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The Camera Bargain of a Lifetime

The Ideal Gift
3 i For Mother, Dad, Sis
Vi - e : ; f or Brother

A TRULY SENSATIONAL SCOOP VALUE!

Imagine getting a genuine Photo Master for only $3.98 in the face of
one of the most drastic camera shortages i in our nation’s history! Yes,
not “just another cheap camera” but a precision made Photo Master that
looks, acts, and performs like many cameras costing as much as $10.
A teal P to take beautiful, clear,
sharp pictures in either color or black and white—pictures thnt will
thrill you or your money back. All we ask is that you act quickly be-
cause our quantity is limited and it’s “first come—first served.” Hurry!

’ 3 . % v , Sold on "No Risk"
- A GUARANTEE OF SATISFACTION

Look At These Features g ~ This Handsome
- % Genuine Simpson Ground Pitch Polished Lens NS CARRYING CASE

% Extremely Simple, Foolproof Operation with purchase

% Takes 16 Pictures on any Standard No. 127 Film : E ) only zc of Camera

% Also Takes Excellent Pictures in Full Color
* l(evel View Finder Yes, you get one of these handsomely tailored carryls

cases worth 75¢ for only 2¢ with every camera orderet

Biggest Smokers' Value Ever!

e
\o
\ F POST PAID
< TAX FREE
el e, g At
= ER i s = You’ll Be Proud To
el « « « A TRIUMPH TOGETHER ; s . s
g ‘Take the lighter, for instance! It’s D 2 X g Give or Get
S a genuine “Feather Lite,” cased in
gleaming heat resistant black plastic.
e Famed for the instant, positive action
: 7 it’s the favorite “flame” of smokers

the nation over. Just a twirl of your
thumb lights it—and its wind guard
keeps it lit. And if you want the joy
of a firm packed cigarette all the
time, your answer is the matching
featherweight cigarette case with its
patented grooves that protect each
and every cigarette until you’re ready
- to smoke it. They’re a peach of a pair,
P\ both yours to own for only $2.98—
/ a price you'd gladly pay for either
one. Seeing is believing! and if you
don’t think you've bought a double
value after seeing your thrilling’
twosome—,we’ﬂ refund your money
- cheerfully!: And that's ‘a promisel With a Rich Silver on Black

30% W MONOGRAMMED INITIAL
= of your own choice

MAIL THIS COUPON OR_ SMOKER SET LWl ale MAIL THIS COUPON FOR- CAMERA
NATIONAL NOVELTIES—Dept. BT PRINT INITIAL D I l NATIONAL NOVELTIES—Dept. PCT7
608 So. Dearborn St.—Chicago 5, IIL IN THIS BOX I ] 608 So. Dearborn St.—Chicago 5, IIL

Please rush my Photo Master Camera at $3.98 and include Carrying
Please rush Feather Lite Windproof Lxghter and Matching Ci; garen | '
Case personalized with initial printed in box above. Case for only 2¢ extra. Satisfaction guaranteed or money back if

I

|

I returned within 10 days.

| CHECK ONE CHECK ONE

I -0 T am enclosing $2.98. Send My Personalized Smoker Set Postpaid. O I am enclosing $4 for payment in full. Send Camera and Case Postpaid.

O Send my Personalized Smoker Set C.0.D. I will pay postman $2.98 plus postage. l [] Send Camera and Case C.O.D. I will pay postman $4 plus postage.

\
Name.

Nam l
Please Print Clearly. Please Print Clearly.
Add I I Add
o l City. : Fonar i e I l City. Zone. State.
S S e = | ___.___._______.......__J




AMAZING NEW

FOR JUST

ICASH BENEFITS 8/6]
ENOUGH To Be WORTHWHILE!

SICKNESS BENEFITS! :
- “Policy paysforloss of time due .
tc regular:monthly /
| 0.UUM.
4
rate up 108100 per $ :
or ‘as long as 24 . . &

f LU SICKNESS, ACCIDENT
| ‘and MATERNITY

00/ L IZATION PLAN |
HO5 o d

| Policy pays “hospitalization benefits’
& for sickness, accident or maternity, in-

! cluding hospital room at rate of $5.00 ; ]
& per day, operating room, hesi

L drugs, dressings, laboratory, X-ray, oxy- ;

¢ gen tent and other services, even ambu- B

i lance service. Total hospital benefits as

& specified tO OVEP. . i sevn o it ivisnsnn &

(The SERVICE LIFE INSURANCE CO. :
493-S :;,',‘;,','-'" OMAHA 2, NEBRASKA

GOLD SEALrouc

PROVIDES ﬁﬂ THIS PROTECTION

Now,
is a combination SICKNESS,

Ages 15 to 69. Actual policy sent by mail for 10 Days
Free Examination. NO cost! NO obligation! NO
salesman will call! See this policy and judge for your.
self. It’s the protection you need and should have at
a price you can afford. Just mail coupon below! But
do it today. Tomorrow might be too late!

CASH for Almost Every Emergency?

added millions can afford all-around insurance protection. Here
ACCIDENT & HOSPITALIZATION
policy for just a dollar @ month that pays in strict accordance with itg
provisions for ANY and ALL accid ALL the sicknesses,
even non-confining illness and minor injuries. It pays disability
Penefits from the very first day. NO waiting period! NO this is not the
aisual “limited” policy. It’s an extra-liberal policy that provides quick
cash to replace lost income, pay doctor and hospital bills, for medicines:
tand other pressing demands for cash that invariably come, when,
sickness or accident strikes.

POLICY ISSUED By Mail AT BIG SAVINGS!

NO MEDICAL EXAMINATION!

{NSPECTION COUPON

8 e o s e o

The SERVICE LIFE INSURANCE CO.

492-S Service Life Bldg., Omaha 2, Nebraska
SEND without cost or obligation your extra-liberal
“Gold Seal’’ $1-A-MONTH Policy for 10 Days’ Free
Inspection.

NAME . voessusessssrossssessscssssssssssassposrss
ADDRESS = ir rsvsnsiiarsasivernssAGE s eos
OIS o e i SIATR s
BENEFICIARY . ocuneeesssssssesnsssscssnsiprcees
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Volume 7 ¥ Fall, 19243 * Number 3

TEN COMPLETE WESTERN STORIES
THE GREAT MARPANE (Novelet)......By T. W. Ford 10

Why should the greatest gunfighter in the territory miss an easy shot? Or was the
hombre who called himself Cat Marpane an imposter?

HOW “BUFFALO BILL” EARNED HES NAME
By Kenneth P, Woud 23

A true account of one of William F. Cody's early exploits.

BLOOD QUEST OF THE HAWK. .......By Barry Cord 23
Could it be, after all these bitter years, that Big Jim Tannery was finally catching
up with the deadly Frank Walker?

LAST LAUGH FOR A LAYMAN.....By Richard Brister 35

The outlaws laughed too scon when the sheriff rode right into their trap!

TORKIILAMAN ........0000000eee.. By Dev Kilapp 41

Hoot Chaney decided that he wouldn't waste a bullet upon Bud McIntyre when
he could kill the exlawman by inches, onother way! :

OWLHOOT BINERG...............By Ralph Berard 47

Sheriff Holcolm was willing' to go to considerable lengths rather than see his
daughter’s wedding ruined! :

PRIMED FOR SLAUGHTER By Charies ). Richardson, Jr. 51

A man under o sentence of death has nothing to lose.

DEATH LOADS THE STICK..........By Clif Campbell 55
The printed word is more decdly than bullets!

BIRDS DONT PRINK LIKKEER!?. . .By Joe Austell Small 59
A rip-snorter by the author of “Hell-on-Wheels McManus and the Mean-Eyed Ladina.”

FUNERAL O°NEILL’S TRIGGER TERAFP (RNovelet)
By Lee Floren €3

Here's two salty rangelond characters who make a specialty out of showing tough,
hombres that they aren’t tough enough!

Robert W. Lowndes, Editor -

FAMOUS WHSTERN published quarterly by COLUMBIA PUBLICATIONS, INC., 1 Appleton Street
Holyoke, Mass. Editorial and executive offices at 241 Church St., New York 3, N. Y. Entered ag
second class matter at the Post Office at Holyoke, Mass. Single copy 13c, yeaxi\lry subscription 60c. For
Advertising Write DOUBLE ACTIOCN GROUP, 241 Church St., New York 1 Manuscripts must
be accompanied by self-addressed, stamped envelope to insure return if not a.ccepted, and, while 1eason~
able care will be exercised in handling them, they are submitted at author's risk. Printed in U, S. A.
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J. E. SMITH
President
National Radio Institute
Qur 3ist Year of Training
Men for Success in Radio

| Trained.
These Men

$35-$45 Week
in Own Shop
*“Previous fo

a hardware
store. Now I op~
erate my own repair shop, and
often clear $35 to $45 a week.’”
— FREDERICK BELL, 76
Golf Ave., St. Johns, New-
foundland;

$600 a Year
in Spare Time
“‘At present I
am doing spare
time radiog
work. X earned
money in radio
before graduat-
ing. My profits
‘or the last twelve months were
$600.”” — ERWIN F. BOETT-
OHER, Marinette, Wisconsin.

Chief Engineer
in Radio Sta-
tion—"“When I
gigned up with
N. R. I I bad
no other Radio
: experience, I
am now Chief
Engineer for
Station WIBG, and have su-
pervised installation ef new
modern broadcasting studios
and equipment.” — JOHN H.
HENNINGER, 4744 Meridian
Street, Philadelphia, Penna.

Television
Electronics

Frequency
Modulation

My up-to-date Course
inclydes training in
these new develop-
ments.

I want to give every man who's interested in Radio,
either professionally or as a hobby, a copy of my
Lesson, ““Getting Acquainted with Receiver Servic-
Ing”’—absolutely ¥REE! It's a valuable lesson.
Study it—keep it—use it—without obligation! And
with it T'll send my 64-page, illustrated book,
“Win Rich Rewards in Radio”’, FREE. It de-
scribes many faseinating jobs in Radig, tells how
N, R. I. trains you at home in spare time, how
you get practical experience with SIX KITS OF
RADIQ PARTS I send.

The “Sample’’ Lesson will show you why the easy-
to-grasp lessons of the N. R. I. Course have paved
the way to good pay for hundreds of other men. I
will send it to you without obligation. MAIL THE

Future for Trained Men is Bright
in Radio, Television, Electronics

The Radio Repair business is booming NOW, There
is good money fixing Radios in your spare time
or own full time business. And trained Radio
Technicians also find wide-open opportunities in
Police, Aviation and Marine Radie, in Broad-
cagting, Radio Manufacturing, Public Address work,
ete. Think of the boom coming when new Radsos
can be made! And think of even greater opporfu-
nities when Television, FM, Electronics, can be
offered to the public! Get into Radio NOW.

Many Beginners Soon Make $5, $10
a Week EXTRA in Spare Time

The day you enroll I start sending EXTRA MONEY
JOB SHEE®S to help you make EXTRA money
fixing Radios in spare time while learning. You
LEARN Radio prineiples from my easy-to-grasp
Lesgons — PRACTICE what you learn by building
real Radio Cireuits with the six kits of Radie
Parts I send — USE your knowledge to make
EXTRA money while getting ready for a good
full time Radio job.

Find Out Whet N.R.I. Can Do for YOU

MAIL COUPON for Sample Lesson and FREE 64-
page book. It’s packed with facts abeut opportu-
nities for you. Read the details about my Course.
Read letters from men I trained, telling what they
areé doing, earning. Just MAIL COUPON in an
envelope or paste it on a pemny postal. =J. E.
SMITH, President, Dept. 5MAZ2, National Radio
Institute, Pioneer Home Study Radio School, Wash-
ington 9, D. C.

-

 Mr. J. E. Smith, President, Dept. 5MA2

¥ NATIONAL RADIO INSTITUTE, Washington 9, D. C.

W Mail me FREE without obligation, Sample Lesson and

B 64-page boek, “Win Rich Rewards in Radio.”” (No sales-

# man will call. Please write plainly.)

]

:Name Peseserserransertasans sresasesseerarresse ABO ciciinens
=Address
O s v o s R N s S0 coienas e ALD

B o 1 e e S\ ) 6 8 0 65
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You Build These and Many Otter |
Radio Circuits with Kits | Supply |

MEASURING .
INSTRUMENT

(above) you build
early in Course.
Vaguum tubemul-
timete., measures
.C.y DCsy R,
wolts, D.C. cur~
wents, resistance,
weceiver output, -

SUPER- _ _
HETERODYNE ~ |
CIRCUIT  §

(shove) Preselece i
tor, oscillator -

mixer-first detec-

tor, i1, stage,

diode - detector »

a.v.c. stage, audio

stage. Brings in

Joeal and distant

stations.

A, M. SIGNAL
GENERATOR
(left) build. it
yourself. Provides
amplitude - mod=
ulated signals for
test and experi-
mental purposes.

o

L




USIC LESSONS

fess than f¥a day!

FOUND ACCORDION EASY
“I’'ve always wanted to play the piano

accordion,”  writes *H. H, from
Canada. “But thought I'd never learn

it, Then I read about your lessons.
express my

I don’t know how to
gatisfaction.”

BEST METHOD BY FAR

“Enclosed is my last examination sheet
for my course in Tenor Banjo. This
completes my course. I have taken
lessons before under teachers, hut my
instructions with you were by far
the best.”’—*A. O., Minn.
*Actual pupils’ names on request.
professional models.

Pictures by

SIMPLE AS A-B-C

Yet it's from the famous “'Merry Widow" Waliz

LEARNED QUICKLY
AT HOME

I didn't dream I
could actually learn
to play without a
teacher . . . I had
always heard it
couldn’t be done. You
can imagine my sur-
prise when after 3 or
4 weeks I found I
could play real tunes.
Now when I play
people will hardly be-
lieve that I learmed
to play so well in so
short a time. Any
person . who takes
your  pianc  course
and studies it can-
‘not help but learn to
play.” — *H. C. 8,
California.

7 /
You, teo, can learn to play your favorite instrument

---{juickly, easily---right in your own home!

QU SAY you'd love to learn

musie but can’t afferd a private
teacher? Then listen to this . . .
You can mow learn to play your
favorite instrument—as thousands
of others have—for LESS TIAN
SEVEN CENTS A DAY! And that
small sum covers everything—in-
cluding sheet music! It doesn't
take long, either. You oan learn
to play quicker than you ever
dreamed passible!

Learn to play by playing Real Tunes

Yes, that's exactly what you do.
Frozp the start you actually play
familiar melodies. As you master

one, you go on to another.
How is it possible? Well, you
learn by a modern method that

does away with hum-
drum scales and exer-
cises. You spend your
time playing interesting
Dieces from real notes.
It's really F'UN learning
to play this modern
way—it makes practic-
ing a pastime instead of
a bore. More than 750,-

! 000 pupils have enrolled

b ]
24

for this amazing ecourse.

From the above diagram you
and Picture method.
strike.

can see for
yourself how easy it is to learn by this Print
You simply look af the
music and diagram and see which notes to
In a few minutes you find yourself
playing the famous ‘“‘Merry Widow Waltz.” 0

ment checked below.
booklet,

Piano

Guitar

Hawaiian Guitar
Violin

Piccolo

Name

Saxophone
Reed Organ

Address

6

A Sound Meihod

The seeret of this method that
hag taught thousands to play is

s}imple. It’s based on the fact
that the lessons
not only tell you NOTICE

what to do, in
the printed in-
structions. They
actually show
yvou—with large,
clear pictures—

Please don’t confuse
the U. S. School of
Music method with
any system of teach-
ing music “hy ear’”
or by trick charts, f
Our method teacheg

what positiens
to take — every
move te make,
You read how

you to play by ac-
tual notes—not by
gany trick or num-
ber system.

‘“How to Learn Music
Print and Picture Sample.

(Do you BaNe InBITQMEEL? o Lovsvsnninss tiasscsune shinavoios)
Piane Accordion
Flain Accordion

Trumpet, Cornet

B T S P R T S T

(5 e R rr e D R N T R R o TP AT
NOTE! . . . If you are under 16 yecars of age parent must sign coupon.
TN R Y U N R T R O T N
Save 2¢ = Stick coupon on penny postcard.

to play a tune
—you see how to play it—then
you play it and hear how it goes.
A teacher at your side couldn’t
make it more clear.

Print and Picture Sample — FREE
If you're really interested in
learning music quickly and easily—
and with little expense, send for
our Free Booklet and Free Print
and Picture Sample today. n't
wait. Fill in the coupen now—
checking your favorite mstrument.
U. S. School of Music, 12311 Bruns-
wick Bldg., New York 10, N. Y.
Forty-seventh year. (HEst. 1898.)

'S IO SN G DT T G RN N N NN B R BN P G 2N GG N O N R R W R

U. S, School of Music, 12311 Brunswick Bldg., N. Y. 10, N. Y.

I am interested in musrc study, particularly in the instru- g
Pleage send me your free illustrated g

at Home,”” and the Free

Tenor Banjo
Ukulele Harmony
Clarinet Mandolin
Tromhone Practica! Finger
Flute Control

Modern Elementary

sss 0888000008800 60

SeesEasssras s sses00s000

BEateiin i s iivenons




P r epr e Now for a Good -Pay Job.in..

ELEOTRBNIGS

"ONLY-DeFOREST'S OFFERS

YOU THE ADVANTAGE OF
MOVIES

10 HELP YOu tEaRN
RADIO « EL
FASTER “X‘;’?'E‘,;

AT no

? 0 "I-GARN BY S!ECNG"
DR, LEE DeFOREST su-

pervised the preparation of To help you masl.er xmporlant Radio Fune
De¢F! QRESTS Treining damentals, you use the more interesting,
easier-to-understand, VISUAL method of
Movie Instruction . , . with a genuine Des
‘Vry Movie P:p;ector and Training Films!

@ “LEARNSBY-DOING"”
EXPERIMENTS
¥ou make 133 Fascinating Experiments
with 8 Big Kits of Radio Parts and Assems
blies. You build modern Radio Receiving
Circyits, Electric Eye Devices, an Aviation
Band Circuit, Public Address System, Wires
"‘ G less Mncréphone, e‘t'c «+. all in your spare
TRMNING time, in your own “Home Laboratory.”

Train now for the postwar Radio-Electronic’ JOb op~
portunities which wartime needs and experiences are -
Heveloping! Use your free time today to store-up prac; E‘ﬁ;‘é,“{;‘:&ﬁ;’,&ﬁ’ 0 90 “SYNCRO.CRAPHICT
txcal. knowledge.and experience for good-pay tomorrow} | 'snd chare ase piisted o0 '}y, g 1 der the supervision of Dr. Leo
Trained-moen will be needed for the huge postwar re- | ine Rhsications. consanily BeForen, the SRaben sfhm?:; : g;:«;nstgz
. = . . . £eyncarol 0 lex! e s
guirements of Radio and Electronics, Broadcast Radio, inates.confusion from |  Radio-Electronic patents,
Aviation Radio, Sound Picture Equipment, etc.—in | jeaiet fipving of pasos EMPLOYMENT SERVICE
to illustrati tioned | DeFOREST'S al ides an Effective
manufacturing, mer chaqdlsxng, installing and servicing. in &"i‘ :é%“}ff:?; s E:"’i'ff'"m{ i ‘3{&‘;&:&,‘;} mig‘: ;e::
< '8 feature. . | in this opportunity ) uture
EARN EXTRA MONEY—W’nle You Learn = —
When you learn Radio as DeFOREST’S teachesit, you [ 75 TRAININ
can start a Business of Your Own—he your own boss,
you prefer! Even while learning, you may earn extra
foney doing Radio Servicing with your home as your
“office.” Get the facts about this fascinating home
training in Radio-Electronics.

§ E. B. DeVry, Prcsxdent
{ DEFOREST'S TRAINING, INC.
§ 2535-41 North Ashland Avenue, Dept DA-B11

: I Chicago 14, illinois, U.S.A,
SEND FOR FREE INFORMATION! | Please send me your “VICTORY FOR YOQU!”

Get “Victory for You!” book and Equipment folder. See how
e : s DeFOREST’S Training can help you towards § BOOK and EQUIPMENT FOLDER

good pay and a better job in a permanent : e
Y, industry. Also ask about DeFOREST'S Resi- '§ Name. Age.
]
t

 dential Training in the modern Chicago Lab-
 oratories shown at left. Mail coupon foday.

City. Zome. Stal
@ O If under 16, check here for special 3 ¥f a veteran ol World War Lf;
ipformation, check berer
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A GAY SELECTION
WITH AN
INTRODUCTION BY

AVH you ever been lone-

some at night? You

needn’t be any longer!
Here’s a luscious package of
over H00 exciting, Dleasure-
faden pages of the best
storieg, sketches and humor-
ous articles by the finest
writers of eur day — all
carefully selected and ar-
ranged to form an opulent
bedside reader that’s one of
the best ever published. You
will find, in this gay collec-

tion, somethmg for almost
every conceivable bedtime
mood: stories that tickle

your rigibilities or send you
into Toars of uninhibited
faughter; intriguing stories
of love and women; gems
of serious literature; articles
that distill the wisdom of
fife or look at the world
'thh wistful iromy...or, if
you're in a more desperate
mood, stories to make your
eeth chatter and your skin

crawl.

Peter Arno, in his intro-
duction says: ‘‘There aTe
two things that- it is pre-

sumptuous in one man to
gecommend to another.
These are—a wife and a
book. Look at the thing
realistically,. There are
mights when you want to
go to bed with a book.
Reading for pleasure is ome
of the few aristocratic de-
fights left to us. Books free
of prudery, pretenss and
pomp. Books wise in their
understanding of human
nature, and candid in their
treatment of it. Such a
®ook is this., There are
nights, of course, when a
ook wouldn’t do you any
good whatever. But if it’s
a book you want tonight,
ghis is the ome.’

GENTLEMEN
Act Quickly!

This is no fime to dilly-deily.
Rip off the coupon while
your hand is still steady and
mail it now. By return mail,
you will get the rare volume
of rib-tickling, rip-rocring
humor arnd thrills to bright-
en your nights — and days,
too. The price is only $1.98
and if it doesa’t raise your
eyebrows with delight, your
money back.

M. L. SALES CO.
65 Leonard St., New York 13, N. Y.

PART 11l: Great Literature
T ERNEST HEWINGWAY,
T The Short Hapny Life of Francis
1, RWIN SHAW Welcome to the Cl
PART 4/ About Wor BRENDAN GILL, The K 8 o
L”"I’st . Grea en W. R. B ETT, Drossing
PAﬂ urg F. SCO’ FITZGE ALD. Wmter Dreams
T STEPHEN VINCENT BENET.

book

Something for every
bedtime mood and
need (well, almost)

TABLE OF CONTENTS

PART I: Humor
LUDWIG REMELMANS, Watch the
GEORGE JEAN NATHAN, fids
The Mythology of Bachelor Life
CLARENCE DAY, The Noblest Instrument
WOLCOTT GiBBS, Ring Out, Wild Beils
ROBERT BE’?YCONLEX"hPOIYP W(l}th a Past
L e Brai
-EDNARD Q r ROSS, T e
Kaplan zmd Shakes ear
JOHN COLLIER, M: e
ARTHUR KOBER, A Letter from the Bronx
H. L. MENCKEN, The Noble L‘x}&eument
ueen

£
A. The Jollity Buildi
05¢AR LEVANT, Momoirs of a Muts

PART 11: About Women

J. PERELMAN, Slecpy-Time Extra
DOROTHY PARKER, Here We Are
JAMES THURBER & E. B. WHITE,

Frigidity in Men
JOHN O’'HARA, Days
DR. RALPH b HOPTDN AND

NNE BALLIOL Bed Manner:

HERBERT ASBURY, Slummers Paradise
COREY FO

Mae West 'and John Riddell:

sponden:
NATHAN ASCH, The Works
PAUL GALLICO, Farewell to Muscle Molls
S. J. PERELMAN,
Beat Me, Pos:—hnpressnomst Daddy
H. ALLEN SMITH,
Barefooted Up.
ALEXANDER WOOI.I.COTT, Lntrance Fee

A Corre-

The Sobbin’ Women
The Tuxedoes
OMERSET MAUGHAN, Red

= L
he & JAMES M. CAIN, an
3 WILLIAM SAROVAN, Seventy Thousand

RING' LARDNER. The Love Nest
ERSKINE CALDWELL,

Over the Green Mountains
JOHN STE!NBECK, The lMurder
SHERWOOD ANDERSON,

I want to Know

PART IV: Chills, Dreads, Terrors "
ALEXANDER WOOLLCOTT,

ERS Sus icion
EcHT, The Snadow

RICHARD CONNE| LL,

The Most Dangerous Gam
JOHN COLLIER, Thus I Refute Beelzy
RALPH STRAUS

The Most Maddening Story in the World
[E. F. BENSON, Caterpillar:
“SAKI'" (H. H. MUNRO), The Open Window
DASHIELL HAMMETT Two Sharp Knives
WILLIAM FAULKNER, A Rose for Emily

O G (0N N (NN (N O D O R R Y S RN R N S W NN B WY
l M. L. SALES CO,, A
8 66 Leonard St., New York 13, N. Y.

0. K.—Rush me a copy of THE BEDSIDE TALES, i
If I am not entirely satisfied, I can return the book B
and get my money back.

O I am enclosing $1.98 and book will
postage paid.

B[] Send C.O.D. and T'll pay postman $1.98 plus B

postage on delivery,

be sent B
8
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Get strong!- Mould a powerful all-around body lined
with steel-like muscles. Boast of sinewy marms . . .
a crushing grip . . . a mighty chest . . . a powerful
back and legs that spell ENDURANCE. Yes . . .
just 15 MINUTES A DAY with this PROGRESSIVE
COMBINATION will quickly do the trick. Get this
6-way home gym. NOW . . . start building tomor-
row’s muscles TODAY. Get Hérculean strength easily
at home in spare time with this mewly invented
chest pull and bar bell combination.

A Six-Way Progressive
Muscle Building Sef

This outfit is rightly named a 6-Way Progressive Muscle Building
Set . . . includes practically ‘all the advantages of & gym in
your home and in your spare time. In quick time, you will be
handling the 5 super-power live rubber cables. The Bar-Bell hook-
up permits you to do all kinds of Bar-Bell workouts. There are
expertly prepared pictures and printed instructions to show you
just what to do. All of the following are included:

With your order, we
include a poir of Pate
enfoed Foot Stirrups ...
fmportant for foot and
leg development.
Permits intensive
overhead workéuss to
develop mighty torso
e+ . ALSO . . . while
they last, @ copy of
“HOW TO FIGHT.”
Shows shortcuts fo arf
of self-defense direct
from champiens.

1. Bar-Bell Equipment for powerful muscles in every part
of the bedy.

2. The B-Cable Progressive Chest Builder for building a
mighty chest and mighty arms.

3, Patented Foot Stirrups and Muscle Co-ordinator for com-
plete body building,

4, Rowing machine for back and legs.

5. Grip of Steel for wrist and hand muscles,
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His bullets nicked a post. The
Great Marpane had missed
_an easy shot!

To Gotch Bell, Cat Marpane was the greatest gunfighter who ever lived —
and a right square hombre to boot. Then his idol missed an easy shot in a
gun-duel with a two-bit over a worthless honky-tonk dame.

UTSIDE, the rain was a solid
curtain mocking the warmth
of the faint yellow glow from

the windows of Texas Annie’s Pinto.
Big buxom Texas Annie with her
crashing peals of laughter had long
since been laid to rest up in Boothill
bel 'nd Mound City; but the limping
gambler and the Easterner with lung
trouble who’d bought the place had
retained the name. Men knew it from
the Peace River down to the hard-
baked plains of the Panhandle. Say

“Mound City” and the answer was,
“Sure. You know Texas Annie’s
there, of course.” Everybody 'who
came to Mound headed for Texas
Annie’s Pinto; the partners clinched
it by making up for the absence of
Texas Annie when they brought in
honey-skinned, baby-faced Mary Lou
Waters.

“She’s an operator with real class,”
was the way Finny, the limping gam-
bler partner, put it. “She reminds
men of the girl back home they

10



By T. W. Ford

(Author of “Bounty Hunter's Reward,” “Outlaw’s Court,” Etc.)

might have hitched up with before
they got all dirtied up with Life.”
But right then Mary Lou’s face
was lacking its provocative pout. Her
da“k red hair was straggly; she knew
it and did nothing about it. The cold
shrewdness of her blue eyes domi-
nated at the moment, and she did
nothing to conceal that light in
them. Mary Lou didn’t like it when
the Pinto wasn’t thronged and puls-
ing with humanity, preferably half
drunk and therefore easier to work.

But the wet-streaming night was
like a wall around the big honky

‘tonk of Mound City’s Whisky Row,

11

marooning it from the rest of the
world. And there was a dead feeling
inside the place.

Redeye Higginsland, the undertak-
er and town drunk, slumbered in sol-
itude at the end of the long bar coun-
ter. Over at the piano, the “Perfes-
sor” sat poring over: that thumbed

‘book of poems nobody else could

make any sense of. At times a damp
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draft blowing across the vacant
dance floor stirred his long yellowed
locks. The lamps in the back of the
place had been doused and there was
something ghostly about the look of
the green baize tops of the card ta-
bles back there. When a blast of
wind shook the frame of the old
building, the jagged crack bisecting
the _ar mirror seemed to move like a
thin black snake. And from outside,
constantly, came the soft sizzling
souand of raindrops spatting against
the building fronts and on the wood-
en sidewalks. Mary Lou shivered and
pulled the serape over her bare
shoulders.

“Ain’t a fitten night fer a coyote
much less a human critter,” said
Bowser, the drink wrangler, tooth-
pick wagging in front of his gold
teeth. “Still, that wouldn’t keep
Marpane from coning through—if
he’s headed this way.”

OUIE, the faro dealer, nodded

4 his sharp face. They were seat-
ed around one of the tables fringing
the dance floor, Bowser, and Louie,
and Gotch Bell, the house guard who
was as noisy as a tombstone. A cou-
Ele of others of the staff and Mary

ou of course. Gotch Bell start-
ed to nod, even opened his mouth
for one of his few speeches. But he
clamped it up sourly when he saw
Mary Lou pluck the tailor-made
quirly from the fingers of Diamond
Pelley, the gambler from Norcross.
Gotch Bell had killed four men in
his time; but he didn’t believe even
a honky tonk girl should smoke.

“Dang, right,” Pelley spoke up
instead, “He’d walk plumb through
Hell itself barefooted was he after
a gent. Ever hear tell of the time
over at Garrison when,” he slid his
arm across the shoulders of the. girl
beside him, “he—"

“Sure,” said Louie. “That was the
time he burned down Evans, that
trigger-crazy deputy. It come out
afterward that Evans shot a horse-
thief dead after the poor devil sur-
rendered. Seems he was just a youn-
ker and it was the fust horse he’d
ever took. So Marpane cut himself
in. Sure. I--"

“How about a drink?” said Mary

Lowu sullenly, jiggling her shot glass.

“Sure, sure,” said Pelley, peeling
a bill off his role and flashing it onto
the table. “Make it a hull bottle.”
He wanted to impress Mary Lou. He
leaned closer to her and whispered
something in her ear that made her
give a forced laugh.

Bowser came back with a bottle
and neatly poured fresh shots all
around, talking as he did. “Strange
thing about that Cat Marpane. No-
body knows what side he’s on. Some
places he’s wanted by the Law—Ilike
for blasting Evans—though that was
only fair and just. Yet the gents out-
side the Law are afraid of him too.”

“You know-why he’s called ‘Cat’?”
asked Pelley with the important air
ot one about to impart a secret. “A
friend of mine knew him and—"

“Sure,” Louie the faro man topped
him again. “When he was a young
button, somebody named him ‘Wild-
cat.” Cat’s just a shortening of that.
You know, they say he started out
as a hired killer himself.”

“He’s a plumb great gunman,” said
Gotch Bell reverently. “The king of
’em all.”

“Heard he’d answered the owl-
hoot,” Bowser picked up Louie.

“This friend of mine said that—"
Pelley began again, running his hand
over his sleek hair to show off the
ring with the big diamond.

“Friend?” Bowser cut him off. /
“My brother was there when Cat
Marpane brought in the Turner
Bunch—the five he didn’t kill. 'S a
fact, Louie. You say he rode the owl-
hoot once. Well, them Turner boys
was sore as boils ’cause they claimed
one of their own kind turned on ’em.
They said one of the bunch was in
the Big House when Cat Marpane
was doing a stretch there too.
Now. ... .2

ETTING his stove-pipe hat at a
L ¥ jaunty angle, Pelley turned to
the girl. “Some folks make so much
noise they never learn nothing. Now
I could really tell you things about
Marpane.” He dropped his voice as
she turned a skeptical look on him.
“You see, Mary Lou I weren’t always
a gambler. You might say I was fast

_with my hands in other ways.”
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“Really?” she said and patted back
a little yawn as she picked up her
drink. The building creaked in the
buffeting of the storm and she stiff-
ened against a shudder. Her nerves
weren’t as steady as normally.

Pelley leaned closer, determined to
impress her. “Fast with my hands—
- in other ways. With a hogleg, maybe.
I ain’t saying exactly. Anyways, I
went under another handle then. I—"

“Old-timers who’ve seen ’em both
say Marpane’s faster from the hol-
ster than Clay Allison of the Washi-
ta ever was. He’s a plumb great gun-
man,” said Gotch Bell without ex-
pression.

“You know about the time the
three Warlow brothers had him
against the waill down in Tres Pi-
nons, uh course,” said Louie.

“Sure,” said Bowser. “He only had
one gun that night and was wound-
ed too. They buried two of the broth-
ers on the river bank and. . .”

Pelley winked knowingly at Mary
Lou. “Won’t exactly say I ridden

with Cat. But I met up with him a -

coupla times and—"

Mary Lou fixed him with a cold
eye. “You talked to him?”

“I’d still call him an outlaw!”
Louie said loudly in argument.
“Don’t give a hang. He—"

Bowser shook his bald head. “If
he stops off here, I'd be powerfully
glad to serve him. ’S all I can say.
And he might, you know.” He was
referring to the fact that Cat Mar-
pane had been seen up the creek at
Tepee Forks a couple of days ago.

“Weonder could he be in this part
of the country after Bo Sebolt?”
mused Gotch Bell. He was practical-
ly running off at the mouth for him.
Bo Sebolt was the head of the Lost
Canyon, buhch. A posse had cut Se-
bolt off from his band and he had
fled southward into the Badman
Hills below Mound City. :

“After Bo Sebolt? Aw, your brains
are leaking out your head,” Louie
cried. He was getting orey-eyed fast.
W ith no business in the place he felt
free to dump down the redeye.
“Wasn’t a flock of United States
marshals combing them hills for a
week? Sure. Naw, Marpane ain’t
likely to be looking for Sebolt.”

The bar boss agreed. “Sebolt prob-
ably died in the Badmans. That’s
happened to more 'n one gent in
there. An’ him with all that dinero
cached away somewheres—and no-
body in his outfit knowing where,
either.” He picked up the bottle.
“How about a drink, Miss Mary?”

But Mary Lou was oblivious to his
words. Diamond Pelley’s gaze had
suddenly switched behind her and
past, toward a side window of the
hall. Her hand on the table edge was
cl..ched so the knuckles were white
knobs as she twisted her head to fol-
low his stare. But there was nobody,
peering in the rain-smeared pane
from the alley. Her breath came out
in a sigh of relief.

Pelley’s hooded eyes had slid back
to her, narrowing with suspicion.
Mary Lou stretched her high-bos-
omed body with catlike voluptuous-
ness and smiled.

“You say you talked with Cat Mar-

pane?”
e AW, he ain’t a hard-bitten
looking hombre,” Louie
the faro man was holding forth
again, “They say he’s just plain look-
ing, in fact. Big, of course—and got
red hair with a streak of white down
the center of it. Acts easy-going
apd. . =

Diamond Pelley leaned close to
the girl again. “Talked to him? Sure.
More ’'n that. I stood right beside
him triggering once in a certain gun
ruckus at a place I'd perfer net to
mention now. And when Cat’s guns
was empty for a minute,” he was ly-
ing his head off, fo impress the wom-
an, “I held the coyotes off!”

Above her sham smile, the open
scorn of disbelief flickered in her .
eyes. Pelley clutched her bare arm
as Bowser poured out fresh drinks.
“Sure is mighty strange, though, how
Sebolt died in the Badmans. They
say he was toting plenty of grub
when he went in. And he weren’t
wounded.”

“Don’t believe me, eh?” Pelley
hissed at Mary Lou. “Listen. You
heard them saying what he looked
like. But they don’t know one thing.
Listen. I do know it—I been that

close to Cat Marpane. He’s got a thin
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white scar—you can only see it up
close—that runs from his lip up to
the right side of his nose.” He was
a wily, glib-tongued one, that Dia-
mond Pelley, quick with the jaw oil.
He was lying again, concocting it as
he went along to make himself im-
portant in the woman’s eyes. “IT
could even teil you how Cat got that
scar.”

The mockery faded from Mary
Lou’s eyes then. Her lips parted.
“You knew him that well? Why—"

GAIN Pelley’s hooded eyes slid

by the back of her neck, and
once more Mary Lou turned to fol-
low his stare at the side window that
gave on the alley. The color pulled
out of the cheeks of her round face.
There was a lean handsome face with
a black mustache pressed against the
other side of the rain-pimpled win-
dow. Lugo Valentine. The mustache
lifted in a thin smile and he brought
his hand up in that half saluting ges-
ture to her. Then he was gone; she
jerked the serape higher about her
neck to hide the goose flesh on her
shoulders.

Diamond Pelley’s chair scraped
back. “Reckon I'H be leaving. Got
some business to tend to first thing
in the morning.”

Louie broke off his talk to
look up, remembering something.
“Thought you was heading back for
Norcross on this evening’s stage,
Diamond.”

Peilley said he’d changed his plans,
would be leaving tomorrow maybe.
He hauled on his slicker and said
good-night to everybody and let him-
self out the double front doors.
Gotch Bell sat staring at the doors.

“He’s got some business up his
sleeve, all right. Saw him with a pair

of strangers today. Wire-sharp peli-

cans, they was, too. One of ’em used
to be a gunfighter down on the Rio
years back. Gent name of Dowty,
Shack Dowty.” Bell was cramming a
month of talking for him into this
night.

Neither Bowser nor Louie paid
him any heed. Bowser was saying,
“Mebbeso Sebolt’s still back in the
Badmans holed up somewheres.”

“Naw! Not a chance. Them mar-

shals combed all the brakes and ev-
ery last hogback ridge fer him. He’s
dead. ’Bout as much chance of him
still being in there as there is of Cat
Marpane sticking his nose in here to-
night.”

“Cat’s a plumb great gunman,” said
Gotch Bell again, speaking with awe.
Talk dropped off as he sat splitting
down a matchstick with his thumb-
nail.

Bong-bing-boom. There was a
crashing chord from the tiny piano.
The Perfessor had fallen asleep over
his poetry book and his head had
slipped from his hand onto the key-
board. Their heads jerked toward
him. <

“Where’s the wake?”

Their heads swivelled back the
other way. And there he was, stand-
ing inside, the door already closed
behind him, a big homely faced man
with a pleasant lopsided grin. A wet
stub of quirly poked up cockily from

‘a corner of his broad mouth. His wa-

ter-dripping coat was pushed back by
the big hands on his hips. It left his
ivory-butted Colts revealed. He "sort

‘of nodded and pulled off his high-

curled-brimmed sombrero to shake
the water from it. And there was the
white streak running down the cen-
ter of the shock of red hair. Cat Mat-
pane, beyond any doubt. .

E MOVED barward with an

easy slouching movement, step-
ping lightly for such a big hombre.
En route he bumped a chair and ta-
ble but he didn’t seem orey-eyed. Nor
even seemed to notice them as he
hiked up worn jeans.

“How about some gila spit, gents?
And set ’em up all around. . .Pony
we- : lame, ‘Down at the livery sta-
ble, they told me the hotel burned
down last month but that I might git
a room here.” The low voice came
from the bottom of the deep power-
ful chest as he spoke with no appar-
ent motion of his leather-skinned
face. The voice was loose and un-
hurried like the way the man moved,
as if nothing nor anybody had ever
made him go tense or hurried him,

It was Gotch Bell who came out
of the trance first. Jabbing slack-

_‘jawed Bowser in the ribs, Gotch
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walked over, lean body very straight
in his dark blue shirt and skin-tight
dark pants. “You're the great Mr.
Marpane, ain’t you?” He didn’t try
to shake hands.

Cat Marpane’s low laugh rumbled,
his thumbs hooked in the wide brass-
studded belt girding. Awe-eyed
Gotch Bell had already decided to
buy himself a belt like that tomor-
row. “Just make it ‘Marpane,’ ran-
ny.” Marpane told him. “Right bad
night, ain’t it?”

They all lined up and had a drink
with the affable mysterious gent, all
but Mary Lou. She remained at the
table. Marpane looked over at her
and inquired if the lady didn’t drink.
Bowrer hemmed and hawed, not
knowing how she wanted it played.
Gotch nodded directly to Cat Mar-
pane. Getting an extra glass, big
Marpane took it with a bottle over
to the table. He made a bow. Despite
the easy-going exterior, there was
something compelling about the man.

“Ma’m, my apologies. You're quite
right. Licker ain’t fit for women-
folk—at a bar. But here. . . .” He
slouched his big carcass over one
side of the table, winked, and poured
her a drink. Mary Lou’s pouting face
slowly stirred into a smile. “Man
comes off the trail, he likes to have
a pretty un like you to rest his eyes
on.”

She giggled softly. Men found it
entrancing. The harsh brittle laugh-
ter she saved till she was with the
- other girls. “You’re mighty soft-
spoken for a man they say is the
toughest who ever walked, Mr. Mar-
pane.” But she knew he wasn’t Cat
Marpane; he didn’t have that white
thread of scar running up the top
lip Diamond Pelley had told her
about. He was. an imposter, cashing
in on the coincidence that with the
white streak in his hair he resembled

the famous Cat Marpane. She’d seen

that done before.

“‘They say,”” he mimicked her.
“Hear a heap of them things about
myself too, ma’m. But I gever be-
lieve a word of ’em.” He chuckled.

ER eyes twisted around to that
side window giving on the al-
ley as the smile froze on her face.

That chill crept down her spine. For
a moment she’d had the sensation
Lugo Valentine’s stare had been
fixed on her. But there was no face
pressed against the window. She
looked back at the man she knew
wasn’t the dangerous Cat Marpane
and a plan began to form up in her
mind. Marpane was pouring out
iresh drinks, talking about how out
on a bleak trail under a lonely moon
sometimes®a man would think of the
women he’d known. Especially a girl
like her, young and fresh and sweet.

Lugo had been getting more insist-
ent of late. He’d drop in and lounge
up beside her at the bar with these
insolent eyes, moving his tall lithe
wasp-waisted body closer and closer.
“When, Louella? When? I'm getting
danged tired of waiting,” he’d purred
with that nasty note the last time.
Lugo called her Louella because, as -
as he knew, that had been her name
before she came to Mound City.

Because he knew, that was why
Lugo could scare her. He just had
a small horse ranch down on the
south road—was far from a big po-
tato in lusty, hell-roaring Mound.
Lately he had been hinting around
that he had something big afoot,
something that was going to get him
a chunk of dinero. He was good-look-
ing in a swarthy way; they said he
bad foreign blood in him. And wom-
en found him attractive though he
had no money to spend on them. But
he knew about Louella and that man
who was her husband secretly—and
how the man had been found one
morning back there in Frazee with
a knife between his ribs.

“Fella gits thinking sometimes
about the mistakes he’s made in his
life and—"” Marpane was saying
when he broke off abruptly." He had
been reaching for his quirly on the
edge of the ‘table, looking right at
it, And he had seared his finger on
the hot coal, knocking the smoke to
the floor. Marpane’s face froze and
he looked hard at nothing out in
space. e

“A woman makes mistakes too,”
Mary Lou said sadly.

Marpane flashed the lopsided
smile “Gal as pretty as you can be

forgiven anything she does, ma’m.”
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He dropped a big arm around her
little shoulders.

For a moment she smiled warmly
up info his face. Then she drew
away hurriedly, a grimace of fear
twisting her face. “Be careful,
please. There’s a man—and—and he’s
crazy with jealousy. If he sees me
even look at another man. e

Marpane reached for her again.
“The handle is Marpane, Cat Mar-
pane. ’Course if you're 1n love
with this gent

“In love with him?” Her eyes wid-
ened in a nice simulation of horror.
“I'm afraid of him—scared to death
of him.” She said it breathlessly.
“And he’s dangerous. He'd gun a
man from behind, Cat!”

“I can take care of myself, thanks,
ma’m.”

“I can’t though.” She let the serape
slip down from her shoulders, then
edged away the strap of her dancing
gown to reveal a rip in her white
skin, She’d gotten it from a nail in
the wall of her room in a hair pull-
ing fight with another of the girls in
the place over who had first rights
on an orey-eyed prospector down
from the hills. “The last time he was
geat py v Y

S AT MARPANE’S lips flattened

i.# hard over his teeth and his in-
sucked breath made a hissing sound.
Merciless when tangling with anoth-
er hombre, never asking any quarter
himself, the idea of a man striking
a woman did something to him. “I’d
sure like to meet up with that pole-
cat a heap,” he said slowly, an icy
undertone to his voice.

She gave a little laugh. “You’ll be
riding on tomorrow.”

Marpane tapped the table. “Might
not, ma’m. That lamed pony of mine
could stand a rest.”

Over at the end of the bar where -

he stood watching Cat Marpane’s ev-
ery move, Gotch Bell frowned. He
didn’t savvy what was going on, but
he knew how Mary Lou had gotten
that shoulder scratch. Why she
should be showing it to Marpane
didn’t make any sense. . . .

ABOUT noontime the next day,
Diamond Pelley cautiously in-

serted his snipe face in the side door.
He sized up Marpane at the bar, then
ducked out as if somebody had stuck
a hot branding iron under his coat
tails. He didn’t come around the Pin-
to again that day, contrary to custom.
When Mary Lou appeared for her
breakfast, Marpane sat down at the
table with her. He was freshly shav-
en and wearing a new blue silk shirt.
But that cowlick over his forehead
refused to stay slicked down despite
all the water he had slapped on it.

“When this hairpin drops in,

ma!m__’)
“Lugo. Lugo Valentine.”
He nodded. “Lugo, eh.x . Al

right. When he shows, give me a sig-
nal.”

A little worried frown knitted her
soft-skinned forehead fetchingly.
“There—there won’t be trouble, will
there? I mean—shooting.”

Marpane smiled. “Don’t worry. No
trouble. Most gents don’t crave to
crowd Cat Marpane. .Say, that

java of yours is cold as gullywash.

Hey, boy!”

Mary Lou smiled inwardly. Her
plans were working out. The big red-
headed man wasn’t the real Marpane,
just a bluffer; so there would noct
be any real danger to Lugo. She
didn’t want Lugo hurt; if she could
care for anybody, the handsome ro-
guish Lugo was that man. But he
would be impressed by the fact that
the man everybody took for Cat Mar-
pane was interested in her and pro-
tecting her. It would nullify that
threat Lugo held over her.

Then if she played her cards right

.Well, Lugo was crazy for her,
and if he couldn’t win the other way,
he might offer to marry her. And
Mary Lou was tired of the honky
tonk business. Stirring her coffee,
she made herself lock sadly demure.

“It’s real nice of you, Mr. Mar-
pane. I don’t know how I can ever
thank you or—or repay yocu.”

Releasing her hand he had been
covering with one of his huge ones,
Marpane sat up straight, eyes hard.
“You’re reading the brands wrong,
ma’m. I ain’t asking no price.”

. Gotch Bell stalked over. He al-
ready had on a stu”ded gunbelt like

_Marpane’s. “’"Morning, sir. Anything
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I can do for you?” But when the
eyes in his flat tombstone of a face
switched to the girl, they had a hos-
tile light.

ARPANE passed Gotch a ci-

gar and they got talking about
the mystery of Bo Sebolt’s disap-
pearance. Mary Lou could have
knifed Gotch with calm delight, too.
She’d just been discovering how she
could wind the bogus Marpane
around her finger.....

It was late afternoon when the
dark Lugo Valentine eased in in his
usual stealthy way and drifted over
to the bar. He crooked a finger at
Mary Lou who was listening to the
Perfessor play something he claimed
had been written by an hombre
named Beethoven. She went over
obediently. His opening remark sur-
. prised her as he let his liquid eyes
rove over her figure.

“Howdy, Louella. .. .. Mightn’t be
secing you for a spell. Taking a lit-
tle trip, maybe.” He was keyed up,
right hand never straying far from
his open-topped breed holster, eyes
cheching on everybody in the bar’s
back mirror.

“You’re going away, Lugo?”
- puzzled her.

He pinched her arm with a cruel
twist of his fingers to warn her to
drop her voice. “Maybe. . . .. Got any
idea what that Marpane’s hanging
around town for? You been talking
to him?” ;

 “I—well—" She didn’t know how
to play it.

Cav Marpane in person settled it
for her as he came walking up from
the card tables in the rear. “Drink
here for the lady and me, Bowser,”
he ordered the bar boss as he calmly
armed away the drink Luge had
bought for her as if he failed to see
it. “Anybody annoying you, Miss
Mary Lou?”

Lugo’s knifelike face jerked and
stained deeper with hot color. He
flashed a look over his shoulder
where Shack Dewty, the gun slick,
loll d'against a post. Over in a dim
front corner, Gotch Bell straight-
enned unobtrusively from a table,
body hooked over slightly.

That °

“The girl is with me,” he spat out,
looking back at Marpane.

“You mean—was with you,” Mar-
pane told him without even dignify-
ing him with a look. “Ma’m, the air
is gorta polluted right here. Suppose
we move on.” He took her arm pos-
sessively and led her to a table. Eyes
flashing yellow with fury, Lugo Val-
entine looked as if he’d bust out of
his swarthy hide. He stomped out
and Diamond Pelley slid from a tree
across the road to join him.

FTER dinner, Marpane went up

A to the main street to have a
chat with Bartmann, the town mar-
shal. The latter was just about to
ride out with his deputies to meet
the mine wagons over in the pass to
the east'as they came through with
their monthly silver shipments. So
Marpane was back at the Pinto very
shortly. Mary Lou had already
changed her daring spangled gown
for a long-sleeved dress. Big slouch-
ing Marpane noticed it only when he
stepped over to ask her to dance.

Her eyes twisted away from his
big genial ones. “He was here, Lugo.
He—he was very mad.” She drew up
one sleeve to reveal the fresh discol-
ored bruise on her slim forearm.
Lugo had been there, rlipping in at
the back and going to her room and
sending word he wanted to see her.
That much was true. But he hadn’t
laid a hand on her; Mary Lou had
inflicted the mark herself with a
high-heeled dancing slipper.

Marpane stopped dead, beefy face
folding grimly. He raked his rum-
pled red hair with hooked fingers as
his -“yes roved to check if Lugo was
in the place. Lugo wasn’t. But Cat
Marpanes recognized the spider-thin
man with the black patch over one
eye over at a corner table. At sight
of him, Marpane led the girl off the
dance floor.

“What’s Charlie East doing here
..... Chief lieutenant of the Be Se-
bolt outfit. This is ene dang long
way from Lost Canyon,” he muttered
kalf to himself. Marpane didn’t
dance any more that night. He sat
over a glass of whisky at a table in
the thronged place. And Mary Lou
came over and sat with him when she
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wasn’t dancing with a customer. He

wasn’t upset; but Marpane was
watchful, definitely waiting for
som thing to break. - .

T was late in the night with the

last hangers-on bellied to the bar
counter, when it did. It seemed in-
nocuous enough. The girl, seated
opposite him, galvanized. Marpane
followed her stare and saw Lugo
Valentine peering in the window
from the alley. The next instant,
he was gone. And skeletonlike
Charlie East had left the corner and
was already passing out the front
doors.

“Got to see a man about a horse,”
Marpane said curtly and was ambling
toward a side door giving onto the
alley. Lugo was gone from there as
he fully expected. But Marpane
picked him up going down Whisky
Rov. Behind him strode lank Char-
lie East. And trailing East was lit-
tie Diamond Pelley.

They turned down a cross street
away from the main road, the trio
keeping that formation, walking
faster as they moved away from the
business section. Past some dark
cabins, they veered off down a tree-
shadowed lane that curved toward
the shack settlement on the mud
flats of the creek where it bowed.
Just inside the head of the lane,
the trailing Pelley halted. Marpane
could tell by the glow of the coal of
his cigaret that tinted the darkness
faintly.

Immediately the big ace gunman
cut between a couple of the houses
and cruised across backyards and
down inte the brush of the open
ground close to the lane., From a lit-
tle ahead came the rattle of Charlie
East’s spurs. Then Pelley finally
came along at a deg trot. Silently
Marpane fell in behind him, freezing
doubled beside a stump when they
cut into one of evil alleys of the
river-edge settlement.

When Marpane edged into the al-
ley, dark as a tunnel, he had to work
by sound, and the lap of the broad
creek made it even more difficult.
From behind the shuttered windows
of the shacks settlement came low
guarded voices, muffled laughter,

occasionally the rattle of bottle
against glass. From ahead came the
splash of water as a boot landed in
a puddle. But the silence shut down
after that and the alley seemed to
have swallowed the trio. Ahead the
water gleamed darkly through the
reeds on the bank.

Then a wan band of light flashed
briefly off to the right where a side-
path branched. Marpane whirled to
see it disappear at once. It had come
from a hurriedly shut door. He

‘checked quickly. It was a larger

place than the rest in the shanty set-
tlement, a one-story place that ran
back into heavy brush near the creek.
Lugo and Charlie East and Pelley
had disappeared into it. No sign of
life showed from its boarded-up win-
dov.

As Marpane speculated, a figure
stirred slightly in the shadows be-
tween him and the house. And an-
other man betrayed his presence
wit a snatch of low whistling across
the path from it. If he tried to force
his way in, the gun-ace realized at
once, those two would give the
warning. And while he was dealing
with them, the others could easily
slip into the brush at the rear. After
a few more moments, Cat Marpane
returned up the alley.

The flat figure of Gotch Bell de-
tached itself from a dark doorway
and followed in his rear. By using a
short-cut, Gotch was at the bar when
Marpane re-entered the Pinto.

“Have a drink, Gotch,” Marpane
said when he slouched up.

Gotch Bell had a beer. “Do you
really figure Bo Sebolt died back
ther: in the Badman Hills, Mr. Mar-
pane?” he asked respectfully.

Marpane’s eyes hooded over his
glass. “I did figure so.”

VERYBODY was surprised
when Cat Marpane remained in
Mound City another day. Down at
the livery barn, they said his pony
had recovered from its lameness all
right. But Marpane stayed on. Mary
Lou was glad; when she met Lugo
on the street, he had a worried look.
“What’s that Marpane cooling his
heels here for?”

She smirked. “He c'laims he has
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a strong weakness for blue eyes.”

She rolled hers coquettishly. Lugo
spa. into the gutter and stalked off.
A little before sundown, he ca.ae
into the Pinto, eyes bloodshot with
whisky and lean face a truculent
mask. It was that 'lull before the
night’s business bloomed into full
life. The place looked like a tawdry
cld hag awaiting the beautifying veil
o: night. Lugo came to where Mary
Lou sat playing solitaire, feigning
she didn’t see him. He cursed.
“I thought you were taking a
pasear out of town,” she said coolly.
He hit the table with a tight fist.
“Right soon youre going to be
daaged sorry you ain’t been nice to
me, Louella! D’m collecting a pile of
chips—blue chips—big stuff. Then
to hell with that mangy horse-ranch.
I figure to hit south and buy myself
a place like this—only better. And—"
Her scornful laughter mocked him.
He grabbed her wrist. “Think you’re
real high and mighty with that Cat
Marpane a-hanging ’round you, huh?
‘Well, he’d better be careful, follow-
ing gents around and sneaking down
to—" He broke off as if he’d said
too much. “He’d better not hang
around you much longer, by grab!”
Mary Lou saw the viciousness that
played like fitful lightning across
his- dark features. She glanced
around to see if Marpane was in
sight and glimpsed little Diamond
Pelley gliding by the window on the
alley. “Lugo, don’t be a fool! I
work here and—" She was happy to
see him apparently so jealous, but
she didn’t want gunplay between Lu-

go and this bogus Cat Marpane. -

Lugo was slicker than slobbers out
of a holster; if he shot up the im-
poster, he might be in trouble bad.
Bartmann, the new marshal, had

served notice he meant to clamp.

down on the violence in Mound.

“Listen, Lugo. Don’t go locoed.
Think I'd waste my time on his
br-e'? I—="

“He’s the great Cat Marpane, ain’t
he?”

She shook her red head. “No, he
isn’t, Lugo. I know that; I've just
been stringing him along. He’s a
tinhorn faker. I know he isn’t Mar-

‘hands.

pane.” She hoped that would cool
off Lugo.

“He isn’t? You really know
that? . . . .”” He began to grin but
evilly. “Then, by grab—"

AT MARPANE came shambling
" from his room in back beside
Bowser’s cubbyhole. He moved fast-
er when he sighted Lugo over the
girl. And Lugo Valentine swung to
face him with a gloating look.
“You dirty sneaking polecat!” he
screamed. “You keep away from my
woman and drag your tail outa this
town tonight or—"

Without seeming to hurry, some
ten yards away, Cat Marpane's big
hulk was suddenly in the wide-
stanced gunman’s crouch. His hands
hung over his holsters. He hesitated
to draw and compel a showdown be-
cause the girl was so close to Lugo
if the lead started to fly. That was
why Lugo got his .45 out first. Then,
with a choked scream, Mary Lou
wheeled from the chair and plunged
across the empty dance floor, .

Marpane’s hoglegs seemed to glide
out of the scabbards as if spring-pro-
pelled, just growing into his capable
Lugo’s bullet smashed out
first. And livid gun flame spotted
from the dim stairway where the un-
noti..d Gotch Bell had been stand-
ing halfway down. His slug tore a
hunk out of the frame of the side
dooiway where Diamond Pelley
crouched. Pelley turned and dived
up the alley.

The great Marpane’s weapons
churned out lead in a smother of
muzzle flame. Gliding backward to-
ward the front doors, somehow Lugo
Valentine still lived; Marpane had
missed. Lugo was behind a post and
firing again. In the doorway back
of him appeared Shack Dowty, the
Rio gun slick. And Marpane, plow-
ing forward like a great cat, seeming
almost to dance on his boot toes,
closed. There was something almost
frantic to Gotch on the stairway the
way the big man tried to get nearer.
His right gun thundered. But Lugo,
in the open, still stood untouched.
And then Lugo fired and the great
Marpane was measuring his length
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on the floor. Red jetted from the
side of his head. ...

STUNNED throng jammed

Whisky Row in front of the
Pinto. It was incredible. The great
Marpane had been outgunned,
dropped in a lead-swapping duel. In-
side they had Cat Marpane propped
in a chair as Gotch daubed at the
scalp wound with rags and water.
Bowser held a glass of whisky to the
crack gunman’s mouth. There was
an ugly raw-fleshed gash over Mar-
pane’s ear, but he had only been
creased by the slug, not seriously in-
jured. Off a few feet, Mary Lou
ried to hide a triumphant smirk.
Lugo had fought over her. He want-
ed her bad as thc devil, all right.

Lugo himself had ducked out and .

hustled down the road with Pelley
and Shack Dowty at his heels right
after it. Al

With surprisingly gentle hands,
Gotch Bell fastened the ring of cloth
over the bullet cut. And Marpane
stood .up, swaying but shaking his
head when Gotch tried to reseat him.
He signed and they gave him a quir-
ly and lighted it. He inhaled heavily
on.e; then turned back toward his
room.

“Can you bring me in some pen
and ink and writin’ paper, please,” he
. asked heavily. Then he went to the
rear and into his room, bumping the
doorway heavily in the dimness back
there.

Gotch brought the writing materi-
al back to him and waited. Seated
at the table in the room, Marpane’s
hand trembled as he prepared to
write. He started once, then turned
up the lamp and wrote another word.
Then he bent cleser to the paper to
peer at it. He smiled at Gotch and
waved him out.

Sweat ran slowly down Marpane’s
big face from the temples when he’d
finished it. He’d never stayed in
school long enough for his writing
. to be very good. He sleeved at his
mouth and picked up the letter to
re-read it.

Dear Brother Tom, it began. I
might be delayed some gitting
back home to Humphreys like I
promised. Tell Mom I'll make

it as soon as I can. A little un-
finished business has turned up,
Tom. Mebbe I might never fin-
ished it. My eyes have gone
pretty bad like I told you in the
last letter. Can’t see much clear
more ’n ten feet away. In case
anything goes wrong, I am here-
by giving you full title to the
ranch, including my half. Also,
over in Elk Branch they got a
thousand dollars in the bank in
your boy’s name. I been trying
mighty hard to make up for the
mistakes I made when I was a
wild button. Maybe I have. I
hope so. I figgered I could do
it better without pinning ne tin
badge on me. Goodbye and bless
you. I almost forgot. That mort-
gage they give me on their place
when your wife’s sister needed
some money—I burnt it months
ago. So-long, Tom.

Theodore J. Marpane

HERE was a timid knock at the
door. Bowser came in with a
bottle and a glass. He went wide-
eyed when he saw the packed money
belt Marpane was stripping from un-
der his clothes. And then the gun-
man passed it to him.
“If anything happens to me, Bow-

ser, see that Miss Mary Lou gits this

afterwards. I know I can trust you.
And—and mail this letter for me if
~well, you know.”

When Bowser came out, the crowd
at th: front doors wanted to know
what Cat Marpane was doing. Ev-
etybody knew how the legendary
gunman was known to state flatly
nobody could whip him with a hog-
leg. And, also, that if a man was
lucky enough to put lead into him,
he wouldn’t stop hunting him down
till he died. But Bewser shook his
head; Marpane was deing nothing,
he said.

In the backroom, the big gunman
carefully worked up the window. A
moment after, he was across the sill
and walking rapidly across the back-
yard toward the side road leading
down from the town’s center. The
aftcrglow of the sun stained the cow-
town with a bleody hue that made

_the outlines of buildings stand out
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with unreal clarity. Turning down
the lane to the creek-front, Marpane
lifted off his sombrero and tossed it
into the brush, then hiked at the
hol ters on the brass-studded belt.
He moved into the shanty settlement.

There was something purposeful
about the way he bore down on the
dank cluster of hovels and shacks.
Men turned in doorways, flattened
back against buildings as he passed.
A woman pulled her head in a win-
dow, slamming the shutters after
her. It was plain a man was march-
ing to gunplay. Maipane was at the
side-path where lay the house he had
studied last night. He bore down
upon it, then the bullish roar broke
from his throat. :

“Come on the hell out, Lugo Val-
entine, and git your damned medi-
cin. ' Cat Marpane bellowed. The
slamming of the front door, shad-
owed by the tiny porch, was the
only answer.
in!”

“Don’t; they’ll blast you to bits,”
a man watching Irom the opened
crack of a door at the corner
croaked. :

Mecorpane threw himself down the
path, doubled over and zigzagged as
he vent in. Splashes of gunfire
licked from behind the boards of the
wincows of the old place. Marpane
slowed once, slapping a gun-bearing
hand to his side. Then he continued
driving in, the white ring of bandag-
ing on his head standing out starkly
in the increeping dusk. The ivory-
butted hoglegs barked in his big
har "s. From behind one of the win-
d = there was an agonized screech
and a loose Colt fell through the
aperture in the boards.

EAPING a boulder, Marpane

i4 was in the grass-grown yard,
He went down, rolling as the little
place seemed to rain gunfire, But
when he stopped rolling, he was at
the edge of the little porch. Leaping

“Come out—or I come.

upon it, he sent his heavy shoulders
punching into the old paintless door.
The; couldn’t throw down on him
where he was. He hit it again, then
sent a slug crashing at the lock.

Twisting in his tracks like a cat,
he hurdled off the edge of the porch
and tore back through the brush to
the rear of the place. It was Shack
Dowty, just stepping out, who faced
hir first. Shack’s smokepole lev-
ered up in a blur and he got it
cccked. He died with it that way as
Cat Marpane pumped a slug into him
at five feet distance. Behind him,
little Diamond Pelley, the lying
gambler, tried to scuttle back in, but
iMarpane’s slug broke his leg. The
great gunman flattened him with a
slap of a smoking gun barrel and he
crashed past him.

Two shots thundered within the
boarded-up place, then Lugc Valen-
tine came flying out the front door
and legged it frantically into the
path. A smear of red stained half of
Marpane’s face when he appeared in
the front doorway. The fleeing Lugo
sen. >d his appearance and wheeled,
dropping to one knee to draw bead.
He fired once, twice. And Cat Mar-
pane rushed through the grass of the
yard, closing in to where he could
see, without firing, Marpane reeled
once, and then his left gun pocked
the dusk with a livid streak twice.

L -~o rolled onto his back and
looked unseeingly at the fresh-risen
moon with one eye. There was a
hole where the other had been. Pant-
ing, Marpane turned heavily back to-
w: ! the house.

“Cat, wait!” cried the slim Gotch
as he ran down the path.

“They got Bo Sebolt in there,”
snorted Marpane over his shoulder.
He stumbled onto the porch and
barked at scmebody inside.” A fig-
ure emerged; Marpane seized him
and sent him flying out to land in
the nath on all fours. It was the
half-bald, sawed-off outlaw, Bo Se-

A NEW "SILVER KID" NOVEL BY T. W. FORD
“THE GALLOWS BRAND>

1s v THE novemaer  DOUBLE ACTION WESTERN



22 % % * Famous Western

bolt. Marpane reached inside the
doorway and dragged out another
man, a little gent holding a bullet-
smashed arm. It was the gunman
who’d been Shack Dowty’s pard.
Marpane stood talking to him a cou-
pie of 'moments, then leaned back
against the doorway with a crazy
laugh. The laugh of a drunken gent
-—or a dying one. =

“They was holding S-Sebolt for—
for ~ansom,” he bawled. “Going to
sell him back to his own outfit!
Haw-haw! They’d jumped him up
in the—the Badmans and cached him
here and was d-dickering with—
with—"

S the drumfire of hoofs resound-

ed through the shack settle-
ment, he sobered and swung away
from the house front. Then a hand-
ful of riders, led by patch-eyed Char-
lie _ast, chief lieutenant of the Lost
Canyon outfit, came piling into the
side path. Sighting them, the cow-
ering Bo Sebolt leaped up and
rushed toward them. 5

Marpane tried to get him once and
missed. Leaping tigerishly, Mar-
pane was out of the yard into the
path and closing on Sebolt, and, at
the same time, charging right into
the pack of horsemen. Their bullets
horneted around him. Sebolt looked
back and stumbled. It gave Marpane
time to close to within ten feet of
him. Marpane’s heels dug in, and
his twin hoglegs said their piece
once more. Rising from all fours, Bo
Sebolt, the killer, seemed to break
in the middle. He flattened to the
mud and rolled over twice, kicking
feebly, then he lay inert with the red
staini 1g his shirt where his side had
been blasted out.

Cherlie East went -stiff-legged in
the stirrups as he leveled on Mar-
pane. The latter took a couple of
falterizg steps. From the side, Gotch
leaped from cover and threw down
on the riders. But that time he
cculdn’t save his idol; Marpane suc-
ceeded in raising one of his weapons.
But when he pulled the trigger, the
hammer clinked on an empty shell.
And then his bullet-buffetted frame
collapsed in the muck close to Bo
Sebolt’s.

. that evening.

A terward men said that Gotch
Bell went crazy for a few seconds
He leaped right in
amid Charlie East and Sebolt’s rid-
ers, his guns churning unbrokenly.
Hast died before his cleared carcass
cle. ed the saddle, and when the Se-
beolt men spurred frantically across
the creek, there were twe other emp-
ty saddles amongst them. ....

ARSHAL BARTMANN, just

back from bringing through
the wagon train from the mines, was
down there in the shack settlement
with his deputies. The gun fighting
was over. The horde that had
swarm:d down from the main town
saw them put the body of the great
Cat Marpane on a shutter and start
to tote it up the hill.

“Got Lugo and another and
smashed up Pelley—and then he
practically commits suicide to git
Bo Sebolt,” said one of the crowd.
“He was a dead-end gunfighter to
the hilt, I say!” He drew off his
sombrero as he turned to fellow the
great Marpane’s body back to town.

Nobody noticed Gotch as he glid-
ed in the clear moonlight up another
byway of the shack sett{ement. He
had lost both his .45’s in the furious
melé€e at the finish as he tried to save
Cat Marpane. He walked up to the
quiet-smiling Mary Lou as she stood
looking down at where Marpane had
died. Bowser had told her about the
money belt. Her troubles were over,
she thought. ;

“I’ll buy a drink in his memory
when we get back, Gotch,” she said.

“When — we — git — back,” he
echoed, face bleak with grief. Then
he had glided behind her and
plucked a short-barrelled .32 from
beneath his blue shirt. He put it
firmly in her back and gestured
down passed a burnt-out shell of a
cabiin toward where the reeds grew
highest on the creek bank.

“March,” he said with a dry sob in
his voice. And he pushed her at the
end of his gun down toward the wa-
ter. Nobodv would see what hap-
pened down there.....

(THE END)



HOW “BUFFALO BILL>
EARNED HIS NICKNAME

A True Story of the West
- By Kenneth P°. Wood

URING the late

i Sixties when the 2 4
Kansas Pacific Rail- "‘f/'*/l:
road was throwing its = =,
steel spine across the &<~ 7+
plains, it was esti-
mated that between
nine and ten millions
of buffalo roamed the
frontier from the Mis-
souri River to the
Rocky Mountains.
Goddard Brothers,
contractors, had the
assignment of feeding
the twelve hundred
laborers who worked
on construction and
track laying. In order
to keep the big camp
supplied with fresh *
meat, buffalo hunters were engaged,
and William F. Cody, then still only
a young man, had a wide reputation
as an expert bison slayer, hence the
contractors were glad to add him to
their commissary staff.

Cody’s job called for an average
of twelve buffaloes daily, for which
he r ceived five hundred dollars a
mouth, That was exceptionally good
pay 'n those days, but the work was
hard and hazardous. He had to first
scouf the country for his game, with
a good prospect always of encounter-
ing hostile Indians instead of bison.
Then, when the animals were
brcught down, it was his duty to
oversee the quartering and dressing,
and leok after the wagons that trans-
ported the meat back to camp where
the workmen messed.

I- was whil in the employ of God-

dard Brothers that young Cody
earned the sobriquet of “Buffalo
Bill,> and it clung to him ever after.
He wore it with more pride than he
would have done the title of Prince

or President. Prob-
ably there are thou-
sands of people today
who know William
Cody only by his
nickname.

At the outset he
procured a trained
buffalo-hunting horse,
which went by the un-
conventional name of
“Brigham,” and from
the government he ob-
tained an improved,
breech-loading needle-
gun; in testimony of
its murderous quali-
ties, he aptly named
“Lucretia Borgia.”

Buffalo were usual-
ly plentiful enough,
“but there were times when the

camp meat supply ran short.

During one of these dull spells,

when the company was likewise

pressed for horses, Brigham was
yoked to a scraper. Brigham’s indig-

nation can well be imagined for a

racer dragging an old horse-car

would have as just cause for rebel-
ling as a buffalo-hunter hitched to

a work implement in (he companion-

ship of stupid dray horses that never

had a thought above a plow, a hay-
rake, or a scraper.

Brigham expostulated, and in such
plai . language that Bill Cody, laugh-
ing, was on the point of unhitching
hir ~when a warning call was heard—
the equivalent of a whaler’s “Thar
she blows!”—that a herd of buffalo
was coming over the hill. The horse
and *he scraper parted company in-
stantly and Cedy thounted him bare-
back, the saddle being in his tent a
mile away. Shouting an order to the
men to follow with an open wagon in

23
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which to load the meat, he galloped
toward the game.

There we-e other hunters on the
plai s that day, five officers from
nearby Fort Wallace having also
‘ spotted the herd, gave chase. They
were recent arrivals in this part of
the West, and their shoulder-straps
indicated that one was a captain and
the others were lieutenants. Natur-
ally they did not know “Buffalo
Bill,” and therefore saw nothing in
him but an average-looking young
frontiersman in the dress of a labor-
er, astride a not too handsome
mount, which had a blind bridle and
no saddle. It wasn’t a very formid-
able looking hunting outfit, and the
captain was disposed to be a trifle
pat: >nizing.

®@ I UP, there;, stranger!” he

called. “I see you're after

the same game as we are.”

“Yes, sir,” replied Cody, pulling
up his horse. “You see our camp’s out
of fresh meat.”

The officer ran a critical eye over
Brigham. “De you expect to run
down buffale with a crow-bait like
that?”

“Are buffaloes pretty
Codv asked, innocently.

“Speedy?” echoed the captain, “it
takes a fast mount to overhaul one
of those beasts.” -

“Does it?” retorted Cody, but the
officer did not notice the twinkle in
the young man’s eye. Nothing amus-
es a persop more than to be instruct-
ed on a matter that he knows thor-
oughly, and concerning which his
would-be instructor knows nothing.
It was quite evident that every one
of the officers had yet to shoot their
first bison.

“Come along with us,” invited a
lieu~nant. “We’re going to shoot a
few just for spert, and all we want
are .lie tongues and a chunk of the
tenderloin. You can have the rest.”

“Thanks, very much,” answered
Cody with a covert smile. “I’ll trail
along after you.”

There were eleven buffalo in the
little herd that was bounding over
the prairie ahead of them, and the
soldiers started out as if they had a
sure thing on the entire number. Bill

speedy?”

Codv noticed that the game had
pointed toward a creek, and under-
standing “the nature of the beast,”
urged his mount into a gallop to
head them off.

As the herd dashed past him, the
military quintet was already five
hundred yards in the rear, so Cody
g. e Brigham’s bridle a deft twitch,
and in several long leaps the trained
hunting horse was at the side of the
rear buffalo. The next instant Lu-
cretia Borgia spoke, and the animal
fell dead. Without even a bridle sig-
nal, Brigham was promptly at the
sit : of the next beast, ten feet away.
This one, too, fell at the first shot.
The maneuver was repeated until the
last of the eleven animals went down
kicking. Twelve bullets in all had
been fired, then the horse, which
never wasted its strength, stopped
abr- tly.

- .E officers hadn’t even time to
sight their guns at the game. As-
tonishment was written on their
fa. as they rode up to the prairie
Nimrod.

“Gentlemen,” said Cody courteous-
ly, as he dismounted, “allow me to
present you with eleven tongues and
as much of the tenderloin as you
wish.” -

“Tll be damned!” exploded the
captain. “I never saw anything like
that in all my life. Who are you,
anyway?”

“William Cody’s my name.”

“Well, Mister Cody, you certainly
kno.7 how to knock buffalo over, and
that mount of yours has some pretty
fine running points, too.”

“One or two,” smiled the young
man.

Captain Thomas Graham—as his
name proved to be—and his compan-
ions were a trifle irked over missing
the opportunity of a single sheot at
the game, but they professed to be
more than repaid for their disap-
pointment in a white man hunting
buffalo without saddle or reins.
Cody then explained that Brigham
knew more about the business than
most two-legged hunters. If the first
bullet failed, he said, the horse al-
lowed another, but if the second shot

(Continued On Page 94)



The knife-thrower fold-
ed up as the Hawk
whirled and

fired.,

By Barry Cord

The wind from the desert sang a song of death when Big Jim Tannery
finally caught up with the deadly Frank Walker!

off the desert the night the
: Hawk came to the border
hell-town of Laruda. In his faded
blue shirt pocket was a cryptic note
that read:

Hawk:

Are you still loking for Frank
Walker? Come to Laruda. I'll
tell you where you can find him.
The note had been waiting in Gen-

eral Delivery, at El Paso. The Hawk
jogged into El Paso with the fading
sun, read the unsigned note, and
swung a weary horse west across the
Toxas Border into New Mexico,
without a moment’s rest. He wanted
Frank Walker that much.

HOT WIND was blowing

He changed horses just across the
New . Mexican line, and two days
later he cut across a corner of the
sere, sun-blasted stretch known to
border-hoppers as the Devil’s Terri-
tory.

Ahead of him, now, the lights of
Laruda shone dim and’ furtive
through the rising dust storm.

The gritty wind was at his back
when he entered Laruda with a pair
of tumbleweeds that rolled past him
into the deserted square. Several
jerry-built frame structures loomed
over him as he passed, storm doors
closed ' tight against the wailing
wind. A lone palm, in the center
of the plaza, leaned backward over a

25
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wide, wooden trough. Narrow alleys
radiated from this dark square, cut-
ting back into a warren of foul-
smelling shacks . whose scattered
lights probed the murky night.....

The Hawk eased his trail-weary
roan to halt before the rack of a
dimly lighted structure that had the
appearance of a saloon and adjoining
stables. The roan snorted tiredly as
he quit saddle, and as the big, grim-
faced man ran his hand along the
high-arched neck his tawny eyes
were bleak and watchful on the fad-
ed lettering barely discernible above
the heavy storm door.

Sonora Joe’s Cantina

M mory stirred, briefly, in the
gaunt, chill-eyed gunman. Sonora
Jjoe’s! Mecca of the worst element
from below the Mexican border—
where a man’s life was cheaply held,
and as cheaply thrown away. . ...

HE big Americano shrugged as

. .ie turned to the adobe step.
Somehow he had never expected to
find the suave, impeccable Frank
Walker in a border sinkhole like
Laruda.

Yellow glare, spilling through the
single grimy window in the cantina,
momentarily outlined his black-
garbed figure, the hard cast of his

- weathered face~ And in that instant,

before his fingers closed on the
latch, a muffeld voice called from
the murky shadows.

“Pig Jim Tannery!”

The Hawk shifted, lightly, pulling
his big body away from the revealing
Iight, spinning siwftly about. A long-
barrelled Frontier Colt eased into
his right fist, almost magically, and
his lips were thin and cold drawn as
he waited.

A figure formed out of the up-
street shadows, ran toward him. A
tall, slender figure, wrapped in black
lace shawl against the desert wind.
A girl!

The Hawk stiffened, his eyes bleak
and curious on this girl who had
called him by a name lost among the
violent years. And for a brief mo-
ment a feeling of familarity stirred
it hHim.

Then it vanished. as she drew back.
into the shadows, pulling the shawl :

closer about her shapely shoulders,
up across her face. The pale glow
from the window had showed him
red daubs of paint on cheeks, the
slash of it across full lips.

Dancehal Jane! A smile eased the
hardness from the Hawk’s eyes. He
started to swing away, holstering his
gun. “Sorry, querida,” he said short-
ly. “Not tonight—"

The girl laughed, brittlely. “You
iorget faces easily, Jim. Or perhaps

Sie let her voice fade, and for a
moment an uncertain silence fell be-
tween them. The tired roan tailing
the gritty wind nickered hungrily.

Then the girl’s voice came again,
tense, now, and hard, as if deliber-
ately forced. “You’re still looking
for Frank Walker, Jim?”

The Hawk looked at her without
emotion. “Yeah,” he admitted. But he
we thinking, sharply, that this girl
must have written the note he found
at F! Paso—and he wondered, then,

.how she knew where to find him,

and knew, too, that he was looking
for Frank Walker!”

The shawl-shrouded girl was vague
in the shadows by the cantina wall.
But something in the outlines of her
slim figure, in the way she looked at
him, sent the Hawk’s mind to grop-
ing along a grim back trail. And
agai. he felt the sense of quasi-
recognition. . . .

The girl’s voice erased the feeling.
It was brittle again, and censciously
hard. “Jim—you’ll find Walker in
the Black Diamond House, at the
north corner of the plaza. At ten
o’clock tonight. If you want him, be
there. And—good luck—Jim. . . .”

Chae turned, swiftly, and was gone,
running into the gritty murk before -
he could stop her. The Hawk did not
follow. For a long minute he stood
with head bent against the wailing
wind, tawny eyes shadowed and
thoughtful. Then, as the roan
stamped restlessly, he roused, turned
toward Sonora Joe’s.

*® * &

HE cantina was low-ceilinged,
‘11-lighted, thick with the smoke
of marijuana and sharp with the odor
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of spilled pulque and tequila. Gaud-
ily dressed Mexs from below the
Line, sullen-faced breeds, a few thin-
lipped Americanos, crowded tables
. along the east wall. In a corner a
slim, hot-eyed Mex youngster with
a scar down the length of a brown
cheek strummed a guitar, his plain-
tive rendition of EIl Abandenado go-
ing unnoticed in the general rumble
of talk. . _

" e Hawk made his way to the
bar, conscious of the sudden lessen-
ing eof mnoise, the quick, sharp scru-
tiny of hostile eyes. In that quick si-
lence th. youth’s plaintive voice was
momentarily clear: . . .sera por per
amo. de Dies.” Then talk flowed on
and «bove it again, guarded now, and
cold with a strained hostility.

Sonora joe was fat, greasy look-
ing. He had one eye perpetually
squinted, due to a knife slash ac-
quired in courting days, and a brace
of jet black mustachios that curled
back to his ear. The scar and the
mustachios gave him a fierceness in
keeping’ with his explosive nature,
but his veice was generally low, soft-
spoken, almost agreeable.

H: locked at Jim, as the Hawk
breasted the counter, and his good
eye widened; he cursed, softly, be-
neath his breath as he edged closer
to the short barreled Colt he kept
under the bar.

He was big, this Jim Tannery,
known north and south of the Rio
Grande as the Hawk. His black shirt,
fitting tight across his shoulders and
chest, revealed the hard bulge of flat
muscles. But the way he walked
made men think less of his size and
more of the dull Frontier butts
thonged down on his hips. He had
tawny eyes—grim, bleak eyes that
continually quested—and behind that
qu. .t crouched Death, patiently
waiting.

Sonora Joe read this in the other’s
gaze, and his cursing went sound-
less, but more fervent. Yet his face
was bland, and his voice smooth as
he asked: “Tequila, amigo?”

Jim Tannery nodded. He took the
hat from his head and with it he beat
some of the dust from his coat and
pants. He put it back so the wide

“brim shadowed his eyes, and poured

himself a drink.

Sonora. Joe watched with his good
eye lidded and expressionless. He
said, watching Jim ‘toss the drink
down: “A bad night, hombrecito. Eet
ees always so, when the wind she
blow from the deserte.”

Jim shrugged, poured himself an-
other shot of the pale, fiery liquor.

Soncra Joe’s glance dropped swift-
ly to Jim’s thonged down guns, and
his fat face stilled into brown gar-
goyle. ‘Sometlmes, hombrecito,” he
insisted, gently, “the wind she blow:
strange things into Laruda.”

Jim’s eye met the blank one of the
man across the counter, and he
grinned, bleakly. “Si. Sometimes
Death comes out of the deserte.” .He
let his right hand drop, casually, to
a heavy butt, and noticed the lines
that suddenly webbed Sonora Joe'’s
mouth.

“I want a stable for my caballo,
barkeep,” he shifted, easily. “Water
an’ feed an’ a rubdown. But leave my
rig on him. I’ll be leavin’ town to-
night.”

ONCRA JOE nodded, and called

to a wrinkled, leathery faced
swamper dozing by the bar end. He
gave sharp, curse-sprinkled orders
concerning the care of Jim’s horse,
and when he swung back his thick
lips were pursed and questioning,

Jim Tannery eyed him coldly.
“You have the time?”

Sonora Joe consulted his gold
ct iaed timepiece. “Ten past nine,
bombrecito,” he grunted. Then, care-
fully: “You ’ave beenees in Laruda?
No?”

“Si” Jim frowned. But inside him
something quickened, and in his
mind leaped the picture of a suave,
easy talking man who had lied, cheat-
ed a d killed with a callousness that
still sent raging fires through Tan-
nerv after four undimmed years.

Ten o’clock, the strange girl had

said. ‘Was this some elaborate trap?

Had that note been bait to bring him
here, and the girl but added touch
to make of it a certain thing? Some-
thing inside him warned it could be
so. Yet a strange reluctance stirred

in him, at this, and he seemed to
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see, floating on the surface of the
pale, biting liquor he was drinking,
the shadowy features of a girl who
had been beautiful despite the heavy
rn "keup. And again the strange tug
of recognition pulled at his mind.

He shrugged, refilled his glass.
- Behind him a drunken voice lifted
with thick convictien, jarring upon
a s.llen stillness. “Si, cabron. Some
day El Zopilote weel catch up weeth
thees gun rider the Americanos call
the Hawk. And then—" The borra-
chols arm swept across the table,
spilling the bottle of pulque into his
companion’s lap as he drew a signifi-
cant finger across his throat. “Thees
El Zopilote weel do to heem, for
what happened in Quatrilla two
years—"

His companion silenced him with
a string of curses. “Pelado!” he
hissed. “You want the beeg Ameri-
cano at the bar to hear—”

The borracho sneered. “Let the
cursed gringo hear. Some day Mex-
ico weel—" :

His loud voice caught, fell to sul-
len mutter as Jim’s gaze hooked on
him. His companion fidgeted uneas-
ily. The silence in the room was sud-
denly tense, menacing.

""he old bleak strain was in the
Hawk as he stood there, back against
the bar, facing those sullen men. But
in him another memory had been
awak.ned. El Zopilote—the buzzard
of Sonora. It was a grim name in
Mexico—it was worse in the coun-
try north of the Rio Grande.

The Hawk frowned, sensing trou-
ble built up here, swiftly. Then,
from somewhere in back of the bar,

a woman’s voice suddenly shrilled.

Through the greasy curtains hiding
the back rooms a slim figure in
ragged pantalons and dirty camisa
squirmed. The brown face of a seven-
year-old boy looked up at Jim from
the bar end, eyes quick with fright.

Behind him a fat, oily-skinned
Mexic n woman waddled through
the curtains, still calling shrilly, and
grabbed for the kid.

The boy evaded her. Instinctively
he ran to the big blond stranger at
the Mar, caught at his scarred chaps,
ciung. He uttered a short, frightened
cry as the woman started for them,

and tried to get between Jim’s legs
and the bar front.

Jim looked down into a pair of
strangely blue, tecrified eyes, and
dropped a reluctant hand to the boy’s
dark, close cropped head. “Sorry,
sonny—" _ :

T : woman grabbed the kid with
rough hands and pulled him away.
Harsh curses jarred from her lips as
she cuffed the struggling youngster.
The boy’s cries died to low whim-
per as they passed through the cur-
tains.

The Hawk turned to Sonora Joe.
And in the inttant before the man’s
fat face settled to expressionless
mould he glimpsed strain in his fea- -
tures—a strange tension muddying a
bale.ul eye. 22 :

Warning crawled swiftly through

‘the Hawk’s powerful frame, leaving

him cold and alert.

But his voice was casual:
kid?”

Sonora Joe nodded. “Si. Mio nino.”
He smiled, white teeth showing in
the smoky lamplight. “My wife—she
’ave mucho traballo weeth Chico. Al-
ways he no want to go to sleep when
Conchita she tell heem.” He shook
his head sadly, but his good eye was
narrowed and watchful, and his
right hand was on the bar edge, just
above his under-the-counter weapon.
“Si, hombrecito. Mucho traballo.”

Jim Tannery shrugged. “Yeah. I
reckon—"

“Yore

E WAS reaching for the tequ-

ila bottle when he stopped, let
his gaze center on the palm of his
hand, There was a black smudge
where he had pressed it against the
youngster’s dark head.

Root dye! The obvious explana-
tion leaped at him, even as he sensed
the ominous stillness at his back, the
taut look in Sonora Joe’s eye, as
he, too, saw the tell-tale smudge.
Sonora Joe was a liar. That young-
ster was not his—

The fat cantina man pulled back,
and simply dropped down out of
sight. In the mirror behind the bar
movement showed in the room be-
hind. The Hawk whirled, a gun leap-
ing into his right hand. . . .

A blade leaped and flashed in the
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smoky lamplight. The gun in Jim’s
hand was thundering even as he bent
his head. The heavy hafted knife
whispered past his face, twanged
tautly as it thudded into the bar
front.

‘Across the room the knife thrower
was folding up, falling across a ta-
ble. Jim snapped lead in shots that
sent the rest of that motley crew
hugging the floor bshind overturned
tables. And then, in the momentary
confusion, he placed a hand on the
counter, and vaulted it.

He came down in a swift crecuch,
scarcely a foot from Sonora Joe’s
startled, upturned face. The barman
had a Colt in his hand, and he was
evidently debating the wisdom of
rising for a quick shot. The Hawk
ended his debate. He came down on
flexed knees, and struck out with
the empty gun in his fist in the
same movement.

Sonora Joe sprawled forward on
his face without firing a shot.

Overhead the grimy mirror splin-
tered under the drive of wild flung
lead. Bottles crashed and rolled from
the back shelves. Lead tore a ragged
hole through the pine bar front, der-
ing a splinter into Jim’s arm.

The Hawk ran on all fours to the
bar ¢nd, rose with left Colt in hand,
and sent three quick shots into the
room as he ducked through the cur-
tains. :

He found himself in a dim corri-
dor with curtained doorways flank-
ing him. The kid. He didn’t have
time to lool- for the blue-eyed young-
ster who had clung to him back there
by the bar. He cursed, savagely, as
he .an down the corridor to a back
door.

Gritty sand bit into his face as he
plunged out. The back yard was
dark a. he sprinted across it, cut
around a corner of the dark stables,
hurled an adobe fence, and cut across
open lots where the wind whipped
savagely.

Behind him cursing men spilled
out into the murky shadows. . .

* * *
HE Black Diamond was a big,

two story frame structure at the
north corner of the plaza.

The Hawk paused on the top step,
swinging his gaze over the deserted,
storm lashed square. A thin smile
touched his bandanna muffled lips as
he dropped his hands down to reload-
ed guns. Sonora Joe’s gun-jackals
were .looking for him along the
rivers -3
Turning, ‘he pulled the dusty neck-
erchief from his face, and pushed
open the foor for his rendezvous
with death.

The gambling hall was big, better
lighted than Sonora Joe’s place. But
the same tension fell like a chill
breath over the length of that big
room, and the drone of the faro deal-
er’s voice was sharp in the sudden
sile_.ce. In a corner, standing over a
poker player’s shoulder, a girl
laughed, shrilly, barely wveiling the
stra’1 of near hysteria.

The Hawk’s glance went to her,
and passed on. It was not the girl
who had invited him here.

The dealer’s voice broke tonelessly
in the stillness, easing the momen-
tary strain. “Place yore bets, gentle-
men.”

Jim’s eyes lingered on the group
about the faro table, the hardcases
at the poker games. Moving on, his
gaze suddenly narrowed. But his
stride remained smooth and unhur-
ried, and his brown face impassive.

4 lone figure was drinking at the
bar. A lean, stoop-shouldered Mex, as
tall as the Hawk. He had his back to
Jiny, and he did not turn, made no
motion of any kind. Yet Jim sensed
strain creep into the man’s stringy
shoulders—and in the long mirror
behind the pine bar he glimpsed a
pai: of beady eyes watching from
under a wide brimmed, anthill som-
brero.

The Hawk’s glance shifted from
him, to the thin faced gent sidling up
to him across the counter. The man
had an apron about his lean waist,
but he was no bartender. Sallow-
faced, cold-eyed, he watched Jim
across the counter.

His voice was wary:
drinkin’, stranger?”

The Hawk took a silver dollar
fro- . his pocket, and spun it across
the counter. “Rye,” he said evenly.

But his face was tight, and in him

“What you
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wis  the knowledge that ‘he had
walked into a gun trap. The very
stillness in the big room attested to
that.

INHE bartender slid a bottle and
.ﬁ glass up to him, and-tossed the
coin into a box under the counter. He
was watching Jim, his lips thin and
bloodless, when a door creaked open
up .n the balustraded balcony.

The wiry Mex with his back par-
tially turned to Tannery did not
move. He was staring down into his
glass, brooding, a curl of smoke from
a dangling cigaret rising over his
face.

A girl came to the edge of the rail-
ing, and looked down at Jim. It was
the same girl who had called him by
name in front of Sonora Joe’s. But
she was without paint, now, and the
light was full in her white face. Her
slim figure was taut inside the tight-
fitting black gown worn by the
pairted entertainers of the border
resorts, and across her bare arm the
shawl hung, hiding completely her
right hand.

The Hawk’s eyes caught the pic-
ture of her, but his mind was jog-
ging back across the barrier of a
year. Back to pleasant memory of a
cottonwood shaded yard, the lazy
sprawl of outbuildings in the morn-
ing sun, and this same girl smiling,
in bright gingham dress, waving
goodbye—of a tow-haired youngster
by her side, hand uplifted—and a
blunt faced cowman who had shaken
his hand.

Lorrine Hastings! The name
flashed into his head. Eldest daugh-
ter ¢ grizzled Buffalo Joe Hastings,
whose big Lazy H spread dominated
the grass ranges across the San Pe-
dro.

Memory shuffled up another pic-
ture, of the day he had come riding
into the yard of the Lazy H, grim
and haggard, with a red sun riding
low at his back, He had needed a
stake, and the Lazy H had hired him.
He had worked for Hastings six
months, and then the old savage
urge within him had sent him wan-
dering again.

But he still remembered a night on

the shadowed veranda of the big

adobe ranchhouse when he had told
this dark-eyed girl, with strange un-
reserve, of his long quest.

All this came to him, in that still
moment—and then it was gone. And
in him was only hate, dark and bitter,
rising swiftly to his face.

For a figure was moving up beside
this girl who had chanbged so—who
had helped in his trapping. A lean,
bilack frocked, dark faced man with
leng sideburns, a wisp of black mus-
tache under a thin acquiline nose—a
man who placed pale hands on the
railing as he looked down at Jim
Tannery.

That man was his brother-in-law,
Frank Walker.

It was five years since he had last
seen the man. Jim had been Walker’s
best man, at his sister’s wedding.
Suave, smooth talking, impeccable
Frank Walker—gentieman frem
Georgia, who had married an inno-
cent, blue-eyed, trusting girl and
then drove her to her early death of
a broken heart. Who had callously
murdered Jim’s invalid father to
gain possession of the modest Triple
T ranch, and then sold it while Jim,
young and wild and restless had been
away, trailing north with a cattle
driv~, carousing in Fort Worth and
Abiline.

N. hing had been left when he had
returned home—save the two new
graves beside the older one of his
mother. And a grim story he had
pieced out. . .

Tannery’s sneer was suddenly sav-
age in the smoky lamplight.

ALKER laughed. It was a

grating sound, mockingly tri-
um _.ant. “I got tired of running,
Jim. Tired of having you barking
ai(:i my heels. So I stopped, and wait-
e .”

The silence was utter. The sound
of the desert wind wailing against
the windows was like a grim dirge.
One of the two big lamps guttered,
and the sound was raspy in the still~
ness.

“This is the end of the trail, Jim.”
Walker’s tone held a deadly chuckle
“Your trail!”

The Hawk took a short pace out
from the bar, seeing only that mock-
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ing face on that balcony, feeling only
the dark hate of four long years well
u} ‘2 him.

The soft, sibilant voice at his el-
bow was like a discordant note—

“Cigarillo, amigo?”

The stoop-shouldered Mex had
turned, a marijuana smoke extended
in his left hand—and the Hawk sud-
denly realized with sharp bitterness,
the extent of the trap he had walked
into.

H  glance moved down over the
tall, stringy figure. A red sash ac-
centuated a wasp waist, a bonehan-
died knife lay in a sheath at his mid-
dle, a1 black butted Colt hung low at
his right hip. A sharp, red brown
countenance, as predatory as any
bird of prey, as sinister and savage
as the .tierra caliente that had
spawned him—E]l Zopilote, the buz-
zard of Sonora.

Up on the balcony Walker laughed.
“You walked into it, Jim, like a fool.
You followed a message I sent you,
and believed a girl!”

By his side Lorrine was a still
figure, staring down at Jim.

El Zopilote’s voice was thin, dry
as ‘he sand that whispered against
the windows. “You are a beeg man,
Jeem—norte of the Line. Un malo
hombre.” His beady eyes seemed to
flame in their black depths as he
opened his fingers, an dlet the mari-
juana cigaret drop. “Two years I wait
for you to come back to the Border,
to pay you for what happened in
Quatrilla. For the hombre whose
neck you broke, at the bar in EIl To-
ro’s =

Jim was smiling, bleakly. Out of
the corner of his eyes he saw the
bartonder tip slightly back, and he
knew it was coming. And knew, too,
that though EI Zopilote would die,
he would not live to kill the man he
had hunted for four years.

He drew with that realization
sickening him—drew without pivot-
ing, without losing time in needless
sidestep. Drew with the striking mo-
tion that had earned him the terrible
nickname of the Hawk along the
trails north of the muddy Rio
Grande.

HE white-faced girl on the bal-
cony saved his life. jim Tan-
nery’s eyes retained glimpse of a
gun suddenly {laring through the
black shawl, lashing down at him.
An " behind the bar the thin faced
killer grunted, gun in hand, and fell
back against the shelves. . . .
The gun in Jim’s right hand spun
El Zopilote around with the leaden
slap. The Mex killer teetered, gun in
hand. Jim’s second shot, like a pro-
longed sound of the first, bunched
him ip a tight knot. He was falling,
dark face twisted with strange
nur.bed surprise as Jim tilted his

~smoking muzzle to the overhead

light and sent it crashing.

Down by the gaming tables hard-
eyed men burst into belated action.
A lone girl, up on the balcony, had
changed the smooth working of a
death trap to a free-for-all, and up
by t" e bar the Hawk was loose, twin
guns spuming their answers of death.
Confusion  scattered that bunched
group by the tables.

Ti.c Hawk jumped lightly over E/
Zopilote’s squirming figure, his gaze
lifting to the semi-dark balcony. The
shar , red flares from Lorrine’s
shawled hand sent the second huge
light to teetering crazily, before it
spilled: .. .

Darkness dropped like a shroud.
Somewhere on the floor a bluish
flickzr suddenly puffed into red life
—and spread with uncanny swiftness
over the dried pine flooring.

Jim ran for the stairs. From the
balcony a girl screamed—and it
seemed to give wings to his feet.

The fire was spreading fast over
the oil splattered flooring, licking
hungrily up tinder dry support
posts. Men were cursing in the flick-
ering glare, shooting by guess.

Jim climbed those steps four at a
time. Lead whammed into the wall
at his side, kicked up slinters under
his feet. A swift sear across his left
leg nearly dropped him.

But he made the balcony still up-
right, and ran along:it, a gun cocked
in his fist, a savage, murderous hate
beating in his heart. Smoke was
thickening up here under the ceiling,
red tinted by the rising flames.
“Lorrine!” He called the name,
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sharply, remembering the scream he |

had heard.

Fe hard no answer. A door was
open on his right, and he swung into
it, his big body tight, crouched over.
At the far enbd of the reom a figure
moved. Jim called: “Lorrine!” and
the figure whirled, slammed a slug
that ripped into the framing by Jim's
face. Then a door slammed, and the
figure was gene.

Jim cressed the dark room, stum-
bling over a chair, colliding with a
wash stand. The crash of the earthen
pitcher was barely audible above the
roaria, of the fire in the barroom
below. -

He reached the spot where the
wiry figure had vanished, and found
a door that let directly out to back
sta’ 3 landing. The wailing wind
flung san. against his savage face
as he stepped out, gun cocked. . .

OWN in the yard a lone figure

was cutting around the corner
of the burning building. Jim knew it
was Frank Walker, getting away. A
bitter curse leaped to his lips. Four
years to get this close to the man
who had brought tragedy into his
life, and set him on a long, dark
trail. Four grim years. . .

But thought of Lorrine Hastings
‘held him. And in that moment, as he
realized she must still be somewhere
within this building that was going
up like a roaring benfire, he knew
she meant more to him than Walker,
more than the savage hate he had
nursed through the years.

He was turning even before the
full realization reached home to him,
plunging back into the dark, smoke
filled rocom. He pulled his necker-
chief up over his face, and stumbled
to the balcony. Flames were licking
alon the railing—one end of the bal-
cony, over by the stairs, was sag-
gi —below, the reom was an in-
ferno.

“Lorrine!” His voice was harsh be-
hind the muffling cloth. “Lorrine!”

He found her groping along the
balcony where Walker had left her,
her bare right shoulder dark with

bleod, her hair tumbled in disshev- "

eled black mass over her face. He

bent over her, relief easing the dry

pain in his throat. Under them the
balcony swayed, ominously. Flames
scorched his face. He lifted her, eas-
ily, held her face buried against his
chest. She moaned, softly, and went
lin  in his arms. .

Jim had only a blurred remem-
brance of his passage through the
smoke filled room, of stumbling
again over obstructions, of lungs
choked ar1 burning. But he made the
back stairs, and went down into the
howling wind that tore at them with
gritty fingers.

He kept on, across the yard, quar-
tering wide, and when he finally
sank ‘down to rest he was on the out-
skirts of Laruda, in the windbreak
of a small, deserted ’dobe shack.

IM let the girl down, slowly, and

she stirred, meaned again. He
said: “It’s me, Lorrine—Jim Tan-
nery,” and his voice was husky with
rel’ ". “Lie quiet while I see how
badly you are hurt.” -

™1 . girl lay still, back propped

against the shack side. He bent over
her, shielding her from the occasion-
al wind flurry, and scraped a match.
The tiny flame winked uncertainly,
flared bright for a moment, then,
went out.

But Jim had seen the bullet gash
across her arm. the lumpy coagula-
tion of blood forming about it, and
he nodded with quick relief. “This’ll
do till I can get you to a doctor, Lor-
rine,” he said gently, binding the
gash with a clean' handkerchief.
“Rest easy, while I scout around for
a couple of cayuses.”

“J:m!” The girl’s voice was a low
whisper. Her face, black smudged
and pained, looked up at him. “Jim
—Walker—got away—"

Jim’s lips went tight. He did not
answer at once. Then he shrugged.
“¥e h. But I'll find him again—some
time!”

There was regret in Lorrine’s tone.
“I'm sorry, Jim. I know how much
you—" She went silent, while Jim
stared out acreoss the wind swept
stretch of earth between the hut and
the dark tracery of vegetation that
marked the river.

Jim’s voice held a curious note as
he tutned back to her. “It must have-
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be. 1 somethin’ very important to
bring Lorrine Hastings to Laruda,
dressed and paint.d like a honky-
tonker. Set her to wait for me by
Sonora joe’s—"

“Jim!” There was pain in the girl’s
voice that was not altogether caused
by the throbbing of her gashed arm.
¢ jir.—you must hate me for what I
did, but I had to do it. I thought
Walker didn’t know who I was, and
when he acked me to wait for you—
to give you a message, in exchange
for information concerning little
Stevie—I did. You see, Jim, my
brother was kidnapped, three weeks
ago_’Y

“Stevie!” Jim’s mind cut back to
Sonora Joe’s; to a blue-eyed boy who
had looked up at him with terrified
gaze—whose hair had been died
black with root dye.

Th: girl nodded, miserably. “Yes.
Vanished, without a trace. Father
nearly went crazy. Then the note
came, demanding twenty-five thou-
sand dollars in gold, to be dropped
by . rider under the big palm on the
edge of the Devil’s Territory. There
was a warning that if dad attempted
to halt the man who would come for
the money, he would never see Stevie
alive again.”

The girl’s shoulders shook. “We
dropped the money, but Stevie was
not returned. We didn’t know where
to look, where to turn. Every man on
the Lazy H was crazy to follow dad
into every town along the Border,
and y.ipe it out if necessary. But
that way we would be striking blind-
ly, and no doubt cause the death of
my brother so much quicker. I final-
ly talked dad into letting me come to
Laruda, as a honkytonker from Fort
Worth. If anything was known of
Stevie along the Border, I could
learn of it here.

Jim said, gently. “You got work in
the Black Diamond, an’ Walker
fcund out who you were. He used
you, to bring me here, into the trap
he had set—"

The girl nodded. ‘“We’ve both
lost, Jim. You and I. Walker’s gone
—-and littl. Stevie—"

“No!” Jim was on his feet, his lips
tight. “Walker’s gone, maybe. But
perhaps we’ll still find Stevie!” He

loo! :d down at her, his fingers
plucking at cartridges in his belt, re-
loading the heavy weapons at his
hips. “Sit quiet, Lorrine!” he said,
sharply. “I’ll be back!”

The girl watched him vanish into
the gritty murk.

HE sky over the center of La-

ruda was red. The dry wind
drove the flames in sheets across the
square, and a barn and a squat, low
structure were blazing, adding to the
brightness. Cursing men with buck-
ets ran through the howling wind to
fling a futile splatter of water into
the crackling blaze.

The Hawk ran tirelessly through
the sand veil. Sonora Joe’s loomed-up
ahead. Ever this far from the square
the fire cast a red glow that lit up
the squat adobe structure,

The Hawk peered through the
grimy window. The bar was dark,
ard evidently deserted, though a
faint lamp glow shone through the
cur. ined doorway at the far end of
the room.

Jir: pulled back, and edged into
the narrow alley. The short slam of
a .38 stiffened him against the dark
wali, a Colt snapping into his fist.

There came no further shots. The
wind mourned sullenly through the
alley. Up ahead a yellow glow
showed against the dark.

The Hawk stalked forward, gun in
hand. The glow came through the
open doorway of Sonora Joe’s sta-
bles. Jim eased forward, slowly, and
suddenly stopped.

A voice drifted with the wind.

. .one less to split with. I never
fancied tyin” up with the greaser,
anyhow. But this kid. Jkill hlm,
now. He'll only be in the way. . .

Jim edged forward. He could see
intc the stable, now—see a man
tightening a cinch on a nervous grav
horse. The man was short, very
broad, dour-faced. A pair of Colts
hung low down on his hips. The
Hav:l: recognized him as one of the
men who had beén in the Black Dia-
mond. ,

Then a voice answered, from be-
yond Jim’s view. A voice that
brought him up, stiffly—sent a sav-

““

~age light flaring in his eyes. Walk-
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er’s voice. . .hurried and bitter.
“Don’t be_a fool Gurtie. The kid’s
our only hope to get away. The
Hawk didn’t die in that fire; he’s
lcose in town, somewhere—and he’ll
be on our trail again. But he’ll quit,,
if I "2t him know the boy’ll die.” His"
voice rasped. “Lorrine Hastings
mea..s that much to him.”

Gurtie shrugged. “I still don’t like
it, Walker.” He looked down at
something on the floor, and his lips
twisted. “You talked Sonora Joe and
bis men into the Hastings play. You
made a ten-thousand-dollar split on
the deal. Then you come back, kill
Sonora Joe, and take over the rest of
the Hastings’ ransom money.” Gur-
tie’s tone held a grudging admira-

tion. “You win all around on the
deal. Why not let well enough
alone?”

Jim’s smile was a mirthless thing
as he eased up to the stable door.
Walker’s voice sounded above the
mourning wind. “. .running this
partnership, Gurtie. You got your
split; we can ride different trails,
from here!”

“Suits me!” the other snapped. He
started to lead the gray outside, his
left hand moving to lift his necker-
chief up over his dour face. He
stopped, staring at the dark, grim
fieure who seemed to materialize out
of the red, shifting glow of the mur-
ky yard.

NHE scene in the stable lasted
& that way for a bare instant. Gur-
tie, with his right hand tugging at
the gray’s reins. .farther back,
nearzr the dim glow of a storm lan-
tern set on a box, Walker stood, the
suavity stripped from his handsome
face, and fear livid in his eyes. Be-
" tween them the fat carcass of Sonora
Joe lay. And close to Walker, tied
hand and foot like a small bundle,
was Steve Hastings.

Walker said one word. One word
that carried all the fear of long, hid-
den vears in the terrible dryness of
it “Jim!?

Then he was reaching upward into
his coat for the .38 that nestled in
shoulder holster, and Gurtie was
hunching forward, hand dropping
swiftly for his holster gun.

The flat roar of three shots lashed
through that dim lighted stable. The
gray reared, whinnied fearfully. In
the back stalls other animals plunged
about.

Slowly, as if fading with the ab-
rupt Colt smashes, Frank Walker
sank down. He hesitated on his
knees, staring at the grim figure in
the doorway with surprised and
strangely clear eyes. Then he
coughed, shortly, with blood in his
throat. He fell across Sonera Joe’s
unmoving legs.

The gray minced back from Gur-
tie’s still figure. In Gurtie’s hand a
long barreled Colt still trickled
smoeke.

Jim Tannery moved slowly toward
the squirming, crying youngster.
Low down on his right side blood be-
gan to glisten against the dusty.
blackness of his shirt. His mouth
was grim-lined, but his eyes were
clear and cold as he stepped over
Frank Walker’s body.

For a brief moment he seemed to
see clear, smiling blue eyes merge
into the silent headstones over two
graves. Then it was gone and he was
bending down, cutting the boy leose.

The youngster cried in his arms.
He walked to the back of the stable,
and in one of the stalls he found his
roan, saddled as he had ordered. He
lifted himself into the kak, with the
youngster before him. The roan’s
hoofs pounded the earthen floor as
he turned. He caught the gray’s
reins as he rode into the red glow. .

FROM the edge of the Devil’s
Territory they looked back on
the burning town. The flames were
still bright against the dusty sky. . .

Laruda would remember for a
long time the coming of the Hawk!

Lorrine Hastings, astride the gray,
looked up into Jim’s hard face. Lit-
t.e Stevie was asleep, his face buried
against Tannery’s chest.

“Jim—what are you thinking?” the
girl said, softly. :

The vision of a dark, grim trail
through the years vanished. slowly
in Jim’s mind. And across a pleasant
valley he saw a ramblihg adobe
ranchhouse, with ollas on the pun-

(Continued On Page 94)



The Ilariat caught
Jim by surprise!

By Richard Brister 5

T WAS weeks since he had slept
really soundly. The first thuck-
thuck of hoofbeats in the street

The simplest way to break
a lawman is to make him
look ridiculous to everyone!

35
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below brought him lurching up
from under the blankets, his eyes
wide, staring intently out the moon-
washed window.

There was urgency, something like

desperation, Jim’s trained ears told
him, in the way that rider below was
pushing his mount. He heard the
pounding onrush of more riders,
sweeping down toward him. Cogs
clicked into place in his mind. He
leaped across the room in stockinged
fcet, groped for his peg-dangling
guns.
- He was hunched down at the open
window, both guns cocked and ready,
when the main body of riders thun-
dered in a dusty stampede below.

“Muley!” Jim snapped the word
like an epithet over one shoulder.
“Wake up! You'd sleep through an
earthquake!”

Across the room, the fat deputy
quit snormg, grunted sleepily.
“Huh? What is it?” and then started
snoring all over again when Jim
didn’t answer.

Jim groaned inside. Mo sheriff ever
had to worl: under a handicap like
his, with only sluggish, slow-think-
ing Muley Thompsen to help him.

“I's Tanner,” Jim bit out acidly.
“Fe’- Tanner! He’s cracked Saul
Horgan’s bank, just like he threat-
ened.” But Muley’s only response to
this information, which should have
aroused any self-respecting lawman
to a climax of excitement, was a se-
ries of throaty grunts, and continued
snoring,

tim swore in his throat. Carefully,
sighting with difficulty in the moon-
washed ha’ "-night, he pulled trigger
on one of the riders sweeping past in
a haze of dust on the street below
him.

The big Colt bucked, spitting
flame and lead death at the rider
down there. In the confines of the
room, the explosion sounded like
some sort of a mine blast, _

Muley’s startled voice, across the
room, held a plaintive note. “What
the—Jim, what’re you doin’? A hell-
uva time t’ be blastin’—”

Jim didn’t listen. He had aimed
for the heart, had seen the rider
lurch as the slug struck him. The
man wavered in the saddle, then

righted himself, clutching one shoul-
der. He raced on down the street
with the rest of Fels Tanner’s gang,
but the man was hard hit, Jim knew.

“Nailed one of ’em,” Jim said
tersely. He had slept in his clothes,
and now he hurriedly yanked high
boots over his stockinged feet. He
strapped on his gunbeit. “That’ll
slow ’em some, I reckon. I’'m ridin’,
Muley. If you can stay awake, fol-
low. But by golly, somethin’ tells me
this time I'm gonna find Tanner’s
hidecut!”

He was through the door, haliway
downstairs, when Muley called in his
worrviag voice: “Man, you're crazy;
he’ll kill you. That’s all he wants,
to g t you ridin’ out there alone on
his trail. Wait for me, dammit!”

“Sorry,” Jim said. Every second
was a thing to be measured out; ev-
ery fleeting moment that passed
could swing the balance for or
agaiust him. “I haven’t got ten min-
utes, Muley. Taxe you that long to
wake yourself up.’

IM had the saddle on Spanky, hlS

gray gelding, and was riding
cut of town on Fels Tanner’s trail
in less than three minutes. He had
been expecting Tanner to strike, and
had been ready for him.

Fels Tanner was a six-and-a-half-
foot, black-bearded owlhooter from
down Texas way. The Rangers had
made things too hot for him down
there. A year ago, he and his organ-
ized gang of cutthroats and thieves
moved in on Dawes County, killing,
stealing, flaunting their renegade
power in the face of Dawes’ peace-
ful gentry, and in the face of their
sheriff, Jim Blanding.

Dawes was wild, still-unexplored
country. Tanner had a hideout back
in the foothills of the Vegas. Try as
he might, Jim had never been able
to trace the owlhooter to it.

As time rolled on, and he still
failed to bring Tanner to bay, Jim’s
long, lean face creased with lines of
growing concern. The list of the out-
law chieftain’s trepidations piled up
higher and higher. The folks of
Dawes County began to whisper an-
grily that they had made a poor
choite in electing Jim sheriff.
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Spanky rattled up the main street
of Dawes at a bone-rattling clip. Jim
swerved right at the edge of town.
He could read sign on Tanner’s gang
in the moonlight. He leaned forward
a bit, whispering gently into the gel-
ding’s right ear. The horse snorted
softly, and settled into a ground-an-
nihilating lope.

“This time, old fellow,” Jim mut-
terec. “This time, Spanky. That man
we drilled in the shoulder’ll hold ’em
up some. Tanner’s a thievin’ skunk,
but he won’t risk leavin’ a man be-
hind. And if anyone can overhaul
’em, you can do it.”

The horse nickered, as if under-
standing.. Jim peered uptrail, his
blac’ eyes burning. He was thinking
of big Fels Tanner, of the man’s gi-
ant strength, his preening, peacock
arrogance, of the way Tanner had
gone out of his way to make a fool
of him, Jim Blanding.

Two weeks ago, Jim had received
a letter from Fels Tanner. It had
come to the young sheriff through
regular channels, had been mailed in
Erncito, a trail tewn fifty miles to
the east, and it had said :(—

Blanding: In case you're inter-
ested, I'm holding up Saul Hor-
gan’s bank, some time in the next
couple weeks. I wouldn’t tell you
this, like a damn fool, only my
boys crave some’ excitement. Me

to>. If you was any kind of a

lawman, you’d’'ve given us some

trouble before now, I reckon.

See what you can do when we

tell you beforehand the next

place we’re strikin’, Fels Tanner.

Jim had read the thing through
several times, gritting his teeth at
the overwhelming conceit behind
such a message, the flaunting arro-
gance of it.

His first impulse was to go right
down to see old Saul Horgan, show
him th: note, and arrange to set up
a guard at the bank, day and night.
Maybe a good idea, too, would be
to have Saul transfer most of his
ready cash somewhere out of Dawes,
for safekeeping, till the two weeks
were over.

But thinking about that, he wasn’t
so sure. What was Tanner’s real
game? he wondered. Try to get

Saul’s money out of town, and Fels
Tanner might be lying in wait down-
trail to pull a more effortless, more
convenient robbery of it. . -

And again, Jim thought, Tanner
might be simply trying to keep Jim
occupied, here in town, while he
pulled off some other big job. Tan-
ner was no fool, writing that note.
He had certainly suceeded in putting
Ji: on a bed of pins and needles for
two long weeks, and a lawman needs
strong nerves and a steady gun hand,
for his endless battles with men like
Tanner.

Anyhow, Jim had played a pat
hand, kept mum about the note he’d
received. A very serious mistake,
that had proved. Because a day later,
Saul Horgan himself came storming
into Jim’s office. Horgan was a thin,
stoop-shouldered man with bright
small eyes, and aggressive manners.
He was holding a sheet of unlined
paper.

“Got any ,news for me, Sheriff?”
he asked abruptly.

“News?” Jim asked slowly. “What
sort of news, Saul?”

“Just news,” said the banker. “And
don’t stall around with me, blast it.”

IM’S jaw jutted. “No, I don’t
@9 have any news for you, Horgan.
Why should I? And if I did, why
should I hold out on you?”

“That’s easy enough answered,
Sheriff,” the banker exploded, his
small arms waving. “I got a note
here from Fels Tanner. Says he’s
gon a rob me, in the next two weeks,
the cocky son. Says he wrete you
yesterday, tellin’ you all about it.
What I want to know, Sheriff, is
how come you didn’t tell me about
it? Could be youre afraid folks’ll
laugh at you, hey? You wouldn’t like
that, bein’ sheriff, now would you?
Or maybe you just don’t give a damn
about what happens to my deposi-
tors’ money.”

“Don’t talk like a fool, Horgan.”

“I'm talkin’ more sense than you
care to admit, I reckon. All I'm ask-
in’ you, Blanding, is: did you or did
you not receive a note from Tanner,
sayin’ he was going to rob my bank?”

Jim sighed wearily and shrugged
his - ide shoulders. “An’ if T did?”
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“ hat’s the same as admittin’® it,

then,” Saul said excitedly. His small
eyes hardened. “You let him get
awa, with this, Blanding, like he’s
threatened, and I'll tell the whole
county just what happened. You're
duckin’ your responsibility as sher-
iff, and when a man does that, he’s
not much use, I reckon. Good day to
you, Blanding.” The small, bent fig-
ure wheeled toward the door.

“Wait—" The banker paused. Jim
went on: “You'll keep it quiet, pro-
viding your bank isn’t robbed, or
providing I can nab Tanner?”

“Prov1dmg, the banker said heav-
ily, “you can protect the townspeo-
ples money. I’'m not going to accept
responsibility for your failure, Blan-
ding, if Tanner gets away with the
bank’s money.”

That was how they had left things,
aﬂd Iater, when Muley Thompson
waddled in from the Mud Puddle
saloon down-street, Jim had ex-
plained the whole setup.

Muley ran fat hands through his
unkempt brown hair and gawked at
Jim. “Ain’t you gonna tell Saul t’
niove that money?”

“No,” Jim said thoughtfully. “I
have a notion that’s what Fels Tan-
ner wants.”

“And you ain’t gonna mount a
guard at the bank, till the two weeks
is up?”

Jim shook his head. “No. Folks’d
just laugh, if I did. The whole story
would have to come out, then. I'd
lose all prestige, as a lawman, and I
have a notion that’s another thing
Fels Tanner wants, A sheriff with-
out plenty of folks pullin’ for him,
willin’ to help him out when it comes
time for man-huntin’, is no threat to
the owlhooters. Tanner’s smart, Mu-
ley; he knows that. Maybe that’s
what he’s up to.”

“Could be,” Muley said slowly.
“But if you don’t do nothin’ t* stop
him, an’ he succeeds in the holdup,
your name is still mud around here,
~ Jim.” He made a wry face. “This is
-a helluva setup. If we could only lo-
cate that big devil’s hideout. . . .”

“Maybe we can. We're in a pretty
‘bad pocket, Muley. But there may
‘be 2 way out. Only—if and when

Tanner strikes, we've got to be ready
to move—and move fast!”

OW, as Spanky’s long loping

stride carried him swiitly after °
Fels Tanner’s gang, Jim could con-
gratulate himself on the way things
had worked out.

Tanner had made good his threat
to strike at Saul’s bank. But Jim was
hot on his trail, and Tanner would
make slow, grudging progress to-
ward that hideout, with a wounded
rider.

In ten minutes, Jim topped a rise.
The first gray light of dawn was
rising in the east, and about two
miles uptrail, he could make out a
lo /-hanging dust cloud. That would
be Tanner’s gang, surely. The cloud
swerved toward the right, the foot-
hills of the Vegas» Jim clucked to the
gray, and the beast responded, sens-
ing the urgency in Jim now.

Down a twisting, rock-studded
trail to the foot of the ridge, around
a sudden turn to a tiny sand-strewn
basin, his .willing mount raced. He
went under a scrub oak, lickety split

. .and he did not see the dangling
riata until it had dropped neatly
around him.

His heart froze, and he reined in
hard on Spanky. The horse dug.both
forefeet in hard, but could not stop
quickly enough on such uncertain
footing.

The loop had fallen upon him
from the height of the tree. It
stretched taut behind him, yanked
him bodily, somersaulting over the
gray’s rump. He rolled in the sand,
yanking a hand free to snatch at his
gun,

A heavy veice warned: “I wouldn’t,
if I was you, Blanding.”

To the right, a figure appeared
from behind a huge boulder, a gigan-
tic figure with wide greenish eyes,
gap teeth, and a matted black beard.
It was, Jim knew almost without
hesitation, none other than Fels Tan-
ner.

His half-drawn gun remained in
leather as he looked down the ugly
muzzle of Tanner’s levelled six-gun,
He said wearily, “Your play, I reck- .
oni, Tanner.”
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Tanner grinned toothily. “Come.

down outta that tree, Ferg. You done
a nice job o’hawg tyin’. Meet Sheriff
Jim Blanding.”

A small, wiry figure dropped from
the tree. The man made a grimace at

Jim, chuckling. “Don’t recken he’ll

be so pleased t’- meet me, seein’ I
roped him.”

“Tak= his
manded. :

Jim’s left arm was pinicned against
him by the loop Fergus had thrown
around him. He stood stolidly, grit-
_ ting his teeth, feeling the gentle tug

. at each hip as his guns were removed
fror behind. He felt like a fool, al-
lowing himself to be easily caught
in the big owlhooter’s net. But he
had been so intent on that dustcloud
up ahead. :

He had assumed, naturally, that
after cracking Saul’s bank, Tanner
would beeline for his hideout. That
the big man would have the audacity
te stay behind with only one man,
to set a trap for him, had never en-
tered Jim’s mind. He said weakly:

“So you cracked the bank, and
you've taken the sheriff. It’s a big
night for you, Tanner.”

Tanner’s rough voice boomed at
him. “You bet. The bank was a cinch,
and so were you, Blanding. You ain’t
toc smart. I figured you’d be
ashamed to tell anyone about that
note I sent. Sorta tied your hands,
hey? Couldn’t take any precautions
without makin’ a fool of yourself.
An’ that’s just how I had it figured.”

irons,” Tanner com-

IM shrugged. “Where do we go
from here?” He had his own
ideas. A thrust of cold rage burned
within him. Tanner was probably go-
ing to blast him to death with that
levelled six-gun. He wondered how
long he could hope to stall the out-
law. He wondered bleakly, too, how
Muley Thompson was doing. Muley
was so blasted slow, hard to get
started, hard to keep going. There
was a fair sign for Muley to read, if
he w-uld only make a real effort to
follow. »
Jim said, peering uptrail to the
fast receding dustcloud, “They’re
swinging over toward Saul Horgan’s

ain’t they? Figure he’s got some

mone) cached out there, Tanner? Or
maybe you didn’t make out as good
at the bank as you’d hoped to.”

“They’re doublin’ back,” Tanner
said gruffly. “Don’t think I'm fool
enough to take a straight line trail
tc the best little hideout in this
county, do you? And I did all right
at the bank. I always do all right,
Blanding.”

J:n shrugged and lapsed into
gloomy silence. Finally he said, “If
you mean to blast me, why in hell
don’c you do it? Killin’s no chore to
you, from all I’ve heard. If you—"

“Maybe,” said Tanner, “I don’t
mean to kill you, Blanding. Maybe
I don’t have to. I don’t kill lawmen
less’n I have to; it’s a bad business.
I run into some trouble, that way,
witk the Rangers down in Texas.”
He was stroking the black beard,
musing. “No, I ain’t gonna blast you.
All I'm goin’ t* do is thrash hell out
of you.”

Jim’s eyes burned with sudden
hope. “Talk sense. What in the—"

“Look, I cracked the bank like I'd
told. you I was goin’ to, didn’t I?
Saul’s goin’ to scream his greedy
head off about it. And when you
skow your face back in Dawes—all
beat to.a pulp from an unsuccessful
attempt tu get that money. . .well,
figure it out for yourself, Blanding.
You’re through, as a sheriff.”

“You—you mean you're gonna give
me u« fair chance? You’ll drop your
guns and—fight it out—man to
man?”

F~r answer, the big man removed
his guns, tossed them aside. “Fer-
gus’ll keep you covered, just in case
anything goes wrong. I ain’t wor-
ried.” He didn’t need to be, Jim
thought, gauging the enormous
heig ht and breadth of the man, the
massive shoulders and arms, the
bammy hands. Jim’s one-eight-pound
frame was puny by comparison. Tan-
ner could kill him with his bare
hands, probably, if he so desired. But
Jim welcomed the prospect of the
hand-to-hand tussle.

Partly because it would give him
a chance to play for time. Partly be-
caus» he had a strength that was not
apparent in his slight built frame, an
agility in this sort of battle, and
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speed which Tanner, with his great
bulk, could hardly hope to match.

He loosened the loop that still
hugged his arm against him, stepped
out of it as it dropped to the ground.

Fels Tanner lumbered forward in
a half crouch, his great arms crooked
ready to swing a bludgeon-like blow
to the head or to grapple with Jim,
as opportunity offered.

ETM stood on wide legs, waiting
® f.r the bigger man to make the
first move. Tanner lashed out with
a right hand. Jim ducked under the
blow, tried to club the big man in
the stomach. Tanner fell away with
the blow, absorbing its power and
chuckling.

“Powderpuff punch, that was,” he
mocked.

Jim swung at him again. The big
man grabbed his arm in a viselike
gr1p, twisted it. Meanwhile, he was
turning his back, pulling Jim bodily
over his down-thrust torso. Jim hit
the sandy underiooting on the small
of his back. He was shaken up, but
not finished.

Tanner was standing above him
with arms akimbo, disdaining to
pounce on him.

“Get up,” he panted. “Get up an’
fight.”

Jim had an ear to the ground. He
stilled his own fast breaths, and lis-
tened intently. He could hear a fee-
“ble clop-clop of hooves in the dis-
tance. They moved fast, then slowly,
then quickly again, and finally he
heard them slow to a walk. He could
hear sounds lying thus, with one ear
on the ground, that were inaudible to
the hulking giant above him and to
the man Fergus. Jim smiled slowly,
and got to his feet. ”

Tanner tried to send a fist rash-
ing into Jim’s face. His intention was
to mark Jim up; he had said that. He
wanted to make Jim look like a fool,
in the eyes of men back at Dawes.
Jim didn’t appreciate the prospect;
he ducked again, grasped Tanner’s
outflung arm with both hands, pried
inside the man’s thrusting knees, and
suddenly twisted the single arm he
was holding.

Tanner bellowed with pain and

flung a knee upward, Jim caught it _

on his thigh. It felt as if his leg
were being wrenched off at the hip.
But he drove forward, pushing the
bigger man off balance. He got a leg
in back of Tanner, lunged forward.

"~ The big man toppled, went careen-

ing back and down.

Jim followed him all the way
down. There was a fair-sized rock in
the ground below. Jim steered Tan-
ner’s head toward it, brought the big
man down with a hard thump against
the stone’s hard surface. There was
an e pression of glazed bewilder-
ment in the big man’s eyes. He
lurched, trying to rise. But - the
strength was not in him.

Jim lifted him by the shoulders,
slammed him back on the stone
again. It was unfair tactics, perhaps,
but this could be a life-and-death
battle, and all was fair here, the way
Jim saw it. He watched total blank-
n- s spread over the outlaw’s face,
and then he stood up and yelled with
cupped hands, down the trail toward

. Dawes :—

“Keep this other one covered, Mu-
ley ?”

g&-ijGUS, who had stood by with
irawn gun, watching his leader’s
defeat with wide-eyed astonishment,
was glowering now. He had the gun
pointed straight at Jim’s chest, and
his finger was slowly tensing on the
trigger.

From the bend in the traii t2ward
Dawes came the single impact of a
high-powered rifle. Fergus suddenly
stiffened, then relaxed completely
and went plummeting forward. He
was dead before he hit the ground.
There was a tiny hole in the side of
his head, where the bullet had en-
tered.

When Muley came up, Jim said,
panting, “Nice. It was just in time,
though. He was ready to plug me. I
knew you were there. I had my ear
to the ground, and I could hear ev-
ery step your horse was taking. I
could even hear you stop your mount
and get off.”

As he talked, he was going through
Tanner’s pockets. He found a scrap
of paper with a note scribbled on it.

Fels: No guard at the bank,
(Continued On Page 93)



By Dev Klapp

Hoot Chaney planned to kill the lawman who'd sent him o on unearned
prison term. Then he found a way to make Bud Mcintyre die slowly!

OR sixty miles Hoot Chaney
had practiced that draw. No
! belt and gun hung at his hip,
but over and over his lean fingers
streaked down and up, gradually lim-
bering up the stiffness that was in
them. Hoot knew. that he was ready
to meet Sheriff Bud McIntyre now—
rez  to meet him on even terms.
Gray, bent and wizened, the little
man still had two talents. Ten years
behind cold, grim walls had not tak-
en them from him. His way with
hors:s was a gift; his speed with a
gun was the result of long practice.
Flexing his supple fingers, and smil-
ing grimly, Hoot Chaney knew that
he could pull a gun from leather
with almost the speed that had built
his sinister reputation in the old
days.
Topping a rise, the aging man saw
belowy him the familiar group of
rough wooden and stone buildings

41

that he had known as Limestone a
decade ago. Grimly his thin lips
twisted down, recording the thought
that ran through his mind. “Ten
years of my life gone to hell!” he
muttered. “But Bud’ll pay—he’ll pay
for every damned one of ’em!”
Throwing the reins of his horse
across a tie rail by Jenning’s Hard-
ware Store, he contemplated the de-
jected animal before him. “You ain’t
worth . that ten-spot Warden Lane
give me to start life over on again,”
he said and smiled. He gave the
horse’s rough, dusty hide a slap and
stepped up on the sidewalk.
Pleasant thoughts of revenge
whirled throughout Hoot Chaney’s
graying head. First I'll line up a job.
Gotta get money to buy me a Colt,
get grub for me and the crowbait.
Head down, absorbed in his thoughts,
Hoot Chaney failed to notice the
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big, beefy man that strode down the
beard walk toward him.

C.yde Zimmer, too, was thinking,
but not about the dusty saddle-bum
that approached him. Rage boiled be-
hind his beefy face, bubbled out from
his fat-padded icy-blue eyes. He had
just dropped a cool thousand across
the green-felted table at the Long-
horn Bar. Never a good loser, the
gambler and horse fancier was dan-
gerous now.

A collision was inevitable. The
force behind Zimmer’s big body
knocked Hoot to the walk. In falling
he grabbed for support, clutched the
rancher’s red silk shirt. He tore a
strip from the cloth as he went down.

HE little man struggled to his

feet, an apology on his lips. He
saw red anger blaze on the big man’s
face. At the same moment he recog-
nized the only other man in Lime-
ston. whom he disliked. Stubbornly
he set his lean jaw and looked the
herse fancier up and down inso-
lently.

“Dam yore lousy hide!” Clyde
Zimmer roared. “Are you blind?”
His big fist shot out, caught the lit-
tle man square in the face. Blood
gushed from Hoot Chaney’s nose. He
went down. Quickly he bounced up,
tears of pain watering his brown
eyes. Boring in, the little man sank
a bony fist, wrist-deep, into the fat
belly. Big knuckles smashed into his
ch. ¢, lifted him off his feet and sat
him back on the walk with a spine-
jarring crash.

“T’ll learn you better manners, you
damn saddle-bum!” the big rancher
sputtered. He advanced toward the
little man, drew back a polished boot.
“TIl kick yore rotten ribs in!”

“Lay off, Zimmer!” a stern voice
ordered.

The horse fancier wh1r1ed recog-
nized the white-haired man standmg
there. “This ain’t none of yore busi-
ness, McIntyre! You ain’t no longer
‘sheriff!” _

“Go pick on somebody yore size,
Zimmer,” Bud Mclntyre said. “be-
fore this thing ends up with some-
bodv gettin’ shot!”

Sardonic light gleamed from the
fat-padded eyes. “That ain’t a very

nice way to treat a man you're in
debt to, is it, McIntyre?” Zimmer
spun on his heel, then, as if struck
by an afterthought, turned and add-
ed,” “Don’t forget.- Them I. O. U.s
come due next month! I gotta pay
for the palomino racer I bought to-
day!”

Sending a vindictive glance after
the hoerse fancier’s retreating figure,
Hoot Chaney thought, I got two
things to even up with you now,
hombre.

Ex-sheriff Bud Mclntyre helped

the little man to his feet. “Kind o’
down on yore luck, ain’t you, part-
ner?” he questioned. “If you’re any
good with horses I might give you
a job. ‘Tain’t much I can pay, but we
eat regular.”
..S0 this iIs Bud Mclntyre, Hoot
thought. Not like the Mclntyre he
left ten years ago. He had forgotten
the element of time, had visualized
his enemy as he had been when the
sheriff collared Hoot Chaney, and
sent him off to prison for a ¢rime he
had not committed. Reckon Ive
changed a right smart myself, he
thought. The old coot don’t know
me.

The little man thrust out a scrawny
hand then. “Reckon you done hired
yoreself a man, mister!” he said.

“Get yore hoss, er—er—" the sher-
iff paused.

“Er—Slocum. Jeff Slocum.” Hoot
Chaney gave the ficticious name
with a grim smile.

“Meet me at the Longhorn Bar,
Slocum,” McIntyre ordered gruffly.
“You look like a shot of red-eye
might put some iron in yore legs!”

*® ¢ #

HOOT CHANEY walked from
g1 B8 the corral and threw himself
down on the veranda step-of the Tin
Star Ranch house. He had kept out
of sight. The beard had helped some.
If Zimmer and McIntyre hadn’t rec-
ognized him, maybe the others
wouldn’t. But there was no use tak-
ing chances before he got the big job
finished. After that it didn’t mat-
ter—

The little man’s brain seethed with

_ hate toward the old ex-sheriff seated
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there in a wicker chair, rocking to
and fro. The way the old man twirled
his longhorn mustaches got on his
nerves. He controlled the muscles of
his face with an effort.

“Nice spread you got here,” the lit-
tle man said. His eyes traveled over
the rolling pasture land to the pur-
ple hills beyond. Better be nice to
the old coot ‘till the right time, he
thought.

“I spent every cent on it that I
saved from forty years of sheriffin’,”
the old man said. “Always wanted a
little piece of land to settle on when
I got old,” he added with a sigh.
“Reckon I won’t’ get to keep it
though at that.”

“You mean because of them
I. 6. Us Clyde Zimmer holds?”
Hard lines set on the little man’s
face. He was remembering the .flay-
ing fists of the bullying rancher.

“Yeah,” the ex-sheriff -groaned.
“Drank too much of Lopez’ tequila
one night. Got in a card game with
Zimmer. Never could play poker.
Firs thing I know he held a fistful
of my paper with the cattle and
ranch backin’ it up. Damnedest thing
that ever happened to me! After for-
ty years of seein’ suckers beat out
of their money and then I do the
same blasted thing! It ain’t possible,
seems like!”

The old man stopped rocking,
tugged viciously at the white mus-
tacl. . “He won’t get that big black
of mine, though. It waren’t in the
deal.” A mirthless cackle dribbled
from the ex-sheriff’s lips, startled a
roosting field-sparrow in the honey-
stckle vines about the porch. “He’d
rather have that black stallion than
my ranch!”

Little Hoot Chaney sat on the
steps, arm. hugging spindly legs.
His eyes were far away in the hills.
He was thinking. A purple spire rose

“above the surrounding slopes. It was °

thers that Hoot. made his stand ten
years before. It was there that a
younger McIntyre walked up to
him, under the threat of a leveled
six-gun, took his weapon away: Old
Sol Watson had been killed. Hoot
and So! had locked horns repeatedly,
so Hoot was suspected. Especially
when Clyde Zimmer had, with the

greatest reluctance, admitted seeing
him near the scene.

They gimme twenty years, Hoot
Chaney thought grimly. He stole a
look at the old man in the rocker.

‘Warn’t-because of him they knocked

off ten years. Ten years for a crime
he had never committed. That was
why he was going to kill Bud Mec-
Intyre.

E? ATE seethed in Hoot Chaney’s

narrow chest. What if the old
man had treated him decently since
he got back. It was all to the old
ccot’s own advantage. One look at
that rock-hard, seamed face would
tell a man not to expect any favors
from Bud Mclntyre.

A soundless chuckle came from
the little man’s lips. He cast another
sidelong glance at the ex-sheriff on
the porch. His fingers curled around
the -butt of the old .44 Bud had
loa..ed him. How easy it would be to
gun the old man down where he sat.
He could cook up a story, claim self-
defe.se. No. His record would be

-against him. A better plan seeped

slowly into his prison-warped mind
-—a fool-proof plan. He turned to the
old lawman. -

“Clyde Zimmer puts a right smart
stock in that palomino of his, don’t
he?”

“Yep,” Bud Mclntyre bristled.
“That horse can’t hold a candle to
my big black, though! Zimmer
thinks different, of course.”

“You said Zimmer’s a last-chip
gambler, didn’t you?” Hoot asked. A
sly look crept into his eyes. The pris-
on pall.r rose again to his face as
emotion washed away the sunburn
of recent weeks.

“That hombre would bet anything

against anything!” the ex-sheriff
snorted. “Trouble is he can’t lose
good.”

“Think he’d race his palomino
against yore black stallion?”

The old man froze. It was a long
time before he spoke. “Might, why?”

“Think he’d put up them I. O. Uss
against yore horse. Winners keep-
ers?”

The old lawman sighed. “My black
stallion can beat Zimmer’s horse, but

I'm toc old to ride a race.”
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“I can,” the little man announced
flatly. Everything was working out
fine. He had anticipated the old
man’s answer. His eyes ran around
like little brown rats under half-
closed lids. A crafty smile cracked
his thin lips.

“I know you can,” the sheriff an-
swered gruffly. “I watched you
round them cows up today.”

“Fix it up with the fat sidewinder
tomorrow. then,” Hoot said. Rising
and stretching his skinny arms the
little man yawned. “Better get some
shut-eye, I reckon, if I'm gonna be
worth a damn tomorrow. Gotta feed
the black first though.”

“Get on to bed, Slocum,” the sher-
iff told him “I’ll feed the critter.”

# * *

TYHE sun was high. Already little

. heat devils were beginning to
dance across the level land. Hoot
Chaney sat the magnificent black.
The horse’s coat gleamed in the sun,
curried carefully from head to foot.,
Proudly Clyde Zimmer sat astride
the beautiful palomino. The golden
animal held his head smartly erect.
His shapely hooves pawed the
ground impatiently. His - whitish-
gold tail switched at a bothersome
fly. Zimmer spoke softly from the
side of his thick mouth.

“Remember, punk, a hundred if
you throw the race!”

Hoot Chaney noded his graying
head inperceptibly.

Bud MclIntyre’'s voice roared
across the clearing. “First man to the
sycamore wins the race! Pete Carrol
is tl.ere waiting now!”

Old Judge Holton raised the big
gun high, hesitated a moment, pulled
the trigger. At the sharp report both
horscs leaped forward. Hooves thun-
der:d. The spirited animals stretched
out for the long run, riders low over
their necks.

Zimmer’s palomino took the lead,
two lengths ahead, kept it for a mile.
Inch by inch the black crept up.
Hoot Chaney’s mind was a chaos of
conflicting emotions now. This was
the time to get even. The moment

that he had waited ten years for had

come. He had returned to Limestone

to kill a man, He had it in his power
new to do more than merely kill his
enemy.

Lose this race and Bud Mclntyre
wo.ld be ruined. Ranch, cattle, and
this big black stallion, living symbol
of the old man’s pride, would go.
Too old to start again, the old ex-
sheriff would quickly go to pieces,
be dead within a year. He’d die a
slow death. It would be more pain-
ful than a bullet—and Hoot Chaney
wouldn’t even have to face another
murder charge. It was working out
better than he had hoped.

Hoot Chaney pulled back on the
reins. The big animal fought the bit.
Hoot could feel the power of rip-
pling muscles beneath his own spin-
dly legs, could smell the rank odor
of sweat from the horse’s hide. Se-
ries of little chill bumps broke out
on his neck. A streak of excitement,
of pride in a horse, raced up his
spine. Hoot Chaney hadn’t experi-
enced a feeling like that in ten years.

Neck stretched forward, the black
stallion gradually closed the gap,
pulled up closer to the lighter, nim-
bler palomino. Clyde Zimmer was a
load for any horse. He was vain, else
he would have given his place to a
slimmer man. Instead, the fat man
had fixed the difference with a hun-
dred dollars—

The sheriff had been good to Hoot.
He couldn’t put that thought from
his mind. He had taken him in, a
pe -.iless bum, fed, clothed and
armed him. This man he was racing
had hit and abused him. The ex-con-
vict could still feel the hurt of those
big knuckles. And then that day in
the courtroom. He had that account
to square yet. The little man was get-
ting all mixed up—and he’d had it
planned out so perfectly.

To hell with all this soft stuff, the
ex-convict thought. He gripped the
reins tighter, pulled back harder.

HE wavy, coal-black mane of the
stallion brushed the little man’s
cheek, like the nibble of a velvet
nose. The black snorted, fought the
bit. His powerful body strained,
fought bravely.
Something snapped then:in Hoot
Chaney’s brain. “To hell with every-
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thing, boy! Git yore mangy hide on
down the line! I'll get old Mclntyre
witi. a bullet ’stead o’ this.way! It
wouldn’t be fair to you, you big
hunk o’ worthless crowbait!”

Hoot Chaney saw the beefy lips
ot Clvie Zimmer mouth an oath as
he crept up on him, saw the glare in
his hate-filled eyes. The big man
raised his quirt then. “You damned
saddle-tramp!” he exploded. He
brought the quirt down heavily. It
bit into Hoot Chaney’s face.

The ex-convict reeled in his sad-
dle. Blood streamed down and across
his chin, lost itself in the dusty
neckerchief. It hurt like hell. Insane
rage flushed his sallow cheeks red.
I+ he shot the man now the race
would be off. He let go the handle of
his siz-gun.

The big sycamore was in sight. A
man stood out from it, held his hand
aloft. Now was the time for the big
blac’ stallion to show his stuff. Hoot
Chaney strained every nerve, leaned
for rd. Like an electric current an
impuls: of excitement ran through
his legs. He leaned nearer the out-
stretche head, whispered words into
the laid-back velvety ears.

Hoot Chaney had a way with hors-

es. The black thundered ahead. They

roared across the finish line, kick-

ing dust into Pete Carrol’s face.
The two men pulled their mounts

up a full quarter-mile beyond the
sycamore. Both slid from the saddle.

“You damned double-crossin’
tramp!” Clyde Zimmer roared, his
face congested with the blood of sud-

~ den rage. “Thought I didn’t know

you, eh? You’ve got in my way for
the last time, Chaney. I'll do some-
thin’ worse than send you to jail this
time!”

The little man’s jaw dropped. He
stared at the big rancher with widen-
ing eyes. “So it was you had me put
away !”

“Yeah! And you’d have stayed
there for all them twenty years if it
hadn’t been for Bud Mclntyre, the
old fool! He pulled some strings and
got you out!”

OOT CHANEY knew that the
man before him didn’t care

‘how much he told now. He knew

from the twitching of the fat fin-
gers that Zimmer meant to kill him.
The fat man could cook up a story,
claim self-defense. Against an ex-
convict it wouldn’t be hard.

“What you have against me, Zim-
mer?” Hoot asked, his curiosity ris-
ing. There was a deadly quality in
his flat voice. His lean fingers, held
well out from the black gun butt at
his side, were writhing, preparing
for what was to come.

“You got too nosey about that

were murdering
P
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QOakland horse deal. The marshal’s
hot breath was blowin’ down my
neck. You knew I needled that nag.
I had to get you out of the way be-
fore you made up yore mind to pro-
test the race.”” The man’s moist, fat
lips parted in a smile of self-appreci-
ation at his own cleverness. “That
mu:der, me plantin’ the thought in
a few folks’ minds that you done it,

took yore own mind off the race like

I figgered it would. Too, I had a
score to settle with old Sol Watson.
Killed two birds with one whack! I
give you a record. Now mnobody
would take yore word agin’ mine!”

Hoot asked, “Why’re you tellin’
me all this?” :

“I' gonna kill you, cowboy—
you've got in a bad habit. It don’t
pay to cross Clyde Zimmer!” There
was a crafty look in the big man’s
eves. “Ten years in the calaboose, I
figger, has slowed yore draw consid-
erable!” ;

A note of triumph came to  the
thick voice. Hoot Chaney was watch-
ing the man’s fat-embedded yes, saw
the killer-light leap into them a frac-
tion of a secongd before the fat fists
dived for the leather at his side.

As the big hand clawed for the
gun, Hoot Chaney’s slim supple fin-
gers reacheq, pulled and fired before
th . fat man’s gun had fully cleared
leather. The rancher made a motion
with his mouth as if to spit out the
bullet that had sunk deep into his
chest. His eyes popped from their
fat sockets in surprise. Clyde Zim-
mer’s knees buckled then. He slid to
the ground like a half-filled sack of
meal.

Elation swelled Hoot Chaney’s
narrow chest, filled it with gladness.
Then the little man’s eyes clouded
as pang of guilt coursed through
him. But he hadn’t let Bud Mclntyre
down. Here before him.lay the man
he had come to Limestone to kill—
wh.ther he had known it or not,

* * *

G@@OU ran a mighty good race,
Hoot!” Ex-sheriff McIntyre

called as he approached the little
man, There was a twinkle in the
mealy gray eyes. :

“You knew me, too, of course.
Reckon I been pretty dumb,” Hoot
Chaney said. “’Bout a whole lot of
things.” He dropped his head.

Br Mclntyre smiled. He looked at
the sprawled body of Clyde Zimmer.
“I never was as foxy as folks gimme
credit,” he said slowly. “I wasn’t
pr¢ ! of sendin’ you up. Somethin’
didn’t look right about the whole
thing. I suspected Zimmer, tried my
damndest to work him into it. I
couldn’t. They had a pretty strong
line of circumstantial evidence agin’
you—so the jury sent you up. But I
felt like I was the cause of it—Ilike a
man feels when he don’t pull the
tricoer at a shootin’ but has give the
order to fire.”

“Knowin’ who I was, figgerin' I
come back to get even—you took a
mig ¢y big chance lettin’® me ride
that black!” Hoot Chaney’s face was
solemn,

“Didn’t take no chance,” the old
ex-lawman smiled. “Clyde Zimmer’s
always -been a hot-head. But he was
a hand to play safe. I figgered he’'d
bribe you to lose the race. I knowed
biame well if you beat him, Clyde’s
temper would go wild and he’d prob-
ably bust out with the truth, I
knowed more about yore draw than
he did—been watchin’ you practice
it ever since you come to work for
me.” The old man struck a match to
his quirley. “Knowin’ you, and how
you feel about horses, I didn’t be-
liev: you’d lose the race—but I
couldn’t take a chance. There was
too much at stake for both of us.”

Walking over to the panting black,
the r'd mar patted the animal’s nose
fondly. He grasped the end of a
broken curb chain between sun-
cracked fingers then. “Filed it nearly
in two,” the ex-lawman said slowly.
“One good heavy pull back on the
reins and she popped!”

He looked at the little man. “This
black can’t see no other nag get
ahead of him, and he’s got a mighty
hard mouth.” Bud McIntyre grinned
slowly. There was a twinkle in his
mealy gray eyes. “It’s his only
fault—""

(THE END)
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By Ralph Berard

Sheri Holcolm didn't propose to let anything
spoil his daughter’s wedding, particularly
Holcolm’s own back traill

in his sweating horse, steadied

himself in the saddle. Gunfire
bla .d ahead in the semi-darkness.
It made a lurid flash, brighter, more
ominous, than the first faint streaks
of yellow dawn in the east.

The shrill whine of the bullet
sliced the air within inches of the
lawman’s head. Deputy Jim Cadway
overtook and passed the sheriff, re-
turning the fire of the fleeing bandit.

Sheriff Holcolm steadied himself,
rose evenly in the stirrups; the big
sixgun leveled in his hand. A new
flash of red came from the bandit.
Holcolm ignored the whining lead as
his own finger pressed trigger. The
dim silhouette of the man on the
horse ahead changed form, crumpled.
Deputy Cadway’s excited voice
drifted back, “You got him, Sheriff;
knocked him off his horse.”

Holcolm moved forward again.
Cadway had drawn in his mount. The
two lawmen advanced cautiously, rid-
ing side by side, guns ready. The
bandit was trying to get onto his
feet.

The dawn light grew stronger. The
bandit had a hard time to stand.
There seemed no longer to be any
fight in him. Holcolm dismounted
while his deputy kept the wounded
gunman covered. It took only a min-
ute to handcuff the fellow. They re-
covered his horse and got him into
the saddle.

SHERIFF Jerry Holcolm drew

£ ® L

Two hours later, after a bit of
breakfast, Holcolm went into the lit-
tle Silver River jail in the rear of his
office. He felt a bit weary and was
tremendously provoked at that be-

"

cause this was the day his daughter,
Julia, was to marry Carl Draisler.
The sheriff’s heart was set on the
wedding coming off perfectly. .. .
most everything Holcolm treasured
was tied up in Julia.

The young bandit’s wound seemed
more painful than serious. He might
not have been bad looking if he’d
cleaned up a bit. He scowled as the
lawman unlocked his cell but Holcolm
didn’t think it was a very bad scowl.

The sheriff sat down on a wooden
stool and motioned his prisoner to sit
«1 the iron cot. “You don’t look old
enough or tough enough to be robbing
banks,” he said frankly. “You must
have had help.” He leaned forward,
ran his hands more carefully over the
young bandit’s body than he had
when he’d searched him for an extra
weapon. “You got any that bank
money on you?”

The kid was afraid. He had blue
eyes and a frank open-appearing face.
“I didn’t have any help,” he growled
unconvincingly. “I ain’t got any of
the money.” ‘

Holcolm straightened back on his
stool and smiled. “What’s your name,
son? It’d be better to tell me every-
thing. I got a daughter gettin’ mar-
ried t’day; I ain’t got much time but
I hate to see a young ’un like you in
such serious trouble. Did you know
Pat Osten died? He was the banker
you shot last night.”

A startled expression leaped into
the lad’s eyes. “I never shot that
banker. I was standing guard at the
door and. . .. ” He stopped himself,
anger and fear mingling in his eyes,
as if he realized his tongue had
slipped before he could think.

Holcolm said, “You had a helper all
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right. Better come clean. Tell me all
about it.”

“Am I facing a murder charge?”
Fear was growing in the boy’s face.

“You maybe are facing a lynching,”
Holcolm said. He fell silent, sudden-
ly thinking what a lynching would
mean for Julia. You couldn’t have a
peaceful wedding in a lynch-enraged
town like Silver River might quickly
become. “Pat Osten was mighty well
liked,” he said thoughtfully, half to
himself.

“My right name’s Peter Gloring.”
The young bandit wet his lips. “My
folks needed money awful bad.”

. “Where is the money?” Holcolm
urged.

Young Gloring wet his lips again,
hesitated. ‘

ee OU AIN’T more’n seventeen
or eighteen, lad. If I could
tell folks you didn’t go in for no kill-
ing, that you surrendered as soon as
you found there’d been a murder ahd
had turned back the money....”

“IL.... I tell you, sheriff.” Glor-
ing’s hands went to his shirt. He be-
gan unbuttoning the front. “We di-
vided the money and rode in separate
directions. I had things planned out
in advance and. . . ” He pulled open
his undershirt and disclosed a band-
age across his chest like a mustard
plaster. As he ripped it aside with his
good hand, a bunch of new bilis flut-
tered out. The kid had grown excited.
His sudden exertion strained the
bandage Holcolm’s deputy had made
around his wounded shoulder. A lit-
tle blood started flowing again. Glor-
ing looked at it, grimaced with pain.
Then he turned appealing eyes on the
sheriff. “I don’t want to be hanged.”

Holcolm was busy gathering up the
bills. “Tell me about your helper,” he
demanded sternly, “an’ I'll see what
can be done.”

Holcolm counted five hundred dol-
lars in crisp new bills while Gloring
described a heavy-set dark man of
fifty he had met only the morning
before and who had made him the
proposition of robbing the bank., “My
folks needed the money,” he repeat-

ed apologetically, “and then this fel-_

low cheated me. He got four or five
thousand last night. It was him shot
the teller. I only stood guard at the
door.”

“Uh-huh.” Holcolm rubbed his chin
thoughtfully, stuffed the recovered
bank money into an inside pocket. He
asked a few more questions, then went
out and locked the cell door. When
he got to his office, he told Cadway,
“Go back and chew the rag with the
kid. He’s scared, anxious to talk. Let

‘me know what he says.”

Cadway understood. He’d fought
beside Holcolm in some tight places.
The sheriff could depend on him.

d* ok %k

Holcolm was busy for an hour. He
counted the money again and put it
away. He checked over his wardrobe
to make sure there’d be no flaw in
his personal appearance at the wed-
ding. He'd have to change clothes in
the office and. . . he was stroking his
best blue polka-dotted tie admiringly
when the door burst open.

Julia came in with a little hop-skip
step. She reached both arms up around
his neck, lifted both heels clear off
the floor, kissed him and whispered,
:;Téxis is the happiest day of my life,

a .l)

“Sure, and it should be,” Holcolm
said. He stroked her hair with his big
rough hand, blinked moisture from
his eyes. There was more behind this
getting married than Julia knew.
There was more behind it in more
ways than one. Julia was just his lit-
tle girl, his baby. She would never
know the story he’d told her about
her mother dying in thé east and him
bringing her west when she was just
a baby wasn’t true. She was his daugh-
ter, wasn’t she? It had been a big job
raising her, no job for a man to tackle
alone, specially not a man who had to
rod the law, who might not be coming
home some night,

“Ah-hh.” Holcolm sighed. That was
all over now. This was Julie’s wed-
ding day. She was marrying one of
the finest boys in the valley. “Sure,
you’re the happiest girl in the world.
You're my little Julie.” He kissed her
again, swore at himself silently for



Owlhoot Dinero % * % 49

being a sentimental old fool. “Now
run along. I'll be on time right
enough; you needn’t worry about it.”

Julia made the same little hop and
skip getting to the door. She disap-
peared down the wooden sidewalk
and, almost at the same moment, a
horseman rode up, dismounted and
tied his horse in front of the office.

OLCOLM STOOD watching

through the window, his fore-
head furrowed. There was something
vaguely familiar about the way the
stranger moved, about the way he
tied his horse. When he turned and
faced the sheriff’s door, Holcolm had
a hard time controlling an involun-
tary start. He turned abruptly from
the window, his hand fell unbidden to
the holster at his side. It was good to
feel the hard, re-assuring butt of his
sixgun as he sat down behind his old
de:”. to face the big, middle-aged
man who stalked into his office.

ThL: stranger only glancec at Hol-
co'm. He looked carefully about the
room, his eyes resting a long mo-
ment on the rear door leading to the
jail, as if to make certain the two of
them would not be interrupted. - A
threatening grin spread slowly on
his “ark face. He walked across the
little office, picked up the extra
ch . Cadway usually sat in, planted
himself in a cross-legged somewhat
insolent position a few feet in front
of the lawman’s desk. “It’s been a
leng time, hasn’t it, Swanson?”

Holcolm did not miss the cold in-
sinuation in the man’s tone. “It’s
been a long time, Caldeen,” he
agreed, “Was it you who talked the
boy I got inside into traveling the
Primrose trail last night?”

Caldeen laughed softly, gratingly.
“You wouldn’t accuse me of a low
trick like that, weuld you, sheriff?
The fact is, I don’t go in much for
anyling as crude as robbery any
morc. There’s easier and safer ways
of earning one’s daily bread.”.

“You mean the robbery and mur-
der last night was out of your usual
“course?” Holcolm insisted levelly.

“I ain’t got a lot o’ time,” Caldeen
snapped gruffly. “Where I was, what
I did last night, is something you

can guess right enought maybe but
can’t prove. I dropped in this morn-
ing for a friendly call because I
knew your Julie was gettin’ married
t’de;. I thought maybe she wouldn’t
like to hear her dear father wasn’t
her father at all and that there was
a mu-1er charge hanging over his
he: ' in parts where he came from.”

“She wouldn’t believe that,” Hol-
colm said. He was forcing himself to
cal 1 reason. This was the moment he
had always feared. The past was
catching up with him and the truth
about it was being twisted by a man
who would turn it to any savage pur-
pose his mad, criminal mind might
conceive. “I killed a beast,” he ad-
mitted in a quiet, controlled tone,
“becaus: ii T hadn’t, he’d have killed
me. People who didn’t know the
beast made the mistake of calling
him a man.”

“Never mind the yarn,” Caldeen in-
terrupted. “We haven’t much time.
Julie’s getting married in a few
hours.” g

&@ E’LL review the story,”
Holcolm said with firm fi-
nality. “I want it fresh in my mem-
ory so I'll know best what to do with
whatever scheme you’ve hatched.
This beast was a friend of yours. At
least, you’d get drunk in the same
saloons, land in the same jails on the
same rustling charges and be sus-
pected of the same killings. Maybe
you were the least bestial, or maybe
it was becsuse you had no wife that
you didn’t go home and beat her in
drunken fits of temper like Clary
Go™ -ed dic. It’s such a common and
sordid yarn that maybe you're right
in equesting we shouldn’t repeat it
but I reckon if I hadn’t interfered
the night I heard Julie screaming,
be’d have killed her, too. She still
carries the scars of that last beating
he geve her when she was still too
small to remember. I've had to lie to
her about those scars and I've done a
good job. It was only by the grace
of the Lord, I found a sawbones who
was willing to keep his mouth shut
and was able to save her while we hid
in his cabin.
“I’ve always been glad I killed the

~man who called himself Julie’s fa-
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ther because I knew I had to do it or
he’d have killed Julie and killed me,
too. It was his beatings that had
kil 7 Julie’s mother before that and
I'm glad Julie believes other stories
abou: a different kind of mother.
I’'m thankful the scars aren’t on her
fac- where they’d maybe kept her
from marry ' ng a good man.”

“Yeah, yeah,” Caldeen shrugged
impatiently. “You was always a sen-
timental fool, Swanson. You got my
sympathy and everything.” He had
drawn from his pocket a faded paper
and was unfolding it. “You can’t
prov. the killing was self-defense

any more than you can prove I-

robbed the bank last night. That job
didn’t yield big returns. I had to give
that kic five hundred. I had to hide
the _est where it might be dangerous
picking it up. I need a little ready
cas’1 for this old reward notice, sher-
itf, about two thousand dollars may-
be.” :

Holcolm sat looking at a likeness
of himself on the faded paper Cal-
deen held. Wanted For Murder, the
pl-zard read, $1000 Reward.”

“Julie would enjoy reading this,”
Caldeen said suavely.

“You’re a killer, a blackmailer,”
Halcolm said flatly. His hand start-
ed slipping toward his holster. His
eyes did not leave the wicked bead-
like eyes of the man before him. Cal-
deen had an air-tight case against
him. The placard with his picture
was something he couldn’t explain
away. But with his gun he could get
it from Caldeen or they would find
him dead here on the floor behind
the desk. ~ .

-I.olcolm’s eyes had become little
mol .. sparks of red. His right hand
already firmly held the butt of his
gun. Through clenched teeth, he
said, “I didn’t think you’d be such a
fool, Swanson. You ain’t got a chance
of killing me. Even if you did, you’d
never be able to explain why you did
it. “Te killing you won’t do Julie
mucli good because I'll still have this
poster. That’ll justify my act.”

Holcolm’s hand came up slowly.
There was no gun in it. “You got the
advantage,” he admitted slowly. “It’s
just a matter of money and I guess
I can afford to pay.”

OLCOLM rose, stood still a

moment, sighed like a very old
and .ery tired man. He’d saved his —
pennies a long time. There was mon-
ey in the safe; almost enough to meet
Caldeen’s demand. “I only got about
eighteen hundred here. I got more
in the bank.”

“T’ll take eighteen hundred,” Cal-
deen snapped. “The bank’s a bit short
right now.”

Holcolm kneeled by the little iron
safe, counted out all that was there.
He handed the money to Caldeen and_
Caldecen gave him the reward poster.
Caldeen laughed his satisfaction,
pccketed the money and walked from
the office.

Holcolm glanced -at the old clock
behind his desk, then stepped to the
rear door and called Cadway. He
gave” Cadway brief instructions,
started unhitching his suspenders
and reachec for his best trousers in
the little clothes closet.

& * ]

Sheriff Jerry Holcolm was pretty
nervous walking down the aisle of
the little Silver River church. It was
a new experience for him. He had a
lot of things on his mind. He felt
sure Cadway could carry out the as-
signment he had given. . . .but—

It was a big thrill and relief when
Carl Draisler kissed Julie up there
by the altar. Realizing how happy
Julie was made the sheriff doubly
anxious to get back to his office.
Nothing must happen to spoil things
now.

When Holcolm got there Caldeen
was locke' tight in the cell next to
Peter Gloring just as the sheriff had
planned. Cadway had deputized two
helpers and taken no chances. They’d
corr up on Caldeen from three sides,
covering him before he could grab
for a gun. They’d searched him right
there o Main Street and recovered
five hundred dollars in nice new bills
that had been stolen from the bank
the night beiore.

Holcolm stood in front of Cal-
deen’s cell and spoke loud enouch
for Gloring in the adjoining cell to
hear. “Your mistake,” he said, “was
when you took the five hundred dol-

(Continued On Page 92)



“You']ll get out of that chair and
come with mel”
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By Charles D). Richardson, Jr.

"Tombstone”™ Tolly's heart was just about ready to quit— but his morale
‘was as steady as ever!

HERE are times when a doctor

wishes he were just plain
8 John Doe, citizen. Then he
wouldn’t be compelled to bog a man
down with bad news such as Deoc
Finclicomb, medico of Thistle Bend,
how wa" obligated to do.

Doc Finchcomb laid aside his
stethoscope, studied the little man
before him gravely. “Tombstone”
Tolly was a forlorn-looking speci-
men, thin, bared chest shivering in
the coolish room. Tolly had round-
ed shoulders, and his head was mar-
ble smooth. He hadn’t a tooth he
could grind mush on. But he was
Doc Finchcomb’s best friend and had
helped the latter set up business.

Doc felt like a heel to have to tell
him the truth.

“Guess I need a drink,” the beefy
physician murmured. He went over
to the medicine cabinet.

Tombstone Tolly followed him
with rheumy eyes. The aged ranch-
er had ridden in to get something for
the pain in his chest. Tombstone was
anx’ us to return to his Circle LB
spread because of the recent trouble
he’d had with rustlers.

“Dammit, Doc,” he said, rubbing
his prominent ribs, “Gimme some
pills and tell me what to do. I ain’t
got time to burn.”

Doc Finchcomb lowered his glass.
He wiped his lips with the back of

51
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his hand. Then he looked at Tomb-
stor.e Tolly.

“Tombstone,” he said quietly, “You
won’t be needing no pills.”

Tombstone’s face lit wup.
mean I kin go home now?”

“I mean,” Doc said, “there’s noth-
ing I can do for you. Tombstone,
you've got a very bad heart.”

Tolly’s expression remained set.
His gray old eyes registered neither
surprise nor alarm. Quietly, he
slipped on his shirt. “I been expect-
in’ i%. Let’s have the details.”

Finchcomb went on to explain
hev' old age, continued over-exertion
in the struggle with rustler raids, fi-
nally had weakened the organ to the
place where it could not perform its
function. Anytime, Tombstone might
drop over. Two minutes from now or
n aybe not for several months.

“You might last a year, if you take
it easy,” Doc concluded. “Tomb-
stone, I wish there was something I
could do.” 2

Tombstone Tolly looked up. He
tightened his gunbelt, smiled faintly.

“You

“Skip it,” he said. “You got wor-.

ries of your own. Well, I reckon I'll
be goin’. Got a little deal on with
a gent named Sackett. Owe that jas-
per somethin’. Since it ain’t certain
how long I’ll last, I want to set my
affairs straight. So long, Doc. Next
time we meet may be in heaven; if
I'm lucky enough.”

Doc Finchcomb stared after the
retreating figure. The rancher was
making for Ham Roan’s Hardware
store across the street. Ham and old
Tombstone had known each other
since childhood, and Ham never sent
Telly a bill for anything. Tombstone
Tolly always paid ‘his debts some-
how. i

2OC FINCHCOMB gave a start.
Debts? Tombstone Tolly owed
something to the man who was be-
hind all his present trouble. That
man was Bull’s-eye Sackett, gunny
leader of the rustler band. And
Tombstone had mentioned settling
things with him. Only one answer to
that; Tombstone Tolly meant to
meet Sackett in a gunsmoke show-
down.
Tolly had as much chance in a

gunduel with Bull’s-eye Sackett as a
celluloid cat in hell. Bull’s-eye lived
up to his peculiar nickname. He took
pride in the fact that he unfailingly
drilled his victims right through the
heart. A difficult target, only for ex-
perts.

“By Judas!” -

Doc Finchcomb sprang to his feet.
He pulled dewn an old gunbelt with
holstered .45 from the wall. He buck-
led it on hastily. “By Judas,” he said,
as if the rows of bottles, papers and
instruments on his desk could hear
him, “Tombstone Tolly may not have
long to live, but I ain’t aiming to see
that time cut short by a slimy snake.”

A he scuttled through the dust,
Doc realized what he was up against.
Bull’s-eye Sackett had the whole
town, including the sheriff, buffa-
lowed. Sackett ran the “Thistle Bend
Sal on, as well as the Diamond Box
spread up Orinoco way. Hard fisted,
a wizard at gunplay, Bull’s-eye
forced the smaller ranchmen and
romesteaders to sell out. If they re-
fused, Sackett and his gang rustled
their herds.

B :II’s-eye had singled out Tomb-
stone as a special victim because of
the latter’s grit and spunk. Tomb-
stone openly defied Sackett, ordered
him off his ranch the day the latter
had made him the ridiculous offer of
five hundred dollars for the Circle
LB. Tk> next night the Sackett gang
rustled a third of Tolly’s herd.

Torabstone’s spread had the best
grazing land in the district and
Bull’s-eye Sackett meant to have it.

Sheriff Ben Gideon was dozing in
his swivel chair when Doc burst in.
“Ben,” the medico said, “I've got a
damned important job for you.” He
proceeded to tell the lawman about
Tombstone.

“You know Tombstone,” Doc fin-
ished. “He’ll go through hell and
brimstor = for what he’s set his mind
on. Even if it means losing his life.
And Ben, sure as you're sitting
there, that’s just what it will mean.”

The sheriff yawned. He avoided
the other’s eyes. “Don’t see how to
stop it. You say Tombstone’s liable
tc die any time from a bum pump.
Reckon we might as well lay low

and—"
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Doc Finchcomb’s six-shooter
whipped in Gideon’s face.

“You and me are going in to Sack-
ett’s place and stop that killing,” Doc
said grimly. “Tombstone’s bound to
die, but it won’t be by Sackett’s dirty
paws. Get out of that chair, Gideon.”

Grumbling about contempt of law
and “poking your nose in other
geni’s business,” the sheriff never-
theless scraped to his feet. Doc had
a hard look in his eyes that brooked
no argument. The two men went out
int) the street.

As they entered the Thistle Bend
Saloon, Gideon managed to get ahead
of Doc, mingling with the crowd of
cowpokes and miners. Doc cursed at
the sight of the lawman talking ex-
citedly with the giant owner. Doc
could read the gist of the conversa-
tion from the expressions on the two
men’s faces. :

“He’s putting Bull’s-eye on guard,”
Finchcomb grated. ‘“Not ordering
him to lay off. The damn yellow
skunk! Now I've got to head off
Tombstone before it’s too late.”

™ SEEMED hours before the pa- °

thetic figure of Tombstone Tolly
dragged itself through the batwing
doors and stood in the light of the
smoking lamps. Tombstone seemed
tec have difficulty in getting a full
breath. He was clutching at his flan-
nel shirt front.
Doc rushed over to him.
“Tombstone! Sackett and his
skunks are laying for you! That
louse of a sheriff talked, after I
tried to get his help. Don’t try a gun-

pla now, Tombstone, even if you
ain’t got long to live. Don’t give
Bull’s-eye the satisfaction—"

Tombstone shook him off. When
he spoke, his voice was fringed with
ice. . _
“Stay out of this, Doc. It’s gonna
be mighty unhealthy around here in
the next few minutes and I don’t
want you hurt. You clear out pronto,
Doc, understand?”

Doc Finchcomb watched Tomb-
stone Tolly go to his death. There
wasn’t a chance in the world of
Tombstone’s beating Bull’s-eye to
the draw. The rancher was well up in
years, his fingers had lost their agil-
ity. Sackett would drop him like
lightning. '

The doctor drew his own weapon.
“First move Bull’s-eye makes for his
hip,” he promised himself, “will be
his last.”

Finchcomb felt a sickening blow
on his head and he sank to his knees,
stunned. Joe Branch, Sackett’s lan-
ky henchman, moved in front of him
and he held a siz-gun by the muzzle.
Branch bent and removed Doc’s gun.

““he boss likes a clear field in his
gun duvels,” Joe Branch said, grin-
ning. :

Doc stared numbly across the
room. Tombstone Tolly was at the
bar now, standing in spraddle-legged

- defiance before the salocon owner,

“Bull’s-eye Sackett,” he was say-
ing clearly, “You've done your best
to ruin me. Youw've rustled my herd,
gun-whipped me and my waddies
when we put up a kick. You figured
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you’d broke me for keeps and you’re
about right. I'm livin’ on borrowed
time. But before I go out, I'm set-
tling with you, you polecat, for all
the hell you’ve causéd me.”

Bull’'s-ey. Sackett’s expressionless
green eyes narrowed. He grinned and
the rest in the room read the death
sign in that grin. Everyone in the
saloon, with the exception of Bull’s-
eye and his men, Finchcomb and the
aged Tolly, made a general rush for
the batwing doors, Sheriff Gideon
reaching them first.

Bull’s-eye Sackett moved a little
to the right.

“So,” the saloonman drawled, “the
coyote acquires a new set of guts.
Better get back to home and slippers,
grandpa. You've bit off more than
you can chaw, this time.”

Tombstone’s seamy hand trembled,
dipped for his holster.

“Cut the clownin’,
hissed, “And go for your gun

Sackett,” he

'!’

T WAS like the flight of an ar-

row, the way Bull’s-eye Sackett’s
hand sped  hipward. Sackett’s .45
leaped to his waist, coughing. Doc
Finchcemb, staring horror-fixed be-
side the gunman Branch, saw Tolly’s
right arm jerk, a black hole suddenly
appear in the shirt sleeve. Then the
saloonman’s weapon was kicking
again, and the bullet entered Tolly’s
left arm. :

Bull’s-eye Sackett chuckled.

“Ordinarily,” he said amusedly, “I
drop ’em;with the first shot. Feel
like takin’ it easy tonight. Spring fe-
ver, I reckon. Ho-hum.”

Tombstone Tolly retained his hold
ot his gun with effort. He coughed
up a red froth. He strove futilely to
raise the gun. “Get you yet,” he
whispered.

Sackett took deliberate aim. “Keep
your eyes on that shirt pocket of
Tolly’s, boys. Right over his heart.
Look sharp, and you’ll see a little
black hole appear plumb center—”"

Doc Finchcomb heard the gun
bark, he saw the distinct flack of the
pocket of Tombstone’s flannel shirt,
then the fat doctor knew no more.
The room seemed to bulge out every
whici way. A deafening explosion

drew tables, chairs, and men into the

air, «nd flung them against the walls.

Joe Branch was bowled over like
a tenpin. He fell across Finchcomb’s
unconscious form. A few Sackett
meu ran yelling from the now blaz-
ing building. Others lay still where
they had fallen.

Doc Finchcomb finally came
around, slid out from beneath the
heavy Joe Branch. He stared at the
wreckage about him.. :

The place was a mess of men,
splintered bottles and furniture.
Bodies draped over the rafters,
sprawled on the bartop. In the far
corner, the huge shape of Bull’s-eye
Sackett slumped, his big, apelike
head lolling on a broken neck. He
looked oddly like a puppet doll,
car. »ssly cast aside. :

Tombstone Tolly lay a bit apart
from the rest. The little man’s body
was torn almost beyond recognition,
but Doc Finchcomb forced himself
to look. Tombstone wore a smile,
like that of one who has accom-
plished much, and now was willing
to call it a day. The pain creases, so
cften present in his forehead, now
were ironed out. :

“Game old cuss,” murmured Doc.
“Bu: what caused the explosion?”

Ham Roan, the heavyset hardware
store owner, barged in.

“Good Lord!” he said glaring at the
wie k. “I told Tombstone to be care-
ful of them T. N. T. capsules. He
said he wanted ’em for blowin’
stumps on his spread. Dang fool
slipped a dozen of the capsules in
his shirt pocket and—"

Doc Finchcomb looked again at
Tombstone’s calm face and nedded.
He knew now that Tolly had delib-
erately loaded himself with the ex-
plos've to trap Sackett who would
drill him before he could scratch
leather. Tombstone, who could have
hurled the deadly capsules at Bull’s-
eye and saved himself, chose the hard
way. Tombstone craved the grim
irony involved with the act of invit-
ing Sackett’s gunplay, the play that
would be the finish of them both.

“Yeah,” Doc repeated softly, “A
game pigeon.”

(THE END)



DEATH LOADS
THE STICK

By CLIFF CAMPBELL

Guns can't break the power of the printed word!

HAT midnight a slight breeze
came down from the snow-
tipped peaks of the Bearpaws,

bringing its cool touch to the heavy
jo 7els of Jack Hartman as he went
through the alley back of old Henry
Rakestraw’s printing establishment.
But if the heavy-set saloonman felt
the breeze his heated features did
not show it; he had killed a few men
befo.e but it had not affected him
like this.

He ran a pudgy finger around the
inside of his silk collar, the heavy
diamond that circled the finger re-
flecting tiny facets of light from the
waning moon. Then the assuring
weight of the heavy .45 in his coat
pocket brought a tight smile to his
thick lips. He looked at the back of
the old mar’s print shop.

The blind was pulled low but a
crack of lamplight showed under it.
That mean’ that old Rakestraw was
worki .g late putting the final touch-
es on tomorrow’s Independent. It
was but the work of a moment to fit
the key to the back-door’s lock and
step insid~.

Old Rakestraw was seated on a
high stool at his bench. He turned
when Jack Hartman entered but he
did not get off the stool. Hartman
took in the room with one glance.
Rakestraw was alone; he had been
working on a stick of type, setting it
by hand. :

“How’d you get in?” asked Rake-
straw.

Hartman said, “Through the door.
Can’t you see?”

“But I have the only key in town
that fits that door.”

“You did have the only key,” cor-
rected Hartman. “When you were

85

out for supper one of my men.
slipped over and took a mold of the .
lock.”

“Then he made a key?”

Hartman nodded. “He’s purty good
at thac. In fact, he made a key that
got hiia outa the pen. My men are
purty useful, old man.” °

Rakestraw nodded slowly. The full
significance of Hartman’s coming
ha’ soaked into him. Hartman, he
knew, meant to kill him. But if Hart-
man expected to see fear in Rake-
straw’s eyes he was mistaken. Those
eves were emotionless. They were
the serene eyes of a man who had
met many situations and conquered
them; they unnerved Hartman
slightly. :

“I reckon they sure are,” said
Rakestraw. “They can make other
things besides keys. They can change
the brands on cattle an’ rob banks an’
stages an’ light fires. Yes, an’ some
of them seem pretty handy with
their guns, too.”

“You forgot somethin’)
Har man.

“Yeah? An’ that?”

“T _y make good editorial copy,
too.” Hartman lifted the .45 from his
pocket. The gun had a silencer and
that made it look bigger. Old Rake-
straw’s hand stopped halfway to the
closed drawer of his bench. “Just
leave your gun in that drawer, Rake-
straw !”

Ra:estraw drew his hand back,
empty. “So you came to kill me,
huh?”

“I have to kill you,” breathed Hart-
man. “You make me kill you, ol’ man.
I've warned you too many times al-
ready. If you had thrown your paper
into line with me and the Frontier-

> reminded
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street bunch we could clean up; but
you didn’t. You took it upon your-
self to bring what you call ‘law an’
order’ into Lone Pine. You crossed
ny path too many times. An’ now
you’re goin’ pay for it!”

» AKESTRAW sat there, look-
8@ ing at the gun. Hartman saw
that, even though the man looked
into the jaws of death, there was lit-
tle change in him. His meouth was a
little tighter and his eyes had nar-
rowed slightly. Outside of that his
demeanor had changed little. A feel-

ing of admiration started to grow in-

Hartman but he put it down sud-
denly.

Rakestraw turned on the stool and
went to work with his type. “You'll
never get away with it,” he said.

“Why not?”

“Somebody’ll hear the report.”

Hartman laughed softly. “Not with
this silencer on my gun. And if it
does make any noise the sounds from
Frontier street’ll kill it out.”

Rakestraw made no answer and
Hartman was silent for a long mo-
ment. The sounds of Frontier street
—a block away—came seeping
through the thin walls. Hartman
made no move to break into it. It
was a mixture of sounds: drunken
shouts, blurry music, and then two
gunshots punctuated it. The silence
was heavy for a long moment and
then the revelry went into action
again.

“Another man killed,” said Rake-
straw. “Killed in the lair of the devil,
killed in a hell-hole spawned by sin
and avarice and greed. Life is cheap
on your street, Hartman.”

“Life is always cheap,” said Hart-
men. A sudden irritation rose in him.
He’d get this over with and be gone.
Ee’d spent too much time now. He
eared the hammer back and the click
brought Rakestraw lcoking up from
his type.

“You could have sent one of your
hired gunhands to kill me.”

Hartman’s voice was husky. “I've
reserved that for myself. Nobody but
me will eve~ know an’ I'll never talk.
A hired hand might get drunk, or get
ccld feet, an’ do some waw-wawin’.”

“I’ve been expectin’ you before.”

‘Hartman

“I've given you time,” said Hart-
man. “Thought mebbe you’d get
some brains in your skull an’ give
vp your reformation campaign. Then
I heard today you was enlistin’ the
preacher an’ the sheriif to join
hands an’ start a vigilance commit-
tee. You seem awful interested in
that story you’re settin’. That the
one about the committee?”

“It’s locked up already.” Rake-
stravy nodded toward a case filled
with type. Hartman glanced at it and
then pulled the trigger. The gun
made a small crackle and old Rake-
straw slid forward against his desk.
He hung that way for a long moment
and then his muscles relaxed and he
slid to the floor without disturbing
his stick of type. He landed hard on
the floor and Hartman moved over
and looked down on him.

" .E sight was sickening but it

. brought no change to Hartman’s
features. Rakestraw was dead. No
man can live with a bullet tearing out
his “rains. Despite his huge bulk,
worked quickly. Rake-
straw’s gun was in the drawer. It, too
was a .45, and he kicked a bullet out
of it, put it in his pocket. Then he
took the spent bullet from his own
gun and crammed it into Rake-
strew’s. Stooping, he pushed the gun
into the old man’s limp right hand,
curling the fingers around the stock.
Hartman straightened, breathing a
little too heavily, and gave the pic-
ture a cursory glance. Suicide would
be the verdict.

E: picked the loaded case of type
up and unlocked it, dumping its con-
tents into the hell box. Nobody
wuuld ever read that story. The copy
was on a hook beside the proof roll-
er; he took it, glanced at it, crammed
it inco his pocket. The type was, of
course, upside down, but Hartman
could read it rather rapidly.

What he read made a wide smile
grow on Hartman’s lips. Old fool,
had been setting want ads. There
were about nine lines in the stick and
Hartman read about six of them
when the knocking on the door in-
terrupted him.

“Gpen up, dad,” a girl’s voice said.

“Here’s your lunch.”
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Hartman moved silently to the back
doo:, and went outside. He tested the
door, seeing it was locked. Then he
went down the alley and halted in
the shadows and watched the girl
who was now pounding desperately
on the front door. A stocky figure of
a man came out of the night and
halted beside the girl.

“What’s the matter, Miss Julie.”

“Dad’s in there an’ he won’t open
the - door. Sheriff, there must be
something wrong.”

Sheriff Watson pounded on the
door. “Open up, Rakestraw.” A
crowd was growing around the pair
and Hartman moved forward and
joined it. Watson called four times
and then bulled his heavy shoulder
against the panel. The second time
the door crashed inward and Watson
plunged into the room. Hartman en-
tered with the townsmen. When he
got inside Julie Rakestraw was
kneeling beside her father and weep-
ing. Watson got her to her feet and
two men took her outside. Men
stared at the dead man and held their
tongues in awe.

Hartman spoke. “What happened,
sheriff?”

Watson was kneeling beside Rake-

straw. He glanced up at Hartman,

making no effort to hide his dislike.
“What do you think?” he asked cyn-
ically. :

Hartman shrugged. “He’s killed
himself.” -

Somebody said, “It sure looks like
it, Sheriff.” The man scratched his
head thoughtfully. “But it doesn’t
see' « reasonable. O’ Rakestraw was
a fi<'ter an’ I can’t imagine him go-
in’ out this way.”

Sheriff Watson got to his feet and
walked to ithe back door and tested
it, “Locked,” he muttered. :

“S icide, then,” said another man.

' ATSON looked at Hartman
and Hartman felt his blood
move slightly. Then he held his emo-
tions: he had nothing to fear..He had
taken the precaution to hide the .45
and silencer back in the alley. All he
had was his hideout gun—a derrin-
ger—up his right sleeve.
“You're on the wrong side of
town, Hartman,” said Watson.

‘her-, Hartman

Hartman said, “This is a free coun-
try, fella.”

TlLeir gazes locked and both, felt
the other’s hate. A man moved for-
ward, evidently intending to move
old Rakestraw’s body, and Watson
said, “Leave him there, Jim.” The
man moved back,

Still Watson stood looking at the
dead man. His eyes lifted then and
rested briefly on the stick of type.
Then he walked over to the press and
Hartman’s heart, for some reason,
started beating more steadily. The
pt ~ was empty and Watson looked
at the frame that Hartman had emp-
tied into the hell box. ;

“Funny,” he said softly. “I was in

‘here twenty minutes ago and ol

Rakostraw had that form full an’
ready to print. Now it’s in the hell
box.” He shook his head sadly.
“Musta butched it up an’ decided to
re-set it.”

“Suicide,” a man murmured.

Watson nodded. Hartman had seen
enough; he turned to leave. He was
almost to the door when Watson’s
voice whirled him arcund. “Come
"’

Something icy cold gripped Hart-
man’: spine. He stood and looked
at Watson. “What do you want?”

“Come here,” said Watson.

Hartman shrugged and grinned at
a man. “Have to humor the nitwit,”
he said. He made his exterior a
smooth easy mask but inside his guts
were a tight ball. He went over to
Watson and said, “Well, tin star?”

“Can you read a stick of type?”

“A little. Why?”

“Read that stick.”

Hartman looked cooly at Watson.
“You gone crazy?” Nevertheless he
read and as he read his impatience
and nervousness grew. He skimmed
through the want ad and his eyes
riveted on the last few lines. The full
significance of them wavered into
his brain and froze into rigid lines
of doom. ;

Hartman moved quickly. His right
hand rose and the derringer squirted
lead. The bullet caught Watson in
the shoulder. Watson’s gun was ris-
ing and Hartman shot again. Only
this time his bullet went into the

(Continued On Page 90)
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Turn to Page 94 for Answers

1. If you wanted a dogie, how
would you go about getting it?
Set a-trap for it
Put salt on its tail
Rope it
Fish for it

2. When the trapper said he was

going to “raise hair” he meant that
ke was going to

scalp an Indian

skin an animal

plant a garden

get a hair-cut

3. Which }expression was used in
the Wild West to mean sudden and
violent death?

Cash in

Pass out

Kick the bucket

Die with the rawhides on

4, Between 1840-1880 the expres-
sicn “gone to Texas” became famous
for the simple reason that

Texas was a good State to set-
tle in

everyone went there

there was no other place to go

it was a refuge for the w11d
and lawless

5. Which of these did the west-
erner cover with when he slept in a
Tuscon bed?

A mattress
The sky

§

A tarp
Blankets

6. The word baile means dance,
but what did bronco baile mean fifty
years ago?

A madhouse

A wild horse dance
A stag dance

An Indian dance

7. To the prospector, belly timber
meant
food
the ribs
heavy logs
stunted shrubbery

8. Mexican cowbys are called
muchachos
gauchos
cowboys
vaqueros

9. The trapper gave the name
plew to his
beaver skins
buffalo gun
bedding
buckskin suit

10. Mexican iron, extensively used
on the frontier seventy-five years
ago, was the material known as

iron
wood
rawhide
tin
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Here is another Tall one by
The aquthor of "”Bronc-Bustin’
Gobbler,” etc.

JOE AUSTELEL SRALL

IM JENKINS steps out of the

S Rusty Bucket Saloon and
stands there sizing up the rest-
ers scattered up and down the board-
walk, He’s swaying hindways and
to the sides a little, and there’s that
blissful smile on the old maverick’s
face. '

Sim hasn’t stepped ocut quite far
enough from the swinging batwing
doors. One claps him sharply on the
right hind pocket, and Sim jerks
frontward sort of crazy. He glances
back then and kicks out with his left
foot.
little then and whinneys like a scared
horse. The street resters laugh, and
Sim puts on some more show, making
out like he’s a nervous nag and is
scared of that swinging door.

Shug Saunders looks at me and
shakes his head sadly.

“Look at him now,” Shug grieves.
“ ‘Leven months ago he’as one of the
best cow hands and chaparral racers
in Soapstone County! Now,” Shug’s
eyes clouds, “he’s ‘the leading bar fly
in the whole state!”

We both shake our head together.
It’s bad to see an old friend sliding
into the slaughter house like that—
’specially a member of the famous
Scrub Cak Ranch. Old Bill Shanks
started that ranch forty-one years
ago with me and Shug and Sim as his
hands. He never added or fired a
hand, and we never changed jobs in
all the forty years it lasted. It got
to be a sort of legend thing there in
Soapstone County, the way folks got

Sim shies out to the side a.
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to talking about it. And we aimed
to keep it up for another forty years,
but Sim got a couple too many under
his belt before the chaparral race last
year and busted up the whole thing.
Like the rest of us, Sim’s taken it
pretty hard. But he can’t help things
any by biting the stopper like he has.

After his show’s over, Sim walks
on down the boardwalk toward us.
There’s a silly smile on his face. He
sees us and nods his hello. Then Sim
stops sudden, spraddies his legs and
dodges back like a bronc meeting the
wrong end of a polecat. He grasps
Shug’s arm and points up that nar-
row alley between the Rusty Bucket
and Lard Bagget’s feed store. There’s
a wild look in the man’s eyes.

“How many snakes do you see
yonder, Shug?” he asks, his lips tight
as he waits for the verdict.

HUG winks sericus at me. I

reckon he figures it’s about time-

we started scaring Sim up over that

heavy drinking. It might make him

quit. I’d heard of such things before.

“Five, ain't they, Mournful?” he
looks at me to stand hishand.

“Yeah, they’s five,” I say. “Big
devils too, ain’t they, Shug?”
“Five?” Sim says unbelieving, He

looks bumfuzzled. “I could a’sworn
I saw just three! Guess. I need an-
other drink!” Sim turns around then
and walks back toward the Rusty
Bucket, wiping his head with a
sweaty bandana as he goes.

“Shug,” I say, after I watch Sim
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stumble back through the batwing
doors, “we got to do somethin’ about
that ’poke. Maybe it wouldn’t put Bill
Shani:s back on his Scrub Oak
spread, but it would at least keep an
old time saddle friend from goin’
slap to the dogs.”

“We ought to do somethin’ all
right,” Shug admits. “But what?”

“I’'m thinkin’,” I say as we walk on
toward the Rusty Bucket.

Hugh Bankston is there, leaning

his belly against the bar, and watch--

ing Sim with a sort of smirk on his
face. Sim hasn’t seen the Soggy Bis-
cuit owner yet, but pretty soon he

dces. I know there is going to be
trouble then. So Shug and me close
in fast.

Sim stops in mid-motion, like his
nose is ahout to nudge the sharp end
of a wasp, when he sees Hugh Bank-
ston. He stands there a minute, stiff
as a tombstone. Then the tall ’poke
rumbles out a beller from way down
deep. He grabs the slim end of a rye
bottle and starts toward the big man.
I see Hugh Bankston’s nervous hand
dip uneasily, and I dive for Sim. It’s
not that I want to stave off a licking
for Bankston. I'm just afraid he’ll
throw a slug at Sim and call it self
defense.

But Shug has already beat me to it.
He hangs the top sole of a boot in
the way of Sim’s progress, and the
poke falls heavily. He bumps his
head on the footrail and goes out
pretty enough.

“Can’t hold his likker, eh?” Banks-
ton smiles and relaxes. “Used to be
a'right good racer too.”

“Still is the best blamed racer in
this here county!” I say, my face
warming over.

“He didn’t show up so good last
year,” Bankston smiles again. This
one is a slow and devilish smile.

ET
of that race last year, and we know
it; and he tricked old Bill Shanks
slick out of the Scrub Oak spread.
Bankston guyed old Bill about hav-
ing a sorry bird and handler. He got
old Bill whopping mad—and all the

MAKES me and Shug see red.

Hugh Bankston tricked us out

time he was feeding the Scrub Oak
ramrod on that funny acting whiskey.
Old Bill got a little reckless for the
first time in his life. He knew blamed
well that this bird of ours could win,
Too, the likker was warming him up
fast. His hot temper and dislike of
Hugh Bankston on top of that done
the trick. He bet the Scrub Oak
Spread against half of Hugh Bank-
ston’s bigger ranch on that race.
Well, Sim took a few drinks with
what we later figured to be one of
Bankston’s paid dirties and when he
walked out on the track, S%m was
weaving like a hungry spider. He
got too anxious and loud with his
bird and lost the race. 0Old Bill
moved to his brother’s ranch up on
the Yellow Fork then, and we got
jobs with other outfits. We wouldn’t
work for Hugh Bankston after a deal
like that. Even yet, every time we
think of the look on old Bill Shanks’

. face when he pulled out north that

day, it makes me and Shug and Sim
want to plant a roll of lead some-
where inside that fat belly Bankston
totes around.

“He can still outrace anything you
got to show!” I throw at Bankston
as a comeback to him saying Sim
didn’t show out good last year.

“Wouldn’t want to back up your
holler with something solid, would
yuh?” The big blubber bag laughs
again. “I’ll match anything you put
up !)’

Shug looks at me quickly. The
color drains from his face. “I got a
ranch in South Texas I might match
against the Scrub Oak if you’re not
just battin’ your gums to show off!”

Hugh Bankston’s face flushes a

- little after he gets over blinking out

a quick sparkle of surprise. Hugh
is a man who plays to the crowds.
He’d rather lose every dollar he owns
than be known to back down on
something—especially to a two-bit
cowboy.

“I think you’re braggin’,” Banks-
ton says when he gets over the jolt.
“But if you can show me papers on
such a ranch, I’ll make the bet.”

“It’s a deal then,” Shug drawls

- slowly. The big cowboy looks like
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he’s just seen his own skeleton walk
across the bar room floor.

“Why you old reprobate!” I say
light-like as we come out of the
Rusty Bucket and mosey down the
boardwalk. “What'cha been tryin’ to
do—hold out on us? You ain’t really
got a ranch there, have you, Shug?”

I get serious on that last sentence,

figuring this is no time for jokes—
especially about a ranch in South
Texas. It’s not right to get a man’s
hopes up like that, even Shug’s best
pal, which is me.

“No, I haven’t—exactly,” Shug en-
lightens. “But I will have. Got a
uncle down around Live Oak that’s
willed his ranch to me. He aims to
die in a year or so. Might get him to
make the papers out to me now—not
to be good until he kicks off. Unk’s
a pretty good old cuss. He’ll do it
if he knows it’s important enough.
By puttin’ up our hosses, guns, all
spare cash, and everything else we
got, it ought to match worth with the
Scrub Oak. Bankston might bet on
a deal like that.”

“You're takin’ a mighty big risk,
Shug,” I say serious.

Shug Saunders leans agin a hitch-
ing post. He looks out across the
dusty streets of Clay Station. Shug
don’t say anything for a long time.

“Yes, I am,” the big poke finally
drawls. “But 'twould sure be nice to
work a man’s time out on a ranch
like the Scrub Oak, and for a man
like old Bill Shanks. ...”

WHEN we step into the Rusty
Bucket again, it’s like we've
had all the dead hide peeled off us
and come out new men. Our eyes
are sparkling, and there’s a sudden-
ness to our talk. ~Sim has got his
eyes behind him again and is pouring
arother drink.

“Don’t do it, Sim!” Shug says.
“Don’t drink no more!” Then he
tells Sim what we’ve got in mind.

“The slim poke’s eyes look excited.
“I’ll do it!” He says resolved. “I’ll
race him again. Have a drink, boys.
Le’s celebrate!”

Reasoning, threatening, talking——it

den’t do any good. Sim’s got to

give up drinking; that’s a known
fact. But Sim’s too easy going, and
likker’s already got too hard a hold
on him. Sim means to. He’s always
gonna quit after the next drink.

“That’s our one drawback,” I say
to Shug as we walk down the street
again trying to figure something out.
“I don’t think we can make him quit
likker!”

“Ain’t but one way to do it as I
see,” Shug says after figuring a spell.
“We got to scare it out of him.
That’s the only way we ever got any-
thing out of him before. Come on.”

We walk back into the Rusty
Bucket, and there is Sim leaning

Jback in a chair with his feet propped

up on the little partition that sep-
arates the store part of the business
and the bar. He’s asleep and snor-
ing right sharply. Shug studies
awhile, smiles and winks at me. He
walks over and whispers something
into Bud Turner’s ear. The Rusty
Bucket owner smiles and glances at
Sim. He disappears for a minute,
When he comes back, Bud’s got a
little drill and a screw driver in his
hands.

Shug goes to work. He drills a
couple of holes from the other side
of the partition straight toward Sim’s
feet. When they barely break
through, Shug reaches for the screw-
driver. He takes a couple of wood
screws and sends them tight through
these holes and into the soles of
Sim’s boots. The likkered poke don’t
even wake up while we press his boot
soles to the wall so the screws will
catch. =

Shug motions to one of the on-
lookers then and a smiling cowpoke
bumps against Sim’s chair. 5

“Git out of the way!” he says
strong.

Sim opens his eyes, shakes his head
and says simply. “Aw, hesh up!”

Sim stretches then, gapes and
humps his back like he aims to get
up. The slim' poke looks surprised,
blinks his eyes, rairs back, and humps
big this time. He hollers then.

“My gawd, boys!” Sim allows, star-
ing blare-eyed at his feet, “I’'m plumb
paralyzed! Can’t even move my
legs!”
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Me and Shug move over in a hurry.

“I knowed it would come to this,”
Shug opines serious. “It’ll do it ever
time when a man drinks that rotgut
likker too long!”

“Hold him steady!” I caution Shug.
“Maybe with a good night’s rest he’ll
come out of it.”

According to plan, Bud Turner is
already around behind the partition.
He loosens the screws when we
knuck the wall twice. We take Sim
- to the back room then, making care-
ful to hold his legs stiff.

The slim poke is taking it pretty
hard.

“I'll never take another swaller_

long as I live!” he declares. “I
rather it’d a ’kilt me than to left me
stove up to where I can’t never take
another step. My gawd, boys! It’s
« turrible! Take it easy there! My
legs hurt clean up to the roots!” -

@IM JENKINS is a right happy
man when he wakes up next

morning and finds out that he can
walk again.

“Sometimes it'll act that way,”
Shug explains. * “That’s just the
first stages. It hits you for awhile
and then lets go. But if a man keeps
on drinking—wham!" It’ll hit some-
time and won’t let go!”

“It ain’t gonna hit me no more!”
Sim allows. “I won’t give it a
chance. I don’t aim to walk around
the rest of my life on a wheel chair.
Man couldn’t even ride a hoss. From
now on all I'm gonna drink is water
—and I'm a little bit shaky about
even that!”

And Sim sticks to it too. He stays
sober as a hoot owl and works day in
and day out with that road runner
bird. Sim says old 000 is a little
rusty, but by running time, three
weeks from now, he’ll have the bird
in fine shape.

000 used to be called Scrub Oak.
Each bird is supposed to be named
after the ranch he represents. And
since all the land me and Sim and
Shug own would add up to three
zeroes, or triple nothing, we just call
the bird 000.

Of course, Shug owns his uncle’s

ranch in a way, and then again he
don’t. It worries us a right smart.
We don’t know how the old man’s
gonna take to this wild plan of ours.

E AND Shug make a trip down

to see his uncle. The old man
won’t listen to us at first. But after
Shug argues, talks, groans, and
pleads some more, old Jim Lead-
better finally comes across. He
cusses and rairs around some, saying
that he’d aimed for the ranch to mean
security and peace to Shug for the
rest of his life. But if the senseless
poke wants to gamble it off, effective .
after old Jim dies—well, it’s no bark
off his coffin! He cusses a little
more then and calls Shug a blame
idiot. .

That night after supper Shug grins
at me. He says that it’s not because
old Jim don’t give a blame what hap-
pens to the ranch. It’s just that he’s
soit way down, sympathizes like hell
with what we’re trying to do. Too,
he seen the race last year and be-

. lieves 000 can beat Bankston’s Soggy

Biscuit bird.

So we’re all set to go. Shug and
Hugh Bankston make the bets legal,
and we wait for the racing day, our
blood pounding higher and higher
all the time. We treat Sim and that
blamed road runner bird like they
are a coupla water bags in a blister-
ing desert. We're depending on them
two a right smart.

We wasn’t looking for anything to
go wrong then. We'd already got
through the worst part of the thing.
But trouble’s got a way of slipping
up on a man from the blind side.

We've taken Sim out to the O Bar
W. It’s the ranch we got a job on
after Hugh Bankston took over the
Scrub Oak. Sim hasn’t worked for
months, so he don’t have to quit a
job to do it. We're taking care of
his board and stay and letting the
poke put full time in on training that
bird up again. :

Then Sim wakes up one morning
with a look of horror in his eyes. He
glances at me and Shug, and the
horror look finally melts into a sort

of vacant stare.
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“I’m not gonna race old 000 in the
Chaparral Run come Sat’day,” he an-
nounces simply. We know by the
way he says it that Sim has made up
his mind. :

“You’ll feel better after three eggs
and a couple cups of coffee,” Hugh
says. “you’ve been workin’ too hard
out in that hot sun. Sort of goin’ to
your head.”

“It’s not the sun,” Sim declares.
“It’s just that I been thinkin’. Sort
of studied it out while I’as dreamin’.
If something’ud go wrong and I lost

the race again, it’d be me what lost

old Bill his Scrub Oak spread and me
what lost you your South Texas
ranch. I’d feel as bad about that as
I did about losin’ out for old Bill—
and no mortal man could stand to
feel twice as bad as I have this last
year !”

“Well, out with it,” Shug says, his
voice sounding like it’s dodging a
nine plat. “What did you dream?”

IM mortally believes in dreams.

He claims they never fail him.
If he dreams something is gonna hap-
pen a certain way, it’s just gonna
‘happen that way. That’s all.

“l dreamed me an’ old 000 was
there behind the Soggy Biscuit bird
at the finish line,” Sim confesses.
“It ain’t no use, boys. It’s some more
o€ their skull-duggery!”

“Yeah, but we’re watching night
and day for that skull-duggery this
time,” Shug says. “They’re not gonna
trick us into anything like they did
before.”

“It was in the dream,”
“plain as day!”

It’s no use. When Sim Jenkins
makes up his mind, it’s as hard to
change as a one cent piece. He says
me or Shug can handle that bird. He
just don’t aim to be the cause of an-
other lost ranch.

We argue, reason, cuss and even
beg him, but Sim sticks to his deci-
sion. So, me and Shug go out to
have a hand at bird racing. We feel
lower than a starving vegetarlan at a
chicken roast.

Now chaparral racing ain’t a gen-
eral known thing. It’s funny that

Sim says,

such a thing got started in Scapstone
County anyhow. I don’t know, it
may not be done any other place in
the world. But the way it’s put on
here once a year, the thing’s a heap
of fun.

Each ranch has an entry. They
got a special cowboy on every spread
that is known as “Feathers.” He
trains the swift-legged road runners
for the race. - The track itself is just
a big circle out on the bald prairie,
The birds are put in the middle of it
with their handlers, a gun is shot and
the first bird over is the winner. The
handier can do anythng to-his bird
but pick the critter up and carry it.

So the main trick in this kind of
racing is to train your bird to run-in
a straight line, it’s just a matter of
which can outrun which.

But it don’t hardly ever go that
way. Something always happens.
The birds get excited, start circling
and dogging. It’s generally rip-roar-
ing fun to watch didoes the chapar-
rals and the cussing pokes pull off
trying to get lined out!

It don’t take us long to find out
that there’s more to this bird racing
than we'd figured. First, it’s mighty
important that the bird and his
handler be on mighty good speaking
terms. And chaparrals don’t make
friends quick. They’re cranky birds
too. You got to start off easy. Not
push them too much on the build up.
And even after you get a bird
stretched out on a long run, just one
little wrong movement, side step, or
moving in too close will cause him to
go off course. It’s a mighty ticklish
business if ever I saw one.

:‘ FTER the first day at it there’s
88 a look on Shug Saunders’ face
like he just mistook a glass of vine-
gar for cold beer.

“Sim,” he says at the supper table
that night. “Sim, for gawd’s sake,
quit that fangdanglin’ around and
run this bird for me. I'm goin’ crazy.
I never thought as good a friend as
you would back out on me at a time
like this! You're letting’ us all down,
Sim!”

“No, I'm not,” Sim declares. “I'd
be lettin’ you down if I run that
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race! Like I said, I'll stay here and
do all I can every way. But I don’t
aim to run that bird. Wasn’t nothin’
in the dream ‘about you. You got a
chance to win.”

Friday evening Shug’s just plum
frazzled out.

“I’ll never make it, Mournful,” he
allows. “The bet’s done been made.
If this bird don’t run, Hugh Bank-
ston wins hands down. But I'm
might nigh in the frame of mind not
to run at’tall! That blasted bird zigs
off course if I bat my left eyelash
too hard. He zags to one side if I
turn my head, and he plumb falls to
pieces, cuts, and curves if I press him
too close. Makes me want to climb a
dead snag, pull my hair, and scream
at the birds!” :

“You got to run him, Shug!” I say.
“Four lives’ud be ruined if you don’t,
and your unk would bust a blood ves-
sel. Besides, we’ll lose everything
we ever had or even thought about!”

“That Sim!” Shug raves. “He’ll
lose his ewn horse, 'n gun, ’n catch
rope—an’ still he won’t change his
mind!” ’

“Hold on there a second,” I say.
“I'm thinkin’!”

Shug holds on and I think it out.
Looks like our only chance. I re-
member one time we was trying to
get Sim to ride old Hoarse Throat
in the donkey race at the Ranchman’s
Races. He wouldn’t do it at’tall, say-
ing a thing like that wasn’t dignified.
Then we feed the poke a little tiger
milk and he’s plumb ready to ride
any donkey in the country in less’n
an hour.

I tell Shug about this and a hope-
ful glint enters his eyes.

“It might be worth it,” Shug
agrees. “He’d have a better chance
winning the race drunk than I would
sober!” :

So next day about two hours be-
fore starting time we mosey up the
street toward the saloon. Sim don’t
even want to go in at first, but we
lead the poke inside, saying we’ll just
get a couple of quick ones and of
course he won’t have to drink at’tall.

Now it’s mortally hard to get that
first drink down the tall poke. He

swares it’ll paralyze him and maybe °
sprout a case of lockjaw besides. So
finally that desperate look comes to
Shug’s eyes and he tells Sim about
that joke we played on him. Sim
looks unbelieving at first. We even
show him the filled-in holes in the
bottom of his boots and in the walls.
The tall poke starts to get mad about
it then, but I remind him of a good
one he pulled on Shug and me once
and he sort of chuckles a little.

“The drinks are on me 'n Mourn-
ful!” Shug says, laughing. “We fi-
nally got it back on you!”

So finally and at last Sim takes a
drink. =

An hour and a half later he agrees
to run that bird.

E’RE not sure whether Sim

can trot fast by now, much
less run, but we’re afraid to sober
him up much for fear he’ll back out.
He’s plumb forgot that dream, looks
like, and is rairing to go.

It's a big crowd out there on the
center of the track by the time we
get there. In a chaparral race, the
erowd always gets right there in the
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center of the big circle so they can

see the race good, no matter which.

way it goes. And sometimes it goes
in all directions!

When Sim shuffles out on the field
with old 000’s coop in his arms,
there’s a light chuckle of laughter.
It rises into a roar when the tall pocke
sits the coop down and bows grace-
fully.

In five more minutes they’re ready
to go. There are five entries in the
race this year. The five coops are
set together, and when the gun fires,
each handler is supposed to lift the
lid and get his bird out and off to a
good start as quickly as possible.

He’s got to keep a close eye on his
bird too. A chaparral looks about as
much like another chaparral as any-

thing I ever looked at. The handlers

have got to pick out some lighter
spot, peculiar feathers, or some mark
to make them recognize their bird.
If a handler runs the wrong bird over
the finish line, he’s just won for an-
other ranch, that’s all. The identify-
ing official numbers are on a spot
under the birds’ wings.

Well, sir, when the gun fires, Sim

opens the door fast and old 000 waiks -

out into the light, blinking his eyes.
He twists his neck and lcoks back of
him, That’s when he might nigh
falls over. The bird rights himself,
takes a few steps and just about tips
over again. It’s enough to pop a
man’s eyeballs. The 'bird is roaring
drunk!

The other handlers are trying to
get their birds strung out but are
having trouble.

“Why you consarned old sot!” Sim
addresses the chaparral. “You dad-
blasted drunkard!” He starts in
after the bird then. : ‘

Old 000 tries to dodge, slips over
on his side and throws out a wing to
save an outright fall. He rights him-
self then and staggers over toward
the group of agitated handlers that
are trying to separate their birds and
get them stretched out. ‘

“You can’t fool me!” Sim shakes
his finger at the retreating bird.
“Birds don’t drink likker! You're
just puttin’ on. I'll show you how to

mess with me!” He makes a reckless
charge at the unsteady bird.

000 busts square into the melee of
birds and handlers. They flush. Sim
hits them a second wallop. Two of
the men go down. The birds sep-
arate in a wild flurry. They’re going
toward the crowd—just the opposite
direction from which they are sup-
posed to go.

“Head him off!” Sim yells at any-
body in general. “He’s tryin’ to get
smart with me in his old age!”

I get a glimpse of Hugh Bankston
in the crowd then. He don’t know
whether to laugh or look worried.
It’s no doubt in our minds that one
of his men managed to likker up
some food and feed our bird just be-
fore the race. How he done it, we
haven’t figured out yet.

‘HE crowd goes plumb crazy with

the birds darting in and out and
the handlers running over everybedy
that gets in their way. Dry caliche
dust rises in the hot, sticky air. A
woman screams. A horse whinneys
and falls back on his haunches. A
handler cusses. There’s laughing a
right smart too. I see Sim astraddle
of 4 fat man’s neck, still going after
his bird. One of the birds has run
between a fat woman’s legs. She’s
got her dress up over hammy knees,
running and shouting. scared like.

The birds are all mixed up. Two
handlers start out after the same
chaparral. They stop then and argue
a little Then they start fighting.
One poke follows a bird for fifty
yards, then wheels, cusses, and starts
hunting his own.

But Sim don’t have any trouble
following his bird. Old 000 is weav-
ing and staggering like a boozed-up
poke in a run-away buckboard.

Sim gets his bird straightened out
then. Seems like when the bird gets
a little speéd up he don’t sway as
much. But my heart loses its bot-
tom when I see Bus Langford up
forty yards ahead: and to the left
with his Soggy Biscuit bird sailing
along smooth as clabbered milk.
Bankston sees it too, and there’s a

light in his eyes that’d light a quirly
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at twenty feet. Shug shakes is head
He’s too down at the mouth to say
anything.

A forty yard start is just too much.
Sim and old 000 are sailing along at
a good clip now but theyre just
simply outdistanced. @ Our entry
hasn’t gained five yards on them by
the time the Soggy Biscuit bird is
twenty yards from the finish liné.

I hear Shug sigh. It’s the most
sorrowful sigh I ever took a listen
at. Theré’s a bump in my throat and
a burny feeling in my eyes. I'm
wondering how it would look for a
full grown man to cry right here in

iront of all these people.

Just as a field judge is raising his
red bandana to signify that Soggy
Biscuit has won the race, an old
stray cur, attracted to the race I ex-
pect by all the excitement a minute
or so back, starts head on toward the
birds, barking and twitching his ears.

The Soggy Biscuit bird falls apart.
Te ducls to the side, cuts back, then
levels out to the left. I'm holding
my breath again. OlId 000 ought to
break any second now.

But he don’t.

I guess the bird is feeling pretty
bold. He heads right toward that old
hound, running like a hi-lifed tomecat.
He’s roaring drunk and he don’t give
a hang about such a little thing as a
dog in his way.

The big cur jumps aside and
whines surprised as the bird passes.
They’re over the line in another sec-
ond, a bare half-breath before the
Soggy Biscuit bird gets over on his
arced course!

E GO crazy. 1 beat Shug’s

back. He throws away a
brand new Stetson. He whoops and
shoots his gun up in the air,

“Mournful Mason,” he says to me,
“I'm the happiest man what ever
drawed a breath of air!”

His uncle finds us then. The old
man is whooping and goosing the
ground excitedly with his cane.

In the excitement we’ve lost sight
of Sim and hi$ bird. We chouse
around a little but they’re nowhere

to be found. A smiling poke tells us

they kept right on running after they
hit the finish line. So me and Shug
mount our nags and head in after -
them.

We find Sim stalking a rock ledge
like a hungry lion. The bird is up
there under a little rock shelf, cor-
nered. He looks right nervous.

“Actin’ like a blamed idjut!” Sim
repremands. “I’ll teach you to tease
me like that.- I'll pull every blamed
feather out of your tail! I thought
it'as about time I worked you over
agin!” 3

Shug looks at me. My eyebrows
are lifted too.

“Gawdomighty!” Shug allows. “We
won that race on account of Sim
tryin’ to punish that blamed bird!
Blasted chaparral knewed it too!
That’s why he’as running like a bat
out of purgatory and didn’t even let
a big cur faze him!” 2
S.V’Je both laugh. Then Shug calls

im.

“You dad-blasted idjut!” Shug
says, winking at 'me. “That bird
hasn’t been teasin’ you. You're just

so plague goned drunk it just looks
like he is!”

We catch and pen the bird. Sim
don’t say a word on the way back.
He’s pretty well sweated the likker
out of him by the time we ride into
town and is just about sober.

“The world’s got back to turnin’
now!” Shug says, smiling. He leans
over and slaps. Sim on the back.
“Le’s go over and scrape the dust out
of our throats with a quick one and
then go wire old Bill Shanks to come
back to his ranch! That’s gonna be
the happiest day of my life when I
see the old man set foot on Scrub
Oak soil again!” :

“Don’t believe I'll take one,” Sim
says, shaking his head. “Any likker
powerful enough to make me see that
bird do the things it looked like he
done—and all the time him actin’
plumb respectful—any likker that
strong ain’t for my stomach, para-
lyzin’ or no paralyzin’!” He smiles
at us a little sheepish. “You boys go
ahead and get you a drink. I'll go
send that wire to the boss!”

(THE END)



It was a quarter atter eight when I came out of the kitchen. Moon
was still in his favorite state of being — suspended animation in a soft
chair. :

Well, have you solved my problem?” I asked nastily. "“What
kind of screwball tries to poison you in a rocom crammed with people
and then leaves a note to meet him somewhere so he can kill you?”

Adam Moon opened one blue eye. "There was too much prussic
acid in your highball.”

“Any amount would have been too much for my taste.”

“And,” he went on, "it would be far simpler to walk up to you in
the street at night and pump you full of lead. It's not very complicated
to murder somebody.”

I was about to tell him to suggest that to the nut who was after
my life, when the phone rang. I answered it.

“Waldo Haggerty?”

The voice that aosked the question was hardly human. It had
no tone or character, and it seemed to be drifting over the wire from
a vast distance.

My fingers tightened on the handset. “Speaking,” I said.
“Cowardl”

There was a click and the line was dead.
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3 Y THE time the veterinarian
and the undertaker had

» reached Calico town, the
chinook wind had melted almost all
of the spring snow. Lanky Funeral
O’Neill rode deep in his saddle, his
homely face serious as he sucked his
¢ = pipe. Never a cheerful man at
his best, the long ride had irked him
into a fine, thin anger.

“Young Clem Jones’ll have a warm
fire in his cabin.” The undertaker
rubbed his bony hands together and
looked at fat Ringbone Smith. “And
he’ll have a nip of something strong
to t heat in the bones of an old
body-snatcher like me.”

“Hope so, Funeral.” The heavy-set
vet licked his lips. “But just to make
sure, let’s step into a bar for a shot
of forty-rod first.”

They rode into the town livery-
barn and dismounted. The hostler
and a short, wiry oldster came out of
the office. Funeral saw that the old
gent bore all too plainly the marks
of a professional panhandler, a range
bum.

“Plenty of hay for our horses,” he
told the hostler. “And oats, too.”

The hostler nodded, took a hay-
fork, and went out back to the hay-
stack. The short oldster’s eyes
glea.aed and he showed a patronizing
smile.

“Howdy, men. I’'m Grizzly Ike.
Bow about a drink, huh?”

Funeral flipped him two-bits; the
scarecrow tossed it back. His thin
voice held a rim of anger. “I said a
drink, and I meant to pay for it.”

“Mever drink with strangers,”
grunted the undertaker.

Funeral went outside, Ringbone
following. One practiced glance, cast
across this boom town, showed the
gold rush was in full progress. Tents
and log buildings made of green pine
lined the base of the gully. Lumber-
ing wagons had carved deep ruts
along the twisting mainstem. ,

They went down the muddy street
and entered the Wishbone Bar. “A
kic’ of somethin’ strong,” said Fu-
neral, ;

Bad weather had driven a few of
. the less hearty miners indoors. Now
they gambled at yonder tables, drank
at the bar. Funeral, in the act of lift-

ing his glass, felt the tug against his
elbow, and he lowered his whiskey.
Scowling fiercely, he glared at the
man who had tugged him—the wiz-
ened, dried-up scarecrow from the
livery. :

“What'd you want?” he demanded.

“I wanta talk to you.”

Funeral studied him. “Get away,”
he sai., “We don’t cater to bums an’
moochers; if you want a drink—"

“T’hades with a drink!” rasped the
oldster. His thin, nasal voice held an-
ger. “You’re Funeral O’Neill, ain’t
you? An’ this round gent here is
your pard, Ringbone Smith. You're
from Cottonwood town, up in Mon-
tana.” =

“How’d you know who we were?”

“Clem Jones told me you was
Co1- '

“Who are you?”

“I bin tryin’ to tell you. You see,
me an’ Clem’s partners.”

Funeral nodded, pushed fresh bur-
ley into his pipe. “Shoulda tol’ us be-
fore, Grizzly. Sorry we pushed you
aroun’. Belly up an’ have a drink.
How’s Clem? His wife have her
bab7 yet? His letter said—"

“Clem,” said Grizzly "Ike, calmly,
“is down the street right now—in the
hotel—You see, he couldn’t come to
meet you; he’s almost dead.”

“D.ad?” asked Funeral.

“Now what the—?” demanded
Ringbone Smith. “We got his letter
ab: t a week ago, askin’ us to come
over here—said he had a claim an’
high jackers were tryin’ to get it—
What happened?”

RIZZLY IKE drained his glass.
“A short story, and tragic. Me
an’ Clem hit Discovery crick, right
on Clem’s range. Sure now, we quit
the cow bizness then, an’ took to
minin’. An’ two days ago somebodvw
roll ' a rock down on Clem. Came
cff one of the high ridges, as he was
ridin’ into town— Killed his hawss.”
-“Maybe,” ventured Ringbone, “the
rock slipped of its own accord.”
“Not with Jake Worth wantin’ our
clain.”
“Jake Worth?” queried Funeral
O'Neill. “Who’s he?”
“That’s him,” said Grizzly Ike,

_“over there against yonder wall. The
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gent settin’ beside him is Waldo
Shaze, his righthand man.”

Funeral turned and looked. Jake
Worth met his glance, got to his
feet, and lumbered toward him, his
long arms hanging. Squat, heavy, he
weighed almost three hundred, and
his beefy face set low on wide, thick
shoulders. -

Waldo Shane, thin, spidery, came
up, moved in beside Ringbone Smith.
Jake Worth placed his bulk against
the bar, glanced at Funeral O’Neill,
then let his gaze rest on Grizzly Ike.

“This o’ fossil,” he rumbled, “is

. tellin’ the same story, I recken? Ac-
cusin’ me, Jake Worth, of rustlin’
Clem Jones’ mine. Maybe now he
even blames me for that boulder that
almost kilt Clem . . .”

Grizzly Ike stuck out his bearded
jaw. “Wouldn’t put it beyon’ ya,
Jak- Worth. I've seen plenty of your
kighhanded—"

The grizzled oldster’s words died
short. Jake Worth’s right hand, huge
knuckles showing, had twisted into
the oldster’s shirt-front, cutting off
kis wind. .

“I’ve got a notion to beat your—"

J ke Worth’s thick left fist drew
buck. But his blow did not smash into
the helpless Grizzly Ike’s thin face.
Funeral O’Neill jerked the heavy
m: 1 around, twisted him savagely,
and Jake Worth gave Grizzly Ike a
pus’ The prospector went back,
fell over his feet, and sat down.

“You lookin’ for trouble, O’Neill?”
he g1 ted.

- “Where I come from,” said the un-
dertaker, “they don’t push old men
around.” :

Jake Worth hit, then. His maul-
ing blow traveled swiftly despite the
man’s size, but not quickly enough
to cat.h Funeral O’Neill off-guard.
Already the lanky man’s fist beat
hard against Jake Worth’s jaw.

Funeral put all he owned behind
his Iist. Jake : Worth was solid,
tough; if he could be hurt, now
would be the time. But with sicken-
ing emotion the undertaker knew he

- bhad not hurt Jake Worth.

Worth moved ahead, feet shuf-
fling, fi : up. Now Funeral, moving
quickly despite his fifty odd years,

wer.t back before the mauling fists. >

A hurried glance showed him that
Ringbone Smith had his .45 stuck
into Waldo Shane’s ribs, and dimly
he heard his partner’s words of en-
couragement.

“Let him have it, Funeral!”

A fist hit Funeral on the jaw. He
felt rimself going back, and he held
hims 'f against the wall. Jake Worth
took up a steady shuffle, pursuing
the retreating undertaker. His breath
was harsh, whistling.

Su”denly, the heavy man’s wind
left him, and Funeral came in hit-
ting. But still Jake Worth pushed
ahead. Funeral saw the blow coming,
tried to duck. .too late; he went
down,

They rolled in the sawdust. Miners
shouted encouragement. They spilled
a table, sending cards and chips
sczitering. Funeral knew now he
could not whip Jake Worth with his
fists. He grabbed a chair, bent it
over the man’s flat head. Jake Worth
grunted, and lay flat.

Funeral got to his feet, brushing
sawdust from him. Waldo Shane’s
voice was a sullen growl. “Big Jake
Wortlll never forget that,” he said.

“Take his gun, Grizzly,” said Fu-
nera.. The oldster threw it in a cor-
ner and Ringbcne reholstered his
cutter. The disarmed Waldo Shane
glared wordlessly at them.

They went out the door, Grizzly
Ike in the lead. Ringbone glanced at
the unconscious Jake Worth. “Only
wav to stop him was with a chair,”
he said. “Too big to stop with your
fists, Funeral.”

2 bullet could step him,” mur-
mured Funeral.

Clem Jones’ homely face sported
a grin wken he saw the two part-
rers, but behind that twisted
smile Funeral O’Neill detected a
tinge of pain. “Figured you two’d
hail in pronto,” the youth said. “Did
I mention my pard, Grizzly IkKe, in
my letter?”

Funeral shook his cadaverous head.
“But we met each other, as you see.”
He told him about his run-in with
Jake Worth. “This Worth hombre
trying’ to get your mine?”

“Tryin’,” grunted Clem, rolling on
his side, “he’s done already succeed-

(Continued On Page 73)
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They slid stealthily along a pitted alley to the back of the
One-Eye. Baldy took his post at the open window. Jeff and Sam moved
along the side of the squat frame building toward the front. Just before
turning the corner onto the board walk, Jeff waved at Baldy.

He saw Baldy's right hand, heavily laden with greenbacks, arc
swiftly forward.

The clatter of rough voices and laughter inside was abruptly
halted, like the stoppage of water from a turned-off faucet. Jeff loosened
the gun in the holster of his right thigh, smiling grimly. He could ima-
gine the scene inside, though he could not yet see it.

A man has to be real hungry for money, before he‘ll hire out
as another man’s killer, and Luke Beldon's new gang were in that
category. They must be staring goggle-eyed at the crisp new bills
snowing down all around them, inside there. A freefor-all grabfest
would start in another second, once the first man made a move toward
those greenbuacks.

Jeff heard a throaty voice sputter: “Whaddata know? If it ain't
rainin’ dinero. Outa my way, boys!”
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(Continued From Page 71)
ed. Doc Martin was just up to see me
an’ he tells me that Jake Worth has
already slapped a pre-emption claim
over ours an’ our dust’ll be his’n.”

“He’s what!” Grizzly Ike’s eyes
popped.

Clem repeated his statement.

“Why, I'll—!” Grizzly Ike started
for the door, his hand on his ancient
hoglag. “I’ll salt him—!"

Tuneral O’Neill jerked the wiry
prospector arcund. “Watch yourself,
fella,” he advised. “Don’t go off half-
cocked. Maybe Jake Wortk's want-

in’ you to do such a thing. . .so’s he
can kill you.”

“But I'll—-" :

“Sit down, Grizzly,” said Clem.

Grumbling in his sparse beard, the
grizzled miner took a chair. Ring-
bone Smith tucked a peppermint in
his mouth as he stood beside the win-
dow, watching the street below. Fu-
neral slowly loaded his cold pipe.

“How- bad you hurt, Clem?”

“Doc Martin says I got some ribs
bust-d. nght have some internal in-
Jurles, an’ he wants me to take it
easy. But by hades, Funeral, there’s
. ldred- -she’s over in the hospital
at Moose Crick. .I gotta be there
wh  the kid is born. An’ that’ll be
next week some time for sure.”

“Youw’ll probably make it. Hit a big
strike out on Discovery?”

“All the gold you want a few feet
under the stream bed. Me an’ Grizzly
Ike worked it private for a coupla
wees until word got out of the dis-
covery an’ the town started fillin’ up.
Now if Jake Worth’s got my
claim—"

Funeral sucked his pipe thought-
fully. “You had to file your second
papers, I reckon, an’ you forgot.
That gave Worth a chance to hormn
in. But the way I figure, he’s got to
wait a week or so until his claim is
verified in the state office. An’ a
week’s quite a while, kid.”

Clem Jones lay back, his face
white against his pillow, his eyes
closed. Pity for the injured youth
tcuched the gaunt, toughened under-
taker. Over a decade before a home-
less waif had drifted into one of Fu-
neral’s and Ringbone’s Montana cow-
outfits. They’d outfitted him, raised

him, sent him to school— A few
years before, the wanderlust had got

- him and he had hit south where he

had found this range; the partners
had :rubstaked him to a small cow-
ontfit: 7o

“The dirty dogs,” said Grizzly Ike.

Funeral shook his head sadly. “But
we ain’t got no evidence to hold them
to in court,” he said. “A boulder’s a
boulder an’ they all roll; if one takes
to rollin’, we can’t prove that Worth
an’ Shane gave it a push. . . .”

“Evidence, hell!” growled anzly
Ike. “I've took enough off’n them
two hellions! I ain’t lookin’ for evi-
dence—" He muttered inte his beard.
He stomped up and down the room,
looking like a glorified banty roos-
ter. Then he clomped out and they
heard his boots descending the stairs.

Ringbone muttered, “He’ll get
killed.”

Funeral lit his pipe. “He’ll fortify
hisself on likker before makin’ a
move for his iron. Me, I don’t figger
this Worth gent will want to kill
him.”

“Why- not?”

“Two reasons. One is that if Griz-
zly Ike shows up missin’ or dead,
tongues’ll wag an’ it will look bad
for Worth an’ Shane. An’ the other
resson is this—mind you how Clem
just said that him an’ Grizzly had
worked the claim for some time be-
fore their strike leaked out?”

ngbone frowned. “I don’t foller
you.’

“Maybe you ain’t halter-broke,”
said Funeral. He went to Clem’s
bunk and felt under the pillow. “He’s
got his gun,” he murmured and then
to Ringbone, “Let’s mosey around,
pard.”

HEY ate at the Antler cafe.

Steak and beans and plenty of
boiling coffee. Grizzly Ike, hunched
over a stool, sat at the far end of the
counter, spearing at his steak. He
lifted bloodshot eyes to the pair, re-
sum:d his eating. 3

“Reckon he don’t cotton much to
the way we treated him,” said Fu-
neral. His deep-set, dead-color eyes
roamed the restaurant, landed mo-
mentarily on Jake Worth and Waldo
Shane, eating in yonder booth,
Worth’s gaze held his for a while,
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and Funeral read the hate written
there.

“He don’t like you,” said Ringbone.

“Maybe he’s got a headache,” said
Fu..eral dryly.

When they were midway in their
meal Grizzly Ike slid off his stool,
lurched to the girl and paid her,
spil'ing silver across the counter.
Plainly the oldster was under the in-
fluence of John Barleycorn. He did
not pick up his change; leaving the
coins there, he started for Jake
Worth and Waldo Shane.

Funeral O’Neill reached out,
grabbed him. “Be careful, Grizzly.
Do 't let the likker in you do your
talkinte —

“Leggo a’'me!”

But Funeral’s scrawny fingers
only tightened stronger. Waldo
Shane got to his feet, his hand on his
holstered gun, and his lips thin and
mea...

Shane
O’Neill.”

Grizzly Ike twisted, but Funeral
held him too tightly. Ringbone
Sm’th had dropped from his stool;
he stood now with his back to the
counter, hand on his gun. But it was
bleak Jake Worth who broke up the
argument.

“Sit down, Waldo!” he ordered.
“O’Neill, turn that old buzzard
aroun’, an’ start him out of here, or
blood will flow. . . .”

Gri-zly Ike blabbered, “Your
bloc °, Yorth.”

“Maybe,” clipped Worth, “an’ may-
be not.”

said, “Turn him loose,

Reluctantly, Waldo Shane sat
down. Funeral turned Grizzly Ike
and said, “Lissen, fella, take it
er —"

Bloodshot eyes bleered at him.
“You on their side,” the prospector
as! 1 thickly, “or are you-on Clem
an’ mine?”

“You’re drunk,” muttered Funeral.

“You’re no friend of Clem’s,”
growled the irate oldster. “Maybe
you aim to get that gold, too. Maybe
you intend—” He turned and
stomped out, muttering to himself.
Soon, through the muffled rain out-
side,

pounding horse-hoofs. They grew

Funeral heard the sound of

and then ran out into space as the
rider left Calico.

“Now where’s he goin’?” asked
Ringbone. “An’ what did he mean
when he said maybe we was after
that gold, too. What gold?”

“His an’ Clem’s.”

INGBONE masticated a slab of

steak. “I get it,” he finally
said. “Clem an’ Grizzly’ll have some
go’  huh? Gold they mined before
Jake Worth an’ his outerfit got wind
oi Discovery creek?”

Funeral sipped his coffee noisely.

“This Jake Worth an’ Waldo
Shane knew we was comin’. Mind
h.w, in the saloon, Worth said your
name?”

“Grizzly Ike’s prob’ly blabbed,”
saicd the undertaker. “The way the
brands read to me, the next move is
up to Worth.”

Jake Worth and Waldo Shane
were leaving the booth. Funeral no-
ticed they acted leisurely, but the
gaunt undertaker read a deliberate-
ness in their movements. When they
went by Worth stopped, said, “This
is a bad town, O’Neill. The altitude
is hi, h an’ there’s a heap of fog. An’
seems to me I heard tell your lungs
were kinda weak.”

“Me, I think it’s good air,” said
Fu. -al.

Jake Worth studied him under
lidded eyes, a studied coolness be-
hind him. Funeral O’Neill felt the
keen edge of the massive man’s
strength, and found it sharp. He was
liL a rapier—strong, sharp, smooth.

“You’'ve made mistakes before, too
. . .1 suppose,” murmured Jake
W rth.

He turned then, and with Waldo-
Shane trailing, he lumpered out into
the .ain—a rolling massive piece of
flesh, shadowed by the thin, angular
gunman, Funeral returned to his
steak and finished it silently. Unrest
tugged at his squat partner, and the
undertaker was quick to sense this.
Yet, he lingered over his second cup
of coffee, even ordered the third.
Qutside, dusk gathered, darkened;
the rain had settled to a drizzle,
hung across the mountains.

Finally the undertaker said, “I
gu we've given them enough
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time,” and he and Ringbone left. At
the livery they got fresh horses and
then, garbed in oilskins and south-
westers, they took to the saddle
again,

Ringbone’s fat, jovial face showed
his wonderment. Peppermint after
peppermint found his mouth, rolled
and crunched between his molars,
adding farther fuel to his thinking
p- ess:

“I reckon you know where we're
goin’, Funeral?”

“I figure so,” said Funeral. He
tried to load his pipe, failed. They
were on a pine-studded hogback
ridge. “Look yonder, veterinary.”

Ringbone Smith’s seamed eyes fol-
lowed the undertaker’s rigid finger.
A few miles away, riding through
the mist, he made out the dim forms
of two men on horseback. And his
eyes, trained to long wvision, soon
identified them.

“Jake Worth an’ Waldo Shane,” he
muttered. “Now what brings them
out into this late afternoon drizzle?”

“Gold. Look yonder, friend.”

Funeral’s finger lifted, steadied.
Now another 'rider, toiling through
the rain, came into Ringbone’s sight
—a lone rider who headed out fast,
pounding his bronc for speed. A man
seemingly possessed to ride at such
speed on such dangerous, slippery
terrain. Either that, or drunk.

“Or Grizzly Ike.” The veterinarian
turned somber eyes on his lanky
companion. “Jake Worth and Waldo
Shane are trailin’ him.”

“They figure Gr1zzly’11 take them
to the gold.”

“An’ will he?”

Funeral’s thin shoulders rose, fell.
“He may be drunk, but he’s too wise
for that. Maybe I'm wrong, but I
figure this way. Lots of that drunk-
enness back yonder in the eatin’
house was faked. An’ he mentioned
that gold on purpose so Worth an’
Shane would be bound to hear him.”

Ri.gbone crunched a peppermint.
“Bu:t I still don’t see.”

Funeral explained, patiently,
“There’s two ways to go about killin’
a man., You can walk up an’ challenge
him an’ fight it out or you can lure
him into a trap. An’ like I've done
said, Grizzly Ike’s no fool.”

Ringbone gulped. “You mean that
ol’ fossil aims to pull Werth an’
Shane into 1 canyon an’ kill ’em?”

“Could be,” admitted Funeral. “He
thinks a heap of Clem. He aims to
take the chore away from Clem be-
cause of Mildred an’ the baby that’s
comin’.”

Ringbone swore. “By hell, we’re
ridin’ te help him!” He started to
swing his bronc. Funeral’s bony hand
gripped his reins.

“Not so fast, pard. We can’t trail
in behin’ them—they’ll see us. We
got to loop around an’ across the
ridges.”

“L.ad the way, Funeral!”

ATCLAW has a habit of snap-
ping back and stabbing you.
And when it is laden with rain, and
your bronc is sliding in mud— Fu-
neral O’Neill cursed, raised chilled
tingers to his cheek. The catclaw had
gouged his bony face.

This was a new country to them,
but they pointed wide and rode hard.
An hour later, dark shadows in the
deepening rain-soaked dusk, the
partners drew rein high among the
sandstones.

Ri.gbone shifted, chewed a pep-
per iint. “Darkness comin’ on, Fu-
neral. Rain thickenin’ an’ plenty of
mt  Maybe we rode ahead of ’em or
maybe we're still behind’ em.”

Funeral peered. “Hard to tell,” he
murmured. Wordlessly he loaded his
pipe, then, suddenly he remembered,
held the match. “If they was down
bel / they could see the flare of the
match.”

“Lissen!” snapped Ringbone.

The sharp song of a rifle bullet
came through the rain, and hard
upon its crash came the sheort snarl
of other rifles. Deep in the canyon
below, Funeral saw the stabbing
flame of talking guns.

“Ol’ Grizzly’s done jerked the can
off’n the beans,” murmured the un-
dertaker. “Mind where those rifle
flares were placed, Ringbone? Two
up ag’in the canyon’s boxwall an’
one down it a piece. . . .”

“Or Grizzly Ike’s lured them past
him, then opened fire on ’em. Now
the only thing they can do is fight
their way out or climb up the can-



76 % * * Famous Wesfgrn

yon on foot behind them. That’d put
them right below us, huh?”

“That decrepit fool,” growled Fu-
neral. “He ain’t got a chance.”

Ringbone dug for a peppermint
u.dze his slicker. “They’ll climb up
this way an’ get up higher than him
an’ jus’ pick him off.” He hit the

round beside Funeral, pulled his

inchester .30-30 from saddle-boot.

The gathering dusk and the rain
made for limited vision. Below them
the guns were yammering. One
glance cast across the terrain of
brus’t and scrubpine told Funeral
that Ringbone’s assumptions were
correct.

Already Jake Worth and Waldo
Shane, realizing the ancient Grizzly
Ike had led them into a trap, had left
the bottom of the -canyon, were
threading their way upward, firing
as they climbed. And soon, after they
had gained more altitude, they would
be above the grizzled miner, and be
shooting down on him.

“You take that side,” said Funeral
O’Neill, “an I’ll take this one. . .
Hang to the brush—"

“I've dore this before.”

Funeral grinned. “Keep your
powder dry.”

Already Ringbone Smith was mov-
ing into the high brush. Funeral
turned, and started downslope, slip-
ping in the mud. Rosebushes’ thorny
branches slapped against his slicker.
The firing below, settling to a firing
duel, had quietened down. Suddenly
it broke loose in a savage burst.

Frowning, Funeral hunkered in the
brush, and watched. The positions
of Worth and Shane—and that of
Grizzly Ike—were marked by powder
flashes. Suddenly, Grizzly Ike ceased
firing.

The rifles of Worth and Shane
spoke angrily, then subsided. Fu-
neral heard Shane’s high-pitched, na-
sal whine. “I think we winged the
ol’ hellion, Jake.”” The sound came
from his right and sounded about fif-
ty yards away.

Rifle raised, Funeral toock a hur-
ried aim that direction, let his ham-
mer fall. He shifted positions, mov-
ing behind a huge sandstone. Sud-
denly, from a point above and to his

far right, he saw another rifle shoot

flame, and he knew Ringbone had
bought chips in this jackpot.

The crash of rifles sounded loudly
across the brush. And through it,
piercing it sharply, came the startled
grunt and cry of Waldo Shane.

“Hey, Jake, there’s a coupla gents
on the ridge—Firin’ at us! Now who
do you figure—?”

“O’Neill an’ Smith!” hollered Jake
Worth. “They’ve trailed us—maybe
they was in with ol’ Grizzly on this
trap—"

A bullet spanged off the rock be-
side Funeral. Calmly, the under-
taker balanced his rifle, shot three
times. He built a square around the
spot where Waldo Shane was hidden,
He lowered his rifle then, a smile
tugging his dead lips, as the startled
cry of Shane came to him.

“By hell, Jake, they—"

“Get outa here, Waldo!
tracks—"

Somewhere, brush was crackling.
Boots ground against rock and
through the rain came the crackle of
brush. Funeral scowled and lowered
his rifle. The darkness and the rain
made it impossible to shoot any more.
Across the canyon, Ringbone had
also stopped shooting.

Make

UNERAL squatted, and listened

te the sounds die away. Finally,
when he heard only the patter of the
rain, he lit'a match, cupped it and
touched it to his pipe. The wet to-
‘;)'afcco sputtered and he drew it into
ife.

“Hey, Ringbone!”

“Right, here, Funeral.”

Soon the brush parted and Ring-
bone Smith came into the clearing,
slicker dripping water. “I think we
winzed Waldo Shane; I heared him
holler. Now what'd you suppose
them two hellions’ll do?”

“Their broncs are down in the can-
yon. I reckon they’ll leg it back to
Calico. A long walk, too, in the rain
an’ mud.”

Ringbone shook his heavy head.
“Don’t reckon so,” he said gloomily.
“They ain’t givin’ up that easy. We
better keep one eye peeled on our
backtrails.”

“An’ we better find Grizzly Ike.”
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“They got him,” said Ringbone.

Sliding through wet shale, they de-
scended the canyon wall. Water had
seeped through Funeral’s slicker-
front and his shirt a.d pants were
wet. Despite his cowhide chaps rain
had run into his boots, but he had no
time to stop and empty them now.

His fingers were numb with cold.
Inwardly he cursed his fate. His
voice gruff, he voiced his thoughts.

“Hverythin’ we get into ends up in
trouble, Ringbone,” he moaned.
“Here we come to visit Clem, expect-
in” a peaceful visit—"

“You wouldn’t want it no other
way, corrected Ringbone philosoph-
icaily. ;

Though he did not voice it, anxi-
ety tugged at the undertaker regard-
ing Grizzly Ike. They stopped once
on a ledge, and Funeral cupped his
hands and hollered. Grizzly Ike’s
thin voice, heavy with pain, came
back to them.

“That you, O’Neill?”

“Sure is, Grizzly. Where you at?”

“TLis—a—way—"

The voice came from below and to
their left. Once Ringbone slipped,

sliding ahead; Funeral caught his -

fat partner, held him. They found
Grizzly Ike under a boulder’s pro-
tective overthrust.

The bearded miner lay on his side,
the ground red under him. His rifle,
hammer back, lay beside him, breech
covered by water in a small pool. He
heard them coming, tried to stir him-
self to a sitting position, got a ways
up; then he went slowly down, but
his whiskery lips held a tight smile.

“They got me, men. Bad—"

Furneral knelt beside him, moved
him over. Ringbone opened the old-
ster’~ slicker, unbuttoned his shirt,
ripped a dirty piece of underwear,
and the bubbling wound lay bare.
The bullet had carved against the
oldster’s left ribs, knocking the wind
out of him and cutting his flesh. Not
a serious wound.

“Where’s the gold hid, Grizzly?”
asked Funeral.

Watery eyes studied him keenly.
“What gold?”

Funeral held back his temper. “You
know what gold,” he said irritably.
“You an’ Clem Jones got some

cached out here in the mountains—
gold you took outa your claim. You
wasn’t drunk when you pulled out
of € lico.” :

The bleary eyes showed admira-
tion. “You sure got a mind on you,
O’Neill,” the prospector admitted.

“Sure, me an’ Clem got gold. Lots

more hid than there is in the ground
in Discovery crick, but only me an’
Clem know where it is.”

“You won’t know long,” grunted
Funeral.

Naked alarm speared across Griz-
zly Ike’s eyes. “You mean—I’'m goin’
kick ‘ie bucket, O’Neill! My Gawd,
don’t say that—"

Ringbone chewed a peppermint,
his broad forehead showing a deep

frown. He knew that Grizzly Ike,

given some medical attention, would
scon be on the mend. Why then was
Funeral scaring him?

Ringbone held his tongue.

Funeral’s bony shoulders lifted,
fell. “I ain’t no doc, but I've seen
plenty of dead men—that’s my busi-
ness. An’ I’ve seen many dead with
a lot littler hole in ’em than you
got_”

Grizzly Ike settled back, face
peale, eyes closed. His scrawny chest
rose to his measured breathing. He
wrestled with the idea of death and
muttered, “If'’n I do die, Clem’ll be
defenseless in bed, an’ if’n Worth
finds out where that gold is located
on our claim—"

“Where is the gold?” repeated Fu-
neral. :

“Reckon I'd better tell you,” said
Grizzly. He spoke rapidly, quickly,
spilli: g out the location. Then, his
story told, he settled back, thin lips
miuttering some bits of cld remem-
bered bits of prayer. Despite the
gravity of the situation, Funeral
O’Neill had to smile.

“* 1 right, Grizzly, get ready to
hit the trail.”

“You gonna try to get me to
to P

“You ain’t gonna; die,” growled Fu-
neral. “Not now, anyway. . . .”

Grizzly Ike cursed. “You—you
tricked me, huh?” He smiled widely
then. “O’Neill, you got a mind on
you, I repeat.”, . .”
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ITH Grizzly Ike braced be-
tween 'them, they went to the
horses of Worth and Shane. Off
yonder, Grizzly Ike had tied his
horse. Between the two of them, they
got ‘he wizened man in saddle; he
hung over the horn.

“I can’t make it inter town. . . .
he r:id. “O' Hans Jorgenson, the
sheepherder, is runnin’ his herd to
the south. .About three miles
over there, I reckon.”

Thirty minutes later, Funeral
helloed in front of a frame shack.
His shrill voice broke through the
clamor of the excited dogs and
brought Hans Jorgenson to the door,

”»

clad in dirty long underwear. They

got Grizzly Ike inside, helped him
on the bed. Hans Jorgenson pulled
on his pants. Funeral told him what
had happened.

“Sure, I'll watch the ol’ buzzard,”
dec’'ared Hans Jorgenson. “I can
turn my ewes in the wire-pasture an’
stay with him until Doc arrives.”

“Damnit,” said Grizzly Ike, “I
don’t cotton much to a sheepnurse
ridin’ herd on me.” Despite his pain
his lips wore a twisted grin.

“He don’t mean nothin’,” explained
<Hars Jorgenson. “He usta be a cow-
poke an’ he always ribs me about
herdin’ sheep. You don’t reckon Jake
Worth an’ Waldo Shane trailed you
over this way, do you?”

“Don’t reckon so,” admitted Fu-
ner . Jorgenson had- boiled some
coffee and it warmed the lanky un-
dertaker’s gullet. He lit his pipe,
leaned back in the homemade chair.
Outside the rain pelted down on the
roof. “But they prob’ly found our
horres—we left ’em up there in the
rimrock.”

“Prob’ly did,” said Ringbone,
around a peppermint,

Using soms clean sheeting, they
rebound Grizzly Ike’s wounded side.
The sharp edge of the pain gone, the
first sting of shock leaving him, the
prospector balanced on one elbow,
- cursing Worth and Shane and the
weather and the world in general.

There was little they could do un-
til sunrise. The intense darkness and
the slashing rain made farther travel
useless. Funeral O’Neill slouched in
head on hischest. Al-

his chair,

though he seemed presumably at
rest, actually many thoughts were in
the gaunt man.

Most of these centered, of course,
around Worth and Shane. He knew
that soon this whole affair would
burst, and the flame of guns would
affo.d the solution. A touch of fear
for young Clem Jones’ safety tugged
at him but he discarded it, remember-
ing the gun Clem had hiden under
his pillow.

€'d Grizzly slept, his chest rising
to measured breathings. And Funeral
knew that soon the prospector—in a
r.atter of days—would be all right.

HE dawn was leaden in a cloud-

'wollen sky when the partners
rode out. Angling across wind-swept
rainy hills, they headed back into the
rough country. They rode the ridges,
deliberately skylining themselves
against scrub pine and boulders, and
Funeral saw that their progress was
being watched.

- “Yonderly,” he said.

Behind them, still miles away,
Ringbone Smith made out the dim
forms of two riders, and his keen
eyes recognized the horses instantly
as those of his and Funeral’s. A

_sharp whistle escaped his chilled

lips.

“Jake Worth an’ Waldo Shane
The.  two hellions musta spent a
miserable night out here in.the bad-
lands. .Why for do you figure
they aim to foller us, Funeral?”

Funeral spoke around a water-
soaked pipe. “They figure old Griz-
zly’s done told us about where the
gold-is hid, of course.”

“They aim to trail us, huh?” Ring-
bone chewed thoughtfully, his fur-
rowed forehead somber. “We oughta
skip aroun’ a little bit an’ shove ’em
off on a cold trail.” «

“Let ’em foller us.”

Discovery creek was a rushing,
mountainous stream swollen by rain.
They put their broncs into i,
splashing them across the muddy wa-
ter to the small meadow on the other
side—the meadow wherein stood the
log cabin of Grizzly Ike and Clem
Jones. Funeral noticed, as they

(Continued On Page 80)
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crossed the stream, that the swollen
waters had washed out the sluice
boxcs. Only log uprights remained to
marXx their former locations.

For some time they sat their broncs
in the brush below the house, scru-
tinizing it carefully. No smoke trick-
led from the stone chimney; no sign
of habitation existed. Only then did
they ride up to the place.

Ground-tying their broncs, they
went inside. Although the place was
empty now, it showed signs of recent
occupancy. Muddy boots had
tramped mud and water across the
pine floor. A miner’s pick had been
driv:n hard into the flooring, rip-
ping some of it loose.

Against the far wall, its rock shat-
tered and smashed out of place, lay
the remains of what had once been
a rock fireplace. Sheeting had been
ripped from the wall, exposing the
inner cavity between it and the outer
log wall. Funeral O’Neill took in the
scene with battered, twisted lips.

“While we was takin’ Grizzly Ike
to Jorgenson’s, Worth an’ Shane
have paid this place a little visit.
Tore it up some, lookin’ for gold.”

“Them dirty sons,” growled Ring-
bone Smith, “Tore a good shack
plumb to hell. If'n ol’ Grizzly could
see this, he’d die of a mad spell.”

Funeral cast a glance at the ceil-
ing. CSaplings, forming eaves,. ran
upward, met and were supported by
a heavier ridge-pole. “Only thing
they didn’t touch was the ceiling,”
he said. “Get the table over here, will
you?”

LEM JONES and Grizzly Ike
—/ had hidden their gold cleverly.
They had hollowed out part of the

. ridge-pole and covered the top part
with one of the eaves. Then they had

poured théir dust into the secret cav-
ity. And they had plugged the hole
wit!: a carefully made plug of pine
the color and grain of the ridge pole.

Using his jack-knife, Funeral lift-
ed the plug out. The glint of yellow
metal, dull in the semi-darkness, met
his 7aze. Then he replaced the plug,
stepped from the chair, and dropped
to the floor.

They pushed the table back against

(Continued On Page 82)
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the wall. “Gold all there,” murmured
the undertaker.

“We better take it into town,”
Ringbonc. “Safer there. . . .”

Funeral shook his hangdog head.
“Disagree with you, pard,” he mur-
murad. “You got a sack on your sad-
dle, I notice. Go out and untie it
from your saddlestrings. Take your
time because there’ll be eyes watch-
in’ you an’ we want them to see good
what you’re doin’.”

When Ringbone had taken the
sack inside, Funeral scooped dry
gravel from under a broken piece of
tlooring, using a pan as a shovel.
He filled the bottom of the sack, jug-
gled it, and nodded.

“Reckon we got enough weight,”
he taid. “Now we’ll mosey outside
an’ tie this on my saddle.”

They worked deliberately, stand-
ing in the driving rain. And Funeral
O’Neill, despiet his dead-pan fea-
tures, felt a tingle touch his spine.
Even now, Worth and Shane might
be ‘hiding in the neearby brush, ri-
fles raised. But he figured not; they
had not traveled fast enough to reach
the cabin yet.

They went back inside. The cabin
set against the brush, and they went
out a far window. Unnot1ced they
went through the brush, rifles in
bhand. Panting, sliding in the mud,
Funeral led the way, silently cursing
the rain.

Sufficient altitude gained, the
pards settled down under a boulder,
rifles across their knees. True to Fu-
neral’s unvoiced predictions, Jake
Wo-th and Waldo Shane had drawn
up und were watching them from a
high hill, about four hundred yards
to the south. They had left their
horses tied in a motte of chokecherry
bushes.

“They’ve seen us at the shack,”
said Funeral dryly. “They’re too far
off for accurate Winchester work,
but let’s let ’em know we’re in the
country, huh?”

Whiskery cheeks settled against
smooth stocks; hammers fell, rose,
fell. The broncs of Worth and
Shane, terrified by the spattering
bullets, turned to run with trailing
reins. Now Worth and Shane, run-
ning from the brush, snagged reins

said
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and grabbed stirrups. They hit leath-

er, ran over the ridge, and fell out

ot view.

Funeral lowered his rifle. “Well,
we scared hell outa ’em,” he said.
“That was all we could do at that
range.”

Ringbone Smith dug out a pepper-
mint. “But they won’t give up, Fu-
neral; them kind never give up—

“They do,” said Funeral, “when
you kill ’em. e :

22N THE long ride back to Cal-
%W ¥ ico, Funeral O’Neill kept his
eyes peeled and his ears open. Once,
at a distance, he glimpsed the shad-
owy forms of two horsemen, moving
through the rain. His vigilance de-
creased as they reached the level
country.

On the outskirts of Calico, they
reined up; they glanced sharply over
their backtrail, but saw no riders.
Funeral knew then that Jake Worth
and Waldo Shane, realizing the part-
ners were riding for town, had cir-
cled around and beaten them into
Calico. And when they rode into the
livery-barn the undertaker saw that
his earlier assumptions had been cor-
rect. For the horses ridden by Shane
and Worth stood in stalls, unsaddled
and munching hay.

“What t’hell happened?” asked the
old hostler. “You men ride out on
two broncs an’ Shane an’ Worth ride
’em back. Then you ride in on the
broncs that them two rode out on.
You gents decide to trade hosses?”

“Temporarily, yes,” acknowledged
Funeral. “How’s young Clem Jones
farin’ this mornin’?”

“Just had a talk with Doc Benton.
He says the kid’s pickin’ up right
pert. What you all got in that sack,
O’Neill?”

“Gold,” said Funeral. “Belongs to
Grizzly Ike an’ Clem Jones. Say,
where could we leave it where it’d be
safe?”

“Deputy sheriff’s got an office
down the street a ways. Me, I ain’t
got no use for the o’nery cuss—he’s
lazy an’ worthless but he’s better'n
no law at all, I reckon. You’ll see the
sign.”

With Funeral carrying the sack,
they went down the street, where the
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undertaker beat at the door of the
deputy’s office. No reply came and
the lanky man frowned—the hour
was late enough to warrant the dep-
uty’s presence. He pounded again.

“What t’hades you want?” a sleepy,
angry voice demanded inside.

“Open up.”

Finally the doer opened. The dep-
uty, a potbellied fellow, rubbed his
eyes, then stared at the sack. He had
pulled on his pants and his suspen-
ders were dangling. “What’s goin’
on?”

“Gold in this sack,” said Funeral.
“Belongs to Grizzly Ike an’ Clem
Jones. You keep it for them until the
bank opens?”

“Reckon so.” The deputy sat on
his bunk, pulled on his socks. “But I
can’t sit here an’ wet-nurse a passel
of dust, men. I ain’t had breakfast
yet.”

Funeral felt anger pull at him. But
he held it, despite the fact he want-
ed to remind the deputy that he and
Ringbone hadn’t had breakfast, eith-
er.

“Okay,” he said, “you go out an
get some chow. Me an’ Ringbone’ll
hol’ down this spet until you come
back.”

The deputy, after washing his
bloated face, left with the words,
“T’1l be back in a few minutes, men,”
and the door closed behind him. Fu-
neral worked quickly. He locked the
front door behind the deputy and
then he and Ringbone went out the
back, settling down in a shed in the
alley.

The place had once been a hen-
house. The stale odor of wet chicken
manure assailed their nostrils. But, if
they noticed it, they did not show it.
Rifles across their thighs, they hun-
kered there and waited.

Time ran out its drizzly length.
Rain slapped noisily on the roof and
ran down between the cracks. A
trickle of rain water suddenly land-
ed on Funeral’s southwester; he tilt-
ed his head back, let it drip down on
the back of his slicker.

“Maybe,” murmured Ringbone,
“we’re playin’ oyt a cold deck, Fu-
neral.” ;

“They want that gold,” said Fu-
neral,  “an’ they’ll come after it.

¥
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When we come down the street with
the sack, they was watchin’ us from
the window of the Wishbone saloon.
Set light, fella.”

“What if they try the front door?”

F neral shook his head. “Not in
plais. sight of the town—they won’t
try that—They’ll figure we’re still
inside an’ they’ll try to sneak up to
a window to run some lead into us—"

“Listen!”

Ears keened, Funeral listened. The
sing of the wind, the splatter of rain,
and somewhere a dog was barking—
He shifted, rifle rising, his gaunt BLACKHEAD
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“Tricked us, huh?”

Funeral O’Neill said, “In more
ways than one, Worth. You givin’
yourself an’ this long-legged hairpin
up to us?”

Worth asked, “On what charge?”

“You two shot Grizzly Ike. He can | 85
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O Industrial Management

Personal Power?

Do you want to make Big Money? Do you
want the love of another? Do you want to win
in whatever you do? Do you want to be
envied, admired? Thousands of people have
learned to command this Power. You can do
80 too. I have a sealed book for you. It tells
you the Secret in plain talk, Don’t envy
others who enjoy all the good things in Iife.
These things can be yours, I personally
GUARANTEE BATISFACTION or will refund your money.
Send me your name and sddress taday hen the postman brings
your book of Magie Power, pay enly $1 plus postage, or send $1
now and I'Il pay postage. Do it now. Power iz waiting to work
for you. UIDANCE HOUSE, Dept. PV, Box 201, Times Square
Station, New York 18, New York.
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testify against you. Better drop them.
rifles an’ put up yeur hands.”

Waldo Shane’s green eyes were
darting lights. “Grizzly Ike’s dead,”
he said thinly, “He kain’t testify
agaiast us. Dead men can’t make
pusty speechs, O’Neill.”

Funeral O’Neill’s cadaverous head
showed negation. “No, Shane, Griz-
zly Ike didn’t die. He’s safe an’
sound now an’ ready to talk. . . .
He told us where the gold was an’
we took it into town for safe-keep-
v e

Waldo Shane’s green eyes flared.
“So we figured rightly, Jake,” he
murmured. “There was gold in that
sack these hellions lugged ine - =
Our gold 1t’11 be an’ noboedy’ll be the
wiscr,

“Only a coupla dead men found in
an alley,” grunted Jake Worth.
“Names of O’Neill an’ Smith an’ no-
body’ll ever know whe killed
them—” Without warning the mas-
sive man let his hammer drop. A
movement designed for deception,
jerked his rifle upward as he fired—
but he did not jerk it high enough.

Funeral O’Neill’s rifle was speak-
ing. -he undertaker did not raise it;
he shot with it low, aiming by in-
stinct instead of sight. He saw Jake
Worth’s mighty body flinch, and
Jake Worth shot again. And Jake
Worth missed because he was fall-
ing under Funeral’s second bullet.

Funeral O’Neill turned, rifle jut-
ting. Then, he held fire—Waldo
Shane was done for, he had dropped
his gun. Quickly the wundertaker
glanced at Ringbone Smith and a
sudden fear knifed through him.
Shane went down, and Ringbone
coughed deeply. He put his hand
over his mouth, spat, then looked at
the peppermint there.

“Danged near choked myself, Fu-
neral.”

Funeral said, angrily, “You idiot, I
figured you was hurt— Let’s get out
of here, quick.”

“Maybe them two ain’t—"

“They’ré dead,” grunted the under-
taker. “No man could live with the
bullets they got in them—"

A few minutes later, when the dep-
uty found them, they were seated in
Clem Jones’ room, sipping coffee the

(Continued On Page 88)



. L Sprayberry, one
©f the country's fore-
jmost Radio Teachers

A RADIO SERVICE
BUSINESS OF YOUR OWN

A GOOD JOB IN RADIO &
TELEVISION BROADCASTING

,RADIO-ELECTRONIC
SERVICE ENGINEER

NOW! YOU CAN PREPARE AT HOME IN SPARE
TIME FOR AMAZING OPPORTUNITIES AHEAD IN

RADIO - El

;TRONIGS - TELEVISION

The offer T
portunity of

I make you here is the op-

with your present duties. Along with
your Training, Wi receive my

a lifetime, It’s You
NESS BUILDERS which

your big

chance to get ready for a wonderful fu-
ture in the swiftly expandmp' field of
Radio Electronics INCLUD NG dio,
Television, Frequency Modulation and
Lndustrlal Electronlcs. Be wisel

NOW’S time to start. Oppertu-
. Qities ahead are tremendous! No
previous experience is neces-
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will show’' you how to make »oIne

nice profits while learning.

Prepares You for a Business of Your
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My training will give you the br‘oad.

s a background, no mauer whxch
hrznch of Radio you wish to special-
in. I make it easy for you
Ieam Radio Set Repair and Installa-

1 SUPPLY A
FULL RADIO SET

ifor pructical easy

(LEARNING

SPRAYBERRY TRAINING GIVES YOU BOTH

TECHNICAL KNOWLEDGE — SKILLED HANDS

There’s only one right way to learn
Radio Electronics. You must get it
through simplified lesson study com-
bined with actual ‘‘shop’ practice
under the personal guidance of a
qualified Radio Teacher. It’s exactly
this way that Sprayberry trains you
. » . Supplylng real Radio parts for
learn-by-doing experience right at
home. Thus, you learn faster, your
understanding is clear-cut, you acquire
the practical ‘“know how’’ essential to
8 good-paying Radie job or a Radio
business of your own.

i'll Show You a New, Fast Way
To Test Radio Sets Without
Manufactured Equipment
The very same Radio Parts T supply
with your Course for gaining pre-
experience in Radio Repair work may
be adapted through an exclusive Spray-
berry wiring procedure to_serve for
complete, fast, accurate Radio Receiv-
er trouble-shooting. Thus, under
Sprayberry methods, you do mnot bave

one cent of outlay for manufactured
Test Equipment which is not only ex-
bensive but scarce.

Read What Graduate Says:
"'One Job Ne#s About $26.00""

“‘Since last week I fizxed 7 radiog. All
good-paying jobs and right now I am
working on an amplifier system. This
job alone will net me about-$26.00. As
long as my work keeps coming in this
way, I have only one word to say and
that is, ‘Thanks to my Sprayberry
training’ and I am not afraid fo boast
about it.”” — ADRIEN BENJAMIN,
North Grosvenordale, Conn.

DON'T PUT IT OFF!

Get the facts about my training—now!
Take the first important step toward
the money-making future of your
dreams. All features are fully explained
in my big, illusirated FREE catalog
which comes to you along with ancther
valuable FREE book you’ll be glad to
own, Mail Coupon AT ON-T}

]UST OUT! FREE!

It gets the various sub-
jects across in such a
clear, simple way that
you understand and re-
member. you can
masber my entire course

our spare time. It will
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tion Work. I teach you how to install
and repau' Elecu‘omc Equipment. In
fact, you’ll a fully qualified RA-
DIO-ELECTRONICIAN. equipped with
the skill and knowledge to perform
efficiently and to make a wonderful
success of yourself.

""How to Read Radio
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alyzing Radio Circuit. In-
cludes translations of all Ra-
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FREE book now, and along
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F. L. Sprayberry, President
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Please rush my FREE copies of ‘‘How to MAKE MONEY
- ELECT ONICS oW

]
o5
R R R

¥ RADIO, and TELEVISION,” and ‘‘H
READ RADIO DIAGRAMS and SYMBOLS,
=Nnme SRssisvesssseertsanaseeveisessasns ABO sou I

vesessvesesrsescsreastssnsarsovaveces

: Address

i City eevecvovensnssentosconnnses Sta0 ccevevove
] (Mail in plain envelope or paste on penny postcard) ]
L B R F R 3 3§ J R F B 8 3§ J | L L L L B § ¢ 1 ]




If Ruptured

Try This Out

Modern Protection Provides Great
Comfort and Holding Security

Without Torturous Truss Wearing

An ‘‘eye-opening’’ revelation in sensible and com~

fortable reducible rupture protection may be yours for.

the asking, without cost or obligation. Simply send
name and address to.William 8. Rice, Inc., Dept. 9-W,
Adams, N. Y., and full details of the new and different
Rice Method will be sent you Free. Without hard
flesh-gouging pads or tormenting pressure, here’s a
Support that has brought joy and comfort to thou-
sands—Dby releasing them from 'Trusses with springs
end straps, that bind and cut. Designed to securely
hold a rupture up and in where it belongs and yet
give "freedom of body and genuine comfort. For full
information—write teday!

18 BAYS’ TRIAI. ha

m QUR SIGHT TESTERS! Somplete

Greace your face with good !ookinp glagges,

VT
SEND NOJ Pt o

inourcatalogthe ones
tlmt look best on you.

MONEY-BACK Guarantee! :

Wear our glasses on trial Broken Glasses
16 days~if not fully satis~ REPAIRED, Dr. of

fled your moneyrefunded. Opt, supervises, =
U. 8. EYE-GLASSES ©O0., 1557 Milwaukee Av., Dpt. B-A40, Chicago

% Let us tell you of a mild, pain-
' less, Iow cost home treatment perfected
by Dr. O. A. Johnson, for 28 years head
\ physician of one of America’sFinest Rec-
tal Clinics where thousandsof cases have
been suecessfully treated. Write toda f for Free
rial Offer. No obligation. Address JOHNSON
RECTAL CLINIC, Desk 412, Hansas City, Mo.

] ﬂ Selected DRESSESS325

Imagine getting 10 selected dresses for nnly ss 251 T
values, Smart in style, pattern and

dress pressed, cleaned, ready to
and materials, Sizes u
Send 50¢ deposit,
faction guaranteed.
family.

wear, Assorted colors
to 38. Larger sizes 5 for $3.00.
balance C.Q.D. plus postage. Satis-
iy other bargains for entire

Free Catalog

ECONOMY MAIL ORDER HOUSE
8993 Grand St., Dept. DAK, New York 2, N. Y.

If you are under the amll of
drink, don’t pity yourself, do
somethmg about itl 1 broke the
spell of alcohol and I can tell you
how! No obligation, just write—

W. L. NEWTON, Dept. DA-11

Learn 16 break Colts; gait show horses;
train stock horses; teach eireus tricks.
COMPLETE, PRACTICAL INSTRUC.
TION. Doctor Book FREE! Write ANIMAL
LOVERS ASSOCIATION. ;-157, TARZANA, CAL
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(Continued From Page 86)

clerk had sent up. The deputy’s eyes
were wild.

“Hey,” he hollered, “I thought you
guys was goin’ stay in my office an’
guard that dust!” He didn’t wait for
an answer. “You know what hap-
pened back of my place? Jake Worth
an’ Waldo Shane had a gun set-to
an’ by hell, they both kilt the other
off! We jus’ toted them into the
morgue.”

“Good riddance,” said Clem, dryly.

“You better get back to that gold,”
said Funeral.

“Reckon I better,” said the deputy.
“Sure funny how two men’ll {fall
out—" His boots and words trailed

off down the hall. Funeral looked at

Ringbone and smiled wearily. He
was sleepy and wet and tired, but yet
he felt good.

“That deputy’s sure dumb,” he said.
“Wonder if he’ll get suspicious of
us when he finds out that sack is
filled with gravel?”

“He ain’t got that much  brains,”
said Ringbone.

MURDER BAIT
By T. W. Ford

featuring
N. Nickelby Dickens

in the November

CRACK DETECTIVE
STORIES



HERE IS REAL BANG-UP FUN!
The Plecsure Primen

A CONNOISSEUR'S CHOICE

HERE is a book for open minds and
ticklish spines. Hero is a book of a high-
ly tempting flavor spiced to the liking
of the most esquirish taste. Here is lusty,
merry entertainment for and about men
who knew how to live. Here is life with
apologies to none. Collected, selacted
from the best thers is, this zestful Primer
is guaranteed fo make the lassies giggle
and he-men erupt in boisterous bellyfuls.

Here is no refuge for the straight-laced
or satisfaction for the morbid, Served in
a highly inviting manner, this pleasure-
ful Primer is a blueprint for hale and
hearty living. Call it a gay evening's en-
tertainment or an ideal bedside com-
panion, you'll dally over its contents time
and time again.

What more can be said of any book other than
the self-appointed bearers of FORBIDDEN. signs
won't like it? Send along your orders, gentlemen,
for this rarest of tomes just off the presses. Of course
it's guaranteed, you either like it or IT DOESN'T COST
YOU A CENT.

STRAVON PUBLISHERS, Dept.  P-3611
113 W. 57 St,, N. Y. 19, N. Y.
Gentlemen:

Rush The Pleasure Primer for 10 days inspection. | under-
stand that unless highly pleased, | may return it for &
prompt refund!

0 Enclosed Is my dollar—send postpaid.
O Send C. O, D. I will pay postman 98¢ plus postage.

ORDER HOW!
ENJOY IT 10 DAYS FREE

L T P o PSR e R R R sessssssensanenn

For prompt delivery, Gentlemen; tear
out the coupon, and send at once.
Enjoy it 10 days FREE at our ex~
pense, and if not highly delighted,
just return it for @ prompt refund.

AQdreBS ..sosscesssnnccssccsesssscssssaesssssansssetnsssan
CltY scovsvoncoonocaocs svosvessamansossassas SHALE anssereson

MARK HERE IF YOU PREFER
THE DELUXE BOUND EPRITION—-$1.98

CANAPRA $1.28



A. G. Hoffman, E. F. Hoffman,
President Vice-President

MIDWEST

RADIO CORPORATION
Celebrates lis

25th

Anniversary Year

The year 1945 completes a quarter-century of pi~
oneermﬁ and achievement in the field of radio for
Midwest, Few manufacturers ean match this rece
ord of centinuous radio menufacture or Midwest’s
faithful adherence to high quality standards.

Although present Productlon is exclusively de-
voted to the manufacture of radio and radar in-
struments for our Armed Forces, Midwest is
planning new and finer radios for tomorrow,

PLAN TO BUY YOUR POSTWAR RADIO
DIRECT FROM THE MIDWEST FACTORY

That’s how thousands of Midwest Radio owners,
for styegrs, have enjoyed the finest in radio
vo.anda

SAVINGS UP TO 50%
WRITE FOR CATALOG NOW!

There is already a heavy advance demand for the

Midwest Radio Catalog to be issued after Victory
To be sure that you will: receive one of the 8-
copies, we urge you to send us your request T

DAY. Write direct to Mr. A, G. Hoffman, President,

MIDWEST RADIO CORPORATION

CINCINNATI 2, OHIO

DEPT. 68-BB

SEND NO lMONEY

FREE Catalog and Eye Chart. te tod:
Take advantage of big money nvin‘: %lyc
repajr broken :lnuel Fill prescriptions,
ODERN STYLE SPECTACLES. INC.
83 W. Jackson Bivd., Dept. L-30, Chls. 90, l1I.

Your money
refunded if not
entirely satis-
fled with

WANTED

3 SONG POEM To Be Set fo Musle

Puhlisheu need new songs, Submit one or more of youx best

Any d  poem.
FIVE STAB MUSBIC
FIVE STAR MUSIC MASTERS, 660 Beacon Bldg., Boston 8, Mass.

SONGWRITERS'

snnss PUBLISHED MONTHLY ADVANCE ROYALTY. Send your ;
songs or poems today for our exciting offer FREE nnuzﬂ
songwriting. Don't miss this opportunity.

HOLLYWOOD TUNESMITHS

DEPT. 2He 7024 MELROSE AVE. + HOLLYWOOD GALIFORNIA
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Death Loads the Stick

(Continued From Page 57

wall over Watson’s head. That was
because Watson’s bullet had killed
Hartman on his feet.

Hartman’s knees went out and he
hit the floor, lying beside the inert
body of old Rakestraw, the man he
had killed. The spectators, caught
unaware in the gunfire, had hit the
floor. They crowded around Watson
who held his bleeding shoulder and
cursed.

“What happened, sheriff?”

“Read that stick. I gotta get to the
doc.” Watson ran out the doorway,
heac 'ng for the doctor’s house. One
man stumbled through the stick of
type. He read the want ad slowly.
Then he next read

Hartman has just entered through
the back door. He has a gun. He is
going to kill me. .I haven’t got a
chance to get my gun. The time is
12.17 and—

(THE END)

W// s nJ’W///// ////

TORTILLA JOE
is in the October

issue of
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\Heres new amazing mouth comfort thhout risking & single cent : . . enjoy that fﬂelmg of
thaving your own teeth again. Its efTicaciousness is attested to by hundreds of users who
lenthusiastically praise Crown Plate Reliner . . . you, too, will join this happy army if you will
ljust try Crown once. Satisfy your desire for food . . . eat what you want ., . . yes, comfortably
eat foods you have been deprived of such as steak, corn, apples, etc. Use Crown Plate Reliner
end again make eating a pleasure. Remember Crown Reliner tightens false teeth or no cost.
Perfect for partials, lowers and uppers.

NOT A POWDER OR PASTE crOWN PLATE RELINER is easy o use.

Don’t suffer emharrassment and discomfort caused by loose dentsl plates. Apply CROWN RELINER. In a jiffy
your plate fits like new and stays that way up tq 4 months. No old-fashioned heating to Burn your mouth, Just
squeeze CROWN from tube snd put your teeth back in. They'll tit as snugly as ever. Inventor is a recognized
‘uuthority in dental ficld. A patent has been applied for CROWN RELINER to protect you from fmitators. After
you reline your plate with CROWN, take your faise teeth our for cleaning without affecting the CROWN
RELINER. CROWN RELINER is guaranteed . . . it's harmless. NOT A POWDER OR PPASTE! DOES NOT
BURN OR IRRITATE. If not satisfied, even after 4 months, return partly used tube for full refund . CROWN
§¢ a sclentific discovery that you use without fuss or hother. Just squeeze it out of the tuhe onto the plate and
in s jiffy your plate will again feel as tight and comfortshle s it did when It wes new. Order todsy and
€

enjoy this new oral comfort right u\\uy.‘g

{ whar users 1. "HERE' SaOUR_aFREE LOFFER!

}L‘ltm‘:,i:,rf(:'w“ “r““.' ’4‘1{()WN oﬂ’erl you~ 8 l.wn y prnlullon for your nlutc: Order CROWN
“‘My plates were so bad they RELINER and receive »REE with your order CROWN DENTAL PLATE
rattied when I talked. Now 1 CLEANER. The DENTAL PLATE CLEANER Is eusy to use and restores
can eat steaks. corn on the that new freshness to your plates to help keep your mouth clean and germ-
;‘,"I"l -h'"lwﬁ }V,{‘uf Y“’C"“"‘ free. CROWN GLEANER eliminates without brushing foods that collect in
H‘;li;’z’r all ;":: (_{Elnr:‘ n‘f;’“’,‘: plate corners and crevices. Helps protect plates because no brushing s
and more.”" . ..Mnny more necessary and therefore the dunger of scratching s avolded. You will enjoy

attest to same excellent re- the feeling that your breath s sweet and Is not *‘false-teeth offensive™’. Order
sults, Keline your plates with today and get your CROWN CLEANER FREE with the CROWN DENTAL
CROWN. 1It's tasteless. Has PLATE RELINER .°2'0 remember you don’t rlvk " sm;.le cent. You must he

that natural pink color. Order

» tube of CROWN RELINE® | 100% sat OF Ik poiied taok.y -
8y . . . enoukh W fast a

tod 9 " s

year. : *‘\SENB NO_. MONEY

Trv it for 4 months and then return it for a’
full refund if not satisfied. Order at once and
.we will include FREE with your order a tube
.«of CROWN DENTAL PLATE CLEANER.
iYou'll be delighted with both...and the
CROWN CLEANER will make your mouth
:feel refreshed. Rush coupon sending name and
addrell. Pay'postman one dollar for combina- =
{tion plus postage, or send cash and we pay Crown H"s"c_ Co., ,DEP"- 3410

.ipostage. Act now and enjoy this new happiness.' 4358 W. Philadelphia Ave,

At Your Druggist or Order Direct Detroit 4, Mich,

=

CROWN PLASTIC CO., Depi. 3410
4358 W. Philadelphia Ave., Detroit 4, Mich.

Send your wonderful Crown Dental Plate Reliner and
fnclude the FREE Crown Dental Cleaner. I will pay
postman one dollar plus ap 24c

val, If T am not sathﬁed after 4 months, I may
return partly used tube for full reéfund.
(O I am enclosing one dollar in full payment samae

guarantee.)
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BELIEVE IN LUCK?-$

2 Carry & pair of GENUINE BRAHMA
= RED LIVE HIGHLY MAGNETIC
LODESTONES. Legend reputes Occuli
=% Orlental ancients superstitiously carried
two Live Lodestones as MOST POWER-
FUL MAGNETIC “LUCKY’’ CHARMS,
one to “attract”’ Good Luck in Money,
Games, Love, Business, Work, ete., the
other to ‘“Prevent” Bad Luck, Losses,
Evil, Trouble, Harm, etc. Believe in Luck? Carry a Pair of these
curious Genuine Brahma Red Live Lodestones! We make no super=
natural claims, $1.97 Postpald for the two, with all information.
$1.97 and ~28c extra -if C.0.D. Satisfaction GUARANTEED or

Money Returned. Order yours NOW!

ASTROL CO., Dept. E445, Main P. 0.
Bex 72, BROOKLYN, N, Y.

NOTICE: Beware of imitations. We absolutely GUARANTEE
these Genuine Brahma Lodestones are Alive! We helieve they ate
just what you want, the REAL THING — POWERFUL DRAW-
ING, EXTRA HIGHLY MAGNETIC! Fully Guaranteed — Order

TODAY! Copyright 1937 — A. Co.

POCGKET ADDING MACHINE

e S~  Sturdy steel construction for Lifetime uge. Adds,
0 gubtracts, ajdg multiplication. Capacity 999,
/s %} 999.99. A real machine—guaranteed 5 years.

Thousands of satisfled users, Send name and
address, We ship immediately, On delivery,
psy postman $2.50 (plug C. O. D. and postage
" / charges). If you send $2.50 with
111/ Free 52‘50 order, we pay postage. Leathers
Trial ette case 25¢ additional Your

Send No money back after 10 days trial

money if not sstisfied,

TAVELLA SALES CO., 25-PPA West Broadway, New York 7, N.Y.

Make Money at Home Sell-
ing by Mail. Details Free.
E. R. Cole, 828 Chesinut
Ave., Long Beach 2, Calif.

HARD OF HEARING?
You can't hear well if impacted wax
blocks ear canals and presses on sensi-
tive ear drums.

Take Doctor's Advice!

Thougands of folks are now hearing normal again and
are no longer bothered by buzzing, ringing, hissing head
noises, dizziness, ear irritation, since they removed hard
impacted wax. But follow doctor’s advice. Never, never

iry to remove impacted wax with finger nails, tooth-

picks, hairpins or any instrument. The safe way Is with
Orotune Ear Drops. Tests by well known Ilaboratory
prove them absolutely harmless used as directed.

Orotune has brought better hearing to so many who
were deafened by impacted wax that you owe it to your-
gelf to try it. s

A, M. Beetchenon, Newark, N. J., writes: ‘‘Before
Using Orotune Ear Drops, I was se deafened that X
could not hear the clock tick. After using Orotune, I
can now hear the clock tick with beth ears.”
~ SEND NO MONEY. Pay postman $2, plus postage
and C.0.D. charges for 8 months supply. If you send
$2 with order, we pay all postage charges. Order
today. You’ll be amazed how clearly and distinctly you
HEAR again when wax .obstruction is removed!

HARVIN CO., 117 W, 48 8t., Dpt. 720, New York 19, N. Y.
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Cwihoot Dinero

(Continued From Page 50)

lars I just recovered from Gloring.
The bank’s already identified that
mo..'y. A lynch mob may soon be
howling outside. There ain’t no evi-
dence against the kid here b’cause
there was no money found on him.
Looks like you did the job alone,
Cald en, and nobody’d ever believe
your cock and bull story about that
poster which I've already burned.”

Holcolm paused to let what he’d
said soak in with both Gloring and
Caldeen. “If you tell me right quick
where you cached the rest of the
money,” he went on, “I'll see if I
can use my influence with the towns-
people. If we don’t get the rest of
the morey back, I might be tempted
to let a lynching party have you
without puttin’ up any too big a
struggle.” :

Caldeen growled through the bars,
“You can go to hell.”

Holcolm only chuckled. He’d been
sheriff a long time, had had plenty
of experience. Caldeen would talk
soonn enough. Killers always did
when they faced a lynching. Any
man would give up a few dollars to
gain a fair court trial rather than let-
ting himself be hanged to a tree im-
mediately. Holcolm could arrange
what threats were necessary.

As he moved back toward his of-
fice, the sheriff chuckled again. “T’ll
get all the bank money back and my
own money, too.” His attention was
attracted to the street outside. Ju-
lie and Carl were just driving past.
Julie waved to him. Holcolm waved
back through the window. The kids
,were going some place on a honey-
moon, he guessed.

(THE. END)
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"MOUNTAIN JUSTICE"
A Judge Bete Story

By Lee Floren




Last Laugh for a Lawman

(Continued From Page 40)

and Blanding kept his mouth
shut about your note like I fig-
ured. From here it’s a cinch. He
thinks you’re bluffing. So you
can ride tonight, and I'll sece you
out at the punkhouse in the
morning. Saul.

“Thought so,” he murmured.
“Saul’s been letting Tanner’s gang
hide out in that old rundown bunk-
house out at his place. No wonder
the crusty old devilsacts like a her-
mit out there, and never has any vis-
itors to speak of. I knew something
was funny when Tanner referred to
our Mr. Horgan as ‘Saul,” when I was
talkin’ with him, Muley. A man
doesn’t use a first name when refer-
rin’ to an old gink like Saul unless
he knows him.”

“You—you mean Saul’s in cahoots
with Tanner? But what for?”

“He was,” Jim said grimly. “He in-
vited Tanner up here, when Texas
got too hot for him, reahzmg you
and I are the only law in this wild
stretch of country. Saul gave ’em a
hideout in his bunkhouse, in return
for a cut of their profits, I reckon.
And their plan to get rid of me was
simple. They were just gonna make
me look like a fool, so folks’d Jaugh
me out of office. It was slick, but it
didn’t work.

“Tanner didn’t get any of Saul’s
money out of the bank. Just made it
look that way, so I'd lose face. And
so I'd come hotfoctin’ out after the
gang, and they could trap me. Tan-
ner was gonna beat up on me, to
make me look even more ridiculous,
comin’ back to town empty-handed.”

“Well—I'll—be—damned.”

“So’ll Saul,” Jim grinned. “Come
on. We got work to do. Gotta tote
Tanner back to the hoosegow. Then
we’re gonna organize a posse—every
able-bodied man in town, by golly—
and pay a little social call out at
Saul’s bunkhouse.”

Muley was grinning broadly. “And
won’t that old sinner be surprised
to see us?”

(THE END)

INDIVIDUAL or FAMILY

Insure NOW, before it s too late! Pro-
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Blood Quest of the Hawk

(Continued From Page 34)
cheon porch, and flower beds before
it.

He smiled, slowly. “I was thinking,
Lorrine—of home.” ,

And the girl, looking deep into his
eyes, smiled with sudden under-
standing.

The ebbing wind seemed to mutter
approval as they swung restless
h rs.; north toward the Lazy H—
and home!

(THE END)

Answer to Wild West Quiz

1. Rope it, for it is a motherless
calf.

2, Scalp an Indian.

3. Die with the rawhides on, for
boots were made from rawhide, and
it was custemary to remove them if
one took time to die in bed.

4. A refuge for the wild and law-
less. :

5. The sky, for he slept out.

6. A stag dance, for women were
mighty scarce in some places.

7. Food.

8. Vaqueros.

9. Beaver skins.
'10. Rawhide.

How "Buffale Bill" Earned
His Nickname

: (Continued From Page 24)
failed too, Brigham lost patience,
and was likely as not to drop the
matter then and there.

“Well, mister,”s said the captain
with a grin as he took his departure,
“from now on you’re ‘Buffalo Bill’
Cody, to me.”

It was this episode that fastened
the title of “Buffalo Bill” on Cody,
and learning it, the friends of Billy
Comstock, chief of scouts at Fort
Wa..ace, filed a verbal protest. Com-

stock, they said, had a well-earned
reputation as a bison hunter, and was
C.Jy’s superior. Arguments over the
matter grew so torrid that a match

(Continued On Page 96)
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How "Buffalo Bill" Earned
His Nicknome

(Continued From Page 94)
was arranged to determine whether
it shuuld be “Buffalo Bill” Cody or
“Bulfalo Bill” Comstock.

The hunting ground was fixed
near Sheridan, Kansas, and a goodly
crowd of spectators were attracted
by the news of the contest. Officers,
soldiers, plainsmen, and railroad
workers took a day off to witness the
competition, and one excursion party
carr- all the way from St. Louis to
see the sport.

Referees or judges were appointed
to follow each contestant, and keep
an accurate tally of the buffaloes
slain, Billy Comstock was mounted
on hls favorite horse and carried a
Henry rifle of large caliber. Brigham
and Lucretia Borgia went with Wil-
liam Cody. The two huntsmen rode
side by side until the first herd was
sighted and the warning given, when
off they dashed to attack, separating
to the righ: and to the left.

In this first onslaught Cody killed
thirty-eight and Comstock twenty-
three. They had ridden many miles
and the carcasses of the dead ani-
mals were scattered all over the prai-
rie. Chuck was served at noen, but
scarcely was it over before another
her. was spotted, composed mainly
of cows with their calves. The toll of
this bunch was fourteen and eight-
een, in favor of young Cody.

In those days the prairies were
alive with bisen, and a third herd put
in an appearance before the hunters’
rifle barrels were cooled. In order
to give Brigham a share in the glory,
Cody pulled off his gaddle and bridle
rod: bareback to the kill. That closed
the contest. Score: Comstock, forty-
eight; Cody, sixty-nine. The chal-
lenger’s friends gave up and admit-
ted defeat, so William F. Cody was
dubbed “Champion Buffalo Hunter
of the Plains.”
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THOUSANDS of MEN NOW

Appear Feel Look
SLIMMER BETTER YOUNGER

with Commander
The Amazing NEW Abdominal Supporter

Yes, instantly you, too, can begin to feel ALIVE . . . ON TOP OF THE WORLD hy
Joining the Parade of Men who are marching up the highway of happier living with the
COMMANDER, the amazing new Men’s abdominal supporter.

GET “IN SHAPE'’ INSTANTLY AND ENJOY A HAPPY STREAMLINED APPEARANCE
The COMMANDER presents the exclusively designed “INTERLOCKING HANDS’
principle for extra double support where you need it most It flattens the burdensome
sagging ‘‘corporation’’ and restores to the body the zestful invigorating feeling that
comes with firm, sure ‘‘bay window’’ control. Order this new belt today and begin

enjoying the pleasure of feeling ‘‘in shape’’ at once.
BREATHE EASIER—TAKE WEIGHT OFF TIRED FEET
The helpful uplifting EXTRA SUPPORTING power of the COMMANDER firmly sup-
ports abdominal sag. The instant you pull on the belt you breathe easier . ., . your
wind is longer . . . you feel better!
YOUR BACK IS BRACED—YOUR CLOTHES FIT BETTER—YOU APPEAR
- The COMMANDER braces your figure . . . you look and feel slimmer . . . you;rglttLhEe:
fit you better. Your friends will notice the improvement immediately.
COMMANDER IS NEW AND MODERN! r
The absence of gouging steel ribs, dangling buckles and bothersome laces will prove
a joy. COMMANDER has a real man’s jock type pouch. IT GIVES GENUINE MALE
PROTECTION. Try this amazing new belt with full confidence . . . and at our risk.
SEND FOR IT NOW!

*THE SECRET OF THE
"INTERLOCKING HANDS"

Only COMMANDER containg this NEW
principle. A porous non-stretch mmterial is
built into the Special stretch body of the
> COMMANDER . . . in the outline of two
interlocking hands for EXTRA DOUBLE
SUPPORT where you need it most. NO
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Above are just a few of the many unsolicited testimonials for the @ommander
that we receive regularly. Originals of these and others are on file.

SEND FOR IT TODAY—USE THIS COUPON
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' if you join the Dollar Book Club
¢ AND PASsign”

The Beauiy of an Angel
the Fury of a She-Devil!
Suddenly a slender figure

jeaped on_ deck. Here was

Anne Bonney, infamous

pirate queen, her blonde

tresses streaming, her
mouthtwisted infury.

“God’s death to you

cowards!” she taunt-

ed, lashing her men

\ with a murderouswhip

. . Only one man

R knew the dark secret

that goaded Anne to

violent adventure and
bloody vengeance!

NO’I‘ FOR many a year has there ap-
peared such a rich, flamboyant
adventure-romance as “LUSTY WIND
< FOR CAROLINA’’—an epic novel that
takes you back to the days of duels, thrill-
ing sea battles and rough, bawdy living on
the fringe of the American pioneer wilderness.
In its pages a whole gallery of fascinating char-
acters come to life—Anne Bonney, celebrated pirate
queen, whose exotic, untamed beauty was matched
only by her devilish cruelty—swarthy libertine Stede
Bonnet, Anne’s paramour in passion and tool in crime—
Gabrielle Fountaine, captivating French heroine, and her
.aandsome soldier lover, David Moray, who found romantic
sulfillment in the New World.
All these and a host of other colorful, devil-may-care charac-
ters crowd 450 pages of action-packed drama, hair-raising ex-
ploits, tender and passionate moments of love. This new novel
sent to you FREE ks soon as you join the Dollar Book Club.

Dollar Book Club Membership Is Free

HE DOLLAR BOOK CLUB is the only club that brings you
newly printed books by outstanding authors, for only $1.00 each.
You save 50 to 75 per cent from the established retail price. Every
selection is a handsome, full-sized library edition printed exclusive-
ly for members. You do not have to accept a book every month;
Doubleday One Doflar Book .Club only the purchase of six books a year is necessary.
Dept. IIDAG, Garden City, New York — The Economical, Systematic Way to Build a Good Library
Please enroll me free as a Dollar Book Club sub- Dollar Book Club selections are from the best modern books—the
geriber and send me “LUSTY WIND FOR CARO- outstanding fiction and non-fiction by famous authors. Such out-
LINA” FREE. Also send me as my first gelec- standing best sellers as MRS. MINIVER, KING'S ROW, DRAGON
tion for $1.00 the book I have checked below: SEED, THE STRANGE WOMAN and THE SONG OF BERNA-
O China to Me OA Tree Grows in Brooklyn DETTE were all received by members at $1.00 each while the
O Strange Woman gltxbllct !‘iassool@)%\%qumiwm to séOO for thethpul‘)lisr;er’s edition,
- retail. 2 scriminating readers are enthusiastic supporters
!re?i;hnmflsye 32:5&3"}; %gﬂeer'x‘cilﬁrg‘ 'g’.}sl;ze I‘;{ultl};? of the Dollar Book Club, enabling the Club to offer values un-
tin’’ telling about the two new forthcoming one- equalled by any other method of book buying.

dollar bargain book selections and several additional Choose Your First i Th
bargains which are offered for $1.00* each to mem- First Selection from These Best Sellers

x % Upon receipt of the “attached coupon you will be sent a FREE copy of “LUSTY
5 ) f notif; 5
D Uil e Lo Devloe SUED IS WIND FOR CAROLINA”, You will also receive as your first selection for $1.00
following month’s selections and whether or not I your choice of any of these three great best sellers:
wish to purchase any of the other bargains at the @® A Tree Grows in Brooklyn, by Betty Smith. The laughing, loving story of
Special Club price of $1.00 each. The purchase of the Brooklyn Nolans—tiie best-selier tnat captivated millions and inspired a
books is entirely voluntary on my part. I do not great movie,
DL et sl Rl Ui e © China to Me, by Emily Hahn., The best-selling true story of eight years in
pay nothing except $1.00 for each selection Teceived China—the most astonishiug series of adventures ever to befall an American
4 7 woman.

plus a few cents handling and shipping cost.
® The Strange Woman by Ben Ames Williams. The unforgettable story of *“‘A

MAIL THIS
COUPON
FREE: "'Lusty Wind for Carolina"

Mr. \ Maine Cleopatra” by the author of “Leave Her to Heaven.”’

MR, evossvoaasscsssosenesasasssssosesossssasse For convenience, memhers prefer to have shipped and pay for books every other
Miss month. You will receive the descriptive folder called ‘““The Bulletin,”” sent ex-
AL ARG st s e a e ae S e e clusively to members. It describes the forthcoming two months” book selections and

Zone No,
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reviews about ten additional titles (in the original publishers’ editions selling
at retail for $2.50 or more) available to members at only $1.00 each. If you do
not wish to purchase either of the two new selections for $1.00 each, you may
notify ithe Club, so that the books will not be sent you. In any case, you may
purchase any of the other titles offered for $1.00 each.

DOUBLEDAY ONE DOLLAR BOOK CLUB, Garden City, New York., N. Y.

L2 R ey FERE T L)
If under’21,

Oceupation ......ceceeees.....88¢ Ploase........
*Same price in Canada: 105 Bond St., Toronto 2
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