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NOW!
The Greatest J
HOSPITALIZATION §

VALUE
EVER OFFERED
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Smiling and healthy today — in a Sky-high Hospital bills can wreck We pay benefits for as long as you
Hospital bed tomorrow! Be ready! your life savings. Insure now! stay in Hospital. NO TIME LIMIT!

PROTECTS YOU and YOUR FAMILY
case SICKNESS or ACCIDENT ..

COSTS ONLY

WE PRY CASH DIRECT T0 YOU

N ADDITION TO WHAT YOU MAY COLLECT FROM OTHER INSURANCE
Go to the Hospital for a day, a week, a month, a year or
ionger — your “NO TIME LIMIT" Policy pays Benefits just as
long as you stay — there‘s absclutely no time [imit!
Wheat blessed help! What's more, the “NO TIME LIMIT”
Policy pays off in cash direct to you — regardless of what
you may collect from any other insurance policy for the
same disability, including Workmen’s Compensation. This
is important — it means you can carry the low cost “NO
TIME LIMIT” Policy IN ADDITION to any other insurarice
-~ then collect two ways in case of Hospital confinement.
ACCIDENTAL DEATH, SURGERY, POLIO INCLUDED
We give you more coverage, better coverage, longer cpv-
erage at low cost. You get generous Hospital Room dfd
Board- Benefits for sickness or accident (rest homes, sdni-
tariums and Govt. Hospitals excluded) . . . you get Cash
Benefits for 73 Surgical Operations . . . Lump Cash “for
accidental death . Cash Payment for. loss of eyes,
hands, feet . .. specml Polio Protection, etc. One Polic
covers individual or entire family, birth to age 75. Z
see the low costs in the booklet we send you. Di
TAKE CHANCES — BE PROTECTED. Send for our
BOOK which tells all about this remarkable insuran:
DON'T W. i

Poligy Sold. Orly By
Mail! Good Anywhere
in U.S. & Possessions!
If sickness or accident
puts you in o Hospital
bed — you'll ook back~
and thank your lucky
stars you were wisg:
enough to take out %he
““NO TIME LIMIT Policy.
It's ‘the sensibie, omchcal way to
protect your own bank account
against the onslaught of high
Hospital costs. So ACT TODAY! Do
it before trouble strikes.

YOU CAN GET MATERNITY
For slight extra cost husband and
wife can have a MATERNITY RIDER
attached to their regular Policy and
this will entitle the couple to a lib-
erul Benefit for childbirth confine-

Dept. 1253-D  Wilmi

Please send me, wi
low cost NO TAME

Sligation, full details about your ne
HOSPITAL Plan, No ageni will calll

LICY: ALL\EG BY STRQNG AECIABLE COMPANY -
X iness in all 48 states and U. S. pos-
Foims are paid romp’ly in strict .
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BOOST YOUR EARNING POWER
DURING THE HOURS THAT COUNT

AN HOUR from B
8303‘“'104303‘“‘

1.C.S. Course S T ' S
¢8 Eyery hour 1 spentsf-ga ‘::1 me! My position No matter where you live, I. C. S, will come to
has been worth $9 my home: - - you. No matter what your handicaps or achieve-

ments, .whether you make $2,006 or $20,000 a
year, I. C.’S. has a plan to fit your- needs exactly.:
No matter how limited ‘your previous education,
the simply written, fully illustrated I, C. S. text- -
-+ books make it easy to learn. No matter  what -
career you may:chcose; some. one of ‘the 391
e S cpurses can bg’yoursprmgboard to sucCes .

° ~‘0A 'g

0 a year income: =
= ?Zr?\?ly s huppmess—{ %wg :t'
m:axe-hme trmmq’g ‘

Every man brings letters like this from men :
and women who studied I. C. S. courses in their - An hour or s day spent thh I c.s. wxl}

~spare.time. . prepare you for the position you want in the

What are you doing with the hours after  work you like best. Doubt it? Then : put it up
supper? Can you afford to let them slip by un- * to us to prove'it! Mark and mail this coupon
improved when you can easxly make them mean  —now! We’ll send you full informatmn plus
Somuchp " -2 - g o e ~free book, “How to §ucceed P

DOX 6003-E SCRANTGN 9. PENNA
Withou? cost or obligation, send me “HOW.to SUCCEED” and the booklet about the course BEFORE which | Nave markod X:
ART Cl H a!ln CIVIL, STHUCTURAL [J-College. Preparatory [ Stationary-Steam Englngering
X Commerclal Arl rrm ng AN(-IN EER 3 Mathematics W Stahonary Fireman
{0 Magazine and Book CI Alr Condlllonlnz O Civit .ngineermg > =] Gommercral RADIO, TELE\IISlON.
Hllustrating [ Electrician D Structural Englneertns,.» - Good Enslrsh COMMUNICATIONS
[ Cartooning BUSINESS O Surveying and Mapping ™ . MECHAN lCAL [ General Radio
3 Show Card and Sign Lettering O Bus(ness Administration O Structural Drafting, = .- AND 'SHO! [ Radio Operation
[ Fashion Hlustrating - O Certified Public Accountand [ Highway E ing- =3 et {7 Radio: Servicing—FM
AUTOMOTIVE O Accoun Inz [ Reading Blueprinis -0 Industrial Engineering [ Television
[0 Automobile, Mechanic [J Bookkeepi ] Concrete’ Construction O nduslnalsuuemsron O Electronics
[J Auto-Elec. Technician &) stenozraphy and Typing 1 Sanitary Engineering  ~ * O Foreman [ Telephone Work
[ Auto Baody Rebuilding [ Secretarial DRAFTING oM rafting RAILROAD
and Refinishing [ Federal Tax o Arrcrait Dratlmg [J'Machine Deslgn-Dramnz [J Locomotive Engineer
[ Diesel—Gas Engines OB Cor d Drafting [ Machine Shop Practice 3 Diesel Laconotive
AVIATION 1 Personnel and Labor Relations D Electrical Draffing * - - Tool Design 3 [3 Air Brakes - (O Car Inspector
T Aeronautical Enginsering Sr.  [J Advertising Mechanical Drafting [T Industrial Instrumentation’  [J Railroad Admrmslratron
D1 Aircraft Engine Mechanic [ Retail Business Management D Siructural Draftifg > [ Machine Shop-Inspection TEXTILE
3 Airplane Drafting [ Managing Small Business Sheet Metal Drafting (3 Reading Biueprints [0 Textile Engineering
BUILDING [ Sales Management ™ D Mine Surveying and Drumnz [ Tooimaking O Cotton Manufacture
[ Architecture [ Salesmanship =~ ~ ELECTRICAL Gas Elecmc Weldmg O Reyen Manhfacture
L Arch, Drafting O Traffic Managemenl [ Electrical Engineering - D at T .0 Weolen § e
[ Building Contractor : CHEMISTRY 3 Electrician =San Sheet Hatal Work - - [J-Loom Fixi
[J Estimating 0 Chamrcal Engmuﬂnl [l Electrical Malntenancs . [ Sheet’ Metal Pattern Drafting O Frms"zlng and Dyeing
1 Carpenter and Mill Work [ Chemistry . [0 Efectrical Drafting - [ Refrigeration [ Textile Designing
[ Carpenter Foreman W Analytrcal Chemlstry [ Electric iner and Light - POWER
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KNOW YOUR WEST (Special Department) ........ Harold Gluck

THE CORPSE TURNED OVER (Novel) John D. Carroll

Harry Horton gets a quick burial — before anyone can examine the remains!

DIGGER JOHN — KIDNAPPER

Dredger Dan goes all-out to ruin Digger, once and for all!

ACRES OF GOLD Richard Brister

Burke counts on greed for the success of his diabolical scheme.

NESTERS, DIG YOUR GRAVES! W. Edmunds Claussen

Phil Lancey finds that there's one person ne one can run away from!
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Tom Hardy finds himself in a downright compromising situation.
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Next fssue on Sale December 1st

TAMOUS WESTERN, December, 1953, published bi-monthly by COLUMBIA PUB-
LICATIONS, INC., 1 Appleton Street, llolyoke, Mass. Editorial and executive
offices in 241 Church Street, New York 13, N. Y. Entered as second class mat-
ter at the Post Office at FHolyoke, Mass. HKntire contents copyright 1953 by Co-
lumbia Publications, Inc. Single copy 25¢; yea subseription $1.50. When submit-
ting manuscriprs enclose stamped, self-add d envelope for their return if
found unavailable for acceptance. The publish will exercise care in the handling
of unsolicited manuscripts, but assume no responsibility for their return. Printed
in the T. 8. A,

L



You Practice Broadcasting You Practice Servicing

with Parts | Send with Parts | Send .

As part of my Communications Nothing takes the place of PRAC-
Course I send you kits of parts to TICAL EXPERIENCE. That's
build the low-power Broadcasting why NRI training is based on
Transmitter shown at left. You LEARNING BY DOING. You
use it to hget. {)rsctical ex&erienc_e' use parts I furnish wé)uild many

utting this station “on the air, circuits common to both Radio
gerfon%\ing procedures demanded and Television, With my Servicing
of broadcasting station operators. Course you build the modern
Training plus opportunity is the Radio shown at left. You build an
PERFECT COMBINATION for electronic Multitester which you
job sscuxty.Fgg%i gay. ad\'anpei uie }fo hele?x sets waﬂe trainirﬁg
ment. An ommercia at home. Many students make
Operator’s License can be your $10, $15 a week extra fixing
ticket to a better job and a bright neighbors’ sets in spare time,
iuture and my Communications tarting soon after enrolling. I -
Course gives you the training you send you special booklets that
need to get yourjlicense. Mail how you how. Mail coupon for
coupon be%ow and see in my book my big 64-page book and actual
other valuable equipment you Servicing on, both FREE.
build. All equipment I send is See other equipment you build
yours to keep. nd keep. 4

33 trained more men
for Radio-T¥
than any othier mi

America’s Fast Growing Industry
Offers You Good Pay, Success

Do you want a good pay job, a bright future, security? Then get
into the fast growing RADIO-TELEVISION incustry. Hundreds I've
trained are successful RADIO-TELEVISION TECHNICIANS. Most
had no previous experience, many no more than grammar school
education. Keep your job while training at home. Learn RADIO-
TELEVISION principles from easy-to-understand lessons. Get prac-
tical experience on actual equipment you build with parts I send you.

Mcke Extra Money in Spcre Time While Training
The day you enrall I start sending you SPECIAL BOOKLETS that

At 3 + e d show you how to service neighbors’ Radios in spare time while train-
125 MRI Trulnmg Leads to ing. Use MUL'{'(ITESTER you build to helg) Sﬁrgcgsets,éget practical
experience working on circuits common to both Radio and Television.

GON! Jﬁbs l-ike “lese Find out how you can realize your ambition to be successful in the
Broadeasting: Chief Prosperous RADIO-TELEVISION industry. Even without Tele-

Has Growing Business Technician, Chief vision, the industry is bigger than ever before. 115 million home and

Today's Goed Job Maker

TV now reaches from coaststo-coast. Over 25 million TV sets are now
in use; about 200 TV stations are on the air; hundreds more being built.
This means more jobs, good pay jobs with bright futures. Now is the
time to get ready for success in TV. Find out what Radio-Television
offers you Mail coupon now for my 2 Books FREI!

“I am becoming an expert Operator, Power auto Radios, over 3000 Radio Stations, expanding Aviation and Police
e %‘Iomtotr, R*’I‘é‘;'d“;g Radio. Micro-wave Relay, FM and Television are making oppor-
s hicat courss I fesl this ng‘;‘; o%rbper;nt%re. tunities for Servicing and Communications Technicians.

¥ would have been impossi- ici . o < . 0

bls. 1 basligss cantinucs 1o grow: Servicing: Home  Mail Coupon — Find Out What Rodio-TV Offers You

—Philip G. Brogan, Louisville, Ky.
Goed Job with Stati

“Y am Broadeast Engineer
at WLPM. Ancther tech
pician and 1 have opend

: R P.A. Systems, Tele- Send for my FREE DOUBLE OFFER. Cut out and mail coupon below.
vision Receivers, Electronic Controls, Send in envelope or paste on postal. You will get actual Servicing

FM Radios. In Radio Plants: Design 4, : » .
Assistant. Tranerittes Doston Merhrl: Lesson to prove it’s practical to learn at home. You'll also receive my

cian, Tester, Serviceman, Service Man- 04-page Book, “How to Be a Success in Radio-Television.” Read what
& Radio-TV service shop ager, Ship and Harbor Radio: Chief MY graduates are domg. earning, see photos of equipment you practice
lnlaurhspareA time. B‘if TV‘}&: Operator, Assistant Operator, g:gio- with at home. J. E. Smith, President, Dept. 8NT
sales here. As a result we have more - tolephone Operator. Government Radio: - : Washi
'Bmmleu‘an‘ weqc-?lex?a'\:‘d;e' —I-B. Greeator in Arroy; Navy, Morhic Caft National Radio Institute, Washington 9, D. C.

RS, SRS Coast Guard; Forestry Service Dis- 2 e

Praises NRI as Best Course patcher, Airways Radio Operator. Avia-

s vt e Lo ot i B e
dent when I enrolled. My ! 2 5
nds began o bring Operator. Telev 3 w3k SMITH, President, Dept. SNT

Radios to me. T real-  sion: Pick-up Oper- i | Radio Institute, Washington 9, D. C.
a profit of $300 by the ator, Voice Trans-% + g
time I compieted the course."—John mitter Operator,: i MalEl:éne iamp}e Lesson,and ﬁ“;{ige Book, ¢
Hopper, Niiro, West Va. Television Tech- FREE. (No salesmen will call. Please

nician, Remote Con- g Vrite plainly.)
trol Operator, Ser-
vice and Mainte-
nance Technician.

i Address.

i City...... “Zone.......State
write in date
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Know Your West
A Departitient For '
Western Story Readers

By Harold Gluck

NO SASS BUT SASSPARILLA

scribed as the town with the

lowest birth-rate and highest
death-rate. In fact, Hiram Stuler, who
ran the one and only undertaking es-
tablishment there, was on his way to
becoming a wealthy man. Just now
he was presiding at a secret meeting,
held in the kitchen of the Martin
Hotel. Tall, thin, and always dressed
in that Prince Albert coat he looked
like a man without a soul. But be-
neath his stiff shirt there was a sound
heart.

“If things keep up at this rate,” he
remarked to the group of honest citi-
zens assembled, “Shorty Santers will
be collecting money from every citi-
zen in this town. Either you pay or
take a trip—homeward bound, or to
the cemetery. I have contacted Mr.
Frank Murray, who has something to
say; as you probably know, his boast
is that he takes no sass but sassparil-
la.”

Every eye in the kitchen focused
on the young man, who was well-
armed. In his gunbelt there were two
Remington .44’s and in his left hand
he held a Winchester rifle. Once in a
- fight with outlaws he had unfortu-

nately slipped a .45 Colt’s pistol car-

LUDLOW CITY was once de-

tridge info the magazine of his .44
Winchester. Cool and calm, he re-
moved the side plates of his Win-
chester, removed the bullet, and re-
placed the plates. Then he wiped out
the outlaws. But from then on, he had
something important to say about
guns. 3

“When a man gets into a close, hot"
fight with a dozen men shooting at
him all at once, he must have his am-
munition all the same kind.”

He had been asked to come to this
secret meeting, and had made the
three day trip to Ludlow City, Time
was valuable, so he came right to the
point. “I guarantee to get rid of
Shorty Santers. You appoint me town
constable. My fee is five thousand
dollars payable in advance, and a
twenty per cent split on all customers
I send to Mr. Stuler’s establishment.”

There wasn’t a smile on the under-
taker’s face as he pinned on the badge
of office that made Frank Murray a
law officer. Then he handed him a
package of large bills.

- “Be careful as you walk down Main
Street. Shorty Santers seems to have
gotten wind about this secret meet-
ing. Pete Chokia is out there, and he
is a deadly killer.”

Every building on one side of Main

[Turn To Page 8]



Would You Hy to the Koon |
If You Kod the Chance ?

ARE YOU FASCINATED BY REPORTS OF FLYING SAUCERS? AWED BY THE
POSSIBILITIES OF ATOMIC ENERGY? EXCITED BY ROCKET EXPERTS’ PLANS
FOR BUILDIN_G A SPACE PLATFORM? THEN YOU WERE MEANT FOR

TKE SCIENCE-FICTION BOOK <LUB

IF YOU’RE excited about the possibilities of

rocketing through space...if you enjoy
strange adventures, daring flights of the
imagination, and jet-propelled reading thrills,
here’s tremendous news for you! It's
SCIENCE-FICTION BOOK CLUB—devoted
entirely to bringing you “the fiction of Te=
day that is rapldly becoming the fact of To-
morrow.”

Now — The Cream of New Science-~
Fiction Books — For Only $1 Each!

The Science-Fiction Book Club selects FOR
you each month the best new Science-Fiction
book. And to enable you to ENJOY the best
without worrying about the cost, the Club
brings you the brand-new full-length books
you want for ONLY $1 EACH (plus a few
cents shipping charge)-—even though they
cost $2.50, $2.75 and up in the publisher’s
original editions!

Each selection is described to members well
IN ADVANCH, in the Club’s free bulletin,
“Things to Come.” You take ONLY those
books you really want—as few as four a
year, if you wish.

Send No Money — Jusf Mail Coupon

JUST PICK ANY 3 of These 1o Ve KNOW that you will enjoy membership
Exmtmg BE_SI'se"e_rs wqrth _up to 1?, v;lelsa.xl‘lenzrsl:iin;:gﬂs o%na(z;‘igg. uff:e;r{D ;o gerw
$10.45 in Publishers’ Editions  oomers o oo asoriven ere ot

. ONLY $1 FOR ALL THREE! But this liber-
THE ASTOUNDING SCIENCEFICTION al offer may have to be withdrawn at any

ANTHOLOGY—Scores of top tales from =

: time. So don’t delay—mail coupon on th
B A %f::nMZ%l;‘sm:t SSWInGInES Bcieuto other side RIGHT NOW- to: Science-FicI'Io:
b7 % SguOFS.CIENCE S Book Club, Dept. DAG-12, Garden City, N. Y.

sa:eetd metn fl‘l?i!;: giuter isxmc;a, ttl;‘ram K LU
3 to adventures dimension in_ se =

43 stories by top authors. 562 pages. SCIENSE FI.IcleoGN dnooc.* = NB York
5% PLAYER PIANO, by Kurt Vonneaut, § Deph DAG-12, Garden City, New Yor
Jr.—Life in the Coming Age of Elec-
tronics, when one man rebels and his
trial is conducted by—A MACHINE!
THE LONG LOUD SILENCE, by Wil-
son Tucker--What the world would be
like if you were one of the few human
beings left alive!

WORLD OUT OF MIND, by ) T.
M’Intosh—Fifty thousand creatures from
Outer Space infiltrate Earth’s society to
prepare the way for INVASION!

I
B
I
|
CHILDREN OF WONDER—21 tales of '
i
i
I
l
i

Please rush me the 8 books checked below, as m:
gift books and first selection. Bill me only $1 for all
three (plus a few cents shipping charges), and enroll

as .a member of the Science-Tiction Pook Club.
Every month send me the Club’s free bulletin. ‘‘Things
to Come,’” so that I may decide whether or not I wish
to receive the coming monthly selection described there-
in. For each beok I accept, I will pay only $1 plus
shipping. I do mot have to_take a book every month
(only four during each year I am a member)—and I may
resign at any time affer accepting four selections.

SPECIAL NO-RISX GUARANTEE: If not delighted I
may return all books in 7 days, pay nothing and this
membership will be cancelled!

I Astounding I tong Loud Silencé I3 Tzkeel?

Anthology 1 Omnibus |1 West of the Sun
11 Children of Wonder [ Player Piano I World Out of Mind
I Currents of Space

gtrange children born with uncanny
powers to work wonders of evil, Written
by 21 top science-fiction writers.
WEET OF THE SUN, by Edgar Pang-
born—A crew of 2lst Century scien-
tists is marooned on- an unknown
planet—billions of miles from earth]
THE CURRENTS OF SPACE, by
Isaaze Asimov—500 million people will
DIL—unless they are warned in time—
Ly a man without a memory!
TAKECFF, by C. M. Kornbluth—The
rocket fans building a ship for g trip to
tke .moon don’t Kknow that construction
i3 being paid for—by a foreign powerl

Nam@ seesesesecsnsetsorssocnncantarcossesnesnne

AdQAresd esessessrcesscescrscaseresceseseas ceene

CHY i vesavussvossd ZONTE 55 ooonr State oy csenes
Selection price in Canada $1.10 plus shipping
Address 105 Bond St., Toronto 2.

(Offer good conly in U. S. and Canada)



8 FAMOUS WESTERN

Street was a saloon or gambling
house, and these never closed—day
or night. Wild games were played,
with twenty-dollar gold pieces for
chips and the roof for a limit. Keno,
chuck-aluck, roulette, faro, and poker
were all there to help you get rid of
your money.

As Frank Murray walked  down
Main Street, Pete Chokia came right
up to him with a six-shooter in each
hand. “March before me and make
up your mind. Either I drop your
body at the undertaker’s, or you get
on your horse and leave.”

Frank Murray appreciated the dan-
ger of his position but his remarkable
self-possession and coolness never de-
serted him. Before turning to march
in front of Pete Chokia, he merely
remarked, “Boys, don’t hit him.”

Pete Chokia turned to see who were
the men ready to help Frank Murray.
In that split second the rifle hit him.
He was stretched out cold on the
ground and Frank Murray disarmed
him. Then he waited until the under-
taker walked up to him.

“Throw this fool into your jail;
charge is attempted murder. I’'m head-
ed for Shorty’s place.”

HORTY SANTERS was taking no
chance. On the small balcony

over the side of his bar were two of
his best shots. At a signal they would
finish the job just in case Pete blun-
dered. And then into the Happy Holi-
day Saloon walked Frank Murray.
He went right up to the bar and
placed his rifle en it.

“A glass of sassparilla, please.”

Big Mike Maloney weighed two
hundred and eighty pounds. He bit
off a chew of the plug he liked, then
reached for a large beer-mug and
poured a good shot of whiskey into it.
To this he added a slug of gin, an-
other of rum, a dash of brandy, filled
the balance with beer, and dropped
some of the plug into it. “Drink it
mister, and let’s see how tough you
are.”

N T e Jw ok R - ’Vb :
Frank Murray took a piece of
chalk from his pocket and walked
slowly to the other end of the bar.
He drew a target, then went back for
his rifle. People moved aside.

“Watch me put three bullets into
the same hole,” he announced. He
fired three times. There was but one
hole in the target. Then while- the
people watched him he replaced his
rifle on the bar. He lifted the glass
to his mouth—and threw the con-
tents into the bartender’s face.

His two guns were out of thelr hol-
sters and firing. The two Kkillers on
the balcony tumbled down; the bar-
tender fell to the floor and decided
caution would permit him te continue
living. One clear voice could be heard
throughout the shooting.

“I'm unarmed! You can’t shoot an
unarmed man.”

And so Shorty Santers thus pro-
longed his stay upon this earth. Two
days later his bags were packed and
he waited for the stage coach.

“You certainly cleaned up this town.
Too bad you had to come along. I was
collecting more than five thousand
a month here just for protection.”

“I'm going to stay here. Sort of like
it,” replied Frank Murray. “I’ll send
you money now and then; bet I raise
that collection to eight thousand.”

Question: Can you spot the big er-
ror in this story? (The answer is on
page 98.)

*



Now! The Amazing Facts about

The following facts are brought to the attention of the
ublic because of a widespread belief that nothing can be
one about hair loss, This belief has no basis in medical
fact, Worse, it has condemned many men and women to
needless baldness by their neglect to treat certain accepted
causes of hair loss,

There 4re six principal types of hair loss, or alopecia, as it is known in medical
terms:

1. Alopecia from diseases of the scalp

2. Alopecia from other diseases or from an improper functioning of the body
3. Alopecia of the aged (senile baldness)

4. Alopecia areata (loss of hair in patches)

s. Alopecia of the young (premature baldness)

6. Alopecia at birth (congenital baldness)

Senile, premature and congenital alopecia cannot be helped by anything sow
koown to medern science. Alopecia from improper functioning of the body
sequires the advice and treatment of your family physician.

BUT MANY MEDICAL AUTHORITIES NOW BELIEVE A SPECIFIC
SCALP DISEASE IS THE MOST COMMON CAUSE OF HAIR LOSS.

This disezse is called Seborrhea and can be broadly classified into two clinical
forms with the following symptoms: :

4. DRY SEBORRHEA: The haiz is dry, life
less, and without gloss. A dry flaky dandruff
is usually present with accompanyling itchi.
acss. Hair loss is considerable ead increases
with the progress of this diseaze.

2. OILY SEBORRHEA: The hait ead sealp are
oily and greasy. The halr is slightly sticky
to the touch and bas a teodency to mat to-
gether, Dandruff takes the form of hesd
scales, Scalp is usually itchy. Haie loss is
severe with baldness as the end resule.

Many doctors agree that to NEGLECT 8 By
these symptoms ¢f DRY and OILY 2 R
SEBORRHEA is toINVITE BALDNESS, > X

Seborrhea is believed to be caused by thtee  DESTRUCTION OF HAIR FOLLICAES
germ organisms — staphylococcus _albus, Caused By Seborrhea
pityrosporum ovale, and acnes bacitlus. A = Dead hairsy B — n.,.;;d.!m..
‘These germskmxk‘the sfbace:fus mga?d glands; oc;m.bhk Gll‘-d-.

an king at
gland. The hait follicle, comglctely surrounded by the enlarged diseased sebaceous
gland, then to ateophy. The hair produced b {ler and 1
until the hair follicle dies. Baldness is the inevitable result. (See illustration.)

But seborrhea can be lled, particularly in its early stages. The three germ
organisms believed to cause seborthea, can and should be eliminated befose they
vdmoy your normal hair growth,
'@ post-war development, Comate Medicinal Formula kills these three germ
, ©rganisms on contact. Proof of Comate's germ-killing properties has been d

| in laboratory tests ly conducted by one of the leading testing labora-
| ¢orles in America. (Complete report on file and copies are available on request.)
AWhen used as directed, Comate Medicinal Formula controls sebosrhea—stimu-
fates the fiow of blood to the scalp—helps stop scalp itch and burn—improves

the appearance of your hair and scalp—helps STOP HAIR LOSS due to seboe
ghea. Your hair looks more attractive and alive.

You may safely follow the example of thousands who first were skeptical, then
gusious, and finally decided to avail themselves of Comate Medicinal Formula.

A Few of the Many Grateful Expressions
By Users of Comate Medicinal Formula

My halr was coming out for years and ] tried everythiba.

Not!xi stopped it u%til 1 n—ie! Comate. {\low my hair has
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When they opened the coffin, Horton was lying face-down,
10 :



Only Black Jack McClain and I knew Harry Horton had to

be buried fast, before anyone could examine the remains.

Then came the strange story: Black Jack had the grave

opencd — and Horton, whe’d beca laid out on his back, was

lying face-down when they unscrewed the lid of the coffin.

And suddenly Black Jack was upset — which meant that
. someone else would be buried soen ...

Feature Novel of Gold Hunters' Fate

by JOHN D. CARROLL

OMETIMES I thought it was it is convenient for most everyone—
right and sometimes I didn’t except the men who are dead. Some
think it was right; but certainly killed because they were wronged.

il
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Others killed for the gold that was in
it. You couldn’t tell always who had
the claim staked out first. A man
killed saying it was his, and he took
it, and that was the end of that.

I don’t mean a man making a busi-
ness of it; he couldn’t very well do
that. There was Cheerful Joe Maloney,
who was always accusing. There were
four that he shot, saying it was his
stake. Then one day Little Larry Toue
shot him through the back. Larry ex-
plained simply that he thought Joe
was misunderstanding his right to a
claim—and he never was smart
enough to argue with Joe.

That was Little Larry’s only ex-
planation for the killing of Cheerful
Joe, and the boys nodded their heads
and thought it was fair enough.

They talked about a sheriff and all
that, but there didn’t seem much sense
in it; if a lad was dead you couldn’t
do nothing for him.

Most of the men were tough enough
and hard enough; wyes, and honest
enough—but they fought hard and

they worked hard and they drank hard

and they died hard out there in the
cold and the snow.

Me—I don’t know. They used to
kid me a lot as a softie, because I
came from New York. But I had lived
along the Bowery and Delancey Street
and had slept in doorways or alleys.

No cops here in Blue Blazes to kick
you out of doorways, and few men so
mean as to knock you away from a
fire. Though some of the stores
wouldn’t let you curl up around the
heat, there wasn’t a saloon-owner that
would chuck you out on a bitter night.

Things were pretty settled in Blue
Blazes when I got there. I had trouble
crossing the country, and it was well
along in 1899 before I really got into
things. A man whose partner got in a
fight coming up on the boat, and got
himself knifed and knocked overboard,
took me along to help him with his
outfit.

It’s no place for a kid. I mean out
after gold. So -after I was robbed
plenty, starved some, kicked around a

bit, I finally wound up at the Paradise
Palace Saloon. I could make myself
useful there.

Why not? The girls thought I was
cute. The men never thought I was
horning in on their time, and if I
knocked off a little 1oose change now
and then no one made a fuss over it.
Also I could play the piano when One-
Eyed Dugan couldn’t be made to sit
at the piano no matter how you tried
to balance him. And when the boys
wanted music—they wanted music.
Though the music-box in the corner
was big and mighty good, it couldn’t
pound it out to be heard Gver the
noise.

As for the gramophone—it would get
choked up with cigar butts and plugs
of tobacco before the evening half got
under way. The big mouth of the horn
was too much of a temptation—even
for them who had never seen a grama-
phone before.

I got hold of the thing and fixed it
up again. Early in the morning, when
the saloon was quiet, I used to put on
the records for the girls. Good times
those. There was a lad called Jackson
who used to sing on the gramophone
and I learned to sing and play Asleep
in the Deep, Sliding Down My Cellar
Door, The Streets of Cairo—and my
favorite song, Jane.

Sure it was nice. No cops; no law
and order. I come from New York
and the Bowery and I should have
seen what would happen and it did. A
gang formed. Not a big one; but it
meant a change in the North where
every man was for himself. Black Jack
McClain started it—or maybe he
didn’t, but a few of the real bad guys
who had overstepped things attached
themselves to Black Jack McClain.

NOT THAT Black Jack needed

anyone’s help or support. He was
that quick with a gun that you didn’t
even know it was in his hand before
there was a hole between your eyes, or
the neck missing from the bottle in
your hand if he was in a playful mood.
The Paradise Palace Saloon had abow:
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the biggest bar you ever set eyes on—
yet Black Jack could nail a five of
spades to the wall at the end of it—
swing draw and take the spots out of
it with his heavy forty-four.

No, Black Jack didn’t need any
gang when it came to shooting—bhefore
him, or to his right, or to his left; he
was that quick. But he had doneaa lot
of loose and unpopular shooting and
to have a man—or two, or even four—
walking behind him—maybe that was
what kept him walking. He had done
pretty well for himself, and I guess the
boys were afraid of him. More than
cne who had struck it rich disappeared,
or was found dead. But no one knew
for certain that Black Jack put the
lead in them—and no one tried too
hard to find out. Few in Blue Blazes
beiieved that there was a man living
who could put a bullet in the front of

Black Jack McClain. And now with

the lads that walked behind him—
there wasn’t much chance for one In
his back.

Sure we had all heard of The Wolf.
His name was a legend in the North—
and a terror back in ’Frisco, and up
and down the Barbary Ccast. But The
Wolf was scmeone you talked about
and never saw, and only half be-
lieved in. /

Black Jack had never seen him—
but it riled him if a stranger came in
and talked about The Wolf’s art with

.~ & gun. But they never said nothing;

Black Jack’s temper was too well
known for that. As for me, I had seen
Black Jack shoct and I hadn’t seen
The Wolf—but I thought the talk
about the quickness of The Wolf was
just that, talk and nothing more.

But it riled Black Jack, and one
night he put it straight up to Long
Stim Pete, the gambler. “You've seen
The Wolf and you’ve seen me,” Black
Jack said. “And I want to know hon-
est, Pete—just where The Wolf would
stand.”-

Black Jack stood looking down at
Long Slim Pete, his feet wide apart, a
gun hanging ready for either hand.
Pete was looking up at him—no gun
showing, for Pete never showed a gun.
He carried one stuck inside his beit—
but got at it mighty quick. Now this
was a bad night to ask Pete, For Pete
made a lot of his money playing black-
jack with old Bull Raymond who had
just turned up dead off the trail—and
Black Jack was mentioned for the
kill—though not out loud. Besides
which, Black Jack got his name in a

eculiar way I never could understand.
They called him Jack because that was
his name; but they called him Black
Jack because he was known for never
playing the game.

ETE HEMMED and he hawed,
but Black Jack kept pushing him,
and a crowd got round. Now I knew
that Pete was drinking more than
usual because I had served him, but I
thought, like the others, that Pete
would blow Black Jack up and make
bim happy, for Pete was that wav—a .
careful man who intended to live long.
But if it was the whiskey or the loss
of his best customer—or just that a

~man can take so much, I don’t know.

But Black Jack was pressing him hard.

“Come on, Pete,” he said. “You've
been up and down the coast and seen
The Wolf on many occasions. You're
a man to know. The bays here respect
your opinion—and so do I. The truth
now—my hand moves a fraction of an
inch—and The Wolf is dead before he
ever falls to his knees to pray.”
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Pete turned his head and put those
-steel like eyes on Black Jack. Then he
came slowly to his feet, pulled himself
to his full height and looked hard down
at Black Jack. Then he said simply
and without a flicker of those eyes.
“You reach for your gun,” he said
slowly and deliberately, “and The
Wolf sees the movement., That is how
it is, eh? Well, Jack McClain, you’d
be as dead as ever Bull Raymond is
before you ever got a gun out of its
holster.”

JS2ST

ONG SLIM PETE
turned, pulled his
greatcoat tightly
about him, and
strode out into the
night. You can’t kill
men with a look; I
know that. For Long
Slim Pete was still
alive when the door
: closed after him.

Black Jack lauohed but it sounded
like a dog-sledge in the spring when
the runners scrape on hard stone.

Plenty men in that saloon knew that
Long Slim would be dead before the
week was out. And they were wrong.
Gamblers are wise. Yes, and the ones
I knew in the North were honest men.
Long Slim knew so much about life
that the odds were always with him.
But one thing I didn’t think Long Slim
knew—so much about death that the
odds were always in his favor. But be-
fore dawn next morning I knew that,
too.

Big Barbara got me aside about an
_ hour later “Listen, Creepy,” she told
me. “Go down to Ruben’s place. Long
Slim Pete wants a word with you;
there’ll be money in it for you.” She
leaned down thew and gave me a hug
and, kiss. When I tried to jerk free,
she burst out laughing. “You're grow-
ing up, Creepy, and they tell me you’re
saving your money—and you’ll be a
catch for a girl in a couple of years.”
. And she let me go.

Ruben’s was pitch dark; there was
no moon that night. But Slim Pete
felt, me or smelled me out for he
opened the door and pulled me inside.
He was packing his bags and had an
old trunk full of stuff.

“I was a fool tonight, Creepy,” he
told me., “But I was ready to leave,
anyway—and what I said might soften
Black Jack up with some of the boys.”
He handed me a pouch full of silver
dollars. “A few hundred one way or
the other, Creepy. Not much dough up
here in tha snow—but a lot of money
if you ever get back under those

‘elevated piilars on the Bowery. You

could be a wisenheimer for a year with
that sort of money in Dave’s Saloon.”

“You know the Bowery? You've
been there?”

“Been there!” Pete laughed.
“Creepy, you'd be hard put to name a
place in this world I haven’t been to—
even a professor of geography would
have his trouble. I got an easy job for
you—" He handed me an envelope.
“There’s my name and address in
’Frisco on that envelope—stamped and
all—to send me—if-—well—if things
go terribly wrong with Nancy Hor-
ton.”

“Yes—yes.” I nodded absently as
he knelt on one of his bags. and
snapped - the lock, for Slim and his
kind didn’t go in for packs like the
others. “You’re sweet on her, aren’t
you?” I asked.

“Creepy,” he said, “you’re a kid.
Men get shot for that sort of talk.
She’s married. Her husband is a fine
man, and Black Jack has his eye on
her. If it wasn’t for men—yes, these
men here even—respecting a good
woman, he’d have moved in.”

“Horton,” I said indignantly, “nev-
er should have. brought her here.”

“You're talking through the mouth
of Jake Grunden,” Pete said, “and
other men. No—he shouldn’t have
brought her here.” And-turning and
gripping my arm. “I’d like to blame
him for that too, Creepy. But-you see,
he loves her—and if he loves her like—
well like—you or I might love a
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woman—well—I'd have brought her,
too. INow I’ve got to move on.”

Then he told me what I was to do
for the pouch of silver and where the
dogs must be waiting—and that I
would tell Olaf.the Swede he must
move at once. He said: “Harnessed
and ready, Creepy. Just to the river,
And I must be far on my way before
daylight.”

There was more, but not much more.
I told Pete he’d never make it, that
the river wouid be iced up. But he
knew the currents and said he’d get a
boat and he could shoot the rapids—
and maybe he could, for the real cold,
the long terrible cold, had not set in,
Yes. I guess he knew, did Slim Pete,.
He always knew.

I DID MY part for the silver was
heavy. I near froze. It was after
two when I crept in the back of the
Paradise Palace Saloon and staggered
to the stove. “Creepy.” No, I didn’t
like the name. But I was little and
fast; and when there was trouble,
maybe I did creep out of a place. I
had done it in a saloon-shooting back
on the Bowery; I had done it twice in
the Paradise Palace. Just drunken
shooting, for Jake Grunden who owned
and ran the Paradise Palace didn’t like
private kLiilings in his place. How did
he prevent them? I never knew that,
but Grunden had a way about him.

I shivered over the fire a bit—got
warm. Anyway, less cold. I got my
fingers moving and my mittens off
and was putting another log in the
stove when Grunden spoke behind me,

“Late, Creepy,” he said, and when I
half turned, “Oh, warm yourself, boy.
And a slug of the stuff won’t hurt you
none. You’re a good kid, Creepy. And
P’m a worried man tonight.”” And then.
“Tell me,” Creepy—should I worry
about Long Siim Pete? I like him.”

I looked into Grunden’s steady som-
ber eyes. “Nixey on your tintype,” I
told him. “Nothing to worry about—
from man.”

“Elements maybe.” Grunden nod-

ded. “Would you be thinking he’d need

help from man now—a man like me,
maybe?”

“No—he won’t.” I made it strong.
“Don’t you worry; he’ll take care of
himself. If he has ’til morning.”

“Oh, he’ll have ’til morning.” Grun-
den smiled. And if he saw the bulge
under my coat, and he saw everything,
he said nothing about it. “There’s a
drink in the cabinet, Creepy.” And as
he turned to leave, “It isn’t always the
best judgment to tell what you know—
even if you are right.”

“And was Slim right?” I asked.
There was doubt in my voice, for I've
seen a lot of men and a lot of guns but
nothing like Black Jack.

“QOh, yes; he was right,” Grunden
said. “That’s between you and me and
the stove, Creepy. So if you ever meet
The Wolf, you won’t pull a gun on
him.”

“I wouldn’t know him,” I said.

“You’d know him before you died.”
Grunden nodded grimly. “He’s not a
bad lad. I pulled a gun on him once,
Creepy.”

“You—you did?”

“Yes, Creepy. I'm quite a shot you
know. Got to be.”

“And—you’re not dead?”

“Hardly.” Grunden had a grim
smile. “That’s why I say he’s not a
bad lad. I wasn’t able to shoot a gun
again for over three months. He hit
the gun in my hand—it fell to the
floor, but broke three of my fingers.”

“He—missed you then.”

“Yes, deliberately. He shot the gun
out of my hand. He kills when he
wants to kill.”

“What—does he look like?”

“I don’t think he’d like me to tell
you that, Creepy. Good night.”

“Good night,” I said.

He left then, but I didn’t take the
drink. I got my book out from behind
the bottle in the cabinet, It was cold
where I slept and I wanted to read. It
was about a trip around the world,
Not a new book—“Innocents Abroad”
by Mark Twain. It was a good book—
though there were times when I don’t
think the writer was altogether serious.
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HE NEXT day I
brought - some soup
up to Nancy Horton.
The girls used to
send a lot of things
up to her—though
they didn’t often go
themselves. It was
hard to understand
that—but as Tiny
Bella said, it would
give Nancy a bad name, them being
saloon girls.

“There aren’t many what they call
good women up here in the North,”
Tiny Bella told me. “Nancy Horton is
about the only one of them—close to
these parts I mean.”

There was the Tinker’s wife and
Aaron’s wife—down the river a pace.
Aaron used to outfit a lot of the boys
when they were broke and charge
them plenty for it on a share basis.

There was Charlie’s wife—the man
who owned the store. And his daugh-
ter, too, that had been married until
her husband left his claim and just
tramped off through the snow.

Tiny Bella laughed when I brought
their names up as “good” women.

“They’re good, Creepy, because
they have to be good; and you got to
be pretty bad to be that good up
here.”

I used to go up the trail and spend
a bit of time with Nancy Horton my-
self. She wasn’t much more than a
kid—and it wasn’t the kind of married
life I’d like for my wife, if and when
I took one. Maybe Harry Horton did
want to be rich for her—but she didn’t
fit into the picture. Somehow, you saw
her with rose gardens and sunshine—
like summer all 4he time. And though
she made a pretty picture there against
the snow, looking off at nothing but
whiteness, it seemed. like she was in
the wrong place.

“Harry’s got enough money,
Georgie,” she said. She always called
me Georgie, never Creepy. ‘“Not to

build castles, and buy yachts and lay
on his back for the rest of his life, but
more than what we came up here for.
Enough to start a big printing busi-
ness. Not a little one like he would
have given his right arm for less than
a year ago. I don’t know where he’d
hid it, but he’s had luck.”

“They never have luck,” Istold her.
“T’ve seen them come and go- Yes, and
die—” -And when her eyes opened
wide, “I don’t mean that, exactly—but
it’s like Pete said; it gets in their
blood. 1t’s all or nothing.”

“Pete.” She wasn’t listening to the
rest. “I heard—well—Black Jack Mc-
Clain. There were words the other
night. It wasn’t—it wasn’t anything
to do with me—" And quick-like, “I
mean anything to do with Harry and
me?”’

“No,” I said. And then I grinned.
“Pete just set Black Jack down; set
him down hard right in front of his
own boys, Toad Johnson being one of
them. He’s Black Jack’s right-hand
man. Black Jack—sort of bothers you
when Harry’s away?”

“No—no—" And as if the words
tore out of her, “Yes. He does, Creepy
—er—Georgie.” And I could see she
was more than upset for she didn’t for-
get like that on that name of mine.
“Pete’s all right. Then he—he’s taken
a trip down the river.”

Almost like the Bowery it was. That
leak. Everyone knowing everything
without no one telling. I said that I
guessed Pete had gone.

“Not for long, Georgie.” She
gripped my shoulder. “He wouldn’t go
for long. I—well, Harry and Pete were
friends.”

“He’s gone for good, Nancy,” I told
her, and even though she took it rough
and sort of pulled at her throat, I fin-
ished it off. “People all talk nice about
you, Nancy. Pete wouldn’t want it
otherwise.” And going over and sitting
on the bench beside her, “I can get to
him for you; he seen to that.”

uYeS__yes——” And then, “I mean,
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yes, he would. They didn’t—who
talked, Georgie?”

“No one,” I told her, “And no one
is going to. Pete lit out before they
could. I think that is the reason he
jumped Black Jack. No one wiil ever
think other than that’s why he left.”

“But there wasn’t any reason—any
other reason. And I don’t think Pete—
I didn’t think—he’d ren away from
Black jack.”

“He didn’t.” I was sure of my
ground now because after so much
aoubt, I was sure of Pete. “Goid gets
them up here, Nancy. But Pete has his
trade. Wise men get enough gold and
run away from it. Some other things
are like gold. Maybe Pete just up and
run away from something that was
gold to him.”

“Georgie.” She looked at me.
“You’re quite a philosopher. You're—
Georgie, that never came out of your
own head. Pete—Pete said it—" She
didn’t seem mad—more pleased.

“Maybe,” I told her, but I didn’t
think so. “Maybe bBig Barbara said it;
it don’t seem now like I made it up
alone.”

“Pete should have stayed,” she said
like she meant it, too. .

“No, he shouldn’ t,” I defended Pete.
“You’re Harry Horton s woman. The
time you feel he’s not taking care of
you—that’s the time you should find

from the lcotx in -her eyes. Then I
blurted out, “That’s not me talking
now; that’s the girls talking.”

“Harry’s a good man, Georgie, a
very good man. What he’s doing—he’s
doing for me. I know that. I believe
that. I—I must believe that.”

“I guess maybe you’re right, Nancy.
I guess maybe Pete believe that. I
guess maybe Pete wanted you to be-
lieve it anyway.”

E DIDN'T say anything about
Harry’s long absence. Not days

this time; it had run into weeks. Harry
Horton wasn’t a weak man in other
ways. He fought the cold and the snow
and the wind. But he was a bible-
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reading man—a bible-quoting man,
too. Now no one had any objections to
that—most men were for it. But they
didn’t like Harry ranting against them
and the whisky and the girls—his try-
ing to make other men live as he told
them to live. Men feel that those
things are between themselves and
their God—not between themselves
and Harry Horton.

They figured there were certam
parts not written for the North—at
least not for Blue Blazes. Like not kill-
ing—never. Now Jake Grunden was a
bible-reading man—but he skipped
those parts. He said it was just as bad
to let a man kill you, as for you to
kill him. Worse even, because you put
a sin on another man’s soul—instead
of bearing the burden yourself.

I had more to say, but I knew better
than to say it. I was hearing too much
talk around from those bad “good”
women who were saying Nancy Horton
wasn’t any better than she should be.

Rough men. Uncivilized men. Men
who shot and killed at the drop of a
hat. Hard profane men. I've heard
them called about everything. Maybe
so. But Harry Horton didn’t come
back. He wasn’t a sociable man; he
wasn’'t a well-liked man. He had told
them in so many words what he
thought of the life they led. And those
same men—perhaps those you’d call
the worst of them—dropped their mad
hunt for gold, or gave up a few good
drunks—and sank their faces into the
roaring wind of the North—to look
for him.

They didn’t find him. But two of
them died on the trail, and another
was swept off by the river. It was rot-
ten weather, even for that time of year.
None of them liked him; some of them
cursed him. Those who searched for
him the hardest and the longest—and
those who died for him. It was sim-
ply part of their lives—part of their
deaths, too. Like them, he was part of
the \Iorth Friends and enemies band-
ed together against the elements—
against what Grunden called The.
Great White Death.
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Nancy had to wait for him. Every-
one believed that he was dead; every-
one knew that he was dead. There was
no place for him to go. Yet, every man
knew someone .who had told him of
the miracle of the lost returning—even
from the White Death—and some few
experienced, or claimed to have ex-
perienced, the fact of seeing such a
man return.

Black Jack took over the care of
Nancy Horton. He said Harry Horton
had asked him to, and he let it be
known that as a friend of her husband,
he’d resent any help given to Nancy.
And that was the only reason then,
and the only reason later, that Nancy
Horton didn’t have a barrelfull of
money dumped in her lap.

Three months later, it was me who
found the body of Harry Horton. It
was me who first stuck my fingers
through the hole in his jacket and into
the hole in his back.

47

T WASN’'T too far

f‘,‘: ~ from town and the
N ) Paradise Palace Sa-
. = loon. 1 remember

my dash back to the
trail, and how my
snowshoes flew over
the white death. I
remember, too,
meeting Toad John-
84 ston on the trail and
tehmg him about the body, and never
thinking until afterwards that he was
the right hand of Black Jack McClain.
One thing was in my mind only:
the Paradise Saloon, and Grunden. He
would know what to do, what to say.
Men were killed all right. Shot down
on the street in-town—in the front or

" in the back—but the wrong was rec-
ognized, or the liquor was running
high. But out on the snow—and
through the back. No. No one liked it
out on the trail; they called it murder.
It was Harry Horton all right, for I
had turned the body over and his eyes
had looked—well they had been there

right in front of mine. And his face
was the same as it had been the last
time I had seen him. Like he had slept.
Cold and hard and uncomfortable. And
stiff as a board, too—for I had rolled
him over like you might have rolled a
log. No give to him.

Grunden was behind the bar, and

- knew the moment I came in the door.

He had me by the arm and into the
little room off the kitchen and the
door shut before he let me blurt it out.
- “Horton—" I gasped. “Deader than
hell, and shot through the back—and
up off the West Trail—and Black
Jack McClain done for him sure!”

“Easy does it, Creepy,” he said,
and though there was no change in his
voice his fingers bit into my arm.
Then he let me tell my story—and
nodded and—his face screwed up
when I told him about meeting Toad
Johnston.

“Did you, Creepy?” He was back
to normal now. “Say anything about
the lead in: Horton’s back?”

“I don’t—no, I remember now—I
didn’t; I had to get to you.”

“Good,” he said. “Say nothing until
we see—” He paused and rubbed at
his chin. “We’ll tell the boys, Creepy,
and go after him. And mind you—
never a word .about the hole in his
back until—until—well until I tell
you to.”

It didn’t take long; it never does.
Olaf the Swede had a dog-team out
front, and where Swede don’t associate
too much with us about town, he was
agreeable to take the pack up the
trail.

At that, we didn’t make it in time.
They were off the trail, all right—
but we saw them meet: Toad and
Black Jack. We saw them talk and
saw them lay the body on the sleigh.
There was nothing to do but greet
them.

Nothing for me, either, but to feel
the grip of Grunden’s hand on my arm
and listen to his whispered words.
“Don’t say anything to anyone about
the shot in the back, Creepy.” And
when I looked up at him, surprised 1



THE CORPSE TURNED OVER 19

guess, “We’'ll know then if Black Jack
had a hand in it.”

We knew all right. Black Jack took
charge of things. Sad Sam Swan took
care of the body for Black Jack.
That’s right—for Black Jack. Nancy
was there when we came in. Women
are funny. She didn’t cry then. Took
it all very calmly, asked questions; and
wanted to know how he died.

Black Jack told her and Sad Sam
nodded his agreement.

“Lost in the snow,” he said. “Hold
your head up, Nancy. I knew Harry
well, What he did—he did. There
were big things on his mind. He fore-
saw danger. ‘Youwll take care of
Nancy, won’t you Jack’—were his
words to me.” He turned and faced
Toad Johnston and another of his
boys. “Almost to the Iletter his
words—" said Toad and the other
added, “Word for word-—as I re-
call it.”

“Not a mark on him,” said Sad
Sam. “Just froze he did.”

And Nancy looked up, quickly.
“What do you mean—not a mark on
Rimp =2~ :

Sam half-stuttered, and then cover-
ing his confusion like he hadn’t want-
ed to say it and alarm Nancy. “No
animal touched him, I mean.”

O THAT was it. I looked at Grun-
den, but he said nothing. He had
been right though; not a mark on him.

No, nothing but the hole in his back
from a heavy rifle; and Black Jack
kept it quiet. No one got a look at that
body except Sad Sam who dressed
Horton up elegant in a long coat, a
black tie, and a clean white shirt. No
one could say that Harry Horton
didn’t look “beautiful.

But what I mean about Naney be-
ing funny. She took the death of
Harry like she was used to having a
husband found dead most every day.
That is, she did until I took her home;
then she busted up altogether and
went on something awiul. Why she
couldn’t have done it when there were
plenty of peoplie around I don’t know.

“He’s dead, Georgie,” she cried,
clutching both my hands as she lay on
the bed by the fire. “Dead and gone—
and I didn’t see him—and he loved
me in his way—wanted to give me
everything because— Oh, Georgie.
He kept telling me I didn’t love him—
and I kept denying it—and I—I—
didn’t, Georgie. Not like a woman
should love a man.”

I hush-hushed and cluck-clucked
her, not knowing what to do and not
liking to send for anyone when she
was like that.

“But he never could have known it,
Georgie. Never could. I would have
died if he ever found out. And I was
true—and—Georgie, I tried to be a
good wife to him.”

“You were,” I told her, and no
blarney either. “Everyone. said you
were. Following him up bhere—living
like you do—alone but for them books
you read over and over. They all said
you were a good woman. And Pete
most of all—he said so.”

“Did he, Georgie?” She never men-
tioned the others. “Did he, Georgie?”

I quieted her down and told her she
mustn’t talk like that, and I'd get
some of the women in to stay with
her—and for a good woman she picked
the “bad” ones to come. Though, like
I said, I'd pick the bad ones in a pinch
myself. But Black Jack, he was in on
that, too. Tiny Bella and Sadie got
turned away at the door by the Tink-
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er’s wife, and Mrs. Small who was fat
and neither bad nor good I guess. She
was just regular, kind of old, but not
too old, and kind of laughing a lot.
She was Oid Ray Small’s wife—and
had come up a year before to see that
he took more interest in gold than in
whiskey.

I thought Grunden ducked me that
night, but ke didn’t; he took me into
his own reom and spoke his piece.

“You're young, Creepy,” be said.
“Your nund runs to romance and ad-
venture, less you wouldn't be here.”
Which was his thoughts but not fact,
for I was sinking heavy dough away
to go down the river—and ride back
acruss tine states to New York and
maybue smoke big biack eigars—theugh
I wasn’t too set on the big black cigar
end of it. But Grunden was going on.

“You want vengeance—for it can’t
be justice, seeing that there is no law
and order. You're young—and it’s in
your heart to lie low some night and
take aim and stick Black jack’s face
down hard in the snow where Harry
Horton’s was. Maybe you can do it—
maybe you can’t. But either way you
open up troubie for yourseif. Harry
Torton is dead; nothing can bring him
back to life.”

“He shot him down in cold blood,”
I said. “He left Nancy a widow.”

“Fie leit her no worse than what she
was. He was not much of a provider
for her, was Horton. He was not much
of a companion—nor a protector to
her.” Grunden took the big black cigar
out of his mouth. “Black Jack has de-
clared himself, Creepy. He’s going to
let a decent interval pass—then marry
the widow.”

“But—but suppose she don’t want
him?”

“Black Jack,” he said slowly,
“hadn’t thought on that; nor had I.
Nor had you better think on it. He
grows stronger and stronger.” He came
over and put both his hands on my
shoulders. “I want your oath, Creepy,
for your own good and mine—that
you won’t say nothing to a living
soul.” '

Grunden had a look in his eyes.
Grunden I suppose was right; he had
seen a lot more life, yes and death too,
than I had. I knew what he expected
from me. I knew the results if I hes-
itated. I gave him the cath—about not
saying nothing.

Then I went off myself and wrote a
letter to Long Slim Pete. I sent it quiet

and secret. Money did that; my
money.
5 -~
S & 7
DIDN'T know

why Black Jack
knocked me down;
that is, I wasn’t
sure. It wasn’t be-
cause I rocked over
his whiskey-glass.
Was it because he
thought I visited
Nancy too much?
e Sdsi@aeX  Or because I found
the body of Harry Horton before he
was ready for it. I didn’t know; that
was the first time he knocked me
down.

Now I have been knocked down be-
fore. Mostly I duck—take the blow a
little and spill myself out on the floor.
Men don’t like to see a kid knocked
around. And it was nothing for the
lad who did it by accident, cr temper,
to toss me a handful of silver dollars.
That’s why I took it—always fell and
even encouraged it. Most of those men
in the North thought that only gold—
only money counted. As far as I was
concerned they were right; I'd take a
punch in the nose or a knock down
any day if there was enough money
in it. There always wes.

Black Jack knocked me down with
a vicious backhand swipe across my
jaw and cursed me for a “clumsy
lout”; I didn’t pretend to fall. I didn’t
have to. And he didn’t toss me even
a lead silver dollar.

Also I was thinking of Grunden. I
knew everyone feared Black Jack—

- that is, I thought everyone but Grun-
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den. I didn’t know there was the man
born who Grunden feared—nor the
man to be born that he would fear. But
certainly he must have feared Black
Jack. Else why make me keep quiet
about the gun-shot—and most of all,
keeping quiet himself. It was hard to
beiieve that talk of justice and ven-
geance, and not bringing a guy back
to life. But mostly he had said about
minding our own business—or his
business.

So I had a let-down about Grunden.
1 had looked up to him. No one ever
botaered Grunaen; no one stepped on
his toes. Grunden took no guff from
anyone. It sort of hurt me that he’d
take guff from—yes, even from Black
Jack. =
Then came the night—not too far
later—when Biack Jack knocked me
down again. This time he had been
drinking a little too much—which was
not Black Jack’s way. And this time
he was in an ugly mood, which was
sometimes Black Jack’s way. And
when he was ugly—and it was differ-
ent than other ugly men. Black Jack
was really ugly.

He knocked me down not far from
the bar—and deliberately and vicious-

ly kicked me in the stomach. Then he

swaggered, or staggered, over to his
table not five feet from me. Men saw
- it. Men turned but said nothing. Big
Barbara helped me to my feet, and
one or two of the girls started to speak
—then shut up as Grunden came from
the end of the bar and shushed them.
There was the big black cigar in the
side of his mouth. His eyes were like
ice, coated on steel. There sat Black
Jack with Toad Johnston and a few of
his boys leering at me.

Grunden walked straight to Black
Jack’s table. He leaned forward and
spoke to Black Jack. Though his
voice never raised his words were
clear in the dead silence of that bar-
room.

“Jack McClain,” he said very slow-
ly and deliberately. He took the cigar
from his mouth and pointed it at
Black Jack. “I’'m not a man to hunt

for words—nor choose them. This is
my bar; this is my place; that boy is
part of this place. You’re reputed to
be the best shot and quickest on the
draw in this here whole of the North.
Mark this then. You lay so much as
a hand on that boy again—then pray
by every god you know that you get

. a chance to reach for that gun of

yours before you’re so cold that devils
will be skating on your chest.”

GUESS I had been wrong about

Grunden. This was his business,
and I was part of his business. He was .
respected mighty high through the
North. He was holding that respect
NOW.

Black Jack’s eyes grew wide and
less bleary and you could see him
sobering up by the second. His voice
wasn’t thick when he spoke. He said:
“Jake—Jake Grunden. Am I under-
standing right? You’re threatening
me—threatening to shoot me down
without warning—in your own bar.”
And as their eyes clashed and both
pair held, Black Jack added, ‘“Under
the conditions you lay down.”

“I'm stating facts,” Grunden told
him. “I’m laying the facts before you,
so that there is no misunderstanding.
You repeat tonight’s performance and
T’ll shoot you dead frontways, side-
ways or backwards—just deader than
all hell. Is that clear?”

It was. Black Jack opened his
mouth twice but no words came. He
finally nodded his head and Grunden
stuck the cigar back in his mouth,
turned his back and walked past the
bar and into his own room. No one
spoke for a minute. But dozens of
heads nodded in understanding just as
Black Jack’s head had nodded. I tell
you, Jack Grunden was a surprising
man. AR

Later, when I went to- thank Grun-
den, heé stopped me.

“I wasn’t even thinking of you,
Creepy,” he told me. “I was thinking
of my place, and myself, and my busi-
ness. I don’t lay to run any man’s
business—and I don’t lay to let any



22 FAMOUS WESTERN

man run mine—leastwise not while
both of us are alive.”

And that was all that was ever said
about that. If words passed between
Black Jack and Grunden afterwards I
didn’t hear them—nor did I ever heat
of them. Jake Grunden had spoke his
piece; Black Jack McClain had lis-
tened to it. It seemed to be forgotten.
Certainly Black Jack was back in the
Paradise Palace two nights later; cer-
tainly Grunden treated him as he had
always treated him. They laughed and
joked together. Black Jack didn’t
seem to bear no grudge against me. As
for me—I hated the man; and it was
then that I planned to kill him.

Days turned into weeks, and weeks
into months, and I never heard a word
from Slim Pete. Did I expect to? Well,
I shouldn’t, I suppose, but I did.

I didn’t go to see Nancy any more.
I understood. At first I didn’t. I
thought she didn’t want me around.
Tiny Bella—them girls heard about
everything—said that Black Jack
didn’t want me there. And Nancy was
afraid for my life.

“You ain’t sweet on her, are you,
Creepy? Not a kid like you?”

“Not me,” I told her. “I feel sorry—
well not for her, but about, her.”

“And you always liked Long Slim
Pete. There, Creepy, don’t look at me
like that; we girls never talk. But we
knew. Guys up here in the North
don’t hang on to ideals long—unless
there’s a woman. Men are blind—but
we all knew about Pete. And we all
wished she -had him. Pete was a gen-
tleman, Creepy. Even to us—bad
women.”

SHE AND the other girls used to
throw in that “bad women” stuff
with a little toss of their heads, and a
laugh like they enjoyed the sound of
it. But they didn’t; even I knew that.
I didn’t want to talk to Tiny Bella
but she pulled me over near her and
sort of held me there and I saw a real
sort of fear in her eyes.

“You’re from New York, Creepy,”
she said. “You must of heard and seen

a lot; did you ever hear tell of a dead
body turning over in its grave?”

“I heard about it,” I said, “but I
never took much stock in it. They say
it in a joke like.”

“Creepy.” She leaned very close to
me now..“Why do you suppose Black
Jack McClain would—would want to
move Harry Horton’s body? Move it
someplace else. Would it haunt him?”

“Whatever are you talking about?
Dead people don’t haunt—” And not
being too sure, and not wanting to get
in bad with the dead if there was any-
thing to it; I said, “Leastwise, I don’t
think they do without a reason.”

And then I choked. I knew the rea-
son, A dead man might want to haunt
Black Jack. And suddenly I was
afraid too. Then I wasn’t. It wouldn’t
be my funeral. Still—it might come
asking me and—and— I laughed; it
was silly.

“Who’s moying whose  body?” I
tried to make my voice light.

“Black jack. No, he didn’t tell me;
but Dago Fred got paid for the job
and the men with him were Black
Jack’s men. They opened up the grave
last week. At night, Creepy. And—
Dago Fred helped Sad Sam lay him
out—and seen him when the coffin id
was screwed down and—"

“And what—and what?”
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she shushed me then though I didn’t
think I had spoken so loud.

“Well Harry Horton was laid out
on his back. Fitted in tight on his back.
Dago Fred was in a blue funk,
Creepy. He seen the lid screwed
down—and it come off in his hands up
there the other night—and—Creepy—
Harry Horton was lying on his face,
Lying on his face—hear that?”

“And his back—his back,” I said.
“What was wrong with his back?”

“Why nothing was wrong with his
back.” Bella was surprised. “Why
should there be? Anyway, Dago Fred
saw enough. He didn’t tell the others;
he let them move the body. He
wouldn’t have no further part in it.”

“Did he tell Black Jack?”

“He didn’t tell no one, Creepy.
Only me. He had to tell someone; he
had to tell. It was eating his heart out
and driving him half mad. We girls
hear a lot. We never talk, Creepy. Oh,
like to you—like this maybe. You
won’t say nothing, Creepy. But what
should I do?”

“Why? What can you do? What
do you want to do?”

“I don’t want nothing to do with a
man that seen the dead turn over in
their grave. It ain’t natural, Creepy—
but the other girls. Should I—
shouldn’t they know? He froze me
stiff, did Dago Fred. What about the
others? Is it right not to tell them?
And if I do, and they don’t believe
me, and—Creepy, I’'m scared.”

“What they don’t know won’t hurt
them. Can’t hurt them. Don’t tell
them, Bella.” And seeing the relief in
her face. “I got that pretty straight
from a dead-raiser back on the Bow-
ery.”

“Yes.” She was all right now. “They
should know, I guess, Creepy.” And
sudden like, “What’s a dead-raiser?”

I WAS STUMPED for a second for
I had simply made it up to spar
for time and help Bella and not lose
my standing with her. For I blew a bit
on what we knew back on the Bowery.
Then it hit me,

“Why a dead-raiser is one who
raises the dead,” I said easily.

“Sure, Creepy,” she smiled, and it
was good to see her smile. “Of course

.that’s it— I’m stupid, Creepy. You

know a lot, Creepy; you put my mind
at ease.”

She wanted to give me some money
then, but I wouldn’t take it. Had L
lied to her? Well maybe not. When I
got to thinking it over, a dead-raiser
would be one who raised the dead at
that. And if you leave things alone
alive you don’t get into trouble. Why
wouldn’t it be the same with the
dead?

I left her then, but I didn’t sleep so
well that night. Dead bodies don’t -
turn over in their coffins—and if they
do they don’t turn without reason.
Harry Horton had reason enough.
Should I tell Grunden? And my an-
swer was no; if Black Jack putting a
bullet in the back of Harry Horton
wasn’t his business—after Harry Hor-
ton was buried it wasn’t none of Jake
Grunden’s business either.

Whose business was it then that
Harry Horton turned over in his
grave? And the logical answer made
me a little sick. It was Harry Horton’s
business—of course!

S &S

ANCY HORTON
seemed to agree to
the wedding. From
what the girls
around Paradise
Palace said, she
didn’t seem to have
much choice. There
wasn’t a chance of
her getting out with-
out money—and few
who’d cross Black Jack. And I guess
those few didn’t know enough about
Nancy.

Most of them said this for Black
Jack., That he had courted her fair and
honest—and what would have become
of her if he didn’t marry her?

Nancy did a lot of crying from what
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I heard—and finally I decided to go
up and see her. I had a plan. Big Ben
Bartley had tossed himself up a bit
of a shed not too far from where
Nancy lived—if you call it living. You
could get in and out it without much
trouble, and there was some fair-sized
cracks in it—just in the right place. I
wasn’t guessing about that. I had been
inside of it; stuck my rifle through
one of the cracks and drawn a bead
on Black Jack more than cnce. It
looked like a sure thing. I’'m no fancy
shot, understand. But on a moonlight
night I couldn’t have missad him—no,
not if you were to.throw snow in my
face at the time.

I could still feel that kick in the
stomach. That’s right. Six months later
I could feel it when I set my mind to
it. Personally I couldn’t see much
harm in shooting him; I’d be that
hand of vengeance, shooting for Nancy
and Pete. And now, thinking of that
kick, for myseif too. Afterwards—I
don’t think anycne would care much.

Even Jake Grunden would have
seen that, if T put it to him, I suspect.
If Nancy wasn’t my business; if Pete
wasn’t my business—surely the kick
in the stomach was my business. Just
as much, even more than it was Jake
Grunden’s.

First, I wanted to see how Nancy
feit about it. Women are funny crea-
tures—and maybe, after all, she didn’t
mind marrying Jack McClain. Cer-
tainly he had money. Maybe he didn’t
have any claim you could lay a finger
to, but he sold them and traded them
off so fast no one knew where he
stood. Except, e made money—a lot
of money.

I made my call on Nancy Horton
of a bleak windswept Wednesday
morning about two o’clock. Her cabin
hadn’t any windows, but it was firm
and hard with two doors. For if Harry
Horton knew nothing else he had been
~a carpenter by trade, and the logs
were tough and firm and laid in place
like they had grown that way.

I did it with a scraping at the door
and.a flat piece .of paper with the

words printed on it. “No light—si-
lence—Georgie.”

There was a light but it was doused
fast. She pulled back the heavy wood-
en bar and let me in. The fire was go-
ing and she hadn’t been to bed. I had
seen her a couple of times at the store
but not in a month and I was surprised
how good she looked. Surprised and
shocked.

“Georgie,” she pulled me in by the
fire, “you got a messaze for me?”

How she knew that, I don’t know;
I had a message for her, all right
though I didn’t know how she’d taie
it. She looked well; she locked happy.
She locked better than the first time
I ever set eyes on her. Younger too.

“It’s about—about your marriage
next week. I come to tell you, it
don’t—it isn’t coming off—Nancy.”

“Yes, yes—" She put an arm around
my shoulder. “You know that,
Georgie.,” And with a bit of alarm in
her voice. “I hope and pray that; I
betieve that.” Then she flung her arms
around me and started to cry. “Oh,
Georgie,” she said, “Black Jack will
kill him. He can’t. He mustn’t face
him.”

“Who,” T demanded, “is going to
face Black Jack? Listen, Nancy. Lis-
ten. Don’t go on like that. Black Jack
is going to die like he killed—through
the—" I stopped. It struck me she
dién’t know about that. So I put it
different. I said, “You don’t have to
worty about Black Jack; he’ll get it
through the back.”

“No, ne,”? she cried. “It-can’t be
like that. Not him—not Pete. If it was
in him to shoot a man in the back,
Black Jack would be dead now. Oh,
Georgie—Black Jack wiil kil him;
Pete will face him.”

PUSHED her from me -and

straightened her up a bit for I'm
a pretty strong kid and she was only
a slip of a woman. I wondered what
she was talking about—and if her
head was right. But I said rather pa-
tient like. i :
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“Pete ain’t here. I'm not talking
about Pete. I—”

“Pete didn’t send you?” she said
and she looked scared.

“No,” I said, “Pete had to go
places, I guess. If he knew he’d come.
It’s me, Nancy. I don’t aim to be no
fancy hero and draw on Black Jack.”
And then it just came out. “I was sort
of thinking of plugging him through
the head some dark night. He kicked
me in the stomach, and—"

“Georgie—Georgie.” She had her
arms around me again. “I didn’t know
I had a friend. That sort of a friend.
No, Georgie. I'd rather marry Black
Jack a thousand times over than have
you— It would be murder, Georgie.”

“Not up here, it wouldn’t,” I told
her. “It’s done over and over, and if
there’s trouble I won’t mention your
name. I can’t see you—can’t— You
don’t love him, Nancy. You couldn’t.”

“No—no,” she said slowly. “And
I’'m not going to marry him, Georgie.”
And her cheeks took on red and her
eyes shone. “At least, I don’t think I
am. But you are not to do anything.
Georgie—anything at all. Promise me
that.”

She talked a lot, then. She said men
watched the shack, off and on, and I
was to go—and not worry. Then she’d
laugh, and then she’d cry, and she had
me that rattled I didn’t know where I
was.

I cauldn’t nohow see murder in the

killing of Black Jack. This wasn’t New
York; up here it was difierent. Bad
blood was bad blood. Unless you put
miles between that sort of blood, you
killed or were killed.

Sure, people died who shouldn’t—
but plenty died that should. I was
thinking that, two nights later, when {
drifted down by Olaf the Swede’s place

-early in the evening.
* Qlaf the Swede was a real lone man. -

He talked funny—that is if you got
him to talk at all. He had a cabin, a
good bit down from the Paradise
Palace, and people let him alone. He
said he was a nervous man; he was

- quick on the trigger, anyway. He just

naturally shot at people who hung
around his place and he just naturally
hit what he shot at. He didn’t believe
in quick gold. He earned his money.
He’d run you in or out of Blue Blazes
even in a raging blizzard if you paid
enough for it. And what’s more he al- -
ways got through. The men naturally
let him alone; he had no use for
women.

He didn’t mind me. I used to go
down and talk to him a bit. Not dark
nights though—but when he could see
me coming and recognize me, as I
waved like a scarecrow.

I guess now I came at a bad time.
Anyway I was pretty close to the cab-
in when I saw the men. The two men.
The long slim one jerked erect and
stood looking at me. The smaller figure
was bending over and it might have
been Olaf, though I found out differ-
ent quick enough.

THE TALL figure turned and

ducked into the house. It was ‘a
familiar figure, I thought. The small-
er figure straightened and started to-
ward me. I held my ground. He wasn’t
carrying a rifle and when he got close
to me I saw the heavy revolver swing-
ing loose, hanging almost center of
him. An odd place, that; most of the
boys swung guns low all right—but
they were well over to the left where-
they could make a cross-grab for
them. Despite all the:stories that come
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to you in the East—few of the men are
two-gun men. Black Jack was one of
those few. A man has all he can do to
draw on a kill with one hand; Black
Jack worked two. _

The moon came out suddenly, and I
wasn’t scared any more. Why this man
wasn’t much more than a boy. He was
_thin with a jerky walk and his eyes
were snappy and bright like Nancy’s.

“Come on, kid,” he hollered at me.
“Scat—” And damned if he didn’t
lean down and roil a snowball and let
it go at me—not only let it go at me
but caught me right in the tace with
it. A good throw considering the dis-
tance.

‘That was my meat. I wasn’t mad; I
rather liked it. I was pretty good with
snowballs, not having any competition
but the girls occasionally up at the
Paradise Palace Saloon. So I thought
Ik let him see something. But I was
wrong. He must have been a city kid.
He was older than I thought, but he
acted like a kid—and he just about
smothered me with snowballs—and
then he said:

“Scoot, kid. I hear Olaf. Scoet, boy.-
We'll finish our battle another time.”
Sounds silly, maybe. It was odd for
the North, but I liked it. Life was too
serious. More serious than death, even.

I went along. If Olaf didn’t wanty
company, I didn’t want any part of

laf. I was wondering about the fa-
miliar figure who ducked into the
Swede’s cabin—and, yes, the unia-
miliar figure of the youth who didn’t
know hew to wear his gun—but bad
such a nice laugh, and wasn’t too old
to rough it up a bit in the snow.

The next night this little incident
was more than a little incident. I found-
out who the familiar figure was. I
should have known then but I didn’t—
because there was no reason to know.

Anyway it was Black Jack MecClain
who announced it at the Paradise Pal-
ace Bar. He announced it loud and
plenty. It was on a Monday night—
the same aiternoon that he had a real
parson brought up from White Cove.
Him and Nancy were to be hitched on
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Saturday. And Black Jack was doing
things right and taking no chance on
delay.

He was in a good mood too and he
waved the sheet of paper in his hand.

“It’s the parson,” he said, “who is
supposed to ask if anyone has any ob-
jection why these two—meaning me
and Nancy—shouidn’t be joined up in
holy matrimony. I say, Jake, have you
got any ochjections to a bit of Kkilling
here at your bar?”

“You know the rules,” was all Grun-
den said' as he went on handing out
the liquor. :

“Well,” Black Jack said, “listen to
this. I'll read it te you.” He did too,
spreading it out on the bar under a

-hanging cil lamp, in a loud slow voice

for he wasn’t much on reading.
“Black Jack McClain,” he fairly
bellowed it. “If you are still at Blue
Blazes on Friday might. ..just when
the clock strikes twelve. . .and still
harboring delusions that you are going
to marry Nancy Horton. . .then I aim
to hunt you down wherever you may
try to hide and shoot you decd on
sight.
Slim Pete Hoit.”

S TS

HAT STRUCK me
strangest at the time
was that, up to that
moment, I had nev-
er heard Pete’s last
_nzme.

Black Jack wasn’t
scared. Not one bit
was  he scared. 1
/i\“‘ went back and spoke
: N &% te Grunden about it.
He always liked Pete.

“Pete’'s a fool” Grunden said.
“Anyone who knows Pete knows he
pever draws on a man first. And of
course he’d never sheoot a man down
from behind. I guess he was soft on
Nancy—but she was a married wom-
an. Now what he’ll accomplish by dy-
ing for her—”

“Ain’t he got a chance?”
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“No.” Grunden ~was emphatic.
“Pete’s smart, and Pete’s fast; but
Black Jack is chain-lightning. Do you
know, Creepy, Black Jack could put

a few of his shots into that five-spot—

and still kill Pete. It’s suicide.”
“But Black Jack will be here at the
bar. And you—"

“I won’t be here,” Grunden said. “I
got business just before twelve, until
just after twelve.” And with a sigh. “I
like Pete; I like him like a brother.
Somehow he thinks this is dying like a
- gentleman.” And the disgust going out
of his voice and a sort of awe coming
in, “Maybe it is, Creepy; I never have
known Pete to be wrong.”

I’'m supposed to be smart. Being
city-bred, maybe I'm supposed to be
smart. And maybe I am smart where
so many people are unsmart. Things
fell into place now. I knew what Nancy
meant about Pete—and that she had
heard from him, And I knew what was
familiar about the long slim figure

down by Olaf’s a couple of nights

 back. T knew it was Long Slim Pete
Holt. I knew, too, that he was going
to die—unless I did something about
it. I knew, too, that I was going to do
something about it. Though I didn’t
know then what I was going to do. But
I did do. something. Yes, I did some-
thing. T did just enough to kill Black
Jack McClain—as Grunden said—
deader than all hell.
I killed him with silence.

Funny about Jake Grunden, wasn’t
it? You'd think it was his businéss to
see that no shooting took place at his
bar. He couldn’t be doing it for Black
Jack; it must be for Slim Pete then—
and I gagged over that one. I thought
_ it was playing friendship a little too
far—to let a pal die—even if he was
dying like a gentleman.

Black Jack went about arrange--

ments for the wedding. Everything
was paid for. Friday night and Satur-
day—during, before, and after the
wedding, the drinks were on Black
Jack McClain; he had paid a flat sum
for it. Jake Grunden figuring eut what

he thought the consumption per man
would be and charging accordingly—
and Black Jack being satisfied and
claiming Jake would lose money on
the deal. Anyway, the boys were aim-
ing to see that Grunden didn’t make
money.

Sure, the wedding would be at the
Paradise Palace Saloon. Where else?
Weddings, funerals—and the only re-
vival-meeting we ever had were held
there.

Everyone knew about the wedding.
Lads were coming up from down river
as far as Pine Bluff. Friday night was
a big night. Word got around. While
the boys liked Slim Pete, it is just nat-
ural to want to be in at a killing. Me—
Sure, I knew that Pete wouldn’t have
a chance. Yet I wouldn’t have missed
being there if my life depended on it.
Not that I wanted to see Pete go out.
It was something I had to do; it pulled
me like I was on the end of a chain
and a dozen horses draggmg at the
other end.

FRIDAY night come mighty fast.
Black Jack was tossing the drinks
around. There wasn’t a moment when
you didn’t see him with a glass in his
hand—and hardly another moment
when he wasn’t having it filled up. But’
I knew, and the bartenders knew;
Black Jack was hardly drinking any-
thing. It all went in the spittoons, or
in some drunks’ glass at the tables.
The drunks not caring—you bet.

- The girls laid low. It was remark-
able how many of the heavy drinkers
near turned teetotalers. Things didn’t
happen often like this. A guy coming
gunning and on the kill; and a guy
waiting betting he couldn’t make good.
Just gamble. The greatest gamble of
all. You bet your life.

No one mentioned it out loud. But
the glances at Black Jack and toward
the door, though it was not yet eleven,
let you know what was on the men’s
minds. Only the soaks didn’t care. The
liquor was good; it was free and they
liked it. Sure, they knew there wasn’t
a man could draw clean and get Black
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Jack—but accidents would happen,
and they were scared the drinks might
dry up if Black Jack was dead.

Then I saw the wiry skinny lad—

my friend of the snowball fight. No, it
wasn’t funny I hadn’t seen him come
in; I hadn’t been thinking about him.
I was busy f{illing up the glasses;
handing out bottles. Of course it wasn’t
funny he was there either. Everyone
and his brother was there; the place
was packed.

At eleven o’ciock, every table was
taken and iads were leaniag up agaiust
the wali; the dance hall was so packed
no one could dance—and the piano
was”piaying pretty rickety. By eieven-
thirty, it was jammed worse. People
pushed away from the bar—ifor Pete
and Black Jack being ex pert _shots,
few of the boys figured on being be-
tween them when the fireworks be-
gan.

The young guy I had seen down at
- Olaf’s was leaning against the bar, his
right hand draped over it, his left hand
hanging at his side sort of loose like
as if he had hurt it. It didn’t seem to
riove much; and there was his gun
hanging low and too {ar center.

Black Jack’s two guns hung right.
I seen him shift them several times.
The slim guy never bothered about
his, but then neither did most of the
men around. It wasn’t their funeral—
or their killing.

At the end of the bar nearest the
door was Toad Johnston. I seen him
move his gun. plenty—heiting the
weight of it—nervous-like or anxious-
like. At eleven-fifty almost to the min-
ute Black Jack did it. He raised his
hand for silence and spoke.

“Boys;” he said, “I got ten minutes
of my time to give to any one of you
who wants it. You all know about
Long Slim Pete—the skunk what run
out because he didn’t think I liked a
lying remark he made. Now he’s com-
ing here at twelve—objecting to my
wedding—wanting to try a little shoot-
ing—inviting me to draw on him.”
Black Jack grinned then and said,

“Oh, I'll oblige him. I'm a fair minded
man. Now—before I shoot him dead
for you—is there anyone else who
don’t like this wedding of mine? The
time to speak up is now. Anyone at
all?”

“Now,” the slim youth turned and
looked at Black Jack. “I take what
you said, sir, as a right fine gesture,
coming from a man with a face what
has no character-in it—no good in it.
T'm a stranger; I'd like to know who’s
jariying }ou—and before God, why!”

HE SMILE went
off Black Jack’s
face. He looked at
the stranger like he
was going to strike
him dead. Steady
eyes looked back at
him. Black Jack
sucked in his breath.
Then I guess he fig-
ured that the stran-
ger was drunk. He said: “Nancy Hor-
ton, widow of Harry Horton—" His
face shot forward. “Like it?”

The stranger looked puzzled, but his
right hand never left the bar; Black
Jack’s eyes tock in both his face and
his right hand.

“No,” the stranger said. “I don’t
like it. I knew Harry Horton. He was
a preaching, hard-working rabbit-sort
of a man. But he married a fine wom-
an I understand. Yes, sir. I object to
her exchanging a rabbit for a dirty,
yellow-livered skunk that shoots men

in the back.” Then he up with the beer

mug, filled his mouth with it and shot
it back out of his mouth ianto Black
Jack’s flaming red face and redder
eyeballs. All he said then was: “Draw
on that?”

There was a dead silence in that
room. A stillness never before expe-
rienced in the Paradise Palace Saloon.
But Black Jack held his head. He
spoke clear and firm and mad—but he
spoke his piece. “I'm drawing for the
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kill,” he said, and his right hand shot
over and went for his gun.
Chain-lightning Black Jack was; I
never saw a hand move faster. And the
youth stood there with his right arm
draped over the ‘bar. I guess I never
saw a hand move faster than Black
jack’s, because I never saw the youth’s

hand move. But I did hear the roar of

the gun; I did see the streak of yellow
blue flame; I did see the tiny hole that
appeared in Black Jack’s forehead.
And I did see Black Jack go down.
Saw him slump slowly to the floor
with his gun—well the nose of it was
not quite out of its holster.

Things happened even faster after
that. Toad Johnston at the end of the
bar pulled out his gun. The front
doors swung open, and Long Slim Pete
Holt walked into the saloon; he
dropped the Toad like he was a log.

The young fellow at the bar turned

and smelled the gun still clutched in

his left hand. Then he said: “Gentle-
men, is there anyone else that don’t
like what goes on here tonight.”

And when no one spoke. “Good. The
wedding is paid for; the drinks are
bought; the groom is dead. Another
has come to take his place. You all
know Long Slim Pete. I talked to
Nancy Horton tonight—Iless than an
hour ago. She’s a downright obliging
woman; she not only agreed but wel-
.comed the change. She’s my sister-in-
law. That’s right, boys. Harry Horton
didn’t think much of me—and maybe
I didn’t think too much of him. But
he was my brother. Maybe you didn’t
know this. But Olaf and Pete and me
dug up Harry the other night—and
found a hole in his back. Black Jack
McClain’s lead; the dead skunk lying
there. How’s it to toss him out in the
snow—where the other wolves can get
at him.”

KNEW then; at least, I thought I
knew then. But Jake Grunden told
me for sure a few hours later when I
was worrying about the death of
Black Jack, and the part I took in it.
~ Gruaden said: ‘“Sure—he’s The Wolf,

Creepy. I told you Black Jack
wouldn’t get his gun fully out of his
holster. No, I didn’t know it would
pan out like that—but I knew he was
Harry Horton’s brother and would
naturally want first shot at his mur-
derer. Now, what’s this you’re mop-
ing about—having a hand in the kill-
ing of Black Jack? I know you were
thinking of Kkilling him—but you
didn’t.”

“Well, I don’t know,” 1 said to Jake
Grunden. I wasn’t sure. I never had
killed a man, and it was in my heart to
kill Black Jack—and it was in my
mind—and worst of all in my silence.

“It’s like this, Jake.” I finally got
it out. “I saw The Wolf before—and
he chucked snowballs at me—and he—
well, T seen plainly that he was left-
handed.”

“What of it?” Grunden said. “He
shot him dead with his left hand,
didn’t he?”

“Yeah, that’s it. One gun—swung
toward the middle—for a two-gun
man., A bit tricky, and Black Jack
watching that right hand. Now—if 1
had spoke up—Black Jack wouldn’t
be dead—” And when Grunden’s eyes
widened, “He’d of seen the trap—re-
alized it wasn’t a—"

“Creepy,” Jake laid a hand kindly
on my shoulder. “You don’t know The
Wolf. If Black Jack hadn’t drawn, The
Wolf would have gun-whipped him
and branded him a yellow coward up
and down the North—and ’Frisco too.
You did Black Jack a favor.”

“That’s-the trouble, too.” I frowned,
“He kicked me in the belly; I didn’t
want to do Black Jack no favor.”

So that’s how it stood. It was a
grand wedding—and Jake Grunden
lost money on the deal. What’s more,
I had never seen a man more happy
over losing money either.

Tiny Bella and Dago Fred were
friends again and I never saw two peo-
ple more relieved when they found out
the corpse hadn’t turned over by his
own self.

*



“Ha{re a drink, Digger,” Dredger Dan said. “It’ll be the last drink
yew get from here — an’ it’ be the last credit yew’ve been getiin’

from me. ..

. To of that, 'm cailin’ in ail yore loans. Every note

yew owe for powder, iron-pipe, tools, monitors, an’ even hay for
yore burros — understand, Digger John? ... Top of that, Digger
John, I'm joinin’ the English Company to break yew. ’Fore we're

finished, yew won’t have a

patch to reseat yore ragged pants

with! Yew won’t have a hobnail to hob yore boots, an’ yew won’t
have enough minin’-water to keep a gila monster from dyin’ of

thirst.

by A. A.

N EARLY morning fleece-
Acloud drifted over the moun-

tains. It had held the sun off
the dewed manzanita brush, but now
the sun reared up over Cold Spring
Mountain and steamed the dampness
from the mildewing pine-needles. The
heat brought steam from the sweating
back of the big man, drilling auger
holes in the dead stumps studding the
streets of Gold Run. While the bellig-
erent sun was a gleaming hot eye in
the blue sky, the rest of the terrain
was a peaceful, drowsing spot; the
squeal of the auger the only sound on
the streets of the mountain town.

Digger John leaned the long-han-
dled auger against the stump. Moisture
had seeped through the tattered snake
band of his floppy black hat. With a
damp hand he scratched the black
hair on his chest, then tucked the red
undershirt firmly into his belt. A
warm breeze nodded its way down
from the mountain.

It was a hot, lazy afternoon. The
buildings seemed entirely deserted as
Digger hoisted the black powder-can.
He listened to the song of a bottle-fly
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Understand?”

BAKER

as he poured the gritty powder deep
into the hole he had bored in the
stump. With a broom-handle, he -
tamped the powder then plugged it
with a {istful of red clay. He strung
the fuse by kicking a two-foot section
of log ahead of him; joining the fuse
with a dozen others that snaked their
way from twelve other stumps, to the
front of Dredger’s Hotel and Saloon.
Digper John stood back and sur-
veyed his work. The stumps were a
nuisance; rearing ap just a few feet
from the ground, they were a menace
to man and beast. Years before, Gold
Run had been built in a hurry, on the
hectic whisper of gold; the trees had
been hacked off and leit to rot. That
morning, Digger had decided the
stumps should be removed and had
worked through the day, preparing his
blasting. It wss rcadv now and he
clumped toward the pull-rope of the
fire-hell tower, lighting a Chinese
match and setting the long fuse afire
as he passed Dredger’s saloon.
“_and we'll get all the water—”
the words carried on a shout through
the batwings of the saloon as Digger
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passed. The stump-blaster paused,
then stuck his head over the top of
the doors to survey the drinkers.

An Englishman, tweed coat match-
ing the hat with a red feather raising
a thumb length along the felt, had
moved a step back from the bar and
was repeating. “We'll get the water.
Water-rights belong to those who can
control them, nof to just any dallying
miner with a spot of a hydraulic
mine!”

“Dunno ’bout that,’” began the
stout bar-owner. Dredger Dan had
seen Digger John’s cold blue eyes
peeping over the batwings.

“Yeah...” Digger ruffled his way
into the barroom. “The man’s partly
right. Miner’s Law says the man at
the head of the water can use what
he needs first. My claim’s above the
London Surface Mine an’...”

“We’re handling that!” snapped the
Englishman, barely moving the tight
lips under a Bismarck mustache.

“Mr. Harley says he’s handling
that,” repeated Dredger Dan and gave
Digger a hard stare.

“Dang this water-right argument!”
growled the red shirted miner. He
paused, and dislike of Harley thread-
ed his question. “Why’n hell don’t
you open your mouth when you
talk?” As Harley’s face reddened he
continued. “Everytime I get around
these Englishmen, they’s a big row
about hydraulic water. They’s enough
water for each— The London Mine
an’ my little claim on the rim of The
London.” ‘

“Harley says—he’s gonna have all
the water.” Dredger gave the needle
another jab and moved back to enjoy
the argument.

SINCE THE English company had

invested in the hydraulic dig-
gings, the water claim had been a long-
drawn issue. Gold Run’s ditch-com-
pany had split; the co-partners, for-
merly -united to work their separate
claims, now dishanded. Some sold out
ditch stock, ore beds and patented
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rights, to the big foreign combine.

Digger John was the exception. His
claim sat on a ridge above the London
Surface Mine, and Digger sat just
as firmly on retaining
Creek Ravine rights to ‘the water he
needed. Harley had offered a fabu-
lous price, but the obstinate forty-
niner had toid him to take his offer,
his company, and go to hell.

“By gawd, I forgot!” suddenly
roaved Digger and ran for the back
door of the saloon. The ciap of pew-
der-explosions followed his running
feet; blasts thudded over the moun-
tains like cannons in a rainstorm,
with a drunken cannoneer. The bat-
wings were smashed by a thudding
caunk of stump-rest the s'ze of a
wagon-tongue. It careened into the
room and knocked the stovepipe from
the round stove, then whipped across
the bar ard embedded its quivering
Jength into the back mirror.

> o e
his eaar

Digger hurried back into the rocom

and moaned. “Foxgot to warn “the
folks of the explosion. Twelve stumps
went up an’ the pieces is comin’ down
like Jce Monte’s barn when his still
went through the roof. Did’ja -count

the shots, Dredger? Was they
twelve?”
“Count the shots!” shrieked the

voice behind the bar. “Lock’it my
mirror—an’ start countin’ fhese
shois!” He rose and aimed a harsh
eye along the barrel of his shotgun;
the first shot blared out but Dizger
had hustled through the breoken bat-
wings and was running down the
street.

“Stay inside...” his voice was a
pleading rcar. “Stay out’a the street
till I check the stumps!”

Citizens boiled out of the build-
ings and dashed around in the dusty,
graveled street. From lower Main
Street, Miners stumbled out and hur-
ried toward the firehouse. In the con-
fusion, Digger’s warnings were ig-
nored and a buzz of excited questions
followed the running man. The gun-
fire f;om Dredg\ers sawed off gun,

added ‘its disturbance as he rushed out
across the boardwalk and searched for
Digger John.

Dredger spotted the black hat and
with the agility of a fat nannygoat,
hopped onto a stump and drew a bead.
He cocked the hammer and a smile
started to spread across his resy
cheeks. He moved the black barrels
to.lead the running man. His fingers
slowly pressed on the trigger. 'ih
smell of burning po.‘/wr reache
hotel man’s nosinils just beiore
stump blew up.

The shotgun bounced, its slugs
ing it acainst the caygouxd walls of
the hotel. Dredger’s body rose straight
up, for several feet, then was ﬂurtled
onto the dusty sfreet His white apron
was blackened and the back of his
bright blue vest was afire with burn-
ing bits of rotten wood. He rolled over,
then, with a look of resigned repug-
nance, clambered into the tepid water
of the horse-trough. The fire sizzled
out and a hard expression spread
across the hotel man’s face.

CL

SEVERAL hours later, Digger John
found out what that hard ex-
pression portended. The saloon was
filled; talk of the stump-explosicn
was still bubbling mirthfully among the
drinkers. Digger had trudged back
from his hide-out on Cold Sprmg
Mountain.

Dredger Dan wore a clean apron
and a checkered vest. The set look
still hardened his churky face. “Dig-
ger?” the words were deceptiveiy soft.
“Have a drink?”

“Why, shore, Dredger. Thankee
very much. Never meant yew siaoculs
be blowed up; got sidetracked by the
Englishman’s talk about water, an
fortot about them loaded s J‘umps. e

“1¢’ll be the last drink—""-continued
Dredger completely ignoring the mut-
tered apoiogy— “yew get from here—
an’ it’ll be the last of the credit yew’ve
been gettin’ from me. Understand?”
His voice was studied, rising in vol-
ume as he went on. “Top of tha},T_I’m
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callin’ in all yore loans. Every note
yew owe for powder, iron-pipe, tools,
monitors, an’ even the hay for yore

burros—understand Digger John?”
Digger opened his mouth, noted
Dredger wasn’t finished and gulped

his drink,

“Top of that, Digger John, I'm
joinin’ the English Company to break
yew! ’Fore we’re finished, yew won’t
have a patch to reseat yore ragged
pants with! Yew won’t have a hob-
nail to hob yore boots, an’ yew won’t
have enough minin’-water to keep a
gila monster from dyin’ of thirst! Un-
stand?”

“Shore, Dredger. Now, lets have
another drink. This time, one for the
house—just add it to my bill.”

“Gawd A’mighty!” howled Dredger,
“didn’t yew hear what I jest said?”

“Shore did,” Digger acknowledged.
“I hear yew, but yew cut me off be-
fore. Yew always done it sudden an’
poked that sawed-off gun while yew
was doin’ it...”

Dredger fumbled under the bar
and the twin muzzles peered over the
polished wood. Digger John shrugged
coldly and stomped from the saloon.

Four days later, Digger’s monitor-
crew quit. “Harley’s payin’ wages in
cash,” the spokesman explained. “The
English Company is buildin’ a reser-
voir in that hollow.”

He pointed to the bushy swale be-
low the west side of Cold Spring.
“Says there’ll be work the year round.
This old equipment you got, Digger,
is fallin’ apart. That Fisher’s Knuckle
Joint is helt together with California
buckskin, and won’t last another
week. We’re hirin’ with the English-
man ’fore he gets in another shipment
of them Welshmen.”

Digger stared at the wire-wrapped
pipe and the scarred nozzle and re-
torted. “Yew’re bein’ paid shares
here; that can mean a lot more’n
wages, The snow-water’s startin’ to

melt around Bear Valley an’” we’ll have
us lots of water in a day or so...”
“Man can’t feed the family on
hopes and—the Londons tappin’
Cedar Creek above you.” The moni-
tor-man ducked his head, and Digger
watched him and his crew move off.
He stared at his pit and the glisten-
ing gravel winked in the hot sun.

HAT NIGHT, as Digger moved
up Main Street, the citizens
avoided his grim form. He paused in
front of the hotel and stared at the
white, handprinted bulletin on the ho-
tel billboard. “Let- it be known...”
Digger fumbled the words slowly be-
tween his tongue and cheek, then
grabbed a passerby by the shirt and
swung him in front of the notice.

“Read that for me!” he aimed a
thick - finger at the paper.

“It says—" the man hesitated and
tried to draw away. “It says, anybody
working for the Digger Hydraulic
Mine, will be denied credit in the hotel
and at the merchandise stores of Gold
Run, It’s signed by every storekeep
and saloonkeeper in town.” Digger
released his hold on the shirt and the
man slipped away.

Whacking the batwings, Digger en-
tered the buzzing saloon. A score of
faces turned toward the doors; sev-
eral men moved to the stairs, while
others sidled toward the windows.
The citizens had seen the big miner in
a rage before, and found it a more
enjoyable fight if a witness had a
way out when the big man exploded.

At a corner table, five stocky, short-
coated men rose to their feet and
flexed their shoulders. They winked,
grinned a little to spike their courage,
and moved toward the front of the
room.

“You Digger John?” The spitting
question came from the heavy-faced
man. The speaker held his arms
bunched and the muscles were hard
against the rough coat.

“Yeah,”" Digger” grinned broadly.
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“Why? Somebody tell yew to buy me
a drink?”
~ “You been takin’ cuts at the men
from the London Mine,” was the re-
ply. “We come to ask why?”

“Well, now, maybe I have.” Dig-
ger hooked his boot-toe behind a cus-
pidor. “What I said was. . .every Eng-
lishman talked with his mouth closed.
Like yew just done. Harley wears a
mustache an’ yew can’t tell if he’s
talkin’, or if the noise is comin’ outa
his ears.” The miner hooked his elbow
into the brass rail that ran waist high
and leaned back. “S’matter, ’fraid
yore buck-teeth’ll fall out?”

“It’s your teeth that’ll be coming
out!” was the thin lipped rejoiner
as the five men moved forward. The
chunky speaker aimed a blackhaired
fist at Digger’s face.

Digger let out a hoot and ducked;
his toe shot the cuspidor between the
legs of the advancing men. Leaning
back, until his shoulder touched the
smooth bar-surface, Digger kicked
two of his attackers flush in the face.
He came down unhooked his arms
from the bar and wrenched the brass
railing loose. It became a four-foot
section of flailing club and caught the
light of the overhead lamps as he
whacked every head that came close.

The five men dodged around him like

a pack of dogs about a grizzly bear.
Digger took a blow on the forehead
that rocked him away from the bar,
then they were on him. Digger crashed
to the floor and rolled in the sawdust
like a porcupine in a barrel of mo-
lasses. The attackers stamped boots
into his rolling body until he scram-
bled under a roulette table.

The crowd roared approval. “Take
’em on, Digger! That’s the way—bust
their hard heads, Digger!”

PECTATORS were backed out the

door and up the stairs. Several
clambered onto the bar, where the bar-
keeper banged at their feet with a
bungstarter. The saloon was a full
_box of noise as Digger John climbed

to his feet, behind the upended table,
with its wheel still spinning. His face
was bloody and his red shirt spht
across the back, but his fighting grin
re-appeared as he wiped an arm
across his bloody mouth/

Digger’s opponents were still on
t‘lelr feet and, though battered, moved
in a rush toward his table. The miner
suddenly reached out and hooked a
man by the belt. He yanked him for-
ward and raised the protesting body-
over his head. The man screamed as
he was huried at the stove. Like a2 man-
sized cat, the man twisted in midair
and clawed out for something to
break his fall. The blackened stove-
pipe was the only thing to grasp. He
wrapped his arms around the stove-
pipe and brought pipe, the wires
holding it to the ceiling, and the stove
down in a mass of soot and tin. The
soft, inky soot, drifted about the room
and roﬂed upwards as the bedy hit the
floor.

The spectators fought to get out
the doorway. The first man stumbled
over the upended spittoon and
crashed; the men behind, fell over him
and p;ied up like flies on flypaper
against the broken batwings. The
people outside, trying to get a look
into the salcon, were bowled over by

-the strugglers secking escape from the

soot-filled room. Over the noise and
the swearing could be heard the wild
keening of Dredger Dan as he sur-
veyed the spattered wreckage of his

establishment. A length of stove pipe
dangled and swayed from the ceiling,
laying a haze of soft soot, until tae
yellow sawdust was a trampied black
mass. The room emptied, Dredger
Dan climbed off the bar, and began
moving aimlessly around the room;
wiping the oily black stuff off the
tables with a wet rag.

“What I come for—" the words
shocked the bar-owner and he turned
to stare at Digger John who was lean-
ing against the far end of the bar, un-
corking a bottle of whiskey. “What
I come for—” he repeated— “was
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to ask yew why yew cut off credit
to my miners?” He raised a quizzical
eyebrow and drained his drink.
“’Cause—" snapped the hotel-man,
throwing the streaked bar towel into
a corner— ‘’Cause this is why!”
Dredger flung his arms about, point-
ing out the damage. “Every time
somethin’ happens, it’s like this. Trou-
le an’ damage—an’ always to me!”
“Then why’nt yew get on my side,
steada on the side of them English-

men?” Digger’s tone was sincerely

questioning.

“The only time I’ll be on your side,”
snapped Dredger Dan, “is when we
walk you up Cemetery Hill. I'll carry
twict my share of yore weight—as
a pallbearer. Now, get outa here!”

“Just a min-ute,” growled Digger.
“Yew never answered my question,
Why’d yew cut off the supplies?”

“’Cause I got my money sunk in
the London Claim!” shouted Dredger.
“’Cause they’re sinkin’ improvements
into this London Mine. Buildin’ a
reservoir. Givin’ men steady employ-
ment an’—’cause yew’re a headache to
the entire country! Yew’re the only
holdout, but we’ll run yew off after
the celebration.”

“What celebration?”

“For the openin’ of the reservoir.
When we can start pourin’ the water.
We'll have a four hunnert foot drop
through a fifteen-inch pipe, reducin’
into a three inch monitor nozzle,
that’ll move boulders as big as this
room. With sixteen-thousand miners’
inches of water, we’ll set up a whole
battery of monitors against that face!

“We got the President of The Lon-
don Company comin’ all the way from
England, He’ll give a speech, an’ open
the first valve on the flume leadin’
from the reservoir.” Dredger’s chest
swelled with pride.

“What about my water rights...?”
began Digger John.

“We're cuttin’ into the ravine above
. yew,” .sneered Dredger Dan. “Yew'll
get a trickle—but that’s all.”

“Why, yew said before,” growled
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the miner, “that that fella couldn’t
use all the water.”

“That’s before we figured how to
dam it off at Cedar Creek an’ bypass
yore place,” chuckled Dredger. “Now,
it don’t matter, ’cause yew’ll be outa
business onct the reservoir fills up.
We’ll suck the ravine dry ’fore it ever
gets to yew. That Harley’s a smart
engineer,..” he mimicked Digger’s
heavy voice... “even if he talks with
his mouth closed.” :

“But I ain’t got but a hunnert foot
claim!” Digger paused then again
started slowly. “I ain’t got but...” He
moved away from the bar and to the

.center of the littered room. A thought-

ful frown gathered around his eyes
and little wrinkles pinched his stub-
bled face together.

“What'd yew say?” Dredger  de-
manded. “Yew ain’t got but what?”
A note of pleading entered the fat
man’s voice. He had been the victim
of too many of Digger’s wild ideas,
and had the feeling that one.of those
schemes was developing now, behind
the grin working over the miner’s
face. “Aw, hell, Dig—come on—what
was yew sayin’? Have a drink, Dig,

“an’ let’s talk it out. The London Com-

pany’ll buy yew out still, an’...”

“Thanks, Dredger.” Digger stepped
over the broken bar rail, touched the
spittoon with a foot, until the belled
bowl gurgled, and stepped through the
splintered batwings. Dredger Dan
watched him go then stared hopelessly
at his shattered saloon. “If five of
them couldn’t whip him,” he mut-
tered, “what chance has Gold Run
got?” He was sorry now, he hadn’t
told Harley to send him twelve—and
each of the twelve armed with two
pistols.

THE LONDON Mining Company

rushed the construction of the
reservoir. Long miles of flume were
dropped from the head of Cedar Creek
Ravine. Digger watched the creek bed
dry up as the water rushed through
the four foot boxes. Digger’s monitor
dried up with the ravine; his source
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of water was gone, as were his work-
men. The London Company was pay-
ing four dollars a day, and their work-
ers had the right of trade in the stores
and saloons of Gold Run. His hundred
foot claim was a dry hole of powdery
gravel and dry sand. His sluice boxes
cracked in the hot sun. The undercur-
rent riffles, so desperately needed to
catch the {fine gold, became rusty

skeletons of iron, that sagged forlorn--

ly under their own weight.

The gold was there, but without wa-
ter, Digger’s hydraulic mine was a
dead weight of accummulated debt.
Gold, owed to Dredger for supplies,
‘was buried in the gravel; and, without
water, it would lay another million
years, in the clutch of time.

Digger John sat morose on a white-
‘speckied boulder and surveyed his
claim, He heard a rustle and watched
the bug eyes of a horned toad staring
from the sandy desert. The scaly skin
moved with its panting breath. Digger
John rose, snapping sympathetically.

“Well, Mister Horny Toad, there
ain’t a drink of water here now—but
stick around. Just stick around till
the day of the celebration. Then
‘there’ll be water enough to drown a
bullirog.” He climbed the hundred-foot
bank, leaving a trail of dust, and fol-
lowed the dripping flume toward the
London Reservoir.

The heavy water-box that clung to
the side of the mountain, rushed wa-
ter to the reservoir. It was completed,
but added shoulders were being dyked
up by teams of mules and scrapers,
even as the flume dropped a thousand
~ miners’-inches of water an hour into

its muddy surface.

The added insult was a sharp-nosed
gondola floating in the huge reservoir.
Digger studied the boat and spat into
the water; the oily tobacco juice
spread in a rainbow hue under the
sun. Then he followed the fifteen inch
drop-off pipe that would supply water
to the monitors in the pit of the Lon-
don Mine. Digger John’s face screwed
__up in desperation as he watched the

" preparations.” The “water “was “there,””

. the boardwalk.

water he needed. He could wash out
his small claim of gravel in a very
short while, with that backed-up pres-
sure, and the gleaming battery of
monitor-nozzles resting quietly in the
London Gravel Mine.

He strode away from the London
and headed across Main Street. He
booted down the far boardwalk, and
again the water of the Cedar Creek
Ravine Ditch flowed by. Right under
Water was every-
where, except pouring through the noz-
zle of his rusting monitor. He entered
his adobe and slammed the door.

HE DAY of the celebration
dawned. The President of the
New London Mining and Gravel Com-
pany arrived in a high-wheeled -black
carriage. The shiny paint glowed
through the red dust, and the tall
Englishman was greeted by the mus-
tached Harley. A group of Gold Run
Citizens, were there, as  well as
Dredger Dan. The somber black
clothes of the English mine-operator
were in sharp contrast to Dredger’s
checkered red-and-white vest, and his
bright blue California coat. The coat
hung on the stubby hotel-man like a
circus tent on broken tent-poles.
Dredger’s beaver hat rode high on his
perspiring head, pushed back to shade
his sweaty neck from the sun. Gold
Run’s nine-piece -band tooted “Rule
Brittania”, until the horses shied and
danced. ’

“Ah, the speakers platform?” the
mine-president clipped out, directing
his greeting to Harley. “I say, is the
pod-yum prepared, old boy?”

“Quite, Sir James!” Harley clipped
back, waving his arms toward the bunt-
ing hung, raw wood of the speaker’s
podium. “The valve is quite ready for
the turning, for the silver flow of wa-
ter to roar through the heavy ordnance
pipe that will direct its water against
the golden gravel of the New London
Mine. The...”

“Mistey Harley!” Sir James halted
the engineer’s flow of words. “Ah—the
formal spigech,” the opening “6f*“the
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valve—ah— I have prepared it, you
know.” He paused importantly, gaz-
ing quizzically toward Dredger Dan
then directed another question at Har-
ley.

“This man— Ah, I say, has he over-
imbibed?”

“Dam’ hootin’!” shouted Dredger
Dan. “I ain’t fully likkered yet, but
onc’t yew get -that blasted wvalve
epened, an’ these monitors runnin’,
T'm goin’ to be. Yew listen to me,
Jimmy—or Sir Jimmy—" Dredger’s
dry lins spouted the words. “We got
her set to go. They’s a hunneit acres
cf fifty-dollar gravel; she’s two hun-
nert foot deep an’ a quarter-mile wide!
Richest chunk of hydraulic propity in
the Sierras. Now, get outa that wagon
an’ up on yore ‘pod-yum’ an’ let’s get
Started!”

“Right-ho!” answered the tall man.
“It will be a great privilege.” He
- siepped down into the street and
ciimbed up the rickety steps to the
speakers’ stand.

Dredger Dan waddled over to the
fire-bell, hawied vigorously on the rope
leading to the bell atop the fifty-foot
qsitics. Men popped heads out of the
saloons, and straggled into the hot
sunlight. The crowd gathered and
stared patiently at the dignitaries on
ihe speakers’ stand. Dredger Dan
panged the ciapper until he felt that a
representative crowd had gathered;
then, holding his coat-tails out of the
iust, tiptoed around the back of the
crowd and headed for his bar-room. He
raught Sir james’ opening words. “The
London Mining Company is proud to
spen the New London gravel mine.
Proud to open this valve to the silver
flow of water that wiil...” Dredger
ducked through the batwings of the
peserted saloon and reached for a
bottle.

“Just bring  the jug.” The words
startled the blue-coated hotel owner.
Turning slowly, he got just one dazed
look at Digger John’s determined face
before the towel-wrapped pick-handle
- smashed’ the beaver  bat flat, and
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Dredger Dan slumped toward the
floor.

\ REDGER DAN never remem-
bered the trip through the back
door of the saloon, nor the thumping.
of the burro as Digger led the animal,
with Dredger’s dangiing body, over
the route following the flume to Dig-
ger’s hydraulic mine. He never heard
the smashing pistol shots that Digger
blazed into the sky, every few minutes.
He never saw the crowd that followed.
He came to, with the sparkling rain-
bow of water crashing against the
face of Digger John’s pit.

He was tied to a green timber, just
under the towering wall of gravel. The
water was. crashing against the gravel,
and muck was cascading in gulleys to
the bottom, to be sucked up by the
sluice boxes. Before Dredger’s bleary
eyes, the huge wall wobbled and
swayed dangerously, A single, mis-
directed squirt of the menitor would
cause those tons of gravel to slip, and
would bury the broad hetel-man until
it would take a week to uncover him.
He twisted his neck and stared at the
man at the monitor. It was a grim Dig-
ger John and he spun-the valve and
the roar of water died.

“Got somethin’ to say, Dredger?”
The miner grunted, preparing to re-
open the valve.

“Where’d yew get the water?” For
a moment, the puzzie of the water,
caused the tied man to forget his dan-
ger. The danger of being directly be-

. neath the towering face of the pit.

“I tied into the flume—there.” Dig-
ger pointed to the rim of the pit.
“But—it ain’t gonna last long, Dredg-
er.)? s
The bound man glared at the flume.
A huge pipe vibrated from the box of
the flume. A trap of twelve inch boards
had been hammered across the flume;
the pipe leading off and the three
hundred foot drop gave the monitor
the force it needed to blast out the
gravel face of the pit.

“What’cha got me tied here for?”
quavered the bound man, a tingle of
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fear entering his voice. “That face’ll
come down. Raise the nozzle higher,
yew’re undercutting the bank! They’s
a thousand tons of gravel ready to
drop__N .

“Yew're a stockholder in the Lon-
don,” Digger answered calmly. “Well
—ain’t cha?” He gave a twist to the
valve and the water began spouting
from the roaring nozzle.

“Shut off that water!” screamed
Dredger. Sweat broke through the
spray that covered his face. The valve
squeaked ,and the rambow spray dis-
solved.

“What’d’ya want?”” Dredger’s voice
was hysterical as it cut through the
sudden silence. He turned pleading
eyes toward the rim and, for the first
time, realized the crowd was gathered
there. He could make out the black
clothes of Sir James and the white
face of Harley.

“Don’t look up there for help,”
growled Digger John. “They start
down that bank, an’ I’ll let the entire
face drop on yew. If they bust my
pipe, she’ll fall anyways. It’s the noz-
zle-pressure that’s keepin’ her from
cavin’ right now. See?” He pointed to
the undercut bank. “I can keep her
from cavin’ by shootin’ water aginst
the top—takin’ the weight offa the
wall.”

“Then what'd’ya want?” Dredger
yelled again.

‘Wait’'ll T take some more offa the
top,” Digger said politely and opened
the valve. Water roared and the mud-
dy: bank was sliced off a little at the
top. The gravel sluiced down the gul-
leys and churned through the sluice
box, leaving Dredger Dan standing
knee-deep in rocks and slickings. The
valve squeaked closed.

Digger then got around to answering.
“I want yew, to tell them English Pi-
rates up there—"” He waved a hand—
“to bring in six of them monitors. To
string pipe from that reservoir an’—
put six crews in here. If'n they
don’t—" his stubbled face hardened—
“that face’ll come down an’ yew can’t
~runl”

“They’ll string yew up!” screamed
Dredger Dan.

“For takin’ my own water,” chuck-
led Digger John, “or for killin’ yew?
Hell, Dredger, they’ll all be so glad
yew’re dead, with all their debts can-
celled, they’ll most likely vote me.a
medal. Better make up yore mind. See
that stake with the red flag? That’s
the end of my claim. When that bank
is washed to the st‘ake, I’ll turn yew
loose. Now—tell ’em to get the mon-
itors in here!” He broke off hurriedly
as the gravel-bank began to slide. He
swung hard on the water valve. The
monitor burpbd and roared its
strength against the wall; catching the
slide and blastmv it safply away from
the captive. F01 a frightful, full ten
minutes, the water roared, then the
noise died as the valve closed squeak-
ing.

DREDGER DAN was shouting as

the pit filled with silence. He .
roared orders, and the men on the
bank scattered toward the London
Mine. In a dragging hour, the monitors
were hustled into the pit; the crews
strung and clamped pipe like ants in a
honey jar, and the monitors were roar-
ing against the wall over Dredger’s
trussed body. The night crept in and %
sputtering torches guttered in the
clouds of spray, as the monitors ate
into the Digger John Mine. The dirt
and rocks bounced down the sluices;
riftles soaked up the fine gold and the
slickings roiled over into the under-
current, to be stirred and pitchforked
by a dozen men.

Digger remained at his monitor,
keeping the bank bulging over Dredger
Dan’s head. The night passed, and at
noon of the following day, Digger shut
off his water and clumped through the
mud to retrieve the stake holding the
soggy red flag. It had fioated down
under the how of water, like the guid-
on of a dying corporal. The battery
of monitors brought up from the Lon-
don Mine, whispered to a dull, uneasy,
silence.

Dredger Dan,

a soaking -muddy
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mess in a torn blue coat and a wrin-
kled checkered vest, watched Digger’s
approach from beneath his wilted
beaver hat. Digger held a fourteen
inch bowie knife in his water reddened
hand. He rubbed the razor tip against
the ropes and watched the raveled
strands drop. ,

“Now.” Digger raised his voice.
The crowd on the bank stilled their
chatter. “Now—my claim’s cleaned.
But I got to make my clean-up from
the sluice boxes. This money-grabbin’
critter,” he nudged the hotel-man with
the tip of the gleaming bowie, “is
gonna stay right with me. Anyway, he’s
just protectin’ his investment. Half
of what I clean up’ll go for what I
owe him; I'll also pay for the water I
used, .at fifty-cents a miner’s inch.

Wages for the monitor crew’ll be three .

dollars per day. They done fine, an’ a
bonus of a jug of Dredger’s whiskey’ll
go with them wages.

“I figger that’s fair.” He again
nudged Dredger Dan with the knife
tip “What’d yew figger, Dredger?”

“It’s—it’s a fair deal,” the bedrag-
gled man snorted to the knife. The
crowd on the bank hooted and cheered.

That night, the hotel saloon was
crowded. Dredger Dan, his soggy wa-
ter-bleached face still gray, dipped tin
cups into the open barrel and slid
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smoke?” he asked.

Digger John, stationed in his fa-
vored spot beside the barrel, held a
brimming cup and grinned at Dredger.
Dredger tried to grin back but he was
still weak and his hands shook like a
miner finding a rattlesnake as a bed

~ companion,

“Y’know, Dredger. I left off that
stump blastin’ job fore I was fin-
ished.”

“Don’t fool with
pleaded Dredger Dan.

“Oh, I done it already,” grinned
Digger placidly and sipped his drink.

“What'd yew done already?”
moaned Dredger.

“Them stumps. I set ’em all afire,
It’s the easy way an’...”

“Yew what?”

“Them stumps,” Digger explained,
“I’'m burnin’ out the roots.”

“The one in front of the hotel?”
Dredger’s voice was shocked.

“Sure. That’s the biggest one.”

“But those roots run under the ho-
tel!” shouted Dredger Dan. “It’ll burn
the hotel down. That’s: what’s happen~
ing right now! Look’it the smoke com-
in’ through the floor...!” ‘

In panic, Dredger slapped a cup
full of whiskey at the burning floor -
boards. For a second, the liquid siz-
zled and smoked, then broke into a
bright blue racing flame.

it no more,”
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Burke had a real slick scheme
to get everyone out of town
while he looted the place — and
it worked all too well . ..

by RICHARD BRISTER

LVIN BURKE slouched alone
Aat a corner table in the Gold
Dust Saloon and observed with
disdain the drunken antics of the cor-
duroyed miners along the bar. Only

-fools drank so much that they lost

their powers of observation, and only
double-dyed-in-the-corduroy fools
grubbed - the wherewithal from the
stubborn earth with pick and shovel.

Burke had arrived in this booming
California gold-camp only yesterday,

.



but already Pis black eyes had sized
up this camp aud its people. And al-
ready he had begun to formulate a
plan which would separate these work-
worn numbskulls from the gold they
had grown calluses upon their hands
for.

“Any man that works for a living,”
Burke told himself with a self-con-
gratulatory grin, as his plan of cam-
paign became clearer to him, “is either

an

aii
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Burke had never done a day's
work in his life; wealth was tfhere
for the taking, so why should he
bother to dig gold?

a plain damfool, or too gutless to take
what he w-nts without workin’.”

He poured a drink of rotgut whis-
key from the tall bottle on the table
in front of him, and sluiced it down
his throat quickly, then wiped his thin
mouth with the back of one hairy
hand.

His shrewd black eyes remained ob-
servant throughout, watching a bit of
horseplay at the bar, where a group
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of staggering miners were teasing a
not-too-bright-looking member of their
group, who was tall, loosely hung at
the shoulders and at the jaw, and who
went by the name of Chiggerhead
Charlie Jackson.

Every time Chiggerhead Charlie
Jackson attempted to lift his whiskey-
glass to his bearded mouth, one of
his companions would “accidentally”
bump his arm, or jostle against him.
It was truly amazing how many times
this pointless little joke was repeated
beiore Chiggerhead Charlie -realized
he was being purposely heckled.

“Y-you—you f-fellas c-cut that out,”
he said in a fumbling voice. The min-
ers laughed.

And over in his corner, watching
like a cat stalking its prey, Alvin
Burke permitted the thinnest of smiles
to twist his long face.

“T'll say he ain’t bright,” Burke
told himself; “he’s made to order for
what I want of him.”

Burke had a full-grown plan ‘worked
out now. He had a pouch in his pock-
et containing a few hundred dollars in
gold-dust, znd several large nuggets;
this was bait.

He sat there at/ his corner table,
quietly “watching the group at the bar
for perhaps an hour, until finally he
saw the opportunity for which he had
so patientiy waited. Chiggerhead Chai-
lie Jackson was left alone at the bar,
temporarily.

Burke picked the half-empty whis-
key bottle from his table, took it up
to the bar, and said to the white-
aproned man behind the mahogany,
“Pll pay up for what I've drunk of
that; guess I had enough for one ses-
sion.”

Chiggerhead Charlie Jackson
watched with dull absorption as the
bartender weighed out three dollars’
worth of Burke’s dust, then returned
the sack to him.

It was during Chiggerhead’s absorp-
tion with the weighing of the dust
that Burke’s hand dropped three large

gold nuggets into Charlie’s coat pock-
et

BURKE WALKED out of the Gold

Dust Saloon, and went down the
muddy main stem of the camp to Jeb
Priddy’s restaurant tent, where he dis-
tastefully fiiled his lt‘elly with what
the New Englander called Mulligan
stew. Burke wveiched as he stood up
and walked away from the restaurant,
telling himself the sooner he shook
the dust of this uncivilized camp from
his boots, the better he’d like it.

He went down to the cluster of
crude, unpainted frame shacks that
passed for a livery-stable, and asked
the groom, a beefy, flat-headed son
with a gimpy leg and a cast in his
eye, how things were going.

“Jest fine,” the liveryman said.

Burke looked at Jeannie, his short-
coupled, high-headed black mare, and
said, “She looks kind of thin; you
sure she had her full share of oats
this mornin’.”

“Sure she did; I don’t skimp on
feedin’s here, mister.”

“All right, all right,” Burke said.
“No need to get an 1tch oa about it.”
It was not good policy to alienate the
man to whom you delegated the care
of your horse. Burke made his voice

friendly. “Horse bung that leg up for
you, iriend?”
“That’s right. Throwed me right

into a corral fence. Busted my leg
so she never set proper. And knocked
one eye out of kilter.”

“Sometimes a man’s luck is all bad,”
said Birke, aud took a s:iver doilar
out of his pocket. “Well,” he said, as
he flipped the coin over, “take good
care of my Jeannie.”

“Why, thankee,” said the groom.
Tl do <that ¢

Burke turned back toward the Gold
Dust Saloon. Filty yards from the
building, he paused briefly, watching
a tall man come out of the swing-
doors to the sidewalk, glance furtlvely
up and down the muddy street, then

~move off at a half-walk; half—jog.
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Burke couldn’t help chuckling.
“Looks like my little trap has been
sprung,” he said softly.

He went on up the street, and swung
into the saloon. The place had changed
greatly since he had walked out in
search of a meal, perhaps an hour ago.

The bartender was standing behind
the bar with a harried look on his
face, surrounded by a group of tense-
faced miners, who were pumping ques-
tions at him,

“You say he stuck his hand in his
pocket and come -up with them big
nuggets, ‘and then made off like he
didn’t know where they come from,
Frank? Is that it?”

“Listen, Frank, he’s struck it rich
out there on his claim; ain’t that about
the size of it?”

“He’s struck it rich and he’s tryin’
to play foxy with us. Hey, Frank?”

“Boys,” said the harried bartender,
“I’ve told you all I know. He claimed
he didn’t have no idea where them
nuggets had come from.”

“They never growed there in Chig-
gerhead’s pocket.”

“Frank, if you ask me, old Chigger-
head dug them nuggets out of the
ground, up there on his claim, and fig-
ured to sit tight on his secret. Then
he forgot hisself, see? He fetched ’em
out, right in public, seen what a fox
pass he’d made, and commenced to
act dumb. He don’t fool nobody.
They’s gold out his way.”

The bartender was removing his
white apron, even as he shrugged and
bobbed his perspiring head, and said,
“I dunno, boys. Could be Chigger-
head’s lucked onto somethin’. Could
be he hasn’t.” He came around from
behind the bar.

“Here, let’s have a drink here,
Frank; where you goin’?”

“Boys,” said the bartender, “yot’ll
have to get out so’s I can close up
now; they’s an errand I got to tend
tO.”

And he was shooing his customers
out of the Gold Dust Saloon with ur-
- gent motions of his plump, pale hands.

“Errand, hey!” snapped one of the
evictees. “Well, you seen the color of
Chiggerhead’s nuggets, Frank. I rec-
kon if what you see was enough to
convince you, why, I got an errand
of my own to tend to.”

THE MAN swept out of the door

quickly, The others stood unde-
cided for a moment, drawn by John
Barleycorn in one direction, by gold-
lust in the other. Gold-lust prevailed,
as Alvin Burke had known it must.
The group of men spilled out onto
the street, caught in a sudden hot
swirl of excitement, and ran in their
separate ways, spreading confusion
upon the sleepy little camp in a mat-
ter of minutes.

Alvin Burke stood outside of the
Gold Dust Saloon, watching the able-
bodied men of . this camp conduct a
panicky exodus in the direction of
Chiggerhead Charlie Jackson’s claim.
Within half an hour, the streets con-
tained only a hapdful of women and
children; three rheumatic oldtimers
too badly crippled to ride or walk to
the newly publicized “gold strike”; Al-
vin Burke; Chiggerhead Charlie Jack-
son; two dogs, and a flock of chick-

_€ns.

Alvin Burke stood picking his teeth
in front of the Gold Dust Saloon,
where he had remained throughout the
excited exit of the camp’s able-bodied
defenders. He was smiling softly, in
a way which was not reassuring to the
three old men or to the women and
children.

Or to Chiggerhead Charlie, the in-
nocent pawn in Burke’s little chess
game. Chiggerhead sat on a stoop
across the street from Burke, trying
to shake the fumes of whiskey out of
his head, so that he could understand
the weird pattern of events which had
overtaken him in the past few hours.

“Hull t-town’s on a g-goose chase,”
he fumbled. “I n-never seen them n-
nuggets until I p-pulled ’em outta my
p-pocket. C-can’t s-see why they n-
never b-believed me.” -
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Burke stood against the false front
of the Gold Dust, still smiling. The
three rheumatic old men hobbled
creakily down street from the direc-
tion of Jeb Priddy’s restaurant-tent,
and engaged Chiggerhead in conver-
sation. “You sure set off a powder-
keg, Chigger.”

“I n-never m-meant to. Ain’t n-no
g-gold strike out on my c-claim. Just
I-low-assay stuff, l-like everywheres
else. Dang f-fools’ll callous their hands
up for a couple days, th-then d-drift
b-back to c-camp blamin’ me f-for
their aches 'n’ p-pains.” His eyes lift-
ed toward where Burke stood, across
the wide street. “H-how c-come you
n-never r-rode out W1th the others,
mister?”

Burke laughed deep in his throat.
“The real strike,” he said, “is right
here in camp. And I figure to make
it (,ommencmg,” he added 1n a 511ky
smooth voice, “this minute.”

Almost casually, he lifted one of his
sixguns from its holster and pointed
it straight at Chiggerhead Charlie
Jackson.

“S-say-y-y, lookee h-here, m-mister,
y-you can’t—"

“Shut up,” snapped Alvin Burke.
“Stand up and walk over here. Hold
it, pop; I'm talkin’ to.all four of you.
Now just step over here nice and
easy, and you may live to tell this.”

Chiggerhead Charlie Jackson’s stu-
pid face was slack with surprise, and
the three old men stood their ground,
looking sullen. Burke jabbed the gun
forward a little, and his voice rasped
like a forty-five slug biting into a
gale. “Move, when I tell you!”

LOWLY, the four crossed the mud-
dy street. Chiggerhead wore a
gunbelt, and Burke reached out care-
fully and extracted the man’s gun
from the holster, thrusting it down
under his own belt.

“All right; now I want you three
oldtimers to stand in a circle around
me—just in case one of them females
gets a notion to start taking potshots.

All right hold it right there. Not too
close.”

Under the threat of Burke’s big gun,
the three old men had made a protec-
tive triangle around him. Burke aimed
at the lock on the door of the saloon
and shot once, twice. The door swung
awry and Burke kicked it open. He
grinned at Chiggerhead Charlie Jack-
son.

“Get inside there and empty that
till. I'll be watchin’ every move you
make irom here at the door. All right,
hop to it; this ain’t no picnic.”

Chxggerhead Charlie Jackson was
not bright, but he understood the mes-
sage that threatening sixgun conveyed.
He stumbled hurriedly into the sa-
loon, slid around in back of the bar,
and began to empty the contents of
the cashbox onto the har.

“Dump it onto one of them aprons,”
Burke snapped, from his observation "
post at the doorway. All along the
wide street, since his two shots had
sprung the lock on the Gold Dust Sa-
loon, activity had ceased. Women and
children stared at Alvin Burke, at
the three beleaguered old men who
made a protective triangle around him,

Impotent anger was in every eye;
but so far, no hand had been raised
against Burke., Still, it was a strain
upon a man’s nerve, to hold a whole
community at bay, single-handed.

“Look alive in there,” Burke
snapped, and sent a slug hurtling over
Chiggerhead Charlie Jackson’s head.
The slack-faced miner jerked back in
alarm, almost losing his grip on the
apron into which he had dumped the
contents of the cashbox.

“All right,” Burke said, “let’s have
a look-in at Priddy’s.”

With the three sullen old men form-
ing a shield for him, with Chigger-

‘head Charlie Jackson marching in

front of his gun, Burke moved like a
conqueror up the wide street to Jeb
Priddy’s restaurant-tent. Priddy had
joined the gold-rush, but his woman
had remained to watch over things in

" his absence.
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She was standing in back of the
counter, hanging cn grimly to a cheap-
looking tin box. Judging from the wild
look in the woman’s eyes, that tin box
contained a small fortune.

“You’ll not be taking what Jeb and
me slaved so hard for,” said the wom-
‘an. “Youwll have to shoot before I’ll
let go of this box.”

Burke’s eyes narrowed. Giving half
his attention to Chiggerhead and his
three aged escorts, he lunged out sud-
denly and slapped the woman hard on
the cheek with an open palm. A red
weit appeared where the blow struck
that pa:e cheek, but it was surprise,
more than pain, which forced Jeb
Priddy’s woman to release her hold
upon the fruits of long labors.

She let go of the box, and Alvin
Burke quickly grasped it by the han-
die. The woman, suddenly hysterical,
ran around the counter at Burke,
screaming epithets, swearing she’d
have his eyes out. Burke lifted the
sixgun and hit her a clubbing blow
on the head. The woman groaned and
fell in a sprawling heap at his feet.

NE OF THE old men started at

Burke, running headlong into the

threat of Burke’s sixgun, croaking,
“By damn, they’s a limit.”

-Burke put a bullet over his shoul-
der, saw the way this was going to
be, and spanked lead into the old fool’s
rheumatic heart. Now two victims lay
at his feet, and he swung his bitter
g:ance at the other three, saying, “Any
more would-be tin herces around
here? If there are, I'll sure accomo-
date ’em.”

“Y-you ain’t g-going to get away
with it,” said Chiggerhead Charlie
Jackson. °

Burke smiled that thin smile,
amused at the idea of dull Chigger-
head trying to predict his future.

He dropped the Priddy tin box,
and using the gun he had taken from
Chiggerhead Charlie, he shot the lock
oif it, A welcome spray of silver dol-
lars and greenbacks spilled out onto

the ground. He jerked the gun at
Chiggerhead Charlie. “Add that to
what’s in the apron, and tie a knot
init.”

Burke stuffed the knotted apron
down under his belt, grinning still,
and said, “All right, gents; it don’t
pay to be too greedy. Now let’s go.”

He motioned them down street, to-
ward the livery-stables. They moved
aiong -sullenly, under the constant
prod of Burke’s sixgun.

Somebedy let loose with a buffalo
gun, benind and above the street, and
Burke, turning toward the noise like
a cat, saw a boy’s freckled face dis-
appear from an upstairs window. He
spanked lead up there, to give the boy
something to think about.

He jabbed his sixgun into the small
of Chiggerhead Charlie Jackson’s
broad back, “Stay right there, in that
line, If anyone wants to irrigate me,
they’re going to have to take you along
too, friend. All right, now; let’s run
for it.”

He and Chiggerhead Charlie set off
at a jog toward the livery shacks,
leaving the two oldsters in the street
behind.

“Get him!” somebody was yelling.
“He shot Uncle Dan and clubbed Eiia
Priddy.” :

Burke felt the skin of his back
crawl, anticipating the brutal impact
of a rifie slug. But another voice called
out behind him, “Don’t shoot; youw’ll
kill Charlie.”

Burke swung into the gate of the
livery, putting a frame building be-
tween himself and the pursuit, and he
felt good now. He took his gun away
from the small of Chiggerhead Charlie
Jackson’s back.

“I put them nuggets into your pock-
et,” he gloated; “I started that gold-
rush on purpose. Tell the boys all about
it, when they ride in. All right; you
can skedaddle.”

He waved the gun, and Chigger-
head Charlie Jackson gulped and ran

: back to the street

;L
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TILL CHUCKLING at the smooth-
ness with which his little plan
had worked out, Burke trotted into
the shack where Jeannie was stabled.
The beefy-legged groom with the cast
in his eye was gone—a fact which
Alvin Burke found not too surprising.
Then he saw the empty stall, with
the note tacked on the headboards,
and a sick panic thrust at him,

Mister Burke:

The black mare ain’t been
stole, so dow’t worry. I've took-
and rode her out on the gold rush.
I'll take good care of her, like
you told me. And if I find any-
thing out there, I'll consider the
use of your horse the same as a
grubstake, and go halvies with
you.

I sure hope you ain’t sore; I
got a hunch were goin’ to be
lucky. i

It was the almost-awesome irony of
that final sentence, more than any-
thing else, which completely demoral-
ized Burke, for the moment, and per-
mitted Chiggerhead Charlie Jackson to

steal up behind him. S

“I g-got a g-gun,” said Chigger-
head Charlie, and then Burke could
feel the prod of it, as Chiggerhead
Charlie pulled Avin Burke’s guns out
of the holsters and flung them aside.
“C-come on in, Gramps. I g-got him,
I r-reckon.” He spoke to Burke, “The
boys’ll h-hang y-you up r-real sude
den, when they c-come b-back from
the goose chase y-you s-sent ’em out -
on.”

Burke was looking at that note the

- groom left for him, trying with part

of his dazed, terr1f1ed mind to make
sense out of the groom’s promise to
repay Burke for the use of the mare
by splitting with him on any gold he
found out there. '
- The damfool, Burke thought, sud-
denly furious. Didn’t the eighteen-kar-
at idiot realize there wasn’t any real
goldstrike out there?

The black mare ain’t been stole, he
read dully, so dow't worry. Suddenly
he could feel the bite of hemp at his
neck, and a racking sob shook bhis

* body.

*
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It was no different, here on Dock Street. Men still were
greedy — wanting more than they could use. And Phil
Lancey knew then that he had not really run away. For
he learned that no man can really run away from himself.

¥ off the sway-backed gang-plank

of the river packet Lexington

Ster and cast around with his vacant
* gray eyes. His closely chiselled face
very piainly showed the marks of in-
ner pain in its ashen color, the skin
pulled taut over high cheek bones, and
the fine lines boxing his mouth. It was
a hard town, he could see that as his
half boots struck the sand at the head

) ? HILLIP LANCEY ~came down
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of Steamboat Landing’s Dock Street.

It was a town that would strip a
man and take him apart and leave
only his raw, naked soul waiting for
hell’s gate to open.

But Lancey had nothing left to lose.
Nothing but the fine broadcloth coat
fitted to his narrow back, the black
medical bag in his left hand, and the
oil-slick Colt .38 at his waist—the
gun with which he had killed a man
two hundred miles down river.

What they tried to do to his body
here in Steamboat wouldn’t matter.
The soul of Phil Lancey was dead al-
ready. You could see that by looking
at the flatness of his eyes. The weak-
ness in his blood for cards had over-
powered him and he’d neglected his
practice to gamble once too often. The

. game had ended in the fog shrouded
morning with him winning a roll of
bills too fat to slide into his pocket.
And the raven-haired gambler, Eaton,
had proved a tinhorn. He hadn’t
known how to lose that much money.
He’d gone for his gun and Lancey had
shot him.

Phil had watched wh11e the blood
soiled Eaton’s spotless linen, finally
worked out in little streams along the
tight mouth before the tinhorn
pitched to the floor. Then Phil had run
hatless to his office. In sudden pan-
icky fear he’d grabbed his medicine
case and slunk ratlike to the wharf
where the Lexington Star had warped
in for the night. What happened to
the money he didn’t even remember.

Not that any of this now mattered.
The_thing that lay raw against Phil’s
mind was the fact he’d tried to run
away—scared like a quaking cony.
The thought of this weakness now
turned the doctor’s insides to water.

Coming off the plank behind him
. were the bull-tough rivermen and
camp followers. Roustabouts, like
himself kicked out of towns below;

calloused graders and laborers for the’

railroad working west; big, brick-
topped Irishmen and Swedes, a few
raw-boned Danes. He could hear,
“also, the ' cackle ‘of the wormén passen-*'

gers. Nesters’ wives! The Lexington
Star had been filled with these green
hopefuls. Her deck cargo had been
made up mainly of plows and farm-
ing implements and bulky sacks of
seeds. Two fairly new Pittsburgh wag-
ons had been chained forward to the
deck. =

Lancey paused now to listen to an
argument. Hardcase cattlemen and
their hirelings had flocked about each
farm family.

“Ain’t no {reighters left in Steam-
boat,” one = boot-brown cowman
ground out. He was dressed in the full
regalia of the boom town tough includ-
ing a Colt .45 on his right hip,
balanced by and ugly bowie knife on
the left.

“How’ll we get our outfits to the
homestead land?” a long-legged, lank
farmer pleaded.

The leering hardcase lauc'hed—a,
hollow " guffaw. “Dulane dont want
any more homesteaders on our range,
Either you can leave your stuff to rot
where it sits or take it back down
river when you go.”

The cowman’s eyes ran to the hull
of the steamboat where the second
bright-colored Pittsburgh was being
lowered over the paint-peeled railing.
His voice lifted to a roar. “Hey, men,
get them wagons!”

“You sure can smell ’em comin’,
Buell!” one of his hands laughed.

They gathered on each side of this
freighter wagon. Some pulled at the
pole while others worked from behind.
They got it rolling toward the river -
while the farmer stood slack jawed.
Against a background of roaring, rib-
ald voices, they toppled it from the
wharf into a river that was filled
with four feet of water and mud.

Serious fighting would have broken
had the nesters been organized as
were the cowmen. But they weren’t,
and Phil’s eyes traveled to the steam-
boat’s rail where Captain Morse was
sucking his corncob in the sun, his
beady pig eyes taking it all in and
%rmning. When this was over he’d

ave a full packet returning ‘td “West-
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port next morning. It made extra mon-
ey each haul—with the fare back
double the ride upstream.

The remaining Pittsburgh hit the
muddy Missouri in a wide cascade.
This time Buell and his crowd had not
caught its owner unaware. The loose-
framed nester came charging in like
an ox.

Buell ducked the nester’s flailing
fists. His own paw drilled out amid
the jeering of the crowd and the farm-
er slid down against the packet’s
docked cargo. There he lay motion-
less.

The farmer’s wife was bearing
down on Buell, now, and the crowd
yelled louder, anxious to discover how
the big cowman could handle women.

She bruised Buell along the side of
his face with a bulging pig-hide satchel
and for a moment hatred flared in
his vicious eyes. He was like a bison
bull stung with pain. Then he ran
out a straight hook that connected on
_ the tip of her blunt chin and she flew
off the edge of the wharf. Her bal-
loon skirts flared wide when she
flopped into the river.

LANCEY had stood still through all

this. When the cragzy-faced ren-
egade struck, it did something to Phil.
He was a Southern man, schooled in
New Orleans, and striking women was
not to be found in his book of chival-
ry. Unconsciously he found himself
moving in on the sulking crowd. His
fists clenched at his side and white
anger worked through him.

From the corner of his eye he
caught the oval face leaping down
from the seat of a light spring wagon.
He had seen her waving before—to
someone apparently near him. Now
she surprised him sudden'y by block-
ing his way.

“Alex, please don’t mix!” she said
in a strained voice. “Let them fight
this out.”

His eyes ran down to her face and
he saw it was filled with fear. A fear
for him! Her eyes were blue, deep and
;w}vety% and her flazen halx was lying

loose over her shoulders. A long face,
not strikingly beautiful, but strong of
character and gracefully moulded of
good clay. His eyes ran to the deep
rise of her bosom. She was full, round,
lithesome. He was sure he had never
laid eyes on her face before.

“Don’t you remember Jenny,
brother?” her lips .ere petulant. “I’ve
changed, I know! It’s been so long,
Alex. We’ve been waiting so patiently
for this!”

He felt her grip tighten about both
arms and through her fingers the
throbbing flow of her eagerness was
speaking louder, even, than her eyes.

He knew then he was standing on
the crossroads of his life. The future
seemed dim, with far, uncertain hori-
zons no matter which way he trod.
The incertitude of his thoughts was
bringing an icy feel to his spine and
he continued to watch her face mutely,
fascinated by her mood. What would
this future that Fate held in store
prove to he?

She was still talking to him, with
her yellow head pressed to his arm.
Her voice was held low. “They fight
like this each time a steamboat un-
loads, Alex. You should have seen
how your little Jenny fought them
when Papa and I first came. But
we've got a nice cabin now, just as I
wrote you. Leave the rowdies alone
and they will soon tire of their fight-
ing.”

He saw that she was right. Already
the nesters had given up all though
of striking back. They were hauling
their dripping woman from the river
and her husband was bobbing up and
holding his bloddy face.

Buell’s restless eyes flicked over
the crowd. Phil saw them settle on
Jenny and something about their
glinting struck wariness in his breast.
Jenny, too, felt the ominous forboding
of the look. She jerked her head away
and pink crawled up from under the
vee of her dress.

A quality akin to shock came to
Buell’s face next as he stared at Phil.
He wheeled to the steamboat . and
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yelled to Morse. Indistinguishable
words passed between the pair.

The girl was leading him toward
her spring wagon with faster steps.
That brief picture gleaned from be-
neath her blue eyes had made Phil’s
decision for him. Very suddenly she
stood for something in his life. With-
out her the pattern would seem empty,
almost inept. He elected to cast his lot
with her then, whatever that could
mean at this moment. =

They reached the wagon and she
sprang off his arm to the seat with a
minimum of effort. He slid his case
to the floor and crossed behind the
rig to the driver’s seat. She had a
nice span of blacks for the wagon.
Maybe a little too much fat to their
backs and withers, but they spoke
well for her grazing land. ‘

He glimpsed an immobile face
pushing through the crowd as he
gained his seat beside Jenny. The man
wove fingers through the cheek strap

of the near horse, and to one side of

him Phil saw Buell fan out, eyes
darting rat-like. The demand came
from the man holding the team.

“Who is this fellow, Jenny Holm?”

Jenny’s face ran ashen. It seemed
at first she had no answer, Decision
came to her slowly and then her
mouth twitched and she said, “He is
my brother. Now, Mr. Dulane, if you
don’t mind, we’re ready to leave
Steamboat Landing.”

ULANE laughed. He was a tall,
wide man, and Phil could feel

the force of his long, smooth face as
he moved in, thumbs hooked through
his cross-holster belts. Strangely for

this prairie country, Dulane wore no -

hat and his chestnut hair was clipped
short, bristly. There was power and
drive in the dark bluish jaw, in his
square shoulders and his lean, hard
belly.

This was the first time Phil had
met Dulane. But legend of this man
had carried down river; of his cattle
that ran over a land too vast to be

~measured by the naked eye; how he

had built an empire for himself feed-
ing Ogallala and the western railroad
with his beef.

In Buell’s eyes Phil read a warning
that Captain Morse had talked. He
felt the familiar emptiness liquifying
his stomach and he tried to steel him-
self against the spidery feel. Dulane
moved in, his hand reaching for the
wagon box. Phil fought his urge to
strike the blacks and wheel the big
man off his feet. The idea savored
of running away, and he’d done too
much running already.

“Get down, mister,” Dulane said
from a mouth suddenly gone stony.
“In this country I don’t let a killer
ride with Jenny Holm!”

The corner of Phil’s eye picked out

Buell’s palm brushing the .45 and his

own hand slid to his Colt. Suddenly
Dulane’s fingers were on him, wind-
ing into the folds of his coat. Phil
jerked his gun from under the long
tails. It slashed an arc for Dulane’s
head but the cattleman already had
him off the wagon. There was nothing
but air under Lancey’s bottom and
his blow missed, slicing painfully over
the edge of Dulane’s face.

_He heard the cowman’s grunt and
then came jarring contact with the
road. Phil’s fingers lost contact with
his Colt and he stood bare-fisted
against this choice pair of boom town
killers.

A long-drawn hunger for action ex-
ploded in Phil’s brain. He drove his
fists and a sudden relief rushed over
him—a lifting of the torment that had
bothered him. One after another he
aimed blows at Dulane’s belt and the
cowman puffed and reeled under the
heavy impact of his fists. Dulane
successfully took them, and then when
Phil slowed, the man seemed to sud-
denly recover. He smashed home a
hook that rolled Phil’s jaw. Blood
came into Phil’s mouth and he knew
his teeth had cut through his tongue.
Anger blinded him as he closed in,
throwing everything behind his sledg-
ing fists.

Dulane grimaced and tried to side-
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step those fists that drove him steadily
backwards. The crowd closed in,
drawn by the solid, creeping sound'
of pummeled flesh. Then Phil felt
knotty knuckles boring at his collar
and he knew Buell was yanking him
off. He heard Jenny’s scream from
the wagon seat.

“Why don’t you fight him like
men?” she cried and terror struck a
note in her voice. .

From then on it became a night-
mare of slugging boots and vicious
blows for Phil. Fire seeped into his
brain and a mist blurred his vision.
He was conscious of his body striking
the dust and the impact rocked him
further. He came to his knees gamely,
only to have Buell’s boot strike him
hard along the top of his head. He
“went down, each time clawing back
to make his try for Buell. Every cell
in his body was whispering he must
not quit. This was opportunity to
prove to himself what kind of guts he
had.

Blood rivered over his cheeks and
his eyes were puffed into painful
gashes. He could discern nothing
through them now but a blurry im-
pression of boots and coarse trousers
and the hard, leering faces of staring
men. Then Buell’s boot sole crashed
one final time into his face and dark-
ness crept about him,

ANY TIMES during the - night
Phil Lancey’s eyes opened only
to flutter closed again. He was partly
conscious, but the part of him that
was alive whispered that he’d quit too
soon. The voice was bitter, caustic in
its denunciation. He hadn’t yet used
up all the fight stored in his body.
A thin groan slipped through his
mashed lips. He slid into unconscious-
ness not realizing that those horrible
moments during which he took every-
thing Buell had to offer had already
won his freedom within himself.

He had a dream. It was a terrible
thing of empty land and unreal sky
streaked red with fire. Against the
- painted clouds he made out a cross

and as he came closer, he identified
the grave marker as his own. Men
were riding away from it on black
horses. They rode stiff and straight
in their saddles with never a back-
ward glance. They were glad to quit
this land with its forlorn and grue-
some emptiness.

It brought him jerking upright on
his bunk, wet with a clammy sweat.
For a time the mental picturé of that
grave stayed to haunt him. Then the
feel of bruised flesh overpowered his
vision and he shook himself, driving
the grave scene completely from his
head. His battered flesh told him this
time he had fought gamely. The
thought was good and he laid back
on his hard bunk to enjoy it.

A sound in the room snapped him
back to bitter realitiés. With it came
the feel of watching eyes. Phil sensed
there were men behind the wall, or a
door-in which there was some open-

ing. He caught Buell’s guttural tones.

~ “Boss, I never seen two hombres
look so much alike! To think it ain’t
been a week we fixed up the other
fella. in Skadrack’s Saloon and
dumped him in the river.”

“Shut up!” the icy words were
Dulane’s, “you’re getting thicker be-
tween the horns, Buell!”

~“I’d sworn it was the same guy if
Morse hadn’t talked.” Again it was
Buell, voice filled with wonder. “You
sure she took him for her brother?”

“I'm banking she won’t find out
different till we turn him loose. By
that time she’ll see things my way
and jt’ll be too late.”

“Still “count on having her, Du-
lane?” :

“We were engaged once. I never
change my ideas, Buell.”

They walked away until Phil heard
their boots pause at the hall’s end.
Here they called to a third man and
there was low-keyed palaver until the
new man tilted his chair against the
wall. From outside, Phil caught the
creak of saddle leather. He heard

Aorses stepping away from the rack
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and knew Dulare was pulling out on
some night mission.

He came erect on his bunk and
looked around. Even before his eyes
focused con the details of this room,
he knew he was in their jail. They had
thiown him here instead of the river
because Dulane had a use for him.
Some biack scheme that would cheat
Jenny Holm.

He doubted if his jailer had the
keys to this cell in his possession. Du-
lane would trust these to none but
himself. Phil’s eyes next ranged the
thick slabs planked across the walls
and he knew he was here to stay. He
laid back with his head reeling pain-
fully. For a long while he gave up
trying to build his thoughts into any
sensible pattern.

He heard the guard rocking further
back on his Congress chair. It was
late, probably not many hours until
dawn, and the man was tired. Pres-
ently his heavy, regular breathing
came through the barred upper sec-
tion of the door.

Phil slid from his bunk then and
stretched his limbs. Every bone was
sore and bruised. Yet, as a medical
man, he did not overestimate the ex-
tent of his injuries. There was merely

oreness here of bone and tissue; he
had succe:s;ul‘y ovefndden his more
Ser.ous insidious whis-
perings that had plagued his soul ever
since panic had trampled over his
reasoning.

He moved silen itly to his window.
It was quiet and dark along the length
of street that could be giimpsed and
the crowds hLad long since left the
barrooms. The dust lay still in the
ruts, moulded like fresh snow in the
white light of the moon. He caught the
faint brushing of skirts by the jail’s
outer wall. A cloying aroma of heady
perfume came to him, lifting his heart.

“Tenny,” he called as scon as her
head showed, “you shouldn’t come
herel”

Her mouth lifted in an irresistible
- smiie. “How you do talk, man. After
- «what I've led you into}”..... .-

Iia L“L‘ ——{ae

She was moulded by deep shadow,
dressed in a loose coat or a cloak of
some dark material, but her hair was
still uncovered. It lay against her
shoulders still yellow and soft in the
dark. She moved past his barred win-
dow. He felt relief, then this turned
into agitation as she slipped into the
entrance of the jail. He trust his
cheek against the bars. “Go away,
Jenny!” he begged.

His heart hammered as the door
squealed on its iron hinges. He knew
she had gained the inner corridor and
his hands gripping the window bars
turned white.

There was silence as she paused
somewhere inside the tiny guard room.
Phil thought of the man snoring on
his tilted chair and the lull brought
him ugly pictures. Then he heard her
key grating against the rusty tumblers
and he took the door in one leap. The
spike-studded panels turned aside and
she stood there extending his gun
leather ' in one hand. Lamplight fell
slantwise across her pale hair and he
knew as he looked he had never seen
a more lovelier sight.

“I found it on a wall peg,” she said
simply.

Phil caught the snap of the jailer’s
teeth, the man coming to life. His
Congress chair dropped to four legs
and a throaty roar filled the guard
room.

“Don’t move, ma’am. I'd hate to
drill a woman!”

Phil’s shoulder banged against the
door, and sent it rolling back. The
clatter of the jailer’s pistol was a wel-
come sound breaking the stiliness.
Then Phil was bounding around the
corner, the comfortable feel of his
Colt grip plates against his palm. His
arm lashed down and he dropped the
half-risen guard with his barrel across
the head. On the jailer’s cowhide vest
he saw a glinting marshal’s badge.
Dulan sure had this town tucked in-

- side a palm!

“My team is hitched at the last

..rack,”  Jenny. said . smoothly, [‘Du-
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lane’s ready to fight the valley. We'd
better get started.”

“The key!” Phil gasped.
did you get it?”

She was saying quietly, “There are
always means to a woman—when the
risk is worth taking.” But her eyes
bad dropped beneath his gaze.

“One thing I want to get straight
about this deal, Miss Jenny. I’'m not
your brother.”

“I know that now, Philip. I found
your medicine case in the wagon.
Your papers and your name were
there also. I wonder if you can ever
forgive me, after I've drawn you into
this?”

Her eyes had come up to meet his
squarely and he was moved again by
the strength of them. He said involun-
tarily, “It wouldn’t be hard, Jenny
Holm. You put new taste in living.”

She ignored his words, her hand
reaching to his arm. Together they
moved into the chill street. “You are
a man of medicine. If you’re still
willing, you must come with me.
Medicine is what our neighbors need
so badly!”

“Where

FOR HOURS they bounced across
a treeless, rolling plain west of
the river. The moom had disappeared
but now there was a vivid coloring
running through the east. Jenny had
not said much, but now the urge had
come to unburden her trouble.
“Three years ago we came to this

country from Norway. Papa and Alex

‘and I. Alex went first into the Sierras
after the gold, while Papa and I found
our way here to this land that is so
vast. Where there is so much, man
loses his perspective and grows hun-
gry for more.”

A pathetic shudder passed through
her and Phil caught the tremor with
his shoulder. She went on,~“We built
our house and our sheds and fenced
‘a field. It was hard work and I did
most of it, for Papa is not well. See
my hands.”

She held them extended and Phil
~saw how ~the: callouses:+had worked
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over her palms. With his mind’s eye
he saw her grubbing the brush and
yanking on wire. She was a woman to
stir the deepest parts of a frontier
man. The hand she offered lay be-
tween his fingers quietly, without any
warmth, and without the promise of
any great feeling.

She was still talking. “We are prov-
ing-up our land, and the wait will not
be much longer until our papers. We
bave the water, a cool, ‘deep pool. It’s
a sweet spot that I know Alex will
love when he comes.”

“Jenny,” he asked again, “tell me
where you found the cell key ¥ =
For a long time she brooded while
he let the blacks lull in their collars,
gaining their wind. Then she said
softy, “When he first courted me, I
thought Dulane was a fine man. Then
I came to understand what a hog he
was. His greed for land will never be
filled, and I know now he let us
homestead only because he wanted a

price. I was to pay that price.”

Her voice trailed lower. “He knew
I took a room tonight in Steamboat
Landing, to wait until I discovered
what happened to you. When he came
to my hotel, he supposed I still
thought you were my brother. He told
how you had killed a man, and he of-
fered to give you a chance to go free
if I talked the other settlers into mov-
ing out of our valley.”

Phil said testily, “There won’t be
-any warrant. It was kill or be killed
with me, Jenny.”

“I'm glad, Philip. Well, I went
weak on Dulane when he put his arms
around me. I played a woman’s game
and lifted his key. Once I had what
I was after, I told him flatly that we’d
‘never leave his country. He rode out
storming and his men were all threat-
ening to drive us off the prairie. But
they won’t. When Alex comies, it will
be different!”

Phil was forced to turn from her
piquant profile before he could tell
her. “They’ve killed your brother, Jen-
ny. You'll never see him.”

She sobbed.. It was a broken, husky
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sound that died In her throat. Then
her head dropped against his shoul-
der. They drove that way through the
graying dawn.

They skirted a coulee and came
into the clearing from the west. Jenny
alerted, her eyes staring into the dusty
half light. “Just ahead, Philip. That’s
home!”

The horses pulled against a gentle
rise and Phil looked in expectation
upon a wide scene of emptiness. There
was no cabin here, no sheds and no
strung wire running on poles. What
he saw instead set hackles bristling
along the back of his neck. Beside
a glimmering little pool stood the
awry cross, its background the red-
streaked eastern sky. The general
scene paralleled so closely his dream
of last night that a chill stole over
him.

An explanation came to him as he
set the blacks nearer. Half conscious,
he had overheard Dulane telling Buell
how the men had burned the Holm
cabin while the girl was away from
it. From his ~subconscious he had
drawn the woof and warp to complete
his picture. Nevertheless, it remained
uncanny.

“It stood here. The cabin—the
sheds—” Jenny’s wide eyes were
flicking from spot to spot. Her cheeks
were bloodless in the half-light.
“Papa! They’ve murdered him!”

She was on the ground before he
had his reins wrapped about the brake
handle. He followed her to the weath-
ered cross. They had opened no fresh
grave here. The cross stood on flat,
sun-baked soil beside the pool. Be-
neath it a crudely lettered sign read:

POISON WATER

The implication was plain enough.
Dulane and his hard-bitten crew had
wiped away all signs of settlement
from this place and meant to dis-
courage any fresh nesting beside his
water hole.

Jenny’s voice sounded then,
strained. “I’ve seen that cross befcre.
It stood ten miles north—along rutted
lanes that were once the Oregon Trail.
He—he’s done it to frighten others
away!”

“Where are these neighbors, Jen-
ny?”

Her head inclined first toward the
east. “Obie Schlenner lives alone at
the head of the valley. It’s the nearest
place. It’s rocky, on the side of a hill.
The others are west and north—twen-
ty other families.”

“Could it be your father rode to
Schlenner’s place when he saw trouble
coming?’”’ Phil mused.

He said it more to put life back
into her than because he felt the prob-
ability of any such thing. To the
north he discovered red creeping into
the sky. The glow of it was spreading
to the western horizon. Jenny had
seen it and her hands were knotted
and nervous and Phil realized she, too,
knew Dulane’s tough hirelings had
struck . the nesters.

“Can I borrow a horse
Schlenner?” Phil asked.

“It'll do no good, Philip,” she said
hopelessly. “We’ll ride to Obie’s
place and see if he knows anything
of Papa. We must call the settlers
together and talk them into leaving.
If they don’t get out there’ll be
graves up and down the valley!”

She scampered ' back into the
spring wagon. Looking up, Phil saw
that she was anxious to start. A dull
anger was spreading across his face.

“We won’t run from our trouble,
Jenny,” he told her sharply. He was
conscious he had used the word our.
“I tried running once and it didn’t
work. We'll fight Dulane. Single-
handed if we must—but we fight!”

Her hand brushed his cheek and
he sensed tenderness coming to her
fingers, Yet he was certain she
meant to argue the matter further
when her pose suddenly stiffened. She
was staring across the mile or two
that stood between them and the
burning cabins to the north.

from
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Phil wheeled, his hand streaking
beneath his coat. As he turned he
made out two dark riders spurring
their horses furiously. They were on
a ridge and one already had his car-
bine lifted from his saddle boot.

There was a blur of red and the
world spun giddily for Phil. He was
conscious only of Jenny screaming
his name, of the slug splintering the
wagon behind him, and then his
knees gave way and he buckled to
the ground.

HEN Phil came to, it was alrea-
dy full daylight. There was a
wispy smell of burning logs and
cloth to the air and he turned his
head stiffly and looked into a cloud-
less sky. Buzzards soared a lazy cir-
cle impatient to sate their hungry
bellies.

Things came back to Phil quickly.
He cast about for the spring wagon
but he was alone at Holm’s water
hole. Jenny, apparently, had taken
him for dead and whipped her blacks
to warn Obie Schlenner.

He jerked to a sitting position
and brought sparks before his eyes.
His fingers lifted across his temple
and came away sticky. The pool
was a matter of only a hundred feet
_ beyond but the exertion brought sledg-
ing hammers to work within his head.

With his kerchief, Phil staunched
the gash and bound it tightly, The
water revived him surprisingly and
he rocked to his feet searching for
sign. Neither rider had closed in af-
ter the shot, and from this Phil
guessed that they had spurred after
Jenny. On the grass he found his
Colt. Shoving it grimly into this belt,
he started walking between the wheel
ruts of her wagon.

It was a horrible trek and at first
a fear came to Phil that he might not
make it. Then gradually he took
fresh strength as he called up final
reserves of energy. He dropped down
into a blunt-walled coulee through
which wound the narrow wagon lane
that lead to Schlenner’s., From two

other points into the coulee came
converging swirls of dust and Phil
understood other nesters were com-
ing in under the protection of the
broken country, their homes wiped
out.

The red-bark cabin loomed just
ahead. Behind it were sloping hills
covered with a brown matting of
brush and here and there misshapen
rocks. He tramped on into the yard.

A dozen or more colorless nesters
stared at the dried blood caked to
his head and twice that number of
pale faced youngsters scampered
away, frightened by his appearance.
Jenny’s words came back about them
needing a doctor. Sickness had re-
cently swept the nesters’ settlement.
He read it in the muddy skins, the
red-rimmed eyes, the starved, gaunt
faces of the women peering at him
from the house and the barns.

“They burned us all out now,” one
heavy jowled sod buster barked
from the tailgate of his wagon. He
was six foot two or three in his mud-
crusted boots, .seemed tWice that tall
to Phil Lancey- looking up to the
man on his wagon box. “All but Ma-
loney and Schlenner here are burned
clean!”

“We better pull out fast,” another
said. He was small, thin, disillusioned
and bent before his time by grubbing
dry fields.

“Running away gets you nowhere
fast,” Phil said tonelessly while he
clung to the wheel of the wagon. He
was aware that his voice sounded out
of this world, and the nesters were
staring at him like a spectre. ‘You
don’t run to get what you want. You
fight!” >

“Who are you?” the bib-fronted
man on the wagon boomed.

A hollow chested, white haired
farmer came in, grasped Phil by the
arm. “You’re the one!” his voice
crackled excitedly. “You're the one
Jenny talked about. You look like
my son, Alex!” )

Phil caught the likeness of Jenny’s

chin, her mouth, her eyes about~the ===
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creaking old man, and his pulse
quickened. “Wheres Jenny?” he de-
manded. '

“Get up here!” the man on the
wagon snapped. He gave Phil a haul
to-the flat wagon bed. “Now tell ’em
again what you said about fightingl”

“It’s true,” Phil said again. “You
don’t win anything by running away.
If your land’s worth having—it’s
worth fighting for.”

“It ain’t worth dying for,” the
stove-up little nester complained.
“Look what -happened to Maloney.
They’ll be riding here next. If we

think anything of our hides, we
won’t be here!”
“Who is this Maloney?” Phil

asked. “Why did they leave his place
standing?”

They pointed to a woman stand-
ing against the barn. There was
moisture under her eyes, but in her
hands she clutched an old smooth
bore rifle.

“Paw fought ’em, mister!” she
shouted ' lustily, “and I’'m sure going
to fight ’em 'too! They came on him
while he was pitchin’ hay to the
horse. A big fella on a piebald mare
pointed his smoke pole in Paw’s face
and told him to get a move on. Paw
let fly his pitchfork and three of
them tines sunk all the way into the
land grabber’s chest. Paw took a doz-
en balls of lead for that, mister, and
they told me to get out and tell the
other folks what would happen to
them if they didn’t get out. Last I saw
of my p1acu, they had the cowman
on his back, still tryin’ to yank Paw’s
fork out of ‘his chest.” .

“Dulane is big,” Phil admitted. “But
his luck will run out. You can’t lay
down now like tired hogs if you want
that land.”

“Get up the slant,” the big nester
yelled from his wagon. “Back of them
cussed rocks, you can easy pick ’em
off.”

Phil’s hand lifted, cutting their
cheering short. Up there on the hill
without water, the women and kids
would suffer if Dulane soullessly

elected to hold them until they dried
out in the broiling sun. He told them
this.

“They’d expect you to hole up
there. Bring the fight to them half-
way and you’ll have them licked.
The gully’s the place. Half of you on
each side of the wagon lane and lay
quiet till Dulane gallops in. You can
take them flat-footed if you get him
in the middle.”

Men scurried each way hunting out
their wives and kids and hugging
them before the big fight. Some were
swapping shells and shoving fresh
loads into the chambers of their clum-
sy pieces. Already some were filing
up the coulee on foot. The big nester
clapped a hand across Phil’s back. .
He said earnestly, “Youwll be boss in
this!”

But Phil’'s mind was working other
threads into this picture. He saw

Jenny Holm’s father sliding an oily

carbine between his crooked fingers
and he jumped down to frent the old
man.

“Jenny?” he asked breathlessly.

Holm’s tired eyes were glinting.
His dry mouth pluckered and
twitched. “Whipping her team toward
Maloney’s, last we seen of her. She
was yelling back over her shoulder
not to worry—she was making a deal
with the ornery sons.”

“Where were you?” Phil shrilled
hotly. His eyes jumped to the big
chested nester, bitingly. “Couldn’t you
stop her?”

The nester’s hickory- clothed shoul-
ders lifted indolently. “Jenny was
mighty upset about what was going to
happen to all these women and kids.”

“Just couldn’t hold her,” old man
Holm grumbled. “She seen you drop
and naturally figured on you being
dead.”

HEY LAY low in the brush that
hemmed the wagon lane a quar-

ter mile below the Schlenner place.
Each man crouched with his rifle or
birdgun at his side. Some few held
Sharps Fifties ready for action. Al-
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ready they could see the dust plumes
- gtirred by Dulane’s hard riders bear-
ing down the coulee.

Phil’s thoughts were a churning
cauldron of hot, barbed angles. He
found himself torn between two pur-
“poses. He had found it nearly impos-
sible to keep from stradling a horse
and lighting to Maloney’s place. Then
cooler reasoning persuaded him he
would serve her best by sticking with
these farmers that he had riled to ac-
tion. :

His eyes squirted into the prairie
heat waves as he counted off the sec-
onds. To him it seemed the cowmen
would never close the distance. Two
or three of his nesters stirred nervous-
ly from their positions, heads show-
ing. A sharp command brought them
flat to the ground. At best, they were
green hands at fighting. Phil won-
dered if they would break and run
when Dulane’s gunmen hammered
up. Recollection of his own blind pan-
ic welled through him and he prayed
these farmers would stick in the fight.
The nesters had brought along no hors-
es—and scattered bunch grass made
mighty poor cover from burning lead.

Phil glanced over his forces again
and found scared faces. The shallow
coulee walls picked up the drumming
hoofs and multiplied the sound a hun-
dred times. Like war drums, the sound
was driving fear into the hearts of
the sod busters. Buell himself was rid-
ing in advance of his cowmen and
they could read the viciousness
stamped across his craggy face.

The time was up and Phil dragged
taut a plait-rope he had hooked fast to
the far side of the coulee. Buell
caught sight of the yellow strand first
.and close-hauled his horse wickedly,
flinging him to his knees in an attempt
to stop inside the barrier. At the same
time he was yanking at his notched
six-gun.

Phil stepped into plain sight. He
was holding down his Colt and from
each side of the wagon lane now
_sprouted other grim-faced nesters,
‘each man gripping his rifle at ready,

Riders were piling up behind Buell
amid dust and shrieking of the fright-
ened horses.

“Drop those guns!” Phil roared
against the racket. “We don’t want
any shooting, cowmen!”

Buell answered with a blast of his
45. The rolling pony spoiled his aim
and Phil heard the thump of lead be-
hind him. The little nester who had
been afraid of dying slid face fore-
most into the coulee and savage curs-
ing marked the anger of the nesters
up and down the line. It was the open-
ing of general shooting and on each
side men fired point blank at one
another. Dust and gunsmoke and the
frightened screams of the wounded
rolled across the plains.

Each man filed his sights with a
hastily selected target and squeezed
his trigger. If he lived through this,
he frantically slammed a fresh load
into his chamber and tried to find
himself a new target. Here and there
the single shot Sharps crashed with a
mighty roar against this incessant
clatter.

Phil searched for Buell but a screen
of yellow dust hung over the foremost
fighters. He had one shot left in his
Colt for Buell. He dropped into the
wagon lane on shaky legs. It took a
good deal of weaving to get through
the melee of unseated men and kicking
horses. Then he spied the flaming,
hate-seared face through a rift in the
smoke. He lifted his Colt—yet with-
held fire. ’

The big nester of the wagon—he
of the oratorical lungs—had gotten
into line with Buell. The nester’s
empty rifle was swinging a scintillating |
arc against Buell’s cocked six. The
45 banged first and Phil saw the
nester jerk from the shock of the
heavy slug. But the rgoving rifle com-
pleted its arc. Buell took the full
blow as the walnut stock crashed
against his flared nostrils- driving his
face together. He went down and
hoofs coming wup behind quickly
ground his belly to the dust,

“7"As" Buell’s first shot had brought
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the opening of hostilities, so his death
now caused them to cease. The last
shot reverberated through the coulee
and Dulane riders were all standing
with their hands dejectedly above
their heads.

Phil leaped to the side of a gun-
hawk still clinging in his saddle.

“Where’s Dulane?” he asked sharp-
ly.

“Maloney’s cabin. Never figured
you’d put up—ruckus like this.” The
gunman’s face was pulled in a mask
of stunned surprise. His fingers slipped
off his wide saddie horn and he fell
gripping at a bloody shoulder. Phil’s
boot struck the empty wooden stirrup
and he hit the back of the bucking
horse hearing the big nester’s roar be-
hind him.

“Wait for us, pardner!”

Phil neck-reined the
horse out of the coulee. The animal
tasted fresh wind in his nostrils and it
covered the ground in long power
drives leaving the stench of battle be-
hind.

Each time a hoof struck, it sent
pain stabbing through Phil. Yet he
clung gamely to the hull, driving the
pony - harder through the hock-high
grass. His brain flamed with a single
question. At this moment, just what
was happening to Jenny Holm?

AGAINST A thin stand of young

elms he made out the cne rustic
cabin that had been spared the torch.
It was the only building on the
smoke-veiled horizon, and against the
tie-rack stood Jenny’s wagon. Ignor-
ing Dulane’s guns, he drove the pony
into the yard. Soft grass muifled his
approach. He dropped from his sad-
dle on the off side, palming his Colt
as he moved in.

Jenny’s high-keyed voice reached
him a few feet from the door. “The
shooting has stopped. Your gunfight-
ers have wiped out the families, Du-
lane!”

The man grunted his answer harsh-
ly. “Any shooting was done by nest-
ers. Buell had orders to move ’em out

quivering

stared at Phil.

quiet.”

“You’re lyma
ised me—"

His voice snapped—a barbed dead-
ly sound. “I’'m not lying. They re
plumb quick on temper—Ilook what
they done to Dexter!”

Phil caught a glimpse of the 1nter-
ior and he saw Dulane’s hand sweep
across a prone body on the plank ta-
ble. The man’s uncovered chest was
horribly crushed from the impact of
Maloney’s pitchfork, and here on
the table Phil saw also his own pro-
fessional bag. They had been working
to save the gunman’s life.

Dulane was closing in on Jenny.

Dulane. You proms-

“‘He’s dead,” he croa,ked hoarsely.

“God knows how many more cowmen
your people butchered.”
“Cowmen,” she said
“They were killers!”
“You’re the one to pay if you don’t
hold your bargain, Jenny.”
His fingers had reached Jenny’s
shoulder when Phil hurtled through

scornfully,

‘the door. Phil’s voice was a choked
.scream though he cried only one

word, “Dulane!” ;

The cattleman whirled as his wide
body shoved sideways from Jenny in
one continuous movement. A naked
pool of fury slid across his face as he
Then his Colt was
drilling lead as fast as he could drop
its hammer,

Phil was slow getting off his first
shot. Somehow fear for jenny had
brought a weakness over him all at
once. He felt a slug run along his
ribs bringing its deadening heat. An-
other pricked at his sleeve. He. was
conscious his gun had been bucking
against the heel of his hand, but the
first sign he had that lead had struck-
was the faltering of Dulane’s firing.
One last shot plowed the planks -and
then the big man staggered forward.
He died on his feet with a horrible
gurgling in his throat.

- “Phill” Jenny screamed hysterical-

ly as she came at him. “Phil, what

have they done to our people?”
[Turn To Page 80]
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SPECIAL FEATURE

The Old

ullwhacker

by LAURAN PAINE

I\ 2

N UNUSUAL form of fren-
Atier-life, when the plains were

teeming with buffalo and
primitive men, red and white, and the
arduous chore of freighting was the
sole expedient for progressive trade
and news vending, was the oldtime
bullwhacker.

It has been said of him that his
whip and his oath were both the long-
est in the history of mankind. It’s
pretty hard to prove that; but, if there
ever was a brotherhood of men, any-
where, who used a longer, more sinis-
ter and more efficient, whip than the
bullwhacker did, then it appears that
someone would have commemorated
them. Since no one ever did, it is pret-
ty safe to assume that no whipster, liv-
ing or dead, ever used as powerful,
long or functional a whip-as the West-
ern bullwhacker. =

As to his oath, suffice to say that—
editorial censorship béing what it is—
the bullwhacker’s fabulous, hair-curl-
ing and soul-singing oath will quite
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probably pass into oblivion, along with
the Rebel Yell, because of the moral-
conscious gentry who shrink back from
preserving for posterity the most sat-
isfying, most tongue-twisting, most
astounding profanity that any one has
ever conceived out of the brilliance of
the human think-box. The whip, yes,
we can preserve that; but, alas, the
tremendous  oaths, born out of des-
peration, vile eloquence, consuming
fury and sprinkled liberally with the
choice descriptive epithets of two
races—{requently more—that, it is a
shame to admit, must fade out and
pass on, to its own reward, along with
its user.

The bullwhacker of the plains came
in a wide variety of shapes and sizes.
Sometimes he was tall and picturesque,
with flowing shoulder-length hair and
clear, hawk-like eyes; but again, he
was frequently a myoptic individual
with a filthy hint of flannel under-
wear—red, at that—showing over the
bulge of his paunch and from beneath



a rip in his grimy shirt. Again, he was
skinny, red headed, with an unkempt
beard that stood out like a walrus’
mustache, liberally stained with oily
tobacco juice drippings. Or he was an
average hombre, with nothing unusual
- about him, or distinguishing, except
his brooding, silent way of watching
the hyprotic rumps of his plodding ox-
en, who served as the inspiration for
his ability to create, over the long,
tiresome hours and days, colossal
oaths that would run, not infrequently,
for ten minutes without repeating a
single profane word! A neat feat. Try
it.

Eight, ten, and sometimes twelve
yokes of oxen were coupled to his wag-
on. When the business demanded it,
however, he pulled two wagons—the
tongue of .the second wagon being
passed beneath the undercarriage of
the first wagon, and.being secured
close to the front axle of the first wag-
on. This was called “close coupling”.
Naturally it required more oxen, so a
double hitch would be lined out. On
whichever side of the high seat the
bullwhacker favored, close to hand
were hung his axe and his rifle. Tied
securely on the top of the load, over
the great canvases that were lashed
over the freight, was his bedroll and
immediate possessions. Quite common-
ly, the things tied up there were eve-
rything the bullwhacker had in the
world—except, of course, his oaths
and his whip.

A ’whacker’s whip usually had a
stock about three feet long. This was
also used as a prod. But the writhing,
stinging, popping end of the whip was
anywhere from twenty to forty feet
long, depending on the ’whacker’s likes
and ability. It was always made of
braided, oiled rawhide and the “sting-
ers” at the end were not infrequently
_studded with tiny lead shot, split.
These were called “persuaders”—and,
when properly applied, did a world of
persuading.

UNDER THE magic insistence of
the whip, a bullwhacker could,
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in good weather and over sound ter-

_rain, make twenty miles a day. This

was not an average but it was a goal
to strive for. A good bull-team average
for one day would be in the neighbor-
hood of twelve to fourteen miles. In
view of this monotony, then, it isn’t
hard to appreciate that the driver had
ample time to congitate until he had
perfected a unique, wholly distinctive,
never repetitive, oath, all his very own,
which set him apart from the other
drivers; and in rare cases where the
'whacker showed a world of imagina-
tion, they earned him grudging ad-
miration from his blisteringly-profane
brotherhood.

Perhaps you think I dwell too much
on the importance of the ’whacker’s
oath? Well, no less an authority than
General Willlam Tecumseh Sherman—
no slouch with a vivid, and livid,
stream of vocal abuse, himself—used
to tell the story of an officer in his
command during the Civil War, The
officer was a pious, gentle man, who
was astounded the first time he heard
a bullwhacker unlimber his wrath, not
his whip; on his yokes of oxen.

The indignant officer lit into the
'whacker unmercifully—not with the
customary profanity, though—and the
driver only sat back and marvelled at
the tempest that fought for its strength
among a bunch of English words that
lacked the descriptive power and rous-
ing potency, a real, he-man, profanity.
Finally, tired of the spectacle, the
"whacker got down off his wagon and
walked away in disgust. The officer
posted notice and issued orders to the
wagon-masters that drivers were not,
under any circumstances, to use pro-
fanity.

Several days went by and the bull-
whackers kept their plodding charges
closed up on the march. Then it be-
gan to rain, The roads became a quag-
mire of slimy slush, and the wagons
repeatedly bogged down. Finally, with
four wagons mired down at the same
time and the oxen unable to free any
of them, the officer in charge of trans-
portation was sent for by the ’whack-
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ers themselves, Scenting mutiny, the
devout Yankee strode up to the assem-
bled drivers and asked them what they
wanted.

“Permission ‘to cuss at them crit-
ters, sir; they won’t budge a wagon
till they’re dantned well cussed out.”

The officer doubted that profanity
could induce the oxen to move if
prayer couldn’t; but, at the insistence
of the 'whackers, he agreed on one at-
‘tempt. A paunchy, grizzled old veteran
'whacker clambered up on the seat, un-
furled and popped his whip and pro-
ceeded to lash the oxen with his
astounding oath for a full ten minutes.
The great beasts heaved and strained
and fought until they had the wheels

" moving; then they increased their ef-
forts under the impetus of the profan-
ity, without the whip, until they had
the wagon in the clear. This pro-
cedure was repeated four times and
all four wagons came clear of the
heavy gumbo. The officer rescinded
his orders and never mentioned the
bullwhacker’s oath again—although,
if he happened to be close when one
of them unlimbered, he would wince
and ride quickly out of earshot.

So, you see, the oath was as much a
part of the bullwhacker as the whip—
and in some cases, far more effective.
General Sherman himself recognised
the merit, and condoned the use of the
'whacker’s oath.

The old ‘’whackers were rugged
characters. They consistently operated
in hostile Indian territory, and occa-
sionally paid for their arrogance with
their lives. They defied the elements
and kept to their schedules in spite of
wind, sleet, rain, fire, blasting sun or
high water. Theirs was a philosophy
adopted from the great oxen them-
selves: Anything that is done slowly,
methodically, can be done. Anything.

THE OLD bullwhacker was a proud
man, His self-confidence had to
be mountainous. Unless he had confi-

dence in his own ability to extricate
himself from the devilish dilemmas
that plagued him, the overland-freight-
ing business wouldn’t have lasted long.
He had to be a good veterinarian, an
oxen-psychiatrist, a weather-prophet
and his own insurance-underwriter. All
of these things took time and shrewd-
ness to learn. The weak or vacillating
fell by the wayside; but the men who
emerged triumphant over the innumer-
able pitfalls of the trail, became the

- historic bullwhackers.

They had humor, too. One time, in
a camp not far from Council Groves,
one ’whacker bet another he could cut
a patch off the latter’s britches, over
the rump, without touching the skin
underneath. The wager was a quart of
whiskey. The second ’whacker took
him up, walked out twenty feet and
folded his arms loosely over his chest,
his flat, hard derriere turned con-

“temptuously to the bullwhacker with

the great whip in his hands. It might
not be amiss here to interrupt this
saga long enough to point out that one
of those whips has been known to dou-
ble up an oxen in paroxyms of agony
when he is struck with it.

At any rate, the bullwhacker meas-
ured the distance with canny eye, heft-
ed his whip carefully, spat and began

“the writhing bodily contortion that set

the quivering length of deadly rawhide
into motion. For a fraction of a sec-
ond nothing happened, then, sudden-
ly, an all-time record was established
for a free jump. The whip tock the
required piece of cloth, but it also
sliced off a generous slab of haunch.
The first bullwhacker threw down his

_ whip in disgust and moaned loudly.

“My gawd, I've lost the whiskey!”

The old bullwhacker is gone, as are
his huge old wagons and his plodding
teams; but in passing he added an-
other page to the colorful, heterogen-
ous history of America’s fabled won-
derland.”

*
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“] hurried right up here to pay off Pop’s mortgage, but it

was gone. You'd bought it, you rat! So I'm going to live in

that tent, right next to this soddy of yours, day and night,

’till you sell the ranch back to me!” Tom Hardy could only

gulp and stare at this lovely blonde gal, remembering that
his fiancee was due to arrive any time, now . .,

The Bise

by GENE AUSTIN

=<40M HARDY came out of his
i soddy at sunrise, stretched
sleep out of his muscles, and

then blinked his eyes. Then he re-
peated the blink, because it was ob-
vious he was seeing things. The
hallucination was remarkably clear,

<03

taking the form of a brand new c¢an-
vas tent, completely staked out, not
a hundred feet from his soddy—where
he knew there was really nothing but
a patch of bare ground,

‘While he studied it with amaze-
ment, the tent-flap opened and anoth-
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er mirage appeared—this time &
tall blonde girl, who stretched ex-
actly as he had, looked at him sleepi-
ly, and then said clear as -a bell,
“Hello there, Hardy! Where can I
get some wash-water around here?”

Hardy stood rooted to the ground,
too astonished to think, and watched
the girl yawn and then, with a grace-
ful movement of her hand, lift her mop
of hair and let it fall tumbling in waves
over silk clothed shoulders. Her blouse
was yellow like her hair, and she
wore tan jodphurs and shiny brown
boots. And she came toward him.

. “What’s the matter?” She stopped
within a few feet and studied him
carefully. “Don’t you think I’'m real?”
She laughed at this. “You must sleep
like a dead man. I made quite a rack-
et putting up that tent last night.”
She stretched again and Hardy felt
‘his face reddening; the movement was
very uplifting.

“How do you know my name?”
Hardy croaked, stepping back a pace.
“Who are you and what are you doin’
heze?”

“One at a time,” the girl said cool-
ly. “I know your name because I
asked in Terra Lousy; in fact, I know
ail about you—you must be a stinker.
My name’s Milly Winters and that
ought to explain why I’m here.”

Hardy continued to stare at her

while this sank in. Milly Winters—
Winters. Yes. Winters was the name
of the old man who’d bought the
ranch previously, before Hardy rode
in, bought the mortgage, and started
to fix the place up so it was fit for
buman habitation. The house was in
such terrible shape that he’d had to
build a soddy or catch pneumo-
nia.... But that didn’t explain Milly,
and he told her so.

“No, you wouldn’t understand, you
heartless monster,” said Milly. “Imag-
ine—turning an old man out of house
and home. I come to town and find
my father sweeping out a saloon!
Why, he loved this land like a child,

“YOU—‘—”« ¥ g 1 euad qniild

“Now, walt a minute,” Hardy said
firmly. “I didn’t do any such thing.
The bank had the mortgage for sale
and if I hadn’t bought it somebody
else would’ve. I came here looking for
a ranch and that’s what I got— I
think,” he added, looking around at
the run-down buildings. “I'm sorry
about your father, but I understood
he had relatives—"

“Me! I'm all he has,” Milly said.
“'m a governess—in Austin. I'm
poor as a churchmouse— I mean I
was, I’'m not anymore. I’'m filthy rich
now—"

“How’d you get rich?”

Milly scowled. “Faro! Started
with ten dollars and ran it up to six
thousand in no time— I hurried right
up here to pay off Pop’s mortgage
but it was gone. You’d bought it, you
rat! So I'm going to live right in that
tent day and night till you sell it back
to me—and from what I picked up
about you in Terra Lousy that could
make you mighty uncomfortabie.”

“Well, I ain’t ‘sellin’,” Hardy
announced. “I happen to be engaged
to a very lovely and virtuous girl,
who lives in St. Louis; and we're
goin’ to get married and live here—
soon as I get it fixed up.”

Milly snorted. “Virtuous, huh?
Well, I'm not! I'm—I'm a loose wom-
an! What'll your virtuous girl-friend
think when she finds out about me?”

“She’s very sensible,” said Hardy.
“She trusts me.” -

“I tell you it’s Pop’s heart and
soul! You will sell, won’t you?”

“No,” Hardy said. ..
HE SPENT the morning hammer-
ing and sawing on the roof of
the house, ignoring, as best as he

- could, the activities of Milly Winters,

who tried several times to lure him
to the ground. He remained steadfast,
and each time the siren called,
thought savagely of St. Louis and
Miss Ophelia Deckson, his betrothed.
He had written Ophelia about the
ranch; and she had: writtén back;4nd
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said that it sounded “charming.” He
was certain that Ophelia would not
approve of his selling it back to the
Winters.

Ophelia was a very proper girl, and
Hardy had been assured by his Aunt
Matilda—who had brought him up
and brought them together—that he
could not do better. It worried him to
consider what Ophelia would think if
she discovered about Milly; but he
figured if he just kept on ignoring
Milly, she’d go away and leave him
alone. Milly’s conscience would surely
catch up with her, for even a sinful
girl should see the impropriety of
sleeping only a hundred feet from a
man she was not married to—and

- with no one else around.

He did feel sorry for them. He had
not know old Sam Winters had had
to take a swamping job, and he knew
how a man could get attached to a
place. But there was Ophelia and
Aunt Matilda— =

At noon there appeared on the
horizon a two-horse team pulling a
buckboard loaded down with warious
peculiar-looking stranger. He was
peculiar-looking in that he did not
look like a driver. Hardy could not
help watching as the wagon drove up
and stopped before Milly’s tent. The
driver got slowly to the ground, and
he and Milly had a long conversation,
during which they went into the tent
and could not be seen. The driver was
dressed flashily, and wore patent-
leather shoes and a_ black, flat-
crowned Stetson. He also wore a Colt
.45 under his frock coat. When they
came out of the tent Milly proceeded
to unload the wagon while the dressy
gent stood by and gave directions.
When all the boxes had been stacked,

- there was another sojourn in the tent,
after which the gent remounted  the
wagon and drove off, giving Hardy
a profound inspection as he did so.

The sun was hot as a poker and

Hardy decided to postpone working on
U.the “roof, ‘He ‘erawdéd: down,; went"to

his soddy,-and partook of a can of
beans, He then rolled a cigarette,
stepped outside, and saw Milly broil-
ing a large steak over an open fire,

“Come on over and have some!”
she yelled.

“No, thank you,” Hardy returned
stiffly. After a few minutes he could
no longer hear the delicious odor
that came to him through the still air.
He decided he would go into Terra
Lousy and get some nails; he went
to the pole-corral and saddled a
bay... ' :

By the time he got to town he was
so miserably hot he decided to dis-
regard Aunt Matilda’s warnings
against strong drink and have a beer
in the saloon, which had no other
name than “Drinks of All Kinds Sold
Here”

Hardy draped the bay’s reins over
the hitch rail and entered guiltily. The
saloon was cool and dark, but when
his eyes became somewhat accustomed
to the gloom he observed that the
flashily-dressed stranger, who had
brought the wagon to his ranch, was
standing not far down the bar. The
stranger ‘was in earnest conversation
with a rough-looking man in range
clothes. Hardy ordered his beer and
sipped slowly. He hoped Ophelia never
heard about it.

E HAD the beer half down when
he was interrupted by a loud
cough and turned to see the flashy
gent standing beside him. “HowdY¥ do,”
the gent said. “My name’s Monty
Carter— I believe you’re Hardy, the
one that bought the Winters’ ranch?”
“That’s right,” Hardy said.
“What’s all that stuff you brought
out there?”

“Provisions for Milly,” Carter said
sadly. “Listen, Hardy, how much did
you put up for that mortgage?”

“One thousand dollars,” Hardy
said; “it ain’t much of a ranch.”

“True, true,” said Carter, shaking
his head. “My boy, you can make a
killing here, { happen to knowthat
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Milly’d pay at least fifteen hundred.
Obviously—"

“Sorry, I ain’t sellin’,” Hardy said
firmly.

Before Hardy could turn back to
his beer, the stranger in range clothes,
who had apparently been listening in
on the conversation, forced himself in
front of Carter and said angrily, “Lis-
ten, you two-bit jackass, sell that
damn fool woman that hunk of
ground and do it quick, or I’Il—"

“Here, here,” Carter said- soothing-
ly. “Hardy, pay no attention to Mr.
Knepper here. He has no patience;
I’'m sure that after thinking it over
you'll see the advantages of—"

“Save your wind,” Hardy said.
“My mind’s made up.” He looked
with considerable trepidition at Knep-
per’s hips, where hung two Frontler
Colts, but stubbornly refused to wav-
er an inch,

Knepper started to swear, and for
an instant Hardy thought he’d go for
one of the guns; but instead he turned
and swore some more at Carter, then
headed for the door. “What I said
goes,” he growled, just before the
batwings swung shut on him.

Hardy was sweating; Carter also
looked slightly pale. Carter said wor-
riedly, “I'm afraid Knepper also
means what he said, Hardy. A dan-
gerous man, Knepper.”

“What’s he got to do with it?”
Hardy demanded. “In fact, how do
you fit in here? All this trouble over
a little piece—"

“Exactly. Allow me to explam You
see, Hardy, Knepper is not a cow-
man, even if he does look like one. He
owns a gambling-house in Austin—
the one, incidentally, where Milly
won six thousand dollars. Knepper
isn’t one to let that kind of money
slip through his fingers. He’s threat-
ened me—same as he did you, unless
I get Milly back to the glambling-
house in order that she can lose the
money back to Knepper. I explained
it’s impossible to get her out of here
until the ranch is back in her father’s

hands—poor cld gentleman. Knepper
is even willing to lose the fifteen hun-
dred it woud cost, but no more. I'm
afraid your stubbornness will bring
his wrath upon you, Hardy. Knepper
is capable of almost any kind of vio-
lence. ,.”

ARDY FELT as if someone was

twisting a large screw into his

stomach, but he persisted. “I asked
where you fit in?”

Carter studied his fingernails. “I'm
to be Milly’s husband, Hardy. With
her luck and my brams, our prospects
are unlimited—provided we don’t get
tangled up with any more Kneppers.”

Hardy looked at him with disgust,
killed his beer, and stepped for the
doors without another word. Qutside,
he noted that the weather was chang-
ing. Clouds were forming' on the
horizon, a slight breeze made flutter~
ing wings out of the leather chaps of
a passing cowboy. And about half a
mile up the road, a cloud of dust
announced the imminent arrival of
the bi-weekly stagecoach.

Hardy started for his bhay, and then
noticed that Knepper had not left—
the man was lounging a few yards
down the street against the wall of
the harness shop. He didn’t come for-
ward to speak to Hardy, but pointed
up the road with a splinter tooth-
pick. -

“That stage’s layin’ over five
hours; I want you to be on it when
it leaves. Which means you got five
hours to make a sale on that greasy-
sack spread of yours. You better
hustle.”

“Go straight to hell,” Hardy said,
The words came out before he could
think.

Knepper’s eyes narrowed. “Not for
awhile, yet. Anyway, I'll ride with
you when you head back; maybe I
can persuade you.”

Hardy’s heart was hammering, He
remembered the nails he’d come in
for and started up toward the general
store. By that time the stage was
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careening up the street and pulled up

with a big russ and hollering in front

of the station. Hardy paused to watch,
and then lost his breath completely.

A familiar feathered hat appeared at

the window of the stage, a sharp nose.
A trunk came off the top. There were

impatient orders and then, there on
the boardwalk of Terra Lousy, stood

Aunt Matilda and the lovely Ophelia.
© His legs turned to cheese, but he
. somehow got up to them. There was
a dusty embrace—a very short one.
Aunt Matilda was complaining. “Hot,
bumpy, miserable—ghastly.”

Ophelia was sweating and grimy
and did not look so lovely at that.
“We thought we’d surprise you—a
lark, but it’s awful. What a terrible
town! Why are the people so dirty?
Take us to the ranch at once; I can’t
bear it any longer,”

" Hardy thought of Milly in her tent,
also of the condition of the ranch. He
was sick. “I can’t; it isn’t ready.
You’ll have to stay at the hotel.”

He pointed at that proud edifice,
two stories of stained, weathered wood
and dirty windows, and Ophelia be-
gan to sob. “I shouldn’t have come

out here. I know it! I shouldn’t
have—"
Aunt Matilda was more firm.

“Well, you fool if we must stay in
that stable, pick up our trunk and
get us a room! Have you lost your
wits completely?”

Hardy stumbled to the trunk, wres-
tled it up, and staggered across the
street with it, the ladies following and
entertaining' him with a continuous
stream of degrading remarks about the
beauties of Terra Lousy.

PIFTEEN minutes later he emerged.
He had had to promise that if the
weather cleared he’d return and take
them to the ranch, no matter what its
condition. Aunt Matilda was certain it
could be no worse than the hotel.
He got on the bay and started out,
the steadily growing wind peppering
- dust against his cheek. He had forgot-

ten about Knepper, deep in these other

‘troubles. And he was angry at himself.

For some reason he had sprouted an
affection -for this terrible little town;
he didn’t like the way they talked about
it—and the way they talked about him.

He hadn’t got fifty yards before
Knepper was riding beside him on a
big black he’d apparently borrowed at
the livery stable. His scowling hulk
was at least some protection from the
wind. Hardy tried to ignore the big
man’s endless display of new cuss
words. He tried to figure it out. There
were blind alleys everywhere.. The stub-
born Milly, Ophelia and his Aunt—if
he could have got out of that, it would
have been a miracle, but there re-
mained Knepper.

Hardy was no gunhand, not even a
fair one. Knepper was plainly an ex-
pert. Even if he would have had a
chance in a shootout, he was at present
unarmed.

Squinting ahead at the clump of cot-
tonwoods that marked the south
boundary of his range, a second wave
of resentment swept through him. It
was strangely exhilarating. Before
Terra Lousy, he had not had even the
guts to be resentful.

He spurred his bay suddenly and got
to the cottonwoods before Knepper, but
the big man had had his eyes open.
Hardy had some sort of a stand in
mind, probably foolish, but as he
wheeled his horse something hard
smashed against his forehead. He went
out of the saddle abruptly; Knepper
dismounted and stood over him. “Still
won’t sell?”

“No, damn you.”

“Okay,” Knepper grinned, holstering
the gun he’d used as a club. “I got an-
other idea. Why should I lose fifteen
hundred? But I’ll see you later, me
waddy.”

Knepper turned and spanked the
bay, sent it trotting on toward the
ranch. Then the big man mounted and
spat down at Hardy. “Have a nice
stroll.” :

He was off, following the bay. And
it was several minutes before Hardy
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managed to get to his feet and send a
few adjectives of his own after him.
His head thumped maddeningly. He
wondered what Knepper was up to
now, what he’d meant by the “see you
later.”

Terra Lousy was the closer place.
But Hardy set his chin and started to
trudge toward the ranch, fighting the
wind to stay on his feet...

He got there in about an hour. For
some reason, he had expected to find
it in a turmoil, or at least a few dyna-
mite charges going off here and there.
But the place was intensely quiet.

His bay was munching grass by the
corral. Knepper or his horse were no-
where to be seen. There was no activi-
ty around either the soddy, the barn,
or Milly’s tent. He stood, puzzled, and
then the wind died down a little. He
heard a quiet but staccato sobbing
coming from the tent, and started to
run.

MILLY WAS sitting on the ground

inside the tent, crying industri-
ously. She began to wail when she saw
him. “He came, poked me in the nose—
and he took my money!”

Milly took her handkerchief away
long enough to display the dripping
nose and let out a mournful shriek that
struck to the very bottom of Hardy’s
heart. He found himself crouching be-
side her and patting her comfortingly
on the back. “All of your money?”

“Every red cent. Poor Pop, doomed
to a life of swabbing up saloon
floors. . .and I’m not filthy rich, any
more. But I don’t care about myself,
it’s just—" She looked up at him sud-
denly and scowled. “I guess you're
satisfied now, you rat! You can marry
your old Ophelia and—"

Hardy was thinking the same thing;
he stood up. It was perfect. Knepper
would probably head back for his old
grounds, where the law would leave
him alone, and Milly would have to get
off his ranch and marry Carter. And
he could bring Aunt Matilda and
Ophelia— -

It rang hollow. When he thought of
Matilda and Ophelia he got that sen-
sation back again. The hair stood up

.on the back of his neck. If they figured

they could push him around—damn
them, if they didn’t like it here they
could go back to where they came from.
He scowled also.

“Listen, you,” he said, “that Knep-
per can’t push us around either. I
might be érazy, but I'm goin’ to take
out after him and—"

He rushed out of the tent, with only
a quick look at Milly’s surprised face.
He ran to the soddy and got the Smith
& Wesson he’d bought for snake-shoot-
ing purposes. He buckled it on, lit for
the bay, mounted, and took off toward
Terra Lousy. He had a vague idea that
it was where he would meet Knepper.

The wind was still blowing. There
were drops of rain in it. He bent low
against the neck of the bay. And he
felt a feeling coming up from the bot-

_tom of his stomach; it told him he was

insane to be trying a thing like this, to
be fighting the very things he’d wanted
only that morning. And the fact re-
mained, the undeniable truth, that he
was still not a match for Knepper, mad
or not,

He slowed down a little. He was
coming to the border of his ranch
again, to the clump of cottonwoods.
Then he pulled up sharply as a gun
cracked and a bullet tugged his Stet-
son off his head and sent it sailing
away on the wind. The horse reared;
he fought it down. And Knepper
stepped out from ‘behind the trees.

Knepper was grinning behind the
two Colts clenched in his big fists.
“You double-damned fool! I figured
you might want to tail me. I circled
and waited, so’s you wouldn’t have to
ride so far. Now keep your hands up
and get down off that bronc.”

ARDY DID as he was told. He
stood spread-legged a few feet
from Knepper, who was obviously en-
joying his pogition as dictator. Knep-

" per had also lost his hat to the wind;
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his stringy hair stood out raggedly in
the growing gale and added to his
grinning ugliness.

The wind was going mad. Knepper
raised his voice, but it still sounded
faint to Hardy. “If that was your gal
got off the stage back in Terra Lousy,
boy, you ought to appreciate what I’'m
goin’ to-do

Hardy was recalling some of the
cussing he’d heard that day and apply-
ing it to himself. He shouldn’t have
tried such a damnfool thing; he should
never have done anything at all with-
out asking his aunt and Ophelia, ..

Out of the corner of his eye he saw
something coming toward them from
his right. It was a mass of tumble-
weed, carried along by the wind at a
furious speed and one of a dozen he’d
seen that day. He got a quick and des-
perate thought. He kept his hands up
as high as he could reach, let his face
show fear and said something begging.

Knepper’s eyes were riveted on
him; he could almost see the arm
muscles tightening to pull the trigger,
and Knepper unconsciously did as
Hardy had hoped—took an involun-
tary step also to stay near him. The
tumbleweed got there at the same time.
It plowed into Knepper’s feet, tangled
around his legs. Knepper was off-bal-
ance for a second.

Hardy dived for him, hearing the
whine of slugs above him. He got his
arms around Knepper’s waist and his
weight carried him to the ground.
Knepper was using a gun as a club.
Hardy winced as it came in contact
with his elbow. He hit Knepper in the
windpipe with the side of his hand.

QO“OO“MQ

THERE WAS BLOOD ON
by Hal K. Wells

is but one of the many unforgettable

Knepper rolled and clouted the gun
around wildly; he broke out of
Hardy’s grip. He was twisting around
when Hardy got his Smith & Wesson
out and shot him in the temple. Then
Hardy lay flat on the ground and
waited for his breath to come back.
‘In a while he heard hoofbeats. He

- raised his head. Milly came charging

up on one of his horses, riding bare-
back and hanging on desperately.
Milly leaped off and knelt beside him.

“I wanted to stop you,” said Milly,
“but I couldn’t catch you. You must
be crazy—what do you want to get
my money back for; now I'll just keep
pesting you.”

“Won’t do you any good.” Hardy
looked at her closely. “I been thinkin’
while I was lyin’ here. You ain’t the
girl for Carter, Milly.” ‘

“I'm not?” Milly said. She did not
seem too surprised.

“No, you’re not; you’re the ranch
type. Now, Carter’s the city type. I got
an idea that if I introduced him to
Ophelia she’d forget all about me.
Why, I bet they’d take him to St.
Louis and make a regular gigolo out
of him. What do you think?”

“But what about me?” Milly said.

“You just stay there in that tent.
When I get that house fixed, you can
move in there if you want—and bring
the old man with you. Yep, do that.”

“But,” said Milly, “we’d have to
get mamed ¥

Hardy considered. “I reckon we
would,” he said. “But I wonder what
Matilda’d think if we didn’t—"

*
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SPECIAL FEATURE

Strikes of
Mzsfortune

by NAN BAKER

ATE IS often unkind to dis-
%j coverers. Fate was particularly

unkind to some of these during
the gold-rush era. Just as those first
clods of red earth were washed away
from the precious ore, so was wealth,
and sometimes life itself, washed from
those who first gleaned it from the
" rocks.

The fact is well-known that James
Marshall, made the gold discovery at
Sutter’s Mill in Coloma, on Jan. 24,
1848. Not so well known is the story
of this discovery’s aftermath and how
it wrecked Sutter’s financial and
mental status. Even Marshall reaped
nothing more than the slight glory of
having been the discoverer. Yet, he
was far better off than Sutter, who
lost his own kingdom and the dreams
built around it.

At first, pleased with their find,
James Marshall had plans of great
profits coming from the gold. Those
plans were shattered by the immediate
invasion of gold-crazy hordes. Fearing
exactly what happened, Captain John
Sutter tried to hide their discovery
from the outside world. Suddenly,
however, it was out and he found him-
self slipping from head of his rancho,
to the level of a frenzied wreck, half-
mad with the hopeless task of trying
to hold together his property, and to
drive out the invaders. He applied to
all the courts in the land and had hopes
in his lawyers to the very end. But
the squatters held strong and he died

in poverty, having lost 11 leagues of

California land, a flour-mill, sawmill,
tannery, 1000 acres of wheat with the
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expected output of 40,000 bushels of
grain, 8000 head of cattle (a small
portion of which were sold by miners
for $60,000) 1000 head of sheep, and
two or three hundred Indian workers
who deserted.

Others have died with the discovery
of fantastic wealth. In 1848, a New

Yorker by the name of W. S. Body

first set foot on the ore-rich soil of
California. In 1859, he and four part-
ners crossed the Sonora Pass and trav-

‘eled northeast in search of new dig-

gings. On their way to the west, they
struck favorable Placer diggings in
the hills to the east of the Sierra
Nevada Range.

In March of 1860, they had settled
down to exploring their claims when
Body, and a partner named Taylor,
struck out for the mining-settlement
of Monoville for supplies. They were
overtaken by a severe snow storm
and Body died by the wayside. A new
mining-settlement then grew up around
the remainder of the group, and the
Body claim panned out to be a great
strike. The town was named after
him; usage changed it to Bodie, and
before the claim ran dry, yielded some
$25,000,000 in rich gold ore.

Similar was the case of Alan Grosh
and his brother Hosea. The Grosh
brothers were the first to stumble on
the huge silver deposits of the Vir-
ginia City area. Hosea died before
they could return to civilization, and
Alan and a Canadian youth started
back over the mountains. The date
was November 1, 1857, and Grosh had

[Turn To Page 98]



Big Muskrat had it all figured. “Teeth not rattle when

winter come, or hole in stomach where food supposed to be.

Me have corn, beans, squash and onions. Me have cabin
for winter. But — me no have Song-at-Dawn.”

by LON WILLIAMS

®» 1IG MUSKRAT, up at dawn,
w built alog fire in his snug stone
" fireplace and went outside to
watch its smoke rise and waver against
October’s clean blue Western sky. This
was a trying time for homesteader
Muskrat, what with loneliness in his
heart and snow piled high on peaks of
Idaho and Wyoming mountains,
Smoke rising from a log cabin, built
by Muskrat’s own strong hands be-
cause blood of a French grandfather
urged thrift and shelter and security.
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provided a right setting for matrimony,
love and warm companionship during
winter winds and big snows. Those
things he needed sorely, but did not
have; not yet.

His cabin door opened and his sum-
mertime no-pay boarder came out and
cast his one goocd eye upward. Pierre
Heyfron was French, old and crabbed.
Claimed he was half-great-uncle to
Big Muskrat, whose long-dead grand-
father was Jean Heyiron, a trapper
like Pierre.
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“Time’s come,” Heyfron muttered.
“Beaver and mink and fox is yearnin’
to be caught and skinned.”

Muskrat would have dreaded this
time of year, when Heyfron would be
loading his pack and heading for fur
country, to be gone until spring. But
now his regrets were small. ‘“Next sum-
mer you will camp elsewhere, Pierre
Heyfron.”

“What'’s, that?”

“It is squaw time for me,” said
Muskrat. “Strong, prosperous man
that I am, knowing in myself that
which speaks of a woman’s company,
papooses, days of laughter to be re-
membered when I’'m old. There won’t
be room for you, Pierre, half-great-
uncle that you claim to be.”

“Ah!” Pierre grunted. “You break
my heart, kinsman.” Heyfron was
strong, of good size, yet he had to
squint upward to see Big Muskrat’s
handsome face. “Have you picked her
out, grandson of Jean Heyfron?”

“Muskrat will marry Song-at-Dawn. -

daughter of great chief Unquaha.”

“Ah!” Pierre grunted again. Daugh-
ter of his old friend Unquaha. That
was good. He and Unquaha would
have themselves a cabin on Big Musk-
rat’s farm, eat well, sleep late, work
none at all. To oppose was to encour-
age a man in love. “Your grandf’er
would not rest, knowing he had a
grandson as tame as Muskrat. Marry
a squaw for summer, he would say. Go
it alone by winter. Next summer, an-
other squaw. I reckon if a Shoshone
hunter hadn’t back-shot him in his
prime, he’d have had no end of squaw
widders between Bighorn and Salmon
rivers.”

To Muskrat, Grandf’er Heyfron
deserved to be remembered for his in-
dependence and courage, not for his
much-marrying. Muskrat was one-
fourth French by one of Grandf’er
Heyfron’s marriages for a season. He
was one-half +Shoshone-Bannock by
gift of a half-breed Indian maid to his
half-breed father. By white-man reck-
oning, he was Indian. Of his white
blood and intellect he was proud, but

it was his Indian blood that turned
his thoughts to Song-at-Dawn, young,
lively, full-blood Bannock.

Over a small stove he prepared a
good breakfast for Pierre, ate with
him what Muskrat optimistically re-
garded as a farewell-forever meal,
helped him pack, and told him goodby.
Afterwards Muskrat saddled his best
horse and leading his next-best, took
off for chief Unquaha’s reservation
village. Quick to make up his mind, he
was as quick to act upon his decision;
if it was marrying time, it was marry-
ing time, so why put if off?

UNQUAHA lived in a tipi of pic-

ture-painted buffalo hides, sur-
rounded by other decorated tipis where
his daughter and other relatives found
shelter. Still other tipis formed a two-
acre square, where kettles were being
hung and firewood collected for a cel-
ebration. Muskrat dismounted outside
this square, hitched his horses in a
scrub-pine gulch and strode stralght ,
to Unquaha’s dwelling.

Two Indian braves stood i in his way.
“You not wanted here.”

Big Muskrat looked them over tol-
erantly. He could easily have bashed
their heads together. “Big Muskrat
come to see great chief Unquaha.”

“Not see him. Chief Unquaha busy.”

Through an opening made by a
turned back flap Muskrat caught a
glimpse of Unquaha and three or four
venerable Bannocks. Muskrat lifted
his strong, eloquent voice. He would
be heard despite dutiful doorkeepers.
“Muskrat have good log cabin, fine
chimney, much land, many cattle,
many horses, much food. Muskrat need
squaw to keep him warm, cook his
food, raise papooses. Muskrat come to
ask great chief Unquaha for his beau-

-tiful daughter, she of his winter years.

Muskrat- ask for Song-at-Dawn.”
Both guards shook their heads.
“Song-at-Dawn much Spoke for, Musk-
rat not see great chief.”
“Muskrat will stay until he can
see great chief.” He had turned on
his heel to stride away when before
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him stood a big Indian with uncom-
menly thick unbraided han‘ and fold-
ed arms.

“Me Shaggy Horse, brave hunter,
friend of chief Unquaha. Me have
Song-at-Dawn for squaw.”

“Not so,” declared Muskrat. “Shag-
gy Horse live in tipi. Shiver from cold
and teeth rattle when north winds
blow. Muskrat have fine, warm, strong
cabin. Muskrat not fear big snows, not
have to hide in canyon frem storm and
starve before land is green again. You
stand on hill, look down in valley and
see smoke rise from Muskrat’s log cab-
in chimney and there you say, live
Muskrat and Song-at-Dawn. Not
hungry. Not cold. Not afraid. But
warm, happy, even when winds howl
loud and snows drift high.”

“Shaggy Horse not want all that.
Shaggy Horse brave, strong hunter.
Wrap squaw in bear skin. Keep warm
with blankets of beaver, wolf, buffalo.”

From among those who had gathered
to listen, a third contender stepped
forth. Try-Again-Nofire was a tall In-
dian who moved on noiseless feet.
“You not have Song-at-Dawn,” said
Nofire to both of them. “Nofire have
her. Me great provider. Not hunter,
like shaggy Horse. Not dirt-digger,
like Muskrat. Me great go-gettum-
where-findum.”

And old Indian came from Unqua-
ha’s tipi. “Make much noise. Go.”

Muskrat chose his own direction. He
came to where squaws and maids were
gathering firewood beside huge iron
~ kettles and suspending kettles from
chains fastened to scaffolds.

- He spoke to a squaw.
this?”

“Muskrat not know?” When he
shook his head, she explained. “Musk-
rat live alone teo much, too far from
village. Day after first night of full
moon is birthday of ch‘of Unguaha.
Make feast. Two days. First day, Try-
Again-Nofire will bring meat for 'big
feast. Second day, Shaggy Horse will
bring meat for big feast. Chief Un-
quaha. Make feast. Two days. First
day, Try-Again-Nofire will bring meat

“Why all

for big feast. Second day, Shaggy
Horse will bring meat for big feast.
Chief Unquaha give Sonsr at-Dawn to
best provider.”

“No,” shouted a4 venerable Red-
skin, stndlno importantly from Un-
quahas tipi. “Three days of celebra-
tion.”

Muskrat’s self-confidence took a
fall. He had talked too loud in front
of Unquaha’s tipi. Now it was going
to cost him something. “Why three
days? How old is great chief Unquaha,
that he should have three days of
feasting?”

Unquaha’s emissary folded his arms
and locked haughtily at Muskrat. He
spoke in Bannock-Shoshone tongue.
“Unquaha, great chief of Shoshones,
old as many moons. How old, he does
not know, but has seen many snows,
and every year after last full moon be-
fore winter, chief Unquaha have birth-
day. This is special time because his
last daughter, and fairest of all to look
upon, is ready to be given in honor-
able marriage. Three suitors have
claimed this most prized of all gifts.
There will, therefore, be three days
of feasting. You, Muskrat, will be
meat provider for last of those three
days. It is Unquaha’s command.”

Now was it so? What would
Grandf’er Heyfron have said to that?
In his herd of fine cattle, Muskrat

“had a prize-winning steer, a fat white-

face that took blue ribbon as a year-
ling at Uinta County Fair in Wyo-
ming. No squaw was worth that much.
“There will be two days of feasting,”
Muskrat announced haughtily, “Musk-
rat go home.”

“Muskrat will make feast for great
chief Unquaha,” his emissary said
sternly.

Muskrat, frowning, walked away. A
crowd had gathered, bucks, squaws,
young ones. Jeers ana laughs pursued
Muskrat, He was a man who talked
big and acted little, they said. A man
stingy with his beef, potatoes, pump-
kins, beans. A man who did squaw
work, lived in a house like an old,
sick Mandan. A man not all face like
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a true Bannock, but dressed up in
pants, buckskin jacket and shoes.
IN HIS PROUD independence,
Muskrat was immune to jeers.' He
walked with his big shoulders back,
his stout chin high, mighty arms swing-
ing. When kettles and taunters were
well behind him, another sound smote
his ear softly—moccasined feet of one
who ran lightly, voice of one who spoke
gently.

“Do not go away in anger, brave
one. You are right in not making feast
for all these lazy Bannocks. Take
much food. But for me, you would
make feast, would you not, big brave?
For Song-at-Dawn you would Kkill
prize steer, make barbecue, show Ban-
nocks what good provider you are,
make all squaws and maids envy Song-
at-Dawn when she is married to Big
Muskrat.”

No other sound was so enchanting
as a maid’s gentle voice. No other pros-
pect could be so alluring as endearing
arms and warm, near presence when
arctic blizzards stampeded down upon
fields and sheds and a cabin’s strong
roof. Yet he walked straight on to-
ward his hidden horses.

Unquaha’s daughter ran a little
ahead of him, that he might see her.
admire her slender, graceful form, her
doeskin, beaded pants and jacket, her
jeweled moccasins, her long braids,
her head band of red cloth and red-
bird feather.

Nor could he help but see her. She
was like a fawn that danced upon a
green place, like a flower that nodded
in a gentle wind.

“Tomorrow,” she said, “Shaggy
Horse will go to Wyoming mountains
to hunt for elk. Will take three pack
horses, bring back many elk. Tomor-
row, too, Try-Again-Nofire will go to
Pocatello to steal from white men.
Will bring back much stolen food. No-
fire and Shaggy Horse provide big
feast. My father, great chief Unquaha,
eater of much food, will give Song-at-
Dawn to one of them. Muskrat be
sorry then; Muskrat be lonesome all

winter. Maybe Song-at-Dawn be sor-
ry, too.”

There was sense in this pretty
maid’s head, indeed there was. Musk-
rat looked back. They had come al-
most to his horses. Jeering Bannocks
no longer followed. Maybe Song-at-
Dawn had smiled upon Nofire and
Shaggy Horse—how could he know?
But she smiled upon him when he
stopped, and there was a sweetness in
her spritely eyes™ which told him—
made him believe—she was for him
only.

He caught her shoulders in his
strong hands. “All this big-eat busi-
ness very foolish. One man should not
work all summer and give away all his
food for one big gobble-gobble. You
come with me—now. I bring horse for
you. My cabin is warm. Always, long
time ago, you like me best. When I
come to chief Unquaha’s village, you
smile at me. You follow me, when you
are little, and you accept my presents.

_You do not like shaggy Horse then,

nor Try-Again-Nofire; it is Big Musk-
rat who makes corn grow, barley for
many cattle, potatoes, beans pumpkins.
peppers, onions—for Song-at-Dawn

_and papooses.”

“I would go, yes,” she declared, a
tiny pain in her lovely eyes, “but my
father would be sad. I am to be given,
he says. I would not choose wisely,
being a *maid, empty-headed at that.
Yet chief Unquaha loves me much; he
would find for me a good provider,
good days and bad, and one who would
not beat me too much.”

“Then ride with me,” said Muskrat
fervently.

“But, no.”

. “Let me show you what a fine pro-
vider Muskrat is.”

“That Song-at-Dawn knows al-
ready.” :

“You see my wagon, horses, cattle,
good land that great white father says
is mine and for my papooses after me,
my store of good things, my cabin in
a sheltered valley, smoke rising from
my chimney. Then you can say to
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great chief Unquaha that Muskrat is
a good provider.”

Empty-headed or not, she was lured
and ensnared by temptation. ‘“Me—
I go. We slip away now, but hurry
back, before great chief Unquaha find
out and be angry.”

That was to Muskrat’s notion.
He took her hand to lead her. “Come.
You see what Muskrat have for you,
and you will speak well to chief Un-
quaha. Maybe you not want to come
back at all.”

‘But they had not reckoned with
Shaggy Horse and Try-Again-Nofire,
who stepped from ambush and con-
fronted Big Muskrat, conspirators to
do him grave bodily harm,

“We hear,” said Shaggy Horse,
scowling. “Song at-Dawn not marry
dirt-digger.”
~ “Not marry bean-planter,” declared

Nofire.

“Not marry corn-planter,” declared
Shaggy Horse.

“Not marry thin-skin who must live
in house,” declared Nofire.

Muskrat tensed for what he saw
coming, an adversary inching to either
side of him, their fists closed hard,
eyes watchful. They came, each with
a panther leap, but smashed each
other as Muskrat stepped from be-
tween them. He did not wait for their
disentanglement, but waded in and
jolted Shaggy Horse’s rugged jaw with
a terrific wallop. Shaggy Horse went
down, and his eyes rolled crazily.
Muskrat went for Nofire, whose
shifty feet carried him evasively to
right and left. He was still unscathed
when Shaggy Horse got up and swung
at Muskrat’s left ear, missing by an
inch, but jarring him anyhow. With
Muskrat’s attention diverted for a
second, Nofire came in with a diving
leap at Muskrat’s legs. They had him
then, with Nofire hugging his legs and
Shaggy Horse beating his face, which
Muskrat could only half-protect with
his arms. He went down and rolled
onto his back. By good fortune, he saw
a chance to booger Nofire’s chin with
a quick knee jolt. It worked, blood

spilling from an inch-long cut as No-
fire relaxed his hold. By another ma-
neuver, not all luck, Muskrat doubled
his legs and shoved his white-man
shoes into Shaggy Horse'’s mlddle,
looping him into a summersault, jar-
ring a grunt out of him, and springing
to his feet to meet him man to man,

‘None of this was to Song-at-Dawn’s
liking. Especially did she not like
seeing two bucks attack one. Fever-
ishly she searched for a weapon, at
length found a hefty pineknot which
wood gatherers had overlooked be-
cause it was almost buried beneath
pine needles. Fighters were kicking
trash all around her, two of them
trading fist blows, Nofire crouching
for another leg attack. Song-at-Dawn
swung her pineknot bludgeon at Shag-
gy Horse’s head with enough force to
have knocked a grizzly bear cuckoo.
Because Shaggy Horse was not hold-
ing still, she missed him. She hit
Muskrat instead, a disastrous thump
behind his rlght ear. Muskrat fell
limply and lay still.

Shaggy Horse looked down at him,
then at Song-at-Dawn. Ah, this was
all right. She had made her choice;
Shaggy Horse felt extra special good
“Song-at-Dawn like Shaggy Horse;
make him fine squaw.”

“Not so,” interposed a haughty ob-
jecter. “Noflre still here; there be two
feast days yet.”

So! Now with Big Muskrat in deep
sleep, why should Shaggy Horse allow
a thief like Neofire to question his su-

‘premacy? Craftily he conceded No-

fire’s point and then, with Nofire re-
laxing his guard, caught his right
wrist and proceeded to down him and
beat his face into a mass of swelled
eyes and bloody lips. Seng-at-Dawn,
frightened, ran away, and when Shag-
gy Horse found that Nofire also slept,
he strode off to pack up for his dis-
tant great hunt.

WHEN MUSKRAT’S. light came

on again, it was a twilight sort,
streaked, jagged star-like, much con-
fusing. He lay where he had fallen,
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but around him were a score of excited
squaws, numerous young ones, and
chief Unquaha’s medicine man who
made impressive signs and mumbled
powerful mumbo-jumbo. All of these
gawkers looked distorted to Muskrat,
mumbo-jumbo was never to his liking,
and though he searched in clearing
light his roving eyes found not that
which they sought most eagerly,
Song-at-Dawn had disappeared.

He sat up and rubbed his’ throbbing
head. He remembered his recent ad-
versaries and tensed for resumption
of hostilities, but Shaggy Horse and
Nofire likewise had departed. Having
no interest in squaws and young ones
and no faith in medicine-man gyra-
tions and spirit talk, he pushed him-
self up, unsteadily walked to his hors-
es, mounted after his third effort,
and rode away to his cabin, to his
stone chimney with its haze of rising
smoke—to solitude and loneliness.

All of that day he regarded himself
as a very sick man, but next morning
headache had merged with anger, be-
wilderment had yielded to a pressing,
unrelenting and to him a wholly hon-
orable necessity for revenge. Remem-
bering that Shaggy Horse was to leave
that day for Wyoming mountains to
hunt elk, he saddled up and rode ten
hard miles to Unquaha’s village. But
it was only to find that Shaggy Horse
had left by moonlight, long before
dawn.

Young bucks sat in front of tipis,
trying to warm themselves by sunlight.
They looked up at Muskrat on his
big. horse and twisted their mouths at
one another. One of them said to
Muskrat, “Great chief Unquaha hear
about flght how Shaggy Horse beat
both Muskrat and Nofire. Great chief
think Shaggy Horse make fine son for
Unquaha.”

He heard more than that, all of
which he gave no mind. Try—Agam—
Nofire was first big-feed provider.
Nofire had gone with two horses to
white man’s town of Pocatello.

Muskrat had to choose between two
trips; one to Pocatello, one to Wyom-~

ing’s mountains. To Wind River
Mountains, land of plenty elk, was
many, many miles. Not so many miles,
though, to Uinta county, where Musk-
rat had proved himself a great farmer
and prize-winner—and learned a lot,
too. He was in Uinta county before
dark and talking with a deputy in
Sheriff Bockfinger’s office.

“Me Big Muskrat, half-breed Ban-
nock, good farmer, good citizen, hon-
est Irdlan Want permlt to hunt elk
in Wind River elk country.”

“No,” he was promptly told by this
hard-faced deputy. “Wyoming does
not permit elk hunting. You go back
to Idaho and eat agency beef before
you get heaved into a pokey. And
don’t come back here either.”

“Um!” grunted Muskrat. “Not fair.
You let Shaggy Horse hunt elk in
Wind River country; ought to let me
hunt.”

“What’s that! Shaggy Horse, eh?
You clear out of here, Muskrat. We’ll
take care of Shaggy Horse, you bet.”

On his smiling way home, Musk-
rat rode by Pocatello-Pigeon Gap
stage road. A Pocatello stage stopped
at Sink Creek to change horses.

“Heap big Injun,” its squint-eyed
driver said, giving Muskrat a scorn-
ful once-over.

“Me good Indlan ” said Muskrat,
“You got Bannock county sheriff with
you?r”

“Now why would I have Sheriff
Schofield with me, huh?”

“Not know why. Me look for bad
Indian, Try-Again-Nofire. Him gone
to Pocatello to make big steal.”

“You don’t say! Well, wait till old
Schoffy gets wind of that.”

He spat and went about his busi-
ness, and Muskrat resumed his long
homeward ride. His anger toward
Shaggy Horse and Nofire abated rap-
idly as he rode. At his cabin once more
he was feeling good, anticipating that
sweet flavor and fullness of retribu-
tion that would lie in wait for his wick=

‘ed enemies,
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In Pocatello, Nofire sat peaceably

on a sunny store porch and watched .
for something to steal. His horses were

concealed in a Snake Diver meadow
where he could easily reach them. As
nothing hopeful showed up, he walked
back and forth,
stage coaches,

with mean IOOAS ,

Just before sundown he stood in
front of a smell frame house with
painted pictures on a large board.
“What this?” he asked a white man,
- whose smooth, kind-looking face and
long-tailed coat proclaimed a benevo-
lent spirit.

“This is' a theater. They’re playing
Uncle Tom’s Cabin tonight.”

“Um!” grunted Nofire, Painted
with other creatures were two huge
dogs. Nofire was not interested in Un-
cle Tom’s cabin, but he could easily
be friends with Uncle Tom’s dogs.

He faded out, spent some time with
his horses, watered them, tethered
them at a new feeding spot, saddled
one of them. An hour later he crept
down from Pocatello leading two
griendly fat Great Danes which he
had stolen from Uncle Tom, whoever
Uncle Tom might have been—a detail
that troubled Nofire none at all. He
promptly cut two dog throats, roped
his booty on his pack horse, and by
sunrise of first feast day, he was in
Unqguaha’s village. Immediately he
was a center of attraction, recipient of
congratulations from young bucks, an
object of adoring lo'ms from Bannock
maidens,

So long as he could keep awake,
that long he savored great glory.
Squaws who skinned and carved his
Great Danes marveled at how big and
fat they were, how t 1ere was enOLg‘l
nieat on their bones to
for 2ll of Unquaha’s ba‘ad two hun-
dred, counting all sizes and ages.
Whether it was smell of deg stew or
sounds of galloping horses that first
penetrated his consciousness, Nofire
was not sure. It was to both facts that
he awoke in his tipi and came out to

avoiding white men

-

dodging riders and.

make stew -

investigate. Then it was high noon

with a north wind stirring and dust,
beat up by a dozen hard riders, blow-
ing into his face. Nofire saw a shine
and recognized it as a sheriff’s star.

~Too drowsy to think of either flight

or resistance, he stood blinking until
riders Jerked up short in front of him,

“Here he is, Schofield. Same Red-
skin, puffed eyes, swelled lips and all.”

Sheriff Schofield of Pocatello
swerved and his black horse shoveled
to a dusty halt. “Yep. Answers de-
scription, all right. Fetch him along.”
Schofield moved off to where squaws
sat huddled around huge, steaming
kettles. Snatching a wooden spocn
from one of them, he ladled until up
came a dog’s jaw. He glanced around.
Over a scaffold pole hung two limp
dog hides—Great Danes. Schofield
snatched them off. “We’ll take these
as evidence.”

Chief Unquaha emerged from his .
tipi and stood erect, six-feet-six, a
shriveled but stern savage. A vener-

~able counsellor approached.

“Sheriff come for Nofire. Say No-
fire steal dogs from show people in
Pocatello. He arrest Nofire. Send re-
grets to great chief Unquaha.”

Unquaha was unmoved. “Chief Un-
quaha respect white man’s law in
white man’s town. Have treaty that
say so. Let them take Nofire.” He
turned and quietly reentered his tipi.

Schofield’s officers took Nofire
away on a spare horse, brought along
for his convenience. He’d be gone a
year, Schofield announced gruffly.
Maybe five years. It was time Indians
learned not to steal other people’s
property, including dogs, especially
show people’s dogs, which couldn’t be
replaced between Sicux Falls and
Sacramento.

IG MUSKRAT, present for first

feast day and for whatever ex-
excitement it might bring, stood with
arms folded across his mlghty chest.
That they took Nofire away and
would put him in jail touched nothing
sensitive in Muskrat. That which

touched and disgusted him was what
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occurred soon afterwards. A robe was
spread near a- steaming kettle, In-
- dians formed two lines, and chief Un-
quaha in painted robe and war bon-
net walked majestically between them.
When he was seated, a counsellor on
each side, young bucks executed a
feast dance, a wise man made a speech,
and a squaw served up a bowl of dog
stew which she gave to a counsellor,
who passed it to Unquaha.

A general gobble-gobble commenced
them,

Because of a tingling and a quiver
in his insides, Muskrat knew that
Song-at-Dawn had slipped up behind
him,

She said, “Big Muskrat not eat.”

Not until she had come roumd to
where he could see her without sacri-
fice of dignity did Muskrat lower his
eyes. Nothing changed in his face,
though her beauty made him miser-

ably aware of that great emptiness in -

his bosom she had put there. “Me not
eat dog meat,” he said scornfully.

“For great chief Unquaha it would
be a sign of respect.”

“Muskrat respect great chief Un-
quaha. Muskrat not eat dog meat got
by Nofire. Muskrat proud.”

Her eyelashes lowered. “Muskrat
have much pride. Muskrat make Song-
at-Dawn very sad.”

“Muskrat come back tomorrow.”
He turned his back upon her, object
of a hunger in him that no meat, dog
or other, could satisfy.

He went home to his cabin, replen-
ished his fire, went out and sat on a
hill to watch its smoke rise and streak
away, lifted and dandled by a north
wind, Thereafter he walked among his
cattle, paused to gaze affectionately
upon his fat white-faced steer—Steet=
That-Won-A-Prize. One look at his
fine steer, and he despised Unquaha’s
third feast day. Let a wind sweep it
away. Let it wither like a fallen leaf.
Steer-That-Won-A-Prize would never
make stew for a band of lazy Ban-
nocks. Equally he despised Try-Again-
Nofire and Shaggy Horse. They were

stupid for Unquaha’s feast-day trick-
ery.

But while Nofire was on his way
to jail, Shaggy Horse was having his
luck in a grassy dell in Wyoming’s
high mountains. He had killed not one
elk, but nine. There he had removed
their entrails, their fat carcasses he
had packed in snow high on a moun-
tainside. Between shooting wolves that
came sniffing and howling, he made
three sets of drag poles from strong
mountain ash, a set for each pack
horse. By nightfall he was ready. His
decision to travel by night had its ori-
gin in appearance of strange riders far
away in a mountain valley, no doubt
on his trail, as a law violator.

By morning he was many miles from
his snowy camp ground. By night he
and his horses were rested. By an-
other he was within sight of Unquaha’s
village, and it was second feast day.
Night had brought freezing cold, a
turn which stiffened his elk carcasses,
kept them fresh for his day of triumph.
In order that every Bannock, from
scampering rabbit to fat squaw and
wrinkled counsellor—to old Unquaha
himself—might witness his glorious
entry into their village, he rested un-
til sunlight gold-tinted every hill and
mountaintop. Then, raising a war-
whoop, he lashed his horses into
a laborious run. Indians saw him com-
ing, dust boiling up from drag-poles
and thundering hoofs, Shaggy Horse
waving and shouting.

What they did not see, until Shag-
gy horse had brought his rich booty
to a halt in their midst, was a posse
of lawmen winding down a distant
hill on Shaggy Horse’s trail. Nor did
they hear pounding hoofs until a dust
cloud made itself prominent east of
their village. Then their yells died
and they stared sullenly at a score ,oi
white men who came up at a hard
gallop, every man with two .45’ at
his hips and a repeating riflo in a
scabbard.
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Sheriff Bockfinger of Uinta county,
Wyoming, halted his men, “He’s here,
all right.”

Men rode up, giving Indians a
choice between clearing a path and
getting tramped, or maybe gun-
whacked. Shaggy Horse was standing
by his game, where he had been about
to begin a speech in praise of his own
hunting prowess.
white man took hold of Shaggy
Horse’s saddle-mount.

“Get on, Redskin.”

Chief Unquaha appeared like a thun-
dercloud before them. “Ho! Why you
come?”

Sheriff Bockfinger rode forward.
“We come to arrest your thievin’ hunt-
er, your violator of Wyoming’s game
laws.”

“This
quaha.

Bockfinger scowled. This shriveled
old Bannock had a point there. “We
follow his trail, great chief Unquaha.
A case of hot pursuit, which makes it
legal.”

“We have treaty with great white
father. Treaty say Bannock can hunt
on land of great white father.”

“Your treaty is no good now,” de-
clared Bockfinger, rising anger kept
in restraint. “Wyoming is a state and
has its own laws.”

Unquaha’s head moved slowly, his
fierce old eyes counting his few war-
riors. Bockfinger’s men lifted their six-
guns, every man of them itching to
shoot some Redskins. Unquaha had
seen brave warriors die in battle be-
fore superior power. Guns spelled
authority. Twenty men, armed and
ready to kill, put wisdom in his angry,
stubborn head.

“Chief Unquaha promise to keep
peace. It is white man who break
treaty, not Unquaha. Go, and evil
spirits devour you.”

“At least you show sound judge-
ment,” said Bockfinger, “though I
can’t say much for your manners.” He
gave his head a jerk. “All right, men,
take him, Take his horses and his
elk, too.” =

not Wyoming,” said Un-

A black-bearded

BIG MUSKRAT stood to one side,
arms folded across his chest. He
watched them take Shaggy Horse
away. Muskrat felt of his own head,
where there was still a sore spot. Ex-
cept for that, he might have known
a touch of sympathy for his unfortu-
nate rival. Indeed, he might have put
bimself down as a renegade and traitor
to a Bannock half-brother. But re-
membering how Shaggy Horse and
Nofire had conspired to booger him,
he put away remorse and watched im-
passively until cavalcade and dust had
disappeared toward Wyoming.

Yet indifference to Shaggy Horse’s
fate had no counterpart in his attitude
toward those who watched with him,
Their eyes had not been- for Shaggy
Horse, but for his drag-poles of fat
elk that went away with him. Second
feast day, a second day of lazy, wolf-
ish gobble-gobble, had gone glimmer-
ing, and it was for that which Un-
quaha’s lazy band looked so very sad.

“Big Muskrat does not look happy,”
said Song-at-Dawn. She had come
close to his side. “But tomorrow is
third feast day. Feast day is bad
luck. Song-at-Dawn is afraid Musk-
rat next to go away.”

Muskrat half-turned and gave her
a determined look. “Tomorrow before
sunrise Muskrat come for you. Meet
him where horses tied in gulch. Good-
bye.” :

Muskrat rode homeward, a cold
north wind in his face,

Next day water-filled kettles in Un-
quaha’s village had fires under them,
It was Muskrat’s day to make big
feed. But an hour before noon he had
not come. Moreover, Song-at-Dawn
could not be found.

Great chief Unquaha was much con-
cerned. His brow darkened into thun-
dercloud ungliness. He summoned his
chief counsellor.

“Bring my best horse and summon
every warrior in my village. We ride
to Muskrat’s cabin; we burn and
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slay, and never will a Bannock defy
great Unquaha again.” |

When Unquaha and his band, thirty
strong, topped a low ridge and looked
down into Muskrat’s peaceful valley,
their anger and their blood lust rose
to danger pitch. More smoke than
ever before rose from Muskrat’s stone
chimney, to be whipped and driven
over fields and hills.

But then to Unquaha’s anger-dilated
nostrils came an aroma that van-
quished his wrath as by magic. In that
traveling smoke came a smell of food,
not just any kind of food, but of beef-
liver hash, flavored high with sage
and onions. It was Unquaha’s favorite
dish, and nobody could make it to his
taste except Song-at-Dawn, daughter
of his winter years.

Unquaha rode a little ahead of his
-band, then turned and made a
-speech. With wind driving around

him, flapping his robe and whipping
his horse’s tail and mane, he present-
ed a picture of austere grandeur and
heroism. His words brought up vi-
sions of his warrior years, of scalps
he had taken, of long marches and
bitter battles. Somewhat hastily he
passed over his defeats, of victories of
white men, of humiliation of his Ban-
nock and Shoshone brothers and their
being herded onto- reservations, of his
many wives, many daughters and few
sons.

At long last he said, “This insult
of Big Muskrat was for me alone, not
for you, my braves. So I go alone to
avenge it. Back you will go, to keep
peace in my village.”

Sorrowfully they watched him turn
about and ride slowly down into
Muskrat’s - peaceful valley, a great
chief whose mighty spirit had been
broken at last.

Nesters, Dig Your Graves!

(continued from page 58)

Sagging himself,
against his shoulder.
dropped on his chest and he held her
firmly.

“You were right,” he told her gen-

he caught her
Her head

tly. “Those folks do need a doctor.
Pull yourself together; we’re going
back to them.”

Her face lifted up for him and he
read the yearning in her eyes. He
bent and pressed a kiss against her
mouth. Her hands came around his
neck and drew him back.

He grinned stiffly through his
bruises. “I'm taking you down river

soon as the farmers get back in shape.
1 want to get straight on that tinhorn
business; and then I've got a parson
friend who’ll be happy to marry us,
Jenny. We'll start out right.”

“Start right, Phil Lancey!” she
echoed faintly, “with a honeymoon
trip on that old Lexington Star!”

There was color in her cheeks and
her eyes were sparkling, her lips wait-
ing. After the wedding they would
come back and help build the valley
into a good place to live,

-



Old Rance McCullogh had only one way of dealing with a
neighbor who stepped out of line, whatever the reason. And
that way was heading him directly into a needless, bloody

: range-war. :

by JIM BREWER

D McCullough was riding the

E‘* rimrock when he came on the

puncher hazing Circle 7 cows
through the clefts in the rocky bar-
rier onto the well-watered Paintbrush
range. He halted his horse and sat
watching the top of the man’s hat as
he forced the cows through the timber
and into the clefts. When he had fin-
ished, the man himself came up onto
Windbreak Ridge. He was Stan Peters,
Circle 7’s ramrod. He gave a little
start when he saw that he had been
caught, but his lips twisted into a
contemptuous grin as he recognized
Ed. -

It was a year of drought and Ed
had seen a lot of Circle 7 stock on
his side of the rimrock. He touched
spurs to his mount and rode over to

Peters. “What’s the big idea?” he .

demanded.
The grin grew insolent. “What are

you going to do about it?” the ram-

rod asked.

Peters was a tough character who
looked down on young MicCuliough
because he had been to college; ap-
parently, he thought that higher
learning was a sign of weakness, and
was itching for a chance to prove his
superiority.

Ed hesitated and the foreman spat

Old Rance bulled his way into
everything . . .
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contemptuously and reached for his
makings; obviously enjoying the sit+
uation. He rolled a cigarette, the con-
temptuous grin growing on his lips,
But suddenly he saw something be-
yond Ed and the cigarette fell from
his fingers; his hand fell to the stag
handle of the sixgun at his hip.

Ed “turned and saw Rance McCul-
lough, his father and owner of the
Paintbrush Ranch, riding toward
them. Rance halted his horse near
them, his eyes taking in the scene
and surmising what had happened.
“Push them cows back -onto Circle
717 he said shortly.’

Rance McCullough was of the old
school. He’d had to fight his way
through life and was seemingly as
tough and active at sixty as he had
ever been, His gray eyes bored into
Peters.

Wordlessly, the foreman put spurs
to his horse and worked the cattle
back over the rimrock while Rance
and Ed sat watching him. When he
had finished, he started down him-
self.

But Rance stopped him. “Wait a

minute!”

Peters checked his mount, and the
rancher swung off his horse and
started grimly for the ramrod. Stan
looked wildly about, then drew his
gun and peinted it at Rance: “Hold it,
McCullough!”

But Rance paid no attention to the
revolver. He swatted it aside a3 it ex-
ploded, the bullet digging harmlessly
into the ground. He wrapped a big
hand in the ramrod’s shirt and
pulled him from the saddle. Before
Peters could get his balance, he drove
a knotted fist to his jaw. The blow
sent the foreman back five feet and
sprawled ‘him backwards on the
ground,

Peters shook his head and brought
up his gun for another shot, but the old
man kicked quickly and the weapon
went flying through the air. Rance
stepped back and Peters sprang up to
his feet,

They closed and stood toe-to-toe,
swapping sledgehammer blows. Peters
was ‘as big as Rance, but he was thirty
years younger. Rance took what the
ramrod gave, however, and dished out
more. He rocked Stan back on his
heels, followed through with more jolt-
ing lefts and rights, then dropped him
senseless to the ground.

The rancher brushed a great mane
of silvery hair from his eyes and
paused to catch his breath: He
glanced up at Ed. “Give me a hand!”
he said curtly.

D KNEW that his father was dis-
appointed in him. Rance wanted

his son to be like himself: wont to
ride the meanest horse in the valley,
whip the toughest man he saw, out-
drink everybody in rotgut whiskey
and keep his feet. But Ed, though he
loved his father, had always thought

him somewhat loud and headstrong,

had grown up slightly ashamed of
him and never tried to measure up
to Rance’s standards.

He swung quickly off his horse to
avoid displeasing his father and
helped him pick up the unconscious
Peters. Together, following Rance’s
directions, they set the foreman back-
wards in his own saddle., The ranch-
er then took Stan’s lariat and lashed
the ramrod’s hands behind him to the
horn, They were tying his feet to the
stirrups when he came awake.

“Listen to me, Peters!” Rance said
in his raucous voice as the ramrod
looked at them with sullen eyes. “If
I ever catch you doing this again,
T’ll chase you out of the valley so
fast you’ll think your rump is in front
of you. And you can tell them other
Circle 7 sheepherders not to try it,
or they’ll get the same!”

Hatred burned in the foreman’s gaze
as he answered. “I ain’t forgettin’
this, McCullough!”

Rance snorted contemptuously. He
gicked up his hat and swatted the

orse with it, The mustang went over
the rimrock toward home, and they
watched Peters bobbing helplessly inh



MAVERICK MUTINEER 83

the saddle until horse and rider were
out of sight.

“That ought to teach him,” Rance
said, turning to Ed. “He won’t forget
this lesson in a hurry.”

Ed grinned wryly. “I think there
might have been some other way of
handling him; you just made your-
self an enemy

Rance spat contemptuously. “Huh'
A man ain’t a man unless he’s got two
or three enemies.” :

Ed had heard his father make that
statement many times. He knew that
Rance had heard someone say it, re-
flected on it for a moment, then
adopted it as part of his own philoso-
-phy. “A man can’t have too many
friends,” he said. " “I believe he
shouldnt have any enem]es if he can
help it.”

Rance glared at him. “I wish you
hadn’t gone to that college,” he said
bitterly. “They put so many fool ideas
into your head, you won’t listen to
your father when he tries to tell you

umeomououmommoomuoououuooononooooooun'
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something. I know from experience,
while them professors try to learn
from books.

“T came into this valley when it
was frontier, carved Paintbrush from
the wilderness and fought injuns and
rustlers to hold it. I weathered storm
and drought and fever and epidemic.
And look what the ranch is today!”

Ed listened wearily. He had heard
this same harangue so many times he
could recite it from memory. There
was no doubt that Rance had chosen
wisely when he’d staked out Paint-
brush. The ranch was fenced by a
natural border of rimreck with one
pass, ‘“‘gateway” they called it, in one
side of the rectangular boundary wall.
There was plenty of water, wet year
or dry, and miles of rich grazing'
land. But his father’s methods of uti-
lizing his resources were almost primi-
tive, and he refused to consider any
of the changes Ed suggested, argue
though the boy might.

“I’'m sorry, dad.”
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“You're always sorry. But you
won’t try to listen and learn from
the old man. You're too damn full of
book-learning for that!”

HEY STARTED back toward the
ranch-house. It was mid-morning,
and already the blistering heat of an-
other day was upon them. They rode -
through range that was ordinarily
soggy the year around; but this
year it had dried and cracked, and
the cracks looked like ripsles on an
earthen sea. Where the bass croaking
of bullfrogs had filled the air before,
was only a dead silence now, Ed ob-
served, and knew that if Paintbrush
was suffering this much, the other
ranches were in difficult straits, too.
They passed several herds of cat-
tle, and each time they rode through
the groups, inspecting them. There was
a lot of Circle 7 stock in the herds
and Ed noticed his father’s lips tighten
belligerently as he counted the alien
brands. Rance was getting angry, but,
as was his way lately, he said nothing.
When they came to the corral, his fa-
ther .dismounted and stalked silently
to the big ranch house.

They ate at noontime with the crew,
and, after dinner, Rance called Ed and
two of the hands together. “Get your
guns and meet me at the corral,” he
said shortly.

Ed went to his room, buckled on
his six-gun, took his carbine, and re-
ported to the corral. The others had
armed themselves in a similar manner
and they waited for Rance. He came
to them, jammed his carbine into the
boot and mounted without a word.
They swung into the saddle and fol-
lowed him toward gateway.

Ed had had an uneasy feeling since
he’d watched his father counting Cir-
cle 7 cows that morning, and now he
began to worry. He was airaid that
Rance, in this mood, might get into
serious trouble. He wanted to talk the
problem over with his father—but any

[Tarn To Page 86]
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FAMOUS WESTERN

opposition on his part would only
strengthen Rance’s purpose.

They went through gateway and
headed for Circle 7. They rode into
the yard before the ranch house and
and reined up. Ed saw the hands who
were standing about observe the gunsg
of the visitors and move for the bunks
house and their own weapons in anti«
cipation of trouble. A silence fell over
the ranch as activity ceased and
everyone waited for the visitors to des
clare their purpose.

“Worster!” Rance bellowed for Cy
Worster, manager of the Circle 7
without dismounting.

There was another silence. Ed
glanced at the bunkhouse and saw the
crew lining the windows.

“Worster!” Rance bellowed again,
“Damn your soul, come out here!”

The door of the house opened and
a dapper, medium-sized man stepped
onto the porch. Cy Worster was wells
groomed and well-dressed and a s
ver-plated six-gun adorned one thigh
He smiled placatingly at Rance.

“Hello, Rance,” he said quietlys
“Light a spell.” :

Cy Worster was an Easterner and
somewhat dudish. He operated the
Circle 7 for a syndicate of Eastern ins
terests and, being a newcomer, wasn’t
familiar with the ways of the valley
man. Ed knew that a shrewd and am=
bitious mind was behind Worster’s po«
lite manner however; and there was
a hint of ruthlessness in some of his
actions.

“Worster!” Rance ignored the Cir«
cle 7 manager’s invitation and came
right to the point. “I caught your fore-
man, Peters, moving your stuff onto
my range today!”

“You made a mistake,” Worster said
blandly. “With this dry weather, those
cows were thirsty and drifting toward
water. My foreman caught up with
them and was trying to drive them
back when you mistook his actions.”

Rance snorted angrily. “Hogwash!]
You ain’t been here long or you
wouldn’t insult my intelligence with 8
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yarn like that. Those cows wouldn’t}

have gone over the rimrock unless
they were driven.”

Worster flushed. “Are you saying
I'm a liar?”

“I'm not a man to play games,”
Rance stated flatly. “I call them as
I sée them!”

ORSTER’S face went white. Be-
hind him, Ed saw Peters pull

the curtains of a window aside, a

drawn gun in his hand. He glanced

sideways at the bunkhouse, and knew

Worster had but to give the word and

they would be caught in a snarling

pocket of hot lead.

But his father’s voice held no trace
of fear. “Paintbrush is full of Circle 7
stock. I counted thirty head this morn-
ing; I want you to get that stuff off
my range and keep it off!”

Worster looked speculatively at
Rance. “I can’t hold my stock on
Circle 7. Those poor critters are
thirsty; they’ll just naturally drift to-
ward water.” '

Rance’s eyes narrowed. He sat
studying Worster for fully a minute.
When he spoke, his voice was hard.
“Tomorrow morning, if you haven’t
started cutting your stuff, I’'m going
to give orders to shoot every Circle 7
cow on Paintbrush!”

Worster gasped.
that!”

Rance had no more to say. He
turned his horse.

- Worster ran off the porch. “Wait,
Mr. McCullough! Let’s talk this over.”
Rance put spurs to his horse and

started from the yard.

Worster shook his fist, and yelled,
“If it’s fight you want, it’s fight you'll
get!”

Ed and the two punchers followed
Rance, and the young cowboy held
his breath until they were out of gun-
range, half expecting a vindictive
fusillade from Worster and his men.

They rode silently back to Paint-
brush where Rance dismounted, leav-

[Twrn Page]
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FAMOUS WESTERN

‘ng his horse for the crew to unsad-
lle. Ed stripped the gear from
ais mustang, then went to the house
where he found Rance angrily pacing
the floor of his room.

“Dad,” he said, “you’re not really
going to carry out that threat and
shoot Circle 7 cows tomorrow ”

It was the wrong thing for him to
say; he realized that as soon as he
saw the antagonistic expression on his
father’s face.

“You're damn right, I am! No
dude is going to come here and water
and feed his cows on my range. Why,
if he leaves his stock there, come fall,
Paintbrush will look like sheep have
been on it. My ranch can’t take more
cattle than I've got on it.”

Ed sank into a chair and watched
his father pace for a time. Then he
tried again. “Worster’s a newcomer,
dad, and he’s trying to make a good
showmg It’s his first year and it hap-
pens to be a year of drought. He's
S0 anxious to make a profit, he’ll try
anything. I think if you went to him,
man-to-man, you could talk this over
and make him understand that he
can’t stay in the valley if he doesn’t
respect the rights of his neighbors.”

“That’s what I've done!” Rance
said grimly,

“Yes, but you haven’t given him a
chance to back down gracefully; his
pride won’t let him give orders to cut
those herds tomorrow and we’ll be
right in the middle of a range war!”

“Paintbrush has fought its range-
wars before,” Rance said, “and it
won’t back from this one.”

“But a range war, dad!” Ed ex-
claimed.

Rance looked at the younger man
and his lip curled. “I never thought
I'd live to see the day,” he said—‘the
day I realized that my son is a cow-
ard!”

Ed stiffened. He looked angrily at
his father, a hot flood of words at
his lips. But he choked them back and

stormed from the room.
[Turn To Page 90]
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FAMOUS WESTERN

HE NEXT morning after break-
fast, Rance called the crew to-
gether and told them to pack their
guns and shoot every Circle 7 cow
they found on Paintbrush range. The
men listened in silence, then moved
to the bunkhouse for their weapons.
Ed took his artillery and, without
asking his father for orders as he
usually did, saddled and rode out. He
headed for the rimrock to see if
Worster had a crev. moving the Circle
7 stock back to home range, even
though he realized it was too much to
hope for.

Worster, he reflected, had been re-
lying heavily on the advice of his
foreman, Stan Peters. The ramrod,
anxious to insure his position, had
suggested moving as many of their
cattle as possible onto Paintbrush to
weather the drought. The manager,
although not openly sanctioning the
plan, had, nevertheless, given his un-
spoken approval in the hope of making
a good showing for himself. The
trouble was that Worster, once he had
allowed the first step to be taken,
had no choice but to stick to his guns
as the situation had begun to explode
into an open range war. And now that
Rance had made an enemy of
Pefers. ..

He hit the rimrock a little above
gateway and began to follow the
rocky barrier. He saw no sign of Cir-
cle 7 riders, as he had feared, though
the herds he passed were full of
Worster’s stock. His mouth twisted
into a thin, bitter line. If Rance kept
his word and shot all the Circle 7
cows he found, the range would make
a horrible picture by nightfall.

But when he neared the spot where
he and Rance had caught Peters the
' |day before, even he grew angry. The
same herd of cattle his father had
made the ramrod work back over the
rimrock were contentedly grazing on
Paintbrush grass.

He halted his mustang and sat bit-
terly looking at the cattle. What was
the sense of his worrying about Wors-
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ter, when the rancher was deliner-
ately asking for trouble? The fool
should have had sense enough to see
that his best course of action was
appeasement,

A rider appeared from the direc-
tion of ranch headquarters. As he
came nearer, Ed recognized his fa-
ther, Rance saw the herd and pulled
his carbine from the boot even be-
fore he reached it. The weapon leaped
to his shoulder and exploded, and
one of the animals went down, kick-
ing.

Another shot sounded. It could have
been an echo of the first, but it came
from the rimrock. Rance dropped his
gun and fell from the saddle.

Stupefied with amazement, Ed
watched a figure climb from the rim-
rock. Suddenly he yanked his own car-
bine from the boot and threw it to
his shoulder. As the figure started for
his father, he triggered. The bullet
dug up dust about five feet beyond
the man. He looked toward Ed, then
headed back for the rimrock at a run.

Id drove spurs into his mount and
galloped toward the rimrock. He
leaped from the saddle by the barrier
and threw himself full length on the
ground. Gun ready, he peered over
the barrier.

He saw nothing. Then suddenly
he caught a glimpse of horse and
rider fleeing into the timber. The
rider was Stan Peters. Ed got to his
feet, his face grim. Peters had fulfilled
his promise of the day before.

D WENT to his father, The old
man lay unconscious, a gasping
wound in his chest. His breathing was
faint, and fear for Rance turned Ed’s
heart cold.

He bound the wound with strips
torn from his own shirt. He caught
up the horses and lashed the old man
into his saddle. Then he headed for
the ranch house. It was slow travel-
ling, for he had to lead Rance’s horse

slowly to cause the old man as little
[Twrn Page]
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pain as possible. His father slumped
over the horse’s neck and several
times Ed thought him dead only to
ride back and find a weak but steady
pulse.

They reached the ranch near noon
and Ed immediately sent one of the
hands for a doctor. He sent another
to round up the men and bring them to
gateway. He and the cook carried
Rance into the house. The old man
still hadn’t regained consciousness and
his pulse to Ed’s worried fingers was
weaker. The boy grimly ordered the
cook to watch him and spurred his
horse toward gateway.

Now, he realized that the chips were
down and his hand was being called.
Peters, having made his play, would
follow through by convincing Wors-
ter that they might as well move their
cattle to Paintbrush. He would figure
that Rance was either dead, or in bed
for a long time, and that he could han-
dle any opposition he got from Ed. The
youth’s lips tightened as he realized
that the ramrod had attempted mur-
der and might do so again.

The men had assembled at gate-
way when he got there. He looked to-
ward Circle 7 and saw a cloud of dust
moving toward them. He had figured
right, he thought grimly; Peters had
lost no time in carrying out his
scheme. Ed would .ave less time than
he had hoped for to attempt a defense.

He looked around gateway and, se-
lecting the most strategic positions for
a fight, posted his men. He cautioned
them not to fire until he gave the
word, then rode alone into the center
of the pass.

His neighbors were driving cattle
toward gateway and Ed watched the
animals’ speed increase as they
smelled the water beyond the rim-
rock. Worster and Peters were riding
to one side, out of the dust, and Ed
saw Peters shout an order as they
neared him. The crew immediately be-
gan to mill the herd.

Ed drew his pistol and held it from

[Turn To Page 94]
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FAMOUS WESTERN

their view as he watched. Once the
cattle were still, Peters and Worster
rode toward him.

His father had always handled the
trouble before this, and now a small
thread of fear worked through his
mind. 3ut he forced it aside and lifted
the gun as the two men came within
ten feet of him. “That’s far enough!”
he shouted.

They kept coming. Worster’s face
was expressionless, but Peters wore a
contemptuous grin.

He hated the very sight of that grin.
His finger tightened on the trigger
and the gun roared.

‘He had aimed high, but nervous-
ness brought the gun down so the
slug tore the hat from the foreman’s
head and sent it sailing. Startled, the
two men jerked their horses to a halt
and glared at him.

“Get out of the way, McCullough *
Peters grated harshly, “and you won'’t
get hurt!” :

He hesitated for a moment and the
foreman’s face twisted into that con-
temptuous grin again. Ed hated that
grin,

“The two of you turn around and
hightail,” he said, “and take that herd
with you. You’re not moving onto
Paintbrush!”

The ramrod sneered. “Get out of
the way!” He started to knee his
horse forward, but Ed cocked the
hammer on his gun and he stopped.

“He talking for Circle 7?” Ed
asked Worster..

The manager stiffened. “Of course
not,” he said harshly. “Shut up,
Peters!” -

The ramrod flushed but said noth-
ing. He glared at Ed.

Ed realized it would be to his ad-
vantage to let Worster take the of-
fensive. He sat waiting.

ERE were several moments of
an uncomfortable silence. Then
Worster spoke. “My cows have got to

have water, and Paintbrush has got
enough for your stock and mine;
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we’re coming through!”

Ed shook his head. “If your herds
came onto Paintbrush, they’d ruin it.”

“I’ve got to have water. Get out of
the way!”

Ed adamantly shook his head. “You
can sell.”

Worster blanched. “Beef prices are
way down; I’ll take a terrible loss.”
Determination came into his eyes. “I
have no choice; I’'ve got to water my
cattle.”” He raised his hand to signal
the crew waiting behind him.

“Hold it!” Ed cried. He pointed to
his -crew hidden in the rimrock.
“You’ll have to fight to get through!”

Worster looked at the Paintbrush
crew and back at his own men, appar-
ently weighing the chances of his forc-
ing his way through the pass.

“Look, Mr. Worster,” Ed said
quickly. “You're still a young man,
and you’re smart—or you “vouldn’t be
where you are today. Think this over.
If you try to fight, you may or may
not succeed. Either way a lot of good
men, including possibly you, yourself,
will die. And you will have started a
range-war, something your backers
won’t stand for.

“So you’ll have to sell most of your
stock and show a loss this year. A lot
of experienced men will have to do
the same thing. Chalk this one down
to experience. From what I've seen

of you, you’ve got the stuff to make a}|

damn good cattleman.” »

Worster’s eyes ‘bored into Ed’s.
Then something went out of him and
a wry grin twisted his face.

“You win, kid. I'll have my men
cut Circle 7 stuff from your range
and move it back tomorrow. And....
thanks.”

He turned to Peters. “Come on,
Stan; let’s get out of here.”

“Just a minute!” Ed said.

They looked at him.

“Peters bushwhacked my father to-
day; he’s got to answer to me for it!”

Worster swung an astonished face
to the ramrod. “I thought you said
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FAMOUS WESTERN

you and Rance shot it out, and—"

“Never mind!” Peters interrupted;
“this is going to be a pleasure.” The
contemptuous grin was back on his
face and he dismounted confidently.

Ed swung one leg over the saddle
and slid from the horse. As he was
in mid-air, the ramrod started his
draw. Ed let himself fall to the ground
as Stan’s first shot split the air where
he would have been standing if he had
landed upright. He rolled as the ram-
rod’s second shot dug into the dirt by
his head.

But now he triggered. Peters stag-
gered backward as the bullet tock
him through the middle. He fought to
bring his gun up again. Ed aimed and
shot, and the foreman fell face for-
ward and lay still.

The doctor was climbing into his
buckboard when Ed returned to the
house. He assured the youth that his
father would recover, and Ed went
in to see Rance. The old man was
propped up on his pillow, a weak smile
on his face.

“They told me what you did, son,
and I don’t know what to say,” he

said in a weak voice.

“Don’t say anything, dad, I just
did what had to be done.”

But Rance shook his head. “No,
I’ve got to say this. I've suddenly re-
alized that I don’t know everything;
as a matter of fact, I must be as dumb
as those cows out there!”

He looked up at Ed. “Son, will you
run Paintbrush for me?”

A lump came into Ed’s throat. He
looked at Rance and noticed a new
awareness in his father’s bearing. He
considered a moment, and likened it to
the tempering of fine steel; and he
realized that Rance' had learned a
lesson few ryen know. :

He smiled. “No, dad;
together.”

Rance broke into a smile and ex-
tended his hand. They shook, and Ed
realized that father and son had
found each other again.

*

let’s run it
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ANSWER

No gun. will put all its bullets
through exactly the same hole on the
target. That crazy drink made by the
bartender is true stuff.
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- Stuart D. Ludlum. Doubleday and
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page 90 for Wes Hardin’s boast of
“no sass but sassparilla.”

2. “Six Years With the Texas Rang-
- .ers,” . by James B. Gillett. The
“Lakeside Press. Chicago, Ill. 1943.
See page 317 where Ranger Lloyd

- slips wrong bullet into rifle.

3. “Crossroads of America,” by Dar-
rell Garwood. W. W. Norton & Co.
~ New York, 1948. See page 111 for
idea -of having same caliber re-

- volver and rifle.

4, “Famous Sheriffs & Western Out-~
- laws,” by William MacLeod Raine.
The  New .  Home Library. New
York, 1944. See page 96 for that

To The Quiz Story

“No Sass But Sassparilla”

ambling “ description of a Main
treet.

5. “Wild Bill Hickock,” by J. W,
Buel. Atomic Books, Inc. New
York, 1946. See page 24 for that
old-but successful trick-of getting
man off guard.

6. “Little Annie Oakley And Other
Rugged People,” by  Stewart H.
' Holbrook. The: Macmillan - Com-
pany. New York, 1948. See pages
47-8 for that famous drink.

7. “Winchester  Ammunition Hand-

. book.” New Haven, Conn. Third
Edition, 1952. See page 43 for
statement, “No gun will put all its
bullets through . exactly the same
hole on the target.”

8. “Reminiscences Of An Old Timer,”
by Col. George Hunter. H. S.
Crocker and Co. San Francisco,
1887.  See page 94 for throwing
drink into face.
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Strlkes of Mlsfortune

(continued from page 70)

- his closely-guarded maps and reports
of the region tucked into his pack.
They were heading for Mud Springs,
by way of Georgetown, and had
crossed Lake Tahoe (then known as
Lake Bigler) when they were engulfed
in a blizzard. They wandered for days,
and were finally forced to kill their
pack-mule. They roasted the meat and
took as much as they could carry.
When it became apparent that they
could not even carry their packs any
longer, they ate as much of the meat
as they could hold, and started again.
Alan Grosh found a hollow tree trunk

98

and cached his valuable papers inside.
He marked the tree, stuffed brush
into the hole, and pushed on after
the Canadian. After several more days,
they lay down in the snow to die. For
a few brief minutes, they actually
were frozen, when a hunting party
stumbled on them. They were rushed
to the settlement-house of Last Chance,
Placer County, where the Canadian’s
feet were amputated and Grosh died.

Later, when the Comstock Lode was
re-discovered, it returned $100,000,000
in the blue ore that yields silver.

* 3
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: * EVERY ONE A FLLL SIZED, HARD
BOUND NOVEL TOTAL VALUE
$17.25 1N PUBLISHERS' EDITIONS

&. s
Will you accept the gigantic bargain pictured above? If you're looking for sheer ¢
You get ALL of these hard-bound, full-sized books by Delia Priam’s husband was s i%‘\:‘ll‘l]zﬁ\]ll?]i‘(:brllilx‘t’hen(}gillporl‘;”ivts &
A ] Py am's ; : 3 sh! Se e~
:":qo%“"e"'! SIEVE‘;‘N;ShegNgdgg{'EA’:QY.::" for :‘7':.5' eruel giant—paralyzed from the low to get the SEVEN best
.’“ gif th or | WiN membersnip waist down. And someone was mysteries by ELLERY QUEEN 3
it you ma © coupor now trying to frighten him to death!  (large-size books worth $17.23
. = in publishers' editions)—all for |
g 4 only ONE DOLLAR on this
‘“My husband is_ insanely jeal- Ellery finds himself fighting an bargain offer! And at the same

ous,”  saidblondeMartha. “He’ll  incredible killer who uses a .Tim u_‘ro,m' a Jetter predictin.g time, you become a _nember of
Kill me...unless YOU canprove N UR SE RY RHYME as a his wife’s death. But at his the famous D?f%\ M_\v'ster‘,\'

I'm faithful.” Then Elléry dis- MURDER SCHEDULE! murder trial Ellery made & oy, J

covers Martha—in the hotel shocking discovery! : &

room of ANOTHER MAN. ., ' : The Club’s operation is simple.
Van  Horn ‘transformed Sally Each month the editorial board .

g into’ a cultured beauty, spent = Ay 7 3 S g
Can_you beat Ellery to the thousands move on FHoward, FExactly on schedule someone Selects —two p notch new

solution of this murder? It’s hiy adopfed son. Then Van shot Mr. “King” Bendigo. But 1,;()00,(](' mmf]tron El}ry ,au"h“"“; hk(]‘
difficult, as the Wrightsville Forn marrieq Sally...Howard the murder Wweapon was an \‘,j th. Christ @&y Qufe,"._ 2
lady _in question has been fell in love with her...and empty sun—fired through a Agatha Christie. "Members are

DEAD for TWENTY. YEARS! murder crashed into their lives! solid steel door! given a description well in ad-
vance. You take . only those

mysteries you like, neé more
than four a year, if you wish.
1f yvou don’t want a book non*’
fy the Club. You pay tWeLpost-
man nothing; hills are duefon'y

THE DOLLAR MYSTERY GUILD, Dept. DAG-12, Garden City, N. Y. Shatenlp il G T

ase @ e in the Dollar Mystery Guild and rush me this ELLERY QUEEN tions.
1’]0:\-\“'("hy’-ﬁ:'xlm-l'“»,~ ()I%HSJC\%IC.\' § zed, h)n‘ -bound hooks. Later, I will send only $1.00
(plus few cents- for shipping) for the entire package. Thn‘sn latest ‘novels Seost £
ENROLLMENT BONUS—7 BOOKS by ELLERY QUEEN for $1.00 to $3.00 in publishers’ editions.
THE SCARLET LETTERS - DOUBLE. DOUBLE - THE ORIGIN OF EVIL - THE KING * But members pay only one
IS DEAD - TEN DAY’S WONDER - THE MURDERER IS A FOX - CALAMITY TOWN. do'lar each (plus a few cents
New book bargains will be deseribed to me each month in the Club’s vance bulletin, shipping) for their hard-
“Mystery, Guiid Clues.”” The purchase of additional selections at only 00 each (plus bornd, large sized ary val-
few cents for shipping) is entirely voluntary on my part. \\'hom-u:lr I don’t want a ln;nli- umes!
/i ity v and it won't he sent: T need take only four selections a year...:n : :
P Ilmxlll.‘v;\iz{t”l‘;,.11'(71ziz;11 l;a(m accepting fonr celections, NO RISK GUARANTEE: If not de- Many Don})l_e consider Dollar-
= lighited, | can return books in 7 days and membership will be cancelled. B ery QGuild membershif the
B Name R L e L S R . greatest value in the world o'

books! If you join nowy wou

(please print)
; get  seven books by Bllery

Street and No, B P P PR Queen all for one dollar, as an
3 2 enrollment premium! Don’t
.................... ZOBOEn e IS RNAR O T U ey e s e miss this opportunity. Send

erent in Canada; e guarantee. Address: 105 Bond Street. Toronto 2, coupon to Dollar Mystery
U.S.A. and Canada) Guild, Dept. DAG-12. Garden

City, N.Y.




	image001
	image002
	image003
	image004
	image005
	image006
	image007
	image008
	image009
	image010
	image011
	image012
	image013
	image014
	image015
	image016
	image017
	image018
	image019
	image020
	image021
	image022
	image023
	image024
	image025
	image026
	image027
	image028
	image029
	image030
	image031
	image032
	image033
	image034
	image035
	image036
	image037
	image038
	image039
	image040
	image041
	image042
	image043
	image044
	image045
	image046
	image047
	image048
	image049
	image050
	image051
	image052
	image053
	image054
	image055
	image056
	image057
	image058
	image059
	image060
	image061
	image062
	image063
	image064
	image065
	image066
	image067
	image068
	image069
	image070
	image071
	image072
	image073
	image074
	image075
	image076
	image077
	image078
	image079
	image080
	image081
	image082
	image083
	image084
	image085
	image086
	image087
	image088
	image089
	image090
	image091
	image092
	image093
	image094
	image095
	image096
	image097
	image098
	image099
	image100

