW ON SALE!

Boothill Boranzas ¥ x % 73

s il s o on
Today we must fight to

win the world for the
four freedoms —

But let’s not forget to
dream of tomorrow!

FUTURE FANTASY

and

SCIENCE: FICTION

offers you the very best in
today’s imaginative litera-
ture — the dreams which
will be the commonplace
realities of tomorrow!

Watch for the new
Ociober issue of this magazine.
It features

“The
Extrapolated
Dimwit”
a novelette which will take
you out beyond the farthest
stars in a madcap search
for a missing screwball sci-

entist. It's by one of the new
leaders in the field.

S. b. GOTTESMAN
Also

Martin Pearson.
Hugh BRaymeond,
J. S. Klimaris,
Millard Verne Gordon,
" Dameon Knight,

and others
15e on all stands




IX-GUN fire, of late, had a way of
S jangling Clint Harbison’s nerves,

even if a medico was supposed to
have no nerves. Tonight was no excep-
tion. Twin streaks of flame pierced the
moon-tinted darkness under the big cot-
tonwoods across the street, and the crash
of the guns punctuated the opening of a
door over there—that of the bank. Half
in shadow, a tall figure staggered out,
clutching a heavy sack, hesitated a mo-
ment, then dashed around the corner and
was gone, with the muffled pound of
hoofbeats echoing back.

It all happened as quickly as that, leav-
ing Clint Harbison white and shaken. Not
because a bank had been robbed and a
man killed, with another one badly shot
up and close to death. Such things, in
Pawnee, had become dreadfully common-
place of late. But because the doctor had
recognized the man who ran from the
bank, carrying that sack of loot, and who
scemed to be making good his escape.
The man had been Skeets Harbison—and
Skeets was his brother.

The confusion, resultant upon the rob-
bery, didn’t’ mean anything to Clint, in
the minutes which followed, while details
were being discovered and discussed. He
was used to turmoil. Only now, his mind,
usually so alert and quick to sift things,
was confused too. For months past, he'd
been afraid that Skeets was taking the
wrong turn in the road. And oaly to-
day, a deputation of the town’s leading
citizens had gone to Skeets, asking him
to take the job which had known a Harbi-
son for the past twenty years, to be sheriff.

Nothing would have pleased old Tom
Harbison better, if he was where he could
see and understand, than for a son to
buckle on the old six-gun and pin on the
worn badge which Tom Harbison had worn
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As the town doctor, it was Clint
Harbison's duty to see to it that
the wounded owlhoot lived long
enough to talk. But there were rea-
sons why it would be to Clint's ad-
vantage if the man died under the
knife—not least of which was the
gun trained on Harbison's back as

he worked!

so long and honorably. Clint knew that.
Nor could anything have pleased him.quite
so much. But Skeets had laughcd—ang re-
fused.

“Doc! Oh doc, you there?
man hurt, down here.”

Clint followed, a little wearily. A man
hurt, perhaps by lead from a Harbison gua
—another man killed. Well, at least, in
working, he wouldn’t have so much time
to think. Always it was his job to fol-
low in the aftermath of these shooting
affrays, to tcy and heal the hurt which
other men did. Tonight there was a hurt
in his own heart which medicine couldn’t
reach.

The dead man was an outlaw, and nobody
seemed to be mourning. But Clint’s brows
contracted a little at sight of the wounded
man, lying there, limp and bloody, and
close to death. He felt more than pro-
fessional interest as he bent over him.
Jim Cragic was of about Skeet's age, two
or three years younger than the medico.
The three of them had grown up together.
Aad, uatil lately, when Skeets had taken

There’s a



to running with the wild buach, Jim and
Skeets had been close friends.

Shorty Blake, deputy sheriff, who had
been deputy under Tom Harbison and was
still carrying on until a new sheriff could
be appointed, came rolling bow-leggedly
into the room, pushing back his hat and
swiping a worried shirt-sleeve across a
sweat-beaded forehead. His usually mild
blue eyes looked tired and haunted, to-
night, his face was older in the flickering
light of the kerosene lamp. He nodded
to Clint.

“How is he, Doc?”’ he demanded. “Bad
as he looks?”

Clint nodded, straightening,
mechanically for his black bag.

“I'm afraid so, Shorty,” he agreed. “I'll
have to operate, right away. It's about a
fifty-fifty chance, looks like.”

“That bad?” Shorty sighed, his voice
lowered. “Clint, you've got to pull him
through, someway. Like you know, the
bank was robbed tonight, and, well—Jim
here, was where he could see who done
it. And he’s the only one who can tell
us that. You see?”

reaching

LEADEN weight seemed to be set-
tling in Clint's chest, but he nodded.

“Sure, 1 see, Shorty.”

The deputy fidgeted, as though unsure.

“Seems like the dead man was shot
by this killer, that got away,” he went
on, “Which is plenty good for us, but
bad business, just the same. Killers are
always bad. I'm startin’ out after him now,
but it ain’t likely I can trail him. But if
Jim can live to tell who done it—" the
deputy’s jaw set like a steel trap. “Case
like that, I'll trail that murderin’ hombre
to hell and back. So you've got to save
him.”

Shorty turned, merged with the shadows.
From somewhere in the gloom of the next
room, his voice floated back, detached and
remote.

“I'll send Bud Leaihan to help you,
Doc.”

Clint scarcely heard him, or the closing
of the doot. His breath was coming faster
now, his eyes sharp with mounting excite-
ment as he stared down at the unconscious
figure of Jim Cragie. No one knew, or
even suspected, that he had been lurk-
ing in the shadows across the street there,
or that he had seen anything. So far as

the law knew, Jim was the only man who
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had been ia a position to see who that
bank robber had been—and if Jim was
to die, now—

It would be easy, simple. Left alone,
Jim might revive long enough to talk, to
tell what he had seen. After that, he
would sink again, and not recover. If
Clint operated now, which was the only
chance of saving his life, then, by being
just a trifle careless, for just a few sec-
onds—Jim would never be able to tell
what he knew—to send Skeets Harbison
to the gallows!

No one would know. Clint’s hand shook
a little as he laid out his tools in a neat
row. He was going to operate tonight to
kill a man, not to save him—and in his
years of practice, here on the border, he
had never even thought of doing such a
thing before.

Ethics were all against him. But far
stronger than that was his feeling in the
matter. Even an hour ago, the very sug-
gestion that he should do such a thing
would have been repugnant to him. To
kill a man. Moreover, Jim Cragie was
his friend. Yet wasn’t that better than
to see Skeets sent to the gallows, the
green memory of the hardly-buried sheriff
turned yellow by such a thing, his own
hard-won career blasted? Nobody would
know. . ..

Clint started, almost guiltily, at a step
behind him, turned to see Bud Lenihan
standing there. Bud was a big man, and
beefy. Usually his face was florid, but to-
night, in the yellow glow of the lamp, it
looked white. His eyes were fixed on
Jim Cragie, his breath coming a little
jerkily.

“Hello, Doc,” he said. “I—uh, Shorty
sent me here to—to kind of lend a hand,
if I can.”

“Yes, he said he would.” Clint had
hold of himself now, his voice was steady
again. “Build a fire in that stove and get
some hot water. And wash your hands

good. TI'll have to operate.”
“Sure. I can do that, all right” Bud

moved to obey, surprisedly light on his
feet for so ponderous a man. Clint ad-
justed the lamp a little, found a pan and
dropped the instruments into it, pour-
ing water over them, set the pan on the
stove. He was aiming to kill a man to-
night, but his routine had to be as care-
ful as ever, so that no one would guess.
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They would think that his skill heda’t
been quite equal to the task.

“What's his chances, Doc?”’ Bud ia-
quired over his shoulder.

“About fifty-fifty.”

“That bad, eh?” The fire was crackling
in the stove now, the water would soon
be boiling. Clint had everything in readi-
ness. Conditions were far from ideal, but
he had worked under worse ones. Bud
Lenihan crossed to stare down at the un-
conscious man, his big fingers building a
fag with easy precision. He glanced swift-
ly at the darkened windows, crossed to
the door, and Clint heard the key turn.

“Just so we won't be interrupted at the

wrong  time,” Bud explained smoothly.
“Might kind of upset you.”
“Good idea,” Clint agreed. ‘“Bring that

pan over here.”

Bud obeyed. There was a grim smile
on his face as he set it down.

“Doc, I reckon if you was to work it
right—he could just sort of snuff out and
nobedy'd ever be the wiser, would they?”

LINT glanced up, startled. Was the
man a2 mind-reader? Bud's smide
held a disconcerting quality.

“What do you mean?” Clint snapped.

“I mean, Doc, that if he don’t talk
again—there’ll be a thousand bucks in it
for you, for this operation. Better money
than you usually make, ain’t it?”

Clint stared. One side of his mind was
shocked, but the other part of it was
beginning to understand. His words wese
mechanical.

“Considerably better.”’

“Well, how about it?” Bud demanded.
“Reckon I don’t need to go into a lot
of details—you ain’t no fool. But he’s the
only man who saw that bank job done to-
night. And—well, it'll be better, a lot bet-
ter, if he don’t do no talkin’, Doc. You
willing to make that thousand ?”

Something in Clint’s face seemed to
give him the answer. Or maybe he had
been sure all along, knowing Clint. For
suddenly, with a smooth speed oddly at
variance with his big bulk, a2 gun was
in Bud’s hand, catching the firelight, its
muzzle very close to Clint’s heart.

“I'm right here to help you, Doc,” Bud
said softly. “Like that fool Shorty sent
me to do. And I ain’t takin’ any chances,
see? No need for you to be a fool, too.
If Jim sort of kicks off while you're

operatin’, I won't say a word about it.
But if he comes to, then I'll give him 2
pill from this bottle I got in my hand—
and another lead pill for you. So don't
make no mistakes now, about how to do
this job. And you better get started.”

Clint stared at the leveled gun, his brows
wrinkling a little, and in that moment the
gunman was impressed with his resem-
blance to his father, Sheriff Tom Harbi-
son. Curiously, Clint felt no fear, though
he knew that he had never stood in great-
er peril in his life. Mechanically, he reached
for one of his instruments and set to work,
ignoring the gun. His mind was in turmoil
again, but that did not impair the trained
efficiency of his hands.

His worst trouble was to keep his mouth
shut. He had a wild, almost insane impulse
to- open it and laugh, wildly, at himself,
at Bud Lenihan, at life—and death, in
general. Five minutes before, he had made
up his mind to cast overboard all his prin-
ciples, to do that which was utterly ab-
horrent to him—to kill a man.

And now he was being told to go ahead
and do just that, being offered a fat fee
for it, and threatened with death if he re-
fused—with the same death inevitable for
his patient anyway. That was irony. Even
more so was the fact, now, he dida’t know
what he wanted to do, or what he was
going to do.

If Bud had kept his mouth shut, he
would have killed Jim Cragie. But to be
bribed to do it—that was different. And
to be threatened on top of that—that made
it a whole lot different. A hell of a lot.

Funny, but up to now he hadn’t even
suspected that Bud Lenihan might be one
of the outlaws who had been terrorizing
this country of late. So far as he knew,
no one else had guessed it, either. Big,
easy-going Bud, running a livery stable and
minding his own business.

Why didn’t Bud have sense enough to
just tell him that his own brother, Skeets,
was one of the gang, and that if Jim
Cragie lived to talk, Skeets would hang?
That would have been the proper, and a
far more effective appeal. But this thing
of bribery, of threat—

It was on a par with all the rest, maybe
crazier than the rest. But Clint’s fingers,
as much as his mind, had settled the ques-
tion for him. He knew now that he wasn’t
going to kill Jim Cragie. He was going
to save him, if he could—and that, cer-



tainly, was the craziest thing he'd ever
done, for Jim was slated to die just as
certainly, tonight, and he’d go along with
him.

But that made it all right. For Jim
would never live to tell what he knew
about Skeets. The responsibility was all on
Bud Lenihan now, not on himself. Bud,
he saw suddenly, was staring at a small
brown bottle in his open medicine case—
a bottle which showed half filled with pills,
and on the label was a skull and cross-
bones.

“Don’t make no mistakes the wrong way,
Doc,” Bud warped suddenly. “I ain't
foolin".”

Clint glanced up impatiently.

“Do you think you can murder both of
us and get away with it, Bud?”

The big man nodded calmly.

“Yeah. I been thinkin’ about that, too.
A gun-shot or so might look funny, all
right. But you've got stuff in that case
of yore’s that'd do just as well, I reckon
—and nobody’ll ever know what did hap-
pen. So don’t be a fool. It won't help
him none, but'll put you in the same
boat along with him.”

LINT made no reply. Right now was

the delicate part of the operation. He

bent all his energies to the task, straining

his eyes in the dim light. A single false

move, right now, and Jim Cragie would

die. He mustn’t make a wrong motion.

And then, with a puff of his breath as

the idea came to him, Bud had blown the
lamp out.

A total darkness closed down on the
room like a blanket. A blackness in which
Clint could almost hear the shadowy beat
of wings of death. Bud had acted on
sudden impulse, knowing that the opera-
tion was at a critical point. Clint knew
that. But he was acting, on the contrary,
with cool, sure reasoning. His voice snapped
like a whip as he leaned forward.

“The point of my knife is against your
heart, Bud. Feel it? Get that lamp lit in
ten seconds—or I'll drive it in to the hilt.”

He could hear Bud's sharply indrawn
breath, wheezy with terror, as he applied a
little pressure. The darkness had reversed
the situation, for no longer was the six-
gun in Bud’'s hand any good. The gun-
man thrust the weapon into its holster and
fumbled hastily for a match. Clint heard

him curse softly as his fingers came into

Medico's Bad Medicine % x X 77

contact with the hot lamp chimney, then
he had it off, a match flared and was
drawn across the wick, which, still hot,
sprang back to a steady flame. As the
chimney was replaced, Clint was back at
work. It hadn't taken over a quarter of a
minute.

That was only a temporary victory, how-
ever. For already, compelled to use both
hands and eyes, that left Bud free, and
Bud was pulling his gun again, and this
time he was in a killing mood. There
in the closed little room, with the reek of
the blown-out lamp, Clint could feel and
smell it—the strong, animal-like aura of the

killer. He had known it before, and strong
as it was now, there could be no mistak-
ing it.

He 'might, of course, have thrust with
that scalpel while he had a chance, Clint
knew-—one lunge would have buried the
point deep in Bud’s heart, for Clint knew
his anatomy. To kill a man would be

easy. But he’d put that thought behind
him.  His creed had always been to save
life.

Bud was smiling, now, a grimly sardonic
grin, as he figured this out, and knew that
he had the upper hand.

“You're 2 damn fool, Doc,” he said.
“You aim for him to get well, eh?”

“That’s my job, Bud.”

“Yeah. And mine’s to see that he don’t.
Well, I give you fair warnin'."”

Holding the gun steady with one hand,
Bud reached across to the open kit, pluck-
ing up that small brown bottle, keeping
his eyes warily on the medico. He raised
the bottle, drew the cork with his teeth.
Then, stil holding the gun steady, he
leaned over the unconscious Jim Cragie, al-
lowed a couple of the pills to trickle out
and into his half-opened mouth, to roll
down his throat. The pressure of the gun
against Clint's ribs was ominous.

“Looks like you've got your job just
about finished,” Bud chuckled. “Nice piece
of work. Folks'll never guess why he gon’t
get conscious again. And if you kick off,
too—well, there ain’t no other medico in
this country to figger out why. Take a
couple of these pills yore own se’f, now.”

He held the bottle to Clint's lips,- the
pressure of the gun menacing. Cli int ac-
cepted the dose.

“I reckon that'd ought to be plenty, eh?”
Bud asked, replacing the bottle. *“Though
if it ain’t, T got plenty lead pills that'll
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“The pills in that bottle you saw would
kill a horse,” he admitted. "I saw you NOW ON SALE!
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“But that man is unarmed,” protested Pernberry.

SIX-GUN REVIVAL AT
GOSPEL GULCH

CURIOUS crowd in front of the
A Rawhide saloon watched the little

man in the shiney black suit climb
from the stagecoach and direct the unload-
ing of two good-sized boxes. When the
coach pulled out, the little man turned to
the station agent and spoke a few words.
The agent nodded and carried the boxes
into his office. The newcomer straightened
his stiff white collar, appraised the town’s
false-fronted building, and then ambled
down the sidewalk toward the saloon loaf-
ers.

“Welcome tuh Hangman’s Gulch, stran-
ger,” Big Red Simmons drawled. “Who
be yuh and what’s yore business?”

The little stranger smiled and wiped
some dust from his mild blue eyes. I am
C. Lemuel Pernberry,” he said. A servant
of the Lord, praise be.”

Big Red sat up suddenly, his face con-
tracting in a frown. “A preacher, eh?” he
growled. “Well, listen, mister, Luke Patch-

ett, th’ boss of this town, don’t allow no -

preachers tuh set up camp in Hangman's
Gulch. Yuh'd better grab th’ next stage
out.”

d

By
A, Kenneth Brent

C. Lemuel Pernberry, Bible sales-

man, was a man of peace—but

Luke Patchett and his gang under-
estimated the man!

“You misunderstand me,” Lemuel Pern-
berry said geatly. “I am not a Gentleman
of the Cloth but with my simple talents I
do spread the Word of the Lord. I am a
Bible salesman, gentlemen.”

A roar of laughter greeted this announce-
ment. “A Bible salesman!” guffawed Big
Red Simmons. ‘‘Boys, did you hear that?
A Bible salesman! Why, man, there ain't
but one Bible in this town and th’ man that
owns it has been missin’ fer two years,
Yuh'd do better sellin’ th’ Police Gazette
here!” '

“I was aware of the lack of religious fer-
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vor in Hangman’s Gulch before I came
here,” Pernberry said softly. “I felt that
it would be virgin tertitory in which to
spread the Good Word.”

Big Red stood up. ‘“Boys, this calls fer
a drink,” he said. “Let’s adjourn inside
and let Mister Poonberry try tuh sell me a
Bible. It'll be good practice.”

The crowd pushed into the saloon, Lem-
uel Pernberry keeping abreast with Big Red
Simmons. “Well, deacon,” grinned Sim-
mons, “What'll it be Scotch or Rye?”

Mr. Pernberry closed his eyes and said,
“Wine is a mocker, strong drink is raging.
I'll have a double beer, thank you kindly.”

Drinks were served and Simmons again
turned to the little Bible salesman. ““Well,”
he grinned. "I'm ready tuh be sold a
Bible.”

Lemuel Pernberry sheok his head. "I feel
that you are not yet receptive,” he said. “To-
morrow, perhaps, will be a better time.”

Simmons became serious again. ‘'Listen,
Poonberry,” he said. "I got my doubts
about Luke Patchett lettin’ you peddle yore
books. Bein’ his right-hand man, I'd better
take yubh in to see him first.”

“I have heard of Mister Patchett, and
being a man of God, I must say that I do
not approve of his methods of doing busi-
ness, but T will be glad to interview him,”
Pernberry answered. He looked closely at
Simmeons. “For a member of Patchett’s os-
_ ganization I must say that you are careless
with your lethal weapons, brother. Your
gun is belted far too high for a quick draw
and the leather of the holster is stiff with
newness—all of which would make for a
very slow draw.”

Big Red Simmons stared. “What do you
know about guns?” he snapped.

“There was a time in my career when I
too lived by violence,” the Bible salesman
said. “But that was before I saw the light.”

“A little runt like you handling guns!”
Simmons scoffed. ““Well, come on, deacon.
T'll take yuh back tuh see th' boss.”

UKE PATCHETT'S office in the back

of the Rawhide saloon was in reality

2 small arsenal with Sharp’s rifles, pistols,

and derringers lining the walls. The only

business appearance it had was a big iron

safe in one corner and a battered mahogany

desk in the middle of the floor. A tall

man with 2 gaunt, hollow-cheeked face and
slick black hair sat behind the desk.

Big Red Simmons cleared his theoat.

“Boss,” he said, “this here stranger wants
to sell Bibles in Hangman's Gulch. How
about it?”

Luke Patchett looked up from his desk
and studied Lemuel Pernberry with icy gray
eyes. "No,” he said softly. "The sooner
you leave town the better, mister.”

“I have traveled a long way to get to
Hangman’'s Gulch,” the little salesman an-
swered carefully, "and I mustn’t leave be-
fore my work is done. Naturally, if it is
a question of paying a peddler’s fee, I will
be glad to comply.”

“It's nothing to do with a fee,” snapped
Patchett. “I don’t want any religious move-
ments started in this town. When religion
gets on th’ march, there’s likely to be a
church started and when that happens, th’
store ewners and ranchers around here will
have an erganization that can buck my out-
fit. I'm th’ law in Hangman’s Gulch and
1 aim to stay that way, se I ain’t givin' no
one else a chance to organize. I've smashed
three attempts to start a church, and I don’t
aim to let you go around puttin’ ideas in
th’ town folks heads again. That means git,
stranger!”

Mr. Pernberry looked troubled. ‘Really,
Mr. Patchett,” he said, "I find your atti-
tude quite arbitrary.”

Luke Patchett scrambled to his feet and
grabbed Lemuel Pernberty roughly by the
shoulder. *‘Listen, runt,” he snarled, throw-
ing open the door and waving his hand at
a group of men around the bar, “there’s
ten men out there that belong to my outfit.
There ain’t none of 'em that’s killed less
than three men and there ain’t none of ’em
bad enough shots even to miss a pee-wee
like you. Now you be out of this town by
sun-up tomorrow, or you're liable tuh get
hurt.”

“Please, I do not approve of violence,”
said Pernberry. He smiled at Patchett and
added pleasantly, “But really, brether, for
a man who must live by the gun you are
quite careless. The leather theng tying your
weapon to your leg is much too loose. It
might bring you much grief if ever you
needed a split second badly.”

ATCHETT swore and tightened the
leather string.

An eclderly, gray-haired rancher pushed
through the batwing doors and attracted the
outlaw boss’ attention. He walked to the
front of the saloon to meet the rancher.

“Well, Benson,” Patchett said smoothly.
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“I suppose you've come to pay off your
loan. It's due today, you koow.”

“You know I can’t pay off today, Patch-
ett,”” Benson said. “You know that half
my marketing herd was stolen last. week.
I'm askin’ for an extension of time.”

“I don't understand,” said Patchett. “Why
should I know your cattle had been stolen.”

The rancher brought a black Stetson from
behind his back. ‘““This hat,” he said, “has
your name lettered in the inside. I found
it on the spot my cattle were stolen from.
I can’t prove anything, but you can at least
afford me an extension.”

Before Lemuel Pernberry could shout a
warning or the rancher could move a mus-
cle Luke Patchett’s gun roared. A look of
horrified surprise appeared on Benson’s
face as he clutched his stomach and wilted
to the floor. Patchett holstered his gun and
turned around. “Boys,” he said, “you heard
Benson insult me. I had to defend my hon-
or, didn’t 1? Guess we can take over his
ranch now without any trouble.”

Pernberry’'s face was grave. “That man
was without weapons,” he said.

Big Red Simmons grunted. “So what?
He culdn’t have beat Luke tuh the draw
anyhow.”

The little Bible salesman headed for the
door. “There is great need for the spreading

of the Good Word ia this town,” he mum-

bled softly as he left.

ERE WERE a few good men in

Hangman's Gulch, Lem Pernber
discovered. He talked with Mike Bradford,
who ran the general - store, Sam Peevey,
owner of the Red Ho:se Cafe, Mel Root of
.the livery stable, and a few other towns-
men. They were all honest men and wanted
their town to be a respectable place. The
little Bible salesman knew that it was fear
for the safety of their families that kept
them from organizing and throwing off the
yoke of Luke Patchett's lawless rule. Each
of these men whispered the same thing to
Pernberry, “You'd better leave town while
you're still alive. Patchett doesn’t bluff.”

At dark Pernberry went to the hotel and
paid for a room. He climbed into the
lumpy bed and was just beginning to doze
when a knock sounded at the door. “Come
in,” he grumbled.

The door opened and Big Red Simmons
stepped inside. He squinted through the
darkness and made out the form of the lit-
tle salesman lying comfortably in bed.
“Poonberty,” he said, “Patchett sent me

around just tuh make sure that you're gonna
be gone come morning. Th' stage leaves
here at five a. m.”

Lemuel Pernberty yawned. “Sorty that I
cannot oblige Mr. Patchett, brother,”” he
said. “But my work demands that I remain
for a day or so0.”

Simmons got a string of cuss words half
out of his mouth then changed his tone
abruptly. “By th’ way, Penberty,” he said
cautiously, “I don’t see any of them Bibles
of yores lying around here. Where do yuh
keep 'em?”

“Oh,” said the Bible salesman, “I left
them at the express office. The boxes were
much too heavy to carry.”

“Well, listen, mister, I'll give you one
more chance to say you'll get—" The sound
of snoring interrupted Big Red. He snorted
disgustedly and stomped from the room.

HE MORNING sun had climbed high

before Lem Pernberry roused himself
from the bed, dressed, and hutried down to
the Red Horse cafe for breakfast. “I'm a
chronic late sleeper, Mr. Peevey,” he com-
plained. “That is my one great weakness.
I'll have to hurry all day now to get my Bi-
bles sold before dark.”

Sam Peevey shoved a platter of eggs and
bacon across the counter to Pernberry and
cleared his throat. “Don’t reckon you heard
about the robbery last night then,” he said.

The little salesman looked surprised.
“Robbery,” he said. “I haven't heard a
thing about it. Who was robbed ?”

“Well, th’ express office was broke into
last night, but I' reckon you're th’ man
that was really robbed,” the cafe owner an-
swered. "Max, th’ express agent, stopped in
here this morning and said that some bunch
nad broke into his office last night but th’
only thing they took were th' two big boxes
that had your Bibles in them.”

Mr. Pernberry ate his breakfast in sober
silence. His only comment on the robbery
was, “Well, now that’s right unfortunate.”

Lem Petnberry left the cafe, went to the
express office to make sure the books had
not been recovered, and made his way from
there to the newspaper office. He talked
briefly with Matt Weaver, editor of the
Hangmar’s Gulch Chronicle, and the editor
wrote down what he said. Then the little
Bible salesman went back to his hotel room
and went to sleep.

When the afternoon edition of Matt
Weaver's newspaper came off of the press, |
it carried this ad on the front page:
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STOLEN FROM LOCAL EXPRESS OF-
FICE, two boxes of gilt-edged Holy Bibles.
Unless the persons responsible return these
books before sundown, grave counter-meas-
ures will be taken by the owner to retrieve
rightful property. Will the attention of
Luke Patchett pleased be called to this ad-
vertisement ?

—C. Lemuel Pernberry

At sundown Lem Pernberry left his room
and went downstairs. Sam Peevey, Matt
Weaver, and Mike Bradford were waiting
in the lobby for him. ‘Listen, Pernberry,”
Peevey said tensely, “Luke Patchett and his
gang are going to kill you as soon as yeu
step into the street. When Patchett saw
that ad, he nearly blew his top.” Matt
Weaver continued, “He and his men have
been patroling th’ street for nearly an hour.
What do you aim to do?”

“] aim to go get my books, brother,” ze-
plied Pernberry.

Mike Bradford’s face grew purple. “Hell,
man,” he snapped, “You ain't got a chance.
A live Bible salesman without any Bibles
is better off than a dead salesman with
some.”

“Granted,” said Mr. Pernberry, “but I
have no intention of becoming a casualty.”
He slipped out of his long black coat-and
folded it over a chair. The coat had con-
cealed two ebony-handled forty-fives en-
cased in smooth, well-oiled brown leather
and slung low on the little salesman’s slim
hips. The three townsmen’s eyes bulged at
the incongruous sight. They said nothing as
the little stranger headed for the door. He
stopped and looked back. ‘By th’ way, Mr.
Peevey,” he said, “just in case you ever
have need to use your gun, I would recom-
mend that you file a little off of your ham-
merdog. It's just apt to catch on your pants
being as long as it is.”

THERE were 2 few men loitering in
the building doorways when Lemuel
Pernberry stepped from the hotel. Except
for this there was no sign of life. At the
far end of the street the little salesman
saw Luke Patchett push through the bat-
wing doors of his saloon and advance
slowly toward him. Pernberry began a
steady walk to meet him.

When twenty feet separated them,
Patchett stopped. His thin, gaunt face
was white with rage. “You overplayed
your hand, squirt,” he said tensely. "I
gave you a chance to get out. Now I'm

~who

going to take pleasure in killing you per-
sonally. No man can make a fool of me
and live to tell about it.”

Mr. Pernberry cleared his  throat.
“Please, brother,” he said, “although I do
not approve of you as a man, I have every
desire to avoid violence. If you will re-
turn my Bibles, I will be gracious enough
to overlook the blackness of your deed.”

Luke Patchett’s lips tightened in 2
grimace of hatred. "“Here's th’ answer to
your fancy talk” His hand streaked

downward in a lightning fast sweep.

What happened next is mainly a mat-
ter of opinion since most of the men who
witnessed it died. A gun appeared in Lem
Pernberry’s hand and bullet thunder
crashed through the quiet street. The first
slug kicked Luke Patchett back a full yard
and sent the gun spinning from his hand.
The next bullet knocked him face down
into the white dust.

The little Bible salesman pivoted in the
same second that Patchett fell and slammed
a shot into the chest of a man who fired
at him from behind. A rifleman stationed
on top of the Rawhide saloon screamed
and toppled over the railing as Pernberry’s
gun sounded again. '

The bark of guns from the buildings
drove the salesman to the ground. He
sprawled flat and tried to spot the hidden
guns. Bullets kicked up the white dust
around him and he winced as a lead slug
singed his shoulder. His gun cracked in
defiance but no visible target was in sight.

Another bullet grazed Mr. Pernberry’s
face and he twisted to a new position.
Suddenly more guns sounded in the fray.
One of Patchett’s henchmen tumbled
from a doorway clutching his stemach.
Another staggered out into the street,
bleeding. He fell and lay still. Lemuel
Pernberry grinned. The new guns were
firing from the hotel. He saw Sam Peevey
leaning out of an upstairs window and
waved.

Another Patchett man fell heavily from
a doorway onto the board sidewalk and
then the fight was over, A few six-
shooters sailed out into the street and the
remainder of Luke Patchett’s desperadoes
came out of their hiding places with hands
held high. s

C. Lemuel Pernberry scrambled up from
the dust and began to brush himself off.
He met the crowd of admiring townsmen
surrounded him with 2 smile.
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“Righteousness shall prevail,” he said.
“Now, brother, if you attend to the de-
ceased, I shall go to Mr. Patchett’s office
and retrieve my Bibles.”

The editor of the Hangman's Gulch
Chronicle stopped him. “Mr. Pernberry,”
he said, "I'm getting out an extra to spread
the news that Luke Patchett’s rule is
broken. Can I get a statement from you?”

The crowd was still shouting its ap-
proval when the stage carried Lemuel
Pernberry out of Gospel Gulch.

The little Bible salesman leaned back
in his seat with a heavy sigh and looked
at the crisp, green bills in his wallet. “The
way of truth is hard,” he said, closing his
eyes, “but the servants of the Lord shall
prosper!”’

“Gladly, brother,” the little salesman WORLD'S LARGEST piare MAKERS Now

smiled. ““Will you please announce that a
revival meeting will be held tomorrow at
sunrise. Bibles will be for sale. Ob, yes,
it will be appreciated if every member of
the late Luke Patchett's organization and
every person of bad repute in the town
will attend also. You may say that Mr.
Pernberry stresses this latter point em-
phatically.”

Ten minutes later the Bible salesman
emerged from the Rawhide Saloon drag-
ging his two boxes.
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was filled with people by sunrise.
Standing on improvised platform, Lemuel
Pernberry motioned for silence. “'Bibles
are now for sale,”” he announced. "I feel
that it is only fair that repenting members
of Luke Patchett’s organization and other,
ah, unsavory citizens ‘be given first oppor-
tunity te buy. A line will form on my
right please.”

With Big Red Simmons bringing up the
rear, twenty men stepped into line. Sol-
emnly Mr. Pernberry accepted two dollars
from each of the men and handed them a
Bible in exchange. At Big Red he paused.
“Ah, Brother Simmons,” he said. I have
one copy of this special large size, morocco
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coach has arrived and I must go. I'm sure
that you can organize a church successfully
and see to it that Mr. Patchett’s men be-
come adept at the scriptures.”

A shout of approval went up from the
crowd.

“But before 1 leave I have one sugges-
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UTLAWS LIVE or die according
0 to their gun speed. And, if their

guns hang in leather, if the other
fellow outshoots them, they die smiling.
That is the outlaw code—to go out with
a smile . . . To face death and never
know fear.

Old John Regis was thinking of that
code now as he leaned against the Mer-
cantile Store and watched young Rusty
Midland; thete across Calico’s dusty main
street. Rusty Midland was Calico’s sheriff.
And, from what John Regis had heard,
Rusty Midland was a coward. And John
Regis knew that Rusty Midland should not
have been a coward. For Rusty was Bill
Midland’s son, and Bill Midland and John
Regis had ridden the Outlaw Trail to-
gether. And Bill Midland, Rusty’s father,
had been fearless.

Something was wrong with Rusty Mid-
land.

John Regis knew that. So had old Bill
Midland when he lay dying, a lawman's
bullet in his back. Bill Midland had
clutched old John Regis’ hand, had whis-

hoarsely.

“Ride north, Joha. My kid—Rusty—
needs your guns, John. He's a sheriff. . "

John Regis said, “I've never met Rusty,
but I'll bet he's a chip off'n the ol' block.
How could I help him?”

“He got into gun-trouble, John. He's
lost his guts. He's in Calico, up in" Wy-
omin’. You'll ride up there . . . after
I'm gone, John?”

“I sure will, Bill."”

“Gratias, amigo,” Bill Midland mur-
mured.

So now John Regis was in Calico, watch-
ing Rusty Midland. He'd heard all about
Rusty. How Rusty Midland, single-handed,
had broken up a bank holdup. Guns had
roated and spat flame. And Rusty had
been shot down.

He'd laid in bed for over a month, ua-
conscious and raving. Doc Winters said
a bullet had creased his skull and was put-
ting pressure on his brain. The doc,
through surgery, had relieved the pressure,

The brand of the coward was on
Rusty Midland and old John Regis
knew something had to be done.
Rusty wasn’t yellow—the way he
walked up to Snake Carlew and
smashed in his face when the var-
mint had his gun on Rusty showed
that. But the kid had been hurt
once and he'd come out with a fear
of shooting . . .

But the medico, and his forceps, could
never take away the fear that had been.

planted in Rusty Midland's heart!

John Regis had been in Calico only two
days but, in that time, he had learned much.
Snake Carlew, owner of the Mission Bar,
had it in for Rusty. Word had gene
around Calico that Carlew aimed to tangle
with Rusty the next time Rusty went into
the Mission Bar.

And Carlew was tough. He had ridden
into Calico some five years before astraddle
a wind-broken bronc. Using his guas and
crooked cards, he’d built up a small for-
tune at the Mission and had bought neigh-
boring ranches. His riders used long loops
and his herds built up quickly . . . But
now Rusty stood in Carlew’s way. And
Carlew aimed to get rid of Rusty.

Now Rusty Midland crossed the street
and headed toward John Regis. He halted
in front of Regis and said, “You aim to
stay in Calico a spell, drifter?”

“I do,” John Regis said.

“No offense meant,” Rusty said quietly.
“Jus' wanted to make sure. Too many
gunfighters driftin’ in on these ranges, an’
I sorta check up on them. You workin'
for Snake Carlew?”

Joha Regis smiled. ‘“That dog's money’s
no good to me,” he said meaningly.

“I savvy,” Rusty Midland said. He
stood there momentarily, looking at Mary
Manaing coming down the street towaed
him, and John Regis studied his old part-

(Continued On Page 38)
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(Continuned From Page 84)

was tall—taller even than
Bill Midland—but he lacked Bill Midland’s
strength. Bill had been solid, and Rusty
was slender. John Regis looked at Mary
Manning.

She was dark and small and filled with
beauty. She stopped and said to John,
“Hello,” and then to Rusty, “Where were
you going before you stopped to talk with
this stranger?”

“Into the Mission,” Rusty said.

She said, “Snake Carlew’s in there. He
wants to gun it out with you, Rusty. Don’t
go in there!”

“That’s idle talk, Mary.”

“But it isn't—"

“It is, though.”

She said, “Rusty—"" but he turned and
walked away. John Regis watched her as
she stood there, looking at Rusty leave.
Her face was showing conflicting emotions.
“He’s walking into trouble,” she told old

ohn.

“I'll follow him,” John Regis said.

Mary Manning looked at John Regis’
twin .45s. They were tied tightly to the
old outlaw’s thighs, and their walnut
butts were worn smooth. She asked sud-
denly, “Who are you?"

“A friend of Rusty's, girl.”

“But you hardly know Rusty. You've
only been in town two days. I saw you

ride in. I was watching through the bank
window.”
Shsee o

“I work in the bank,” she explained.
*“Morton, the banker, told me Carlew
aimed to kill Rusty.”

“Morton and Carlew friends?”

“Not exactly, but Carlew deals through
the bank. And he tells Morton—" She
halted, her brow furrowed. ‘Rusty’s goin’
into the Mission now.”

“I'm headin’ after him,” John Regis said.

UT old Joha was too late. Already

the trouble had started. Even as he

went through the batwing doors, he heard

Snake Carlew’'s harsh voice raised in anger.

He halted in the doorway, his hands on

his holstered guns, and watched the drama
unrolling before his eyes.

He had seen similar conflicts many

times before. But always, before, there had

been two brave men ready to pitch into

violent action—now that, too, had changed.

He looked at Rusty Midland, and his heart
became a tight ball.

For Rusty was afraid. Fear tore at him.
His face, his lips, his eyes—they all showed
fear. He stood there at the bar, an un-
touched drink before him, his eyes on
Snake Carlew, who stood beside him,
openly cursing him.

This Snake Carlew was a squat, rolling
man, round and hard and tough. He had
a big, heavy head, and it was set on wide,
muscular shoulders. He was coarse and
he was all steel. John Regis had seen
men like Carlew before. Brutal, dom-
ineering, they had no fear; they were sav-
age, ruthless.

“You vyellow-livered coward!” Carlew
snarled. “Pull your gun, and fight! Or
turn in your badge, and get outa Calico!
We don’t need yeller-bellies like you clut-
terin’ up this burg!”

“You talk big,” Rusty Midland said.

“An’ I'm the gent to back up my talk,”
Carlew assured. His eyes became mere
slits under his craggy brows. “You draw-
in' er driftin’?”

“Neither,” Rusty said.

An ominous silence followed. Towns-
men and range-riders, grouped around the
big barroom, watched the scene tensely,
making no move to interfere. This was
not their fight.

Then Snake Carlew drew his gun.

His draw was fast—but not too fast,
John Regis noted quickly. John Regis
looked at Rusty Midland. Rusty made no
move to draw. And Snake Carlew sent a
bullet plowing into the floor at Rusty's
feet.

Rusty jumped. Still, he didn't draw.
He secemed- frozen, held tightly by fear.
And a great pity entered John Regis’ heart.
Yet, he watched closely, holding his emo-
tions in check.

Carlew shot again.

This time, the bullet landed closer to
Rusty’s boots. And again, Rusty didn't
draw. His right fist shot out, clipped
Carlew hard on his rocky jaw. The blow
sent the squat man staggering backwards,
and Rusty hit him again.

Carlew went back against the wall. His
eyes, dazed, groggy, showed surprise. He
tried to swing his gun around again, and
Rusty hit again. But Rusty missed, and
Carlew’s gun rose. The batrel steadied on
Rusty’s chest.

Rusty's face paled. Again, at sight of
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the gun, fear gripped him. Carlew’s thumb
moved back with the hammer. It steadied—

John Regis stepped in, then. Old John's
twin .45s were out, their barrels jutting,
and rock-steady. They covered Snake Car-
lew. John Regis’ voice cut the heavy
silence.

“Drop that hammer, Carlew, an' I'm
killin’ you in your boots!”

Carlew turned, stared. For the first
time, he saw John Regis. He said buskily,
“An’ who t'hades are you?”

“Never mind who I am,” John Regis
said. “'Jus’ lower that gun, feller!”

Carlew’s eyes widened. He whipped 2
hurried glance over his gunmen, but he
found no help there, They, too, were
caught flat-footed. And the minute one
of them made a move to pull his cutter,
John Regis would swing his guns . . . and
down him. And they knew it!

And Snake Carlew lowered his gun!

“Come ’ere, Rusty,” John Regis ordered.

Rusty came up to John Regis and asked,

“What's up, fella?”
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“Your bronc’s tied to the hitchrack in}My s

front,” John Regis said, never taking his
eyes from Carlew and his gunhands. “Step
intuh leather an' wait for me. We got
some ridin’ to do!”

“Ridin’? Where to?”

John Regis said softly, “Jus® trust me,
Rusty. But Calico’s too small for you now
—you showed the white feather an’ they'll
kill you off! Jus' don’t ask no questions.
Get on your bronc. I'll be along directly.”

Rusty Midland looked at John Regis for
some time and then he said, "Okay,
stranger,” and he went outside, the bat-
wing doors brushing shut behind him.
John Regis backed toward the door, his
guns up and ready.

“Nobody’s follerin® us,” he warned the
crowd. "If'n anybody does, he's gettin’
hot lead through his gizzard. Savvy?”

Carlew laughed. "You take that white-
bellied sherift with you, stranger, an’ no-
body will foller you! Nobody'd want
that coward aroun’! Good riddance fer
Calico, T'll say!”

John Regis’ eyes narrowed. ‘“That boy's
no coward,” he maintained. “He's a sick
man, that’s all. I'm bringin’ him back
here some day an’ then get down on your
prayet-bones, Carlew!”

“T'll wait for that day,” Carlew promised.

Old John backed into the batwing doors,
paused momentarily with his guns covering

(Continued On Page 88)
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Famous Western
(Continued From Page 87)

the crowd, and then he said, *Adios,
gents!” Hidden behind the doors, outside
now, he whirled, ran to his bronc, swung
up and reined close to Rusty Midland,
who was already mounted.

“Foller me, Rusty,” he said.

HEY rode out of Calico on the dead

gallop, with old John Regis twisted in
saddle, his guns covering the Mission Bar.
The flying hoofs of their broncs kicked up
dust behind them. The Carlew men de-
bouched from the saloon, but made no
move to follow them. Nor was there a
gun fired in the crowd.

They rode on.

Three days later, old John Regis hunk-
ered on his bootheels in the brush, high on
the rimrock south of Calico. Below him in
the canyon, a dim trail twisted through the
buckbrush. The moonlight shone hard and
brittle on the hills and cliffs. Soon a ridet
came along that trail.

Rifle in hand, John Regis slipped through
the brush, and halted beside the trail, and
waited. Soon the rider came around the
bend.

“Mary Manning,” John Regis grunted.
“Now what the heck’s she doin’ out hete
in the badlands?”

His question was soon answered. The
girl drew in her lathered sorrel and asked,
“Where's Rusty?”

“Back in camp,” John Regis said.
“How'd you fin’ out we was in this section,
girl?”

Mary smiled. “Just figured I'd find you
two here,” she said. Her next words came
hesitantly. “How’s Rusty?”

“Still afraid of guns, girl."”

“What's wrong? Is he—a coward?”

Old John Regis bristled inwardly. No
son of Bill Midland’s was a coward! “He's
no coward,” he maintained hotly. “If’'n he
was, do you think he’d of tackled Snake
Carlew with his fists, down in Calico? Cat-
lew had a gun on him—despite that, Rusty
tied into him an’ was fixin’ to fist-whip
him when Carlew got his gun in action
again. No, Rusty ain’t no coward. He's
jus’ ascared of a gun, that's all.”

“But why?"

“Rusty was hurt bad when he broke up
that bank stickup. He never got over that.”
He thought of telling her more: about other
men he had seen that had gun-fear—men
he had met on the hootowl trail, but he




Gunsmoke Cure

changed his mind. It would do no good.

“Who are you?” Mary asked.

John Regis said, "I used to know Rusty’s
father, girl.”

Her brows rose. “‘His father? Why, I
never heard Rusty mention his father.
Where’s his father now?”

“He’s dead.”

- “And you and he were friends?”
ves.”

She asked, “What'd you intend to do
with Rusty?”

“There’s only two ways to get a man
over gun fear, Mary. One is to get him to
handle guns. Get him to fire his gun and
get used to it again. That's what I been
doin’ with Rusty the last few days. Gettin’
him to fire his gun again an’ again at tar-
gets, at squirrels, at coyotes.”

“What happened?”

John Regis spoke slowly, “No good,
girl.”

Her brow furrowed. ‘“What is the other
way to get a man over gun fear?”

“Put him out where the guns are roarin’,”
John Regis said. *“Get him mad enough
where he’ll fight for somethin’ he wants,
somethin’ he loves. When be gets in a
tight like that, he'll fight so hard an’ so
fas' he'll forget he was ever afraid of a

n.

Mary’s face brightened. “I got it,” she
said.

John Regis looked at her.
mean?”’

She spoke hurriedly, rapidly. And the
tale she told left John Regis pale-faced,
made his mind work swiftly, He had never
heard such a story before, and the hearing
of it now left him angry inside.

“So they aim to hol’ up the bank, huh?”

“That’s it,” Mary said. "I know all about
it. I overheard them talking in Morton's
office. Morton’s my boss, the town banker,
you know. They aim to hold it up next
Saturday.”

“Do they know you heard their plans?”

“No, that’s the best part of it. On Sat-
urday night the cowboys'll all be in town.
They'll be celebratin’ an’ drunk. When
word comes that the bank’s been robbed,
they’ll be under the weather so much they
probably won’t be able to make up a posse.
But there won’t be any posse. Morton'll see
to that. Anyway, it'll work off without a
hitch, the way they figure.”

(Continued On Page 90)
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(Continued From Page 89)

“Has Morton and Carlew been im ca-
hoots long?"

“They've been working together, undet-
handed of course, for some time, I guess.
I gathered that from their conversation. The
payroll from the Willow Creek mine will
be in town Saturday. That's what they're
after!”

"“But where does Rusty come in at?"

E girl measured her words carefully.
“Rusty was sheriff of Calico for three
years, stranger. And he was a good sheriff,
until those bank robbers shot him down.
But he’s proud of being a lawman. And
right now,” I'll bet he’s sick inside, espe-
cially if you tell him that Snake Carlew’s
wearing his old badge!”

“Carlew—nhe's sheriff now?”

“Yes, in Rusty’s place. Morton's head
of the Citizens’ League, and he got Carlew
appointed sheriff.”

“That's good,” old John Regis snorted.
“Carlew, a sheriff, robbin’ a bank. Why,
Carlew’s lower'n any danged longrider that
ever jerked a trigger! Wait'll Rusty hears
that, miss. He'll go hog wild, and I don't
blame him. Snake Carlew, dirtyin’ Rusty’s
ol’ badge!” He added, “But go on, girl.”

“Well, that's it."”

John Regis put her words together and
got the meaning she meant to convey. “Then
you want me and Rusty to break up this
bank holdup, is that it?”

“That's it,”

“And you think that when Rusty hears
about the holdup he’ll get mad, fergit he
hates guns, an’ do some real he-man gua-
slingin’ 2"

“Maybe he will.”

“He might,”” John Regis muttered.

Old John watched the girl ride away, and
he was frowning. His mind, agile and
busy, dwelled on her words. She had
something there, no two ways about it. He
rode back to where he and Rusty were
camped,

John Regis’ throat was tight. He was
thinking of Mary Manning, about her love
for Rusty Midland, how she was depend-
ing on him—an old outlaw—to save Rusty
Midland for her. And he was thinking also
about Morton, the banker, and Carlew, the
thief, who aimed to loot the Calico bank.

“Rusty,” he said, "I was talkin’ to Mary
Manning.”

“How'd she fin' out we was up here in
the hills?"
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“She had a hunch we rode this way,”
John Regis said. He studied Rusty, and
liked what he was looking at. “She tol’ me
Carlew an’ Morton aim to rob the Calico
bank next Saturday night when the mine
payroll is in.”

“They what?”

Speaking slowly, he told Rusty what Mary
had told him, emphasizing the fact that
Carlew was now sheriff, that Carlew and
Morton had worked together before. Rusty’s
face went pale.

“Hell, they can’t make Carlew sheriff!
I'm still sheriff!”

John Regis shook his head slowly. “Car-
lew’s the law now,” he corrected. He was
watching Rusty closely. *“You do any gun-
shootin’ today?"”

“No.”

John Regis said, “I know what it is,
Rusty. I've seen it before. It's a hard
thing to whip, but you can whip it.”

“l never want to see a gun again!”

John Regis said, “Let's me an’ you stop
this bank holdup, Rusty.”

Rusty spat. “Why?” he demanded.
“They laughed at me in Calico, they run
me outa town. Oh sure, when I was okay
—before the gunfight—all was fine as frog
skin. But after that— Let 'em lose their
danged dinero!”

“That’s one way to look at it,” John Regis
said dryly.

“An’ the other side of it?” Rusty
growled.

“They still send women to prison,” John
Regis said meaningly.

Rusty frowned. “Explain yourself.”

“It's simple, Rusty. It's a frame-up.
Mary doesn’t even smell the dead herring
in the fish-barrel. ‘Who else works in the
bank beside Morton and Mary?”

“Nobody else. Why?”

“Use your head. This bank money dis-
appears. Nobody'd suspect Morton of rob-
bin’ his own bank. Then who would they
suspect? Why, Mary, of course. She’s
the only other person who knows about
this payroll dinero!”

Rusty’s face paled. ‘“You mean they'd
railroad Mary—<laim she’d stole the money?
You mean that, fella?”

“That's what I mean.”

Rusty sat down on a rock. “Holy smoke,”
he breathed. *“Now I am ridin’ into Calico.
I'm spottin’ myself in that bank an’ when
Carlew an’ his snakes come to rob it—"

(Continued On Page 92)
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Famous Western
(Continued From Page 91)

“But you'll have to use a gun, Rusty.”

“I'll use a gun, felta. I'll—"

“This is Thursday,” John Regis said.

I got two days to sharpen my gun-speed
in,” Rusty Midland said determinedly. “Two
days to get back that old speed and aim.”
His tongue came out and wet his lips.
“They won't railroad Mary when I'm
aroun’, I'll tell you that!”

John Regis smiled. “That’s fightin’ talk,”
he said,

“T'll back it!"

LD JOHN REGIS lay awake that
night, there under the stars, and
thought it over. He remembered the deter-
mined tone to Rusty’s words, and a great
satisfaction filled him. Next morning he
made Rusty handle his six-guns.

The big guns kicked, recoiled. Rusty’s
lead went wide of the mark—a rock set on
a stump. His face was a little pale, too.
John Regis took the guns.

“Like this,” he said.

The big .45’s bucked. Flame spewed from
their barrels. Lead whanged against rock,
and the rock was sent flying. John Regis
put another rock on the stump.

“Try again,” John Regis said.

Rusty was fighting fear. His lips were
tight, his forehead beaded with sweat. He
aimed, dropped hammers — and missed
again.

“It's tough, John.”

“Everythin’ worth while is tough to do,”
John Regis counselled. “But don’t think of
that target as just a rock, Rusty. Think of it
as the button on Snake Carlew’s shirt pock-
et. Think that you're goin’ to blast that Car-
lew dog plumb outa existence with a hot
slug of flyin’ lead!”

Rusty’s eyes narrowed. “That dirty
skunk!” he spat. The guns fired, recoiled—
and the rock hummed into space.

John Regis grinned. “That’s better, Rus-

“That night, John Regis met Mary Man-
ning again. This time, the girl pressed a

% lkey into his hand. “The key to the bank,”
1 |she explained. “That fits the back door.”

She asked uncertainly, “Did you tell Rus-
ty?”

“I did, Mary.” .

“What'd he say?”

John Regis smiled. *Me an’ Rusty’ll be
there when them crooks enter the bank,”
he promised. “We'll be there with our cut-
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tets plumb ready to give them hellions
hot-lead banquet!”

*And Rusty—how's he going to act?”

Though her words were hesitant, John
Regis detected optimism in her words. He
tried to make his reply cheerful. “He’s get-
tin' along okay, Mary.”

Evidently the girl found uncertainty in
his reply. “Maybe you should take me to
him?”

“No, girl.”

“Why not?"

“Let him fight his battle alone. He's the
only one that can whip his fear. Nobody
can help a man when he feels like Rusty
feels.”

She debated. “All right,” she said.

Old John Regis rode slowly back to
camp. He was thinking of many things —
things that concerned Rusty Midland. De-
spite his optimism in front of Mary, he
wondered just how Rusty would act.

When Rusty was mad, like he had been
when John had compared the rock to Car-
lew's shirt-pocket button, he was hell on
boots with a gun—he never missed. Face
grim, jaw set, he fired deadly, automatical-
ly. But when he wasn't mad—

That was another story . . . And it wasn't
a nice story. For, even in his mind’s eye, old
John Regis could see Rusty at this moment
—Rusty, pale of face, trembling of hand.
And John Regis didn’t like to think of that
picture.

Then he thought of old Bill Midland.
Rusty was Bill’s son— John Regis thought
of that, and swore that Rusty would come
through!

T WAS twenty miles to Calico, and they
broke camp late in the afternoon. Two
grim-faced, taciturn men astraddle tough
broncs, they rode toward the cowtown, and
neither man said anything. There was, aft-
er all, nothing to say.

The sun sank, and the long twilight held
the rangeland. Overhead, a nighthawk bird,
hunting flies, zoomed and wheeled against
the darkening background, and already an
owl hooted along a creek.

But they were too early. So they dis-
mounted in a dry wash, hunkered on their
heels in the buckrush, and waited for total
darkness. Old John Regis squatted silently,
filled with thoughts, and Rusty smoked cig-
aret after cigaret, cupping his matches in
hands that seemed slightly trembling, John
Regis thought.

(Continued On Page 94)
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Famous Western
(Continued From Page 93)

“That time, John?"’ Rusty asked.

“Purty soon, Rusty.”

They hunkered there, neither speaking, and
then John Regis, when the night lay dark
and heavy, got to his feet. “Okay, Rusty.”

Rusty got slowly a-foot. John Regis glanced
at him, then went to his bronc, and he knew
Rusty was afraid. They dismounted and,
entering Calico through an alley, they rode
in behind the bank, tying their broncs in the
alley a block away from the bank.

Calico lay sleeping, wrapped by night. Most
of the cow-outfits were out on spring round-
up, working the rough country miles away,
and therefore few cowboys were in town.
Lights, cast by kerosene lamps, played in the
saloons. But this was a sleepy Saturday
night in Calico.

Clinging to shadows, Rusty and John Regis
went to the bank’s back door. They halted
there beside the dark building, and listened—
but heard nothing inside the bank. John Regis
inserted the key, watching Rusty.

Plainly, Rusty was nervous. His tongue
wet his lips. But his hands, John Regis
noticed, rested on his .45’s, crammed deep into
holsters.

“Okay, Rusty?”

“Let’'s go, John.”

Then they were inside the bank, the door
moving shut silently behind them. John Regis
sniffed the air—it seemed dense, heavy. Be-
hind him, he heard Rusty’'s heavy, deep
breathing. John Regis’ eyes searched the
gloomy interior.

Yonder, in the wall, was the vault, Silently,
with Rusty following, John Regis went to
the vault, pulled on the handles, expecting
it to be locked. But the steel door swung
slowly open. :

“Everythin’ all set up,” Rusty whispered.

“Yep,” John Regis agreed. “All them would-
be robbers gotta do is come in, highjack the
dinero, an’ make tracks.” He halted suddenly.
“Listen!”

Boots sounded outside. Tense, they flattened
themselves against the wall, there beside the
vault, and waited. The back door opened,
and four men slid inside, closing the door
behind them. John Regis heard a sibilant
voice hiss out, “Where's the dinero, Morton?”

“In the vault, Carlew.”

Boots moved forward, heading for the vault,
Now John Regis could see the robbers. He
saw Carlew, and Morton, and two of Carlew’s
gunhands. They came like dark shadows,
silently, deadly, and their 45’s were ready.
When they were ten feet away, John Regis
spoke,

“That’'s far enough, you hellxons"'

His voice, rasping, harsh, cut the darkness.
Carlew and his men halted suddenly, frozen
in their tracks. A long moment passed. Fi-
nally Carlew’s sharp voice broke the silence.

“Who’s there?”

“John Regis and Rusty Midland.”

Carlew snarled at Morton. “You sol’ us out,
banker! You spotted these killers—"

“Shut up!” Morton snapped. ‘“What you
men doin’ here? I can have you arrested.
You're on my property!”

“What you doin’ here?” John Regis de-
manded.

“I own this bank. An’ Carlew here is
sheriff. We're jus’ patrolling my property
to see things are all right before we turn in
for the night.”

John Regis said, “You're a poor liar, Mor-
ton. Mary Manning told us how you two
aim to rob this bank for the stage-line pay-

(Continued On Page 96)
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Famous Western
(Continued From Page 94)

roll. We know what you aim to do. You aim
to steal this mine gold, blame it on Mary!”

“So that's how they found out,” Carlew
breathed.

“What'll we do?” Morton whinead.

“Go for our guns!” snapped Carlew.

John Regis saw a Carlew gunhand raise
his .45, and John Regis’ pistol spat. The ugly
flame lanced the night, killed the gunman in
his boots. And, hard on the gunman’s shot,
came the other guns.

They bucked and roared, these guns. Lead
whammed into the vault, sang from the steel.
A window crashed as a slug tore through.
Flame and smoke rose in the room. John
Regis heard a voice snarl, “Feed ’em lead,
John!”

John Regis glanced at Rusty Midland. And
what he saw made happiness lift his heart,
put a lump in his throat. For Rusty was
walking forward, his guns jetting flame—
walking inte the Carlew guns.

There was no fear in Rusty Midland now.
Brave, determined, his guns roaring, Rusty
went forward. Then John Regis was moving
forward, too, matching Rusty’s stride. “I'm
with you, pard,” John Regis grunted.

For John Regis was smiling, too. Smiling,
with the guns yammering with powder-smoke
hanging in rope-like coils. He was fighting
alongside old Bill Midland’s kid, and old Bill
would like that. Old Bill, sleeping out yonder
in his badland’s grave. . . .

A slug burned across old John Regis’ arm,
and John Regis fired. His bullets found Mor-
ton solidly. They seemed to lift Morton slight-
ly, to balance him there on tip-toe, and then
Morton was lying in a dark dead heap.

John Regis swung his guns to cover the
other Carlew gundog. But, already, the gun-
man was down, and only Carlew was on his
feet. And Carlew, fighting to the end, was
shooting at Rusty Midland.

John Regis stared, his lips tight. He saw
Rusty’s guns boom, saw Rusty’s bullets wham
into Carlew’'s chest. Carlew screeched, and
his knees buckled. Carlew tried to whip up
his failing strength, to raise his sagging guns
—but his life ran out of him, leaving him
still amd limp as he crashed to the floor.

Gun-roar died down. Outside, John Regis
heard townsmen .running toward the bank.
He looked at Rusty Midland.

“Okay, Rusty?”

“Nary a scratch, John. And you?”

“Burn across one arm. Don’t amount to
nothin’.,” He added, “How you feel inside,
pard?”

“Great, John, great.”

“Will it—ever come back?”

“Never, John, never.”

John Regis said, “I'm glad, Rusty.” He
started for the back door, and Rusty Midland
stopped him.

“Where to John?”

“Ridin’ ever the hill, Rusty.”

“But, John,” Rusty Midland said, “I got a
little spread—I need a hand to run it. They’'ll
make me take back my badge now more'n
likely, an’—"”

John Regis shook his head. “No dice, Rusty.
There’'s a hill ahead, an’ then another—
Savvy ?”

Rusty Midland nodded. “I'll meet you again
-—some day,” he said.

“Some day, Rusty.”

0Old John Regis rode out then, and he felt
darn good. He rode south., Bill Midland was
buried down south, there in that cutcoulee,
and he wanted to see Bill's grave again.
Somehow, he always felt close to his old pard
when he knelt there beside that lonely mound
of earth. . .
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Here are gathered in one pleasure-
laden book, all the indispensable fittings
for every gay male. An open guide to
hilarious, sophisticated fun and frolic. A
complete treasury of gaiety, burlesque
and revelry, an ice-breaker at a twosome
or a party, a handbook for those with
warm desires but cold feet.

In spite of everything, it must be evi-
dent to all who care to observe, that girls
will be girls and that boys still like to
meet girls. This book is' not concerned
with "WHY"—but rather with—"WHAT
HAPPENS THEN." It examines and ex-
plains this subject from many interesting
points of view.

It is not for the too young, neither for
the too old. But for those with warm blood
in their veins and with yearnings for
Love, Laughter and Life — this is their
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Worid’s Grealesl Golleelioh of
Strange & Secret Pholographs 7

NOW you can travel round the world with the
most daring adventurers. You can see with
your own eyes, the weirdest peoples on earth. You
witness the strangest customs of the red, white,
brown, black and yellow races. You attend then'
startlmg rites, their mysterious practices. They

are all assembled for you in these five great vol-
umes of THE SECRET MUSEUM OF MANKIND.

600 LARGE PAGES

Here is the World’s Greatest Collection of
Strange and Secret Photographs. Here are Exotic
Photos from Europe, Primitive Photos from
Africa, Torture Photos from Asia, Female
Photos from Oceania and America, and hun-
dreds of others. There are almost 600 LARGE
PAGES of Strange & Secret Photographs, each
page b7 square inches in size!

1,000 REVEALING PHOTOS

You see actual courtship practiced in every
quarter of the world. You see magic and mys-
tery in queer lands where the foot of a white
man has rarely trod. You see Oriental modes
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ness the exotic habits of every con-
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life and love in America, Europe, etc.
You are bewildered by these large
pages of ONE THOUSAND PHOTO-
GRAPHS including 130 full-page
photos, and thrilled by the hundreds
of short stories that deseribe them,

5 GREAT VOLUMES

The SECRET MUSEUM OF MANKIND consists of
five picture-packed volumes (solidly bound together
for convenient reading). Dip into any one of these
volumes, and as you turn its pages, you find it diffi-
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toms—Dress & Undress Round the World.

1,000 Strange and Secret Photos
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(5 great volumes bound together). I will pay

it is bound in expensive ‘life-time" cloth,
Don’t put this off. Fill out the coupon, drop
worl at once.
70 Fifth Ave., Dept. 9910, New York [}
Send me ‘““The Secret Museum of Mankind™ .
Dostman $1,98, plus postage on arrival. If in 5
daye I am not delighted, I v;xan return the book

and you wiil refund my $1 .
NAMO . .. cocrtreoatsnsoissnrsnsonasesost ssds .
AAErOIS i ccsnicesinnvs svssesssaneone sl -
Yo s State ........... =

CHECK HERE, if you are unclonng $1.98, .

thus saving the mailing costs,
Canadian orders $2.50 in advance



Your LODGE Emhlem or Army or Navy Insignia
and Name Engraved in 23K. Gold —

Absolutely FREE
Special Introductory Offer

31%

Rising Costs
of Leather
May Make

It Impossible
To Repeat
This Amazing
Offer!

" GENUINE EALF

Trie 5
\)/{/”()/IICCZH

® ;:-a CRICAGD, TEL DEL
| S {5 R ST
This beautiful three-color life- hme Idenhrcahon
Plate carries your full name, address and socia
security or draft number.

3623

70 77 Dearlrer

2 ¢
\. o0 BLESS AMERICA ’
g Yo Yo Ve Yo 3o 1
Also FREE — 353 %2 tenatirar tdentinca:

tion Key Tng and Gilt Chain to match, hand en-

nnvod with your name, address, city and state.
Will last a lifetime.

YOUR LODGE
EMBLEM HERE

Natmnq[
isifor 1942

F A C*_-mz:'.é‘
\

Your Name Engraved Here!

mon

Genuine

Highest
Quality Leather

BLACK CALFSKIN
DeLuxe VALUE

Your LODGE Emblem, NAME,
ADDRESS and Social Seeunty Number

Engraved in GOLD—-FREE!

Men :—Here, without a doubt, is positive-
ly the greatest Billfold and Pass Case
Bargain that you’ll be likely to see for
2 good many years to come. For a high
quality Cal in Billfold, beautifully en-
graved in gold, with your LODGE Em-
blem and Name, you would expect to
pay up to $4.5¢ and consider it a mar-
velous buy. If you take advantage of
this sensational introductory offer. you
.an get this superb genuine <Calfskin
Wallet and Pass Case for only $1.9%,
and we will send you absolutely free a
specially designed three color lifetime
Identification Plate, which carries your
Social Security Number; your Name and
Address or your Army Draft Number.
This fine grain calfskin Billfold must
amuxll\ be seen to be fully appreciated.

s the spacious compartment at the
which can be used for currency.
>K3, papers, etc., it has three pock-
ets each proctected by celluloid to pre-

vent the soiling of your valuable mem-
bership and credit cards.

When closed, this handsome Billfold has
the soft \el\etv feel you find only in
quality <Calfskin. Your choice of Em-
blems and Initials, are beautifully em-
bossed in 23 karat gold on the face of
the Billfold. Due to difficulty in ob-
taining choice leather because of war
conditions, the supply of these Billifolds
is limited. Remember if you send your
order promptly, we will include abso-
lutely FREE, a beautiful identification

‘Key Tag and Gilt chain to match, ail

hand engr
dress, Cit
ing your B

aved with your Name, Ad-
and State. If after receiv-
old and Free Gift, you don’t
agree that this is the most

ti
outstanding bargain you have ever come
across
ey will
Send your
voua won't

, return.them to us and your mon-
be cheerfully refunded in -rull.
order today, without fail so
be disappointed.

IMPORTANTI B ILLINOIS MERCHANDISE MART, i
This Trivle N Dept. 245, 54 W. lllinois St., Chicago, 1
Comblh;a;llon L I{ you want a LODGE. ARMY or NAVY Insignia, state name here 1
makes one of i Gentiemen: I enclose $1.98. Please send me a Genuine Calfskin, Billfold with g
hh:d?oor:g B my name and choice of Emblems engraved in 23k gold. Include ‘absolutely_free, I
gr?d apprecl- I a life-time Identification Plate carrying my full Name and Social Security Num- 1
ated g f:s § her, or Draft Number. Also include FREE an Identification Key Tag and Gilt 1
you ,d § Chain to match, all hand-engraved with my Name, Address, City and State.
possibly give 1
to any mant & P b H
It t’y;’ou g}av: B My Full Name.......coeeeevecsonscscorasanns - tll) .................... H
a
triend serve ¥ (Please print clearly -
mghi!c"“"" e i aesisanesebnesasintssneses sy ssas visasenoasaldanio ey 3
try, rise [l
""“ﬁ"“h" isareatansssnsnnorunse Blateseaut its EHEE '
' Social Security Number.... Army Draft Number.........c.uoeues 5

skln blllfn‘d
gir

Send your

order todayl C.0.D. charges.

t. 0 O Please ship the above COD !or $1.98 plus a few pennies postage and 1

)
= --------------------------------------‘

™



FUN FOR

A rousing,
rollicking Gift
for YOUR MAN

A SOLDIER

“KEEP ’EM LAUGHING” will
have any Man in the Service roar-
ing with laughter. Jammed from
cover to cover with the best of all
material ever written about, for
and by our fighting men. TEN
COMPLETE STUPENDOUS SEC-
TIONS—over 200 pages—JOKES,
ANECDOTES, BROADSIDES—A
Private’s Romance — SQUADS
WRITE — and How they write—
HAND GRENADES — dizzy,
rowdy,—MADEMOISELLE FROM
ARMENTIERES — and other fa-
mous songs—SOLDIERS’ VERSES
— LIMERICKS ON PARADE —
MOTHER GOOSE FOR DOUGH.
BOY'S — MILITARY TOASTS —
GLEEFUL, HILARIOUS ILLUS.
TRATIONS — the army with its
lid off — the army from the inside.
Begins where the U. S. O. leaves

Unique, Colorful

BOOKS

for Every Taste

You Can Learn to
PLAY THE PIANO

1f you have an “ear for music,” you can learn to

play ‘the piano just as easy as a song’
with your voice. “SELF-INSTR c'r N THE
PIANO” contains @n amazingly si method

which quickly and easily leacs )uJ !rom nr!l Strik-
Ing the keys to playing complete piecws of music. No
tiresome scales or exercises. No long hours of prac

ce. No teacher s needed. With this method, you

skill_and mastery within short weeks. Don't deny
yourselt e and wwlarny—dchgrl your
tamily und triends, Learn to

y the Piano. Complete
oourse in this one DOOK ==

i

only $1.00 postpaid.

in the Service.
We guarantee
~safe delivery.

off. It's only $1.00— SPECIAL
Contains FIRST-AID Section for War Emergencies

but it'll give fun for sl oo
FAMILY BOOK of MEDICINE

the duration. Rush
: S : 5 by David Polowe, M.D.

your order NOW!
i Wh dden S ¢ Pain terrifi home, this
How to Make A Good Ml R S Sl P
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Living on a Small Farm

find exactly what to do in emergencies—here you will also
Do you want a small farm? Do you.now own one? A LIY/ING FROM

find, in simple, understandable language, the most up-to-date
and accurate knowledge cbtainable on the preven- s 00
THE LAND by William B. Duryee—gives you sound, practical advice 1
on managing and running a farm (or even a plot of land) on a result-

tion and treatment of all the ordinary ills that
may afflict the members of a family. This is an 4
invaluable reference book—and should be in every Y
home, ONLY
ful, profitable basis. The book tells how to choose a farm, what and
how to plant, choice and care of livestock, poultry, etc., irrigation,
harvesting, storing, sale of products, etc., etc. E\ery page jammed
with practical facts and information. 11 1} weren't for the married men, we esuldn't
Speclal oo have cerried on ot all and if weren't for the cheate
lu -unl women, we would have made ancther million
L'+ o o Sald one of the Everleigh Sisters

COME INTO MY PARLOR

by Charles Washburn

This 1s an authentic and intimate account of Chicago's motorious Eurlelgh Cluh
conducted early in the century when a whole section of the city w:
Many famous and wealthy men patronized this “'gilded palace.'’ The lulher lormerly
a Chicago newspaper man, in this Blography of the Aristocratic Everleigh 8listers,
tells the inside story — describes ‘‘parties.’” n. S nd gives colorful details of tile
aristocratic sisters and how they changed the ‘‘joy Spedal
of lite'" Into a pot of gold. It is swell reading (rom

pletely illustrated. This book will guide vou
to-the pleasures, security and good living
possible on a small farm.

SISTER OF THE ROAD

as told to Dr. Ben L. Reitman

The frank, uncensored story of a wandering weman hobo. Tells the
stery of a restless, adventurous girl'who “tooK to the road" to satisfy
her lust for living and excitement. What happens to her during 13
years of wandering is detailed and revealed with a candor usually re-
served for a confessional bex, Brimful of stark happen-
ings—unashamed hcls—ammory experiences—ete. etc. sl 98
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MONEY BACK GUARANTEE

If any book we send you is not satis.
factory return it within 5 days after
receipt, and we will promptly refund
your money.

MAM. THIS COUPON TODAY!

8 Knickerbocker Pub. Co. Dept. T = L

98 Liberty St., New York, N. Y.
Send me the book or books 1 have checked

below:— :

Kcep 'em Laughing .

I.lv?fg From the lund

Sister of the Road .

Proves that truth is stranger than fiction. A startling, ex.
citing book that stirs the blood and the senses strungely.
314 pages—hard cover bound.

Anyone Can Draw!

SELF-INSTRUCTION IN ART
by CHARLES H. PROVOST

Anyone v\ho 'hu learned even to write, can
earn ¢o vt This book removes the myse
llclsm lhnt hul surrounded art for years.
y reducing the elemente of drawing 4o its
emncc. it teaches THE BEGINNER — to
draw, and to advance into more and more
dmlcun subjects. For the practiced artist,
it {s a source book and veritable mine of
information, This book guides

HOW
TO ORDER

Any of These Special Books

o~ o~
i~

S sk i B i All bocks are full library - Sl 100
vice, tricks, time-savers. special effects, on size, excellently pnnted and u‘ s ‘.i‘..d.’.i . 1.00
T traitey ELetierbr s ayois durably bound for permanent Fa 'YI A °H°P ': 2 2100
C’olor-\no ‘},Am ete. Includes SPECIAL use. out the convenient Come Into My Parfor ...c00ee 2.

%ﬂwém,ﬂcﬁ&"ﬁ poooller coupon alongside, check the ( )1 am enclosing S.... in full payment.

( ) Sead C. O. D. plus postage.

. etc., etc,

Cornpietely timarates: titles of the book or books

you want and mail the or-
der. If you send payment
with order, we prepay all
postage charges; if C. 0. D.,
plus few cents postage
MAXL ORDER NOW.

§700 ;

Name ...



	001-famous_western_1942fal
	002
	003
	004
	005
	006
	007
	008
	009
	010
	011
	012
	013
	014
	015
	016
	017
	018
	019
	020
	021
	022
	023
	024
	025
	026
	027
	028
	029
	030
	031
	032
	033
	034
	035
	036
	037
	038
	039
	040
	041
	042
	043
	044
	045
	046
	047
	048
	049
	050
	051
	052
	053
	054
	055
	056
	057
	058
	059
	060
	061
	062
	063
	064
	065
	066
	067
	068
	069
	070
	071
	072
	073
	074
	075
	076
	077
	078
	079
	080
	081
	082
	083
	084
	085
	086
	087
	088
	089
	090
	091
	092
	093
	094
	095
	096
	097
	098
	099
	100-bc

