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By Day
A Wonderful
Necktie . ..

it seems almost unbelieval -,phe magic beauty of an amazing
new kind of stylish, wrinkleproof, high class necktie that
actually glows in the dark! Glows with a strange luminous
pattern of the patriot’s universal fighting code ... — “V!”
It’s called the new Victory Necktie, and what a sensa-
tion! Both men and women rave about its magnificent
beauty, and the startling miracle of its glow in the dark,
that makes it the most unusual, strikingly unique tie
you’ve ever seen. Imagine its marvelous effect—its actual
protection—in blackouts, or dimouts for its light can be
seen at a distance. And now through this astounding
but limited introductory offer you too, can secure some
of these ties to wear yourself or give as treasured gifts. ‘

YOU MUST SEE THIS MIRACLE YOURSELF!
Send no money . . . Mail coupon . . . Test at our risk.

4 Make no mistake, this new Victory Necktie must not be confused with
By nght 4 any ordinary novelty tie, for by day you’ll be vastly proud of its fine

~ 2 material, its smartness—a high class, distinctive tie in every way. Wrin-
kleproof! Ties up perfectly! It's rich dark blue and in a splendor of red
and white, is the Victory Code that glows in the dark. You would expect
this wonderful tie to be very expensive, but it won’t cost you $5.00 nor
even $2.00, for under this special limited offer, it is yours rvor only 98c.
Nor is that all. You send no money. You merely pay postman 98c plus
postage. Then examine. See how beautiful. And if you're not eager to
wear it, if you are not fully satisfied in every way, all you need do is
return it under the manufacturer’s positive assurance ot money refunded.
That’s fair isn’t it? Don’t wait. Send for your Victory Necktie that glows
in the dark NOW.

MAIL THIS COUPON !

the most unique
effect you have
ever seen. ..

i\------------------------------q
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- Rush me my Victory Necktie that glows in the dark. 1 will §
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ing boots and jangling spurs! lone

Texas Ranger on business bent, fire in
his eye and determination in his heart, ready
to fight or shoot at the bat of an eye. >

A small, wiry, coatless man, with steel blue
eyes that peered out over a handle-bar mus-
tache. A heavy goatee that draped a square-
cut jaw. A low vest that revealed a full ex-
panse of shirt front. A heavy watch chain
that stretched from one vest pocket to an-
other.

That was Ranger Captain George W. Ar-
rington, back in the days when the Southwest
was really rough and tough and wild.

Texas Ranger records prove this Captain
Arrington to have been quite a fellow—a
fighting man of the purest type.

Arrington was born in Greencastle, Ala-
bama, in 1844, was sixteen years old when
the Civil War broke out. He immediately
joined the Confederate forces, then drifted
into that hard-bitten, hard-riding band known
as Mosby’s Guerrillas. And a lad had to have
proved his fearlessness to ride with that wild
bunch.

The war drew to a close. But young George
Arrington hadn’t seen enough fighting. He
went to Mexico and there joined the army
of the ill-fated Maximilian, The year 1867
found him mixed up in a Central American
revolution.

After that he rode back into Texas and
went to punching cows in Brown County,
where the only law was that of the six-gun
and the quick draw.

This state of affairs was remedied in 1874,
however, when Major Jones, by order of the

6

SINGLE-ACTION forty-fours| High rid-

Governor, organized the Frontier Battalion
of Texas Rangers, an organization that was
to do for the Panhandle country and Western
Texas what earlier Rangers had done for the
eastern section of the state.

Indians and outlaws to fight. Settlers to
protect. Here was George Arrington’s dish!
He quit cowpunching and joined the Frontier
Battalion. He was a law enforcement agent
from that moment on. L3

Shortly after, in recognition of his service
in various wars and his genius for command-
ing men, he was made a captain and assigned
the tough job of bringing some measure of
peace to the Panhandle of Texas—peace not
only from marauding Indians, but from white
outlaws as well.

Captain Arrington and his Ranger band
set up permanant camp in Crosby County,
near Catfish Creek, and immediately began
scouting the country. Every Indian trail they
found led straight into the desert to the West,
How in the world, wondered Arrington, did
those Indians, intent upon running off cattle
and horses and gathering a few white scalps
at the same time, get across the desert from
New Mexico?

This was a weighty question, and a mys-
tery. The nearest known water to the west
was a full five days’ ride, and not even In-
dians, innured as they were to hardship, could
stand a five-day desert journey without water.

Then Arrington recalled the legend of the
“lost lakes,” bodies of brackish water said to
lie more than two days’ ride from any other
water supply. Find the lost lakes and he
had the Indian bands haunting the Panhandle,

(Continued on page 109)
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BLOOD. SWEAT

o

He put the animal straight
at them, drawing the
razor.

CHAPTER ONE
Fast-Razor Man

INEY TALCOTT held the razor firmly
P in his steady hand and grinned about
the shop. Tom Mason stretched in the
chair, half asleep. It was a happy Saturday

8

night in peaceful Saddleville. Then Slip Beck-
er came in, glowering, barely nodded at Piney
and went to sit upon the stool and watch the
pool players.

The balls clicked and the small fire glowed
gently, for it was early spring. Piney ran the
razor over Lawyer Mason’s bony jaw and
asked softly about Junior and the ailing Mrs.
Mason.

. He knew them all, every man, woman and
child in Saddleville. Outside the patient horses
at the rack hip-shifted and saddle leather



AND SIX-GUNS

A NOVEL

“You’re too good a barber to die, Piney. 1f you won’t carry a gun—

keep your razor sharp!” But when they turned his shop into a

Saturday night bloodbath Piney Talcott lathered the town with
g lead—and shaved it with a six-gun!
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whispered and Piney thought of his own little
spread, the Corner Z, where he was now run-
ning cattle. He had come a long ways since
the slum days—a mighty long way. He could
thank Saddleville for it all—he truly loved
his town.

He spaped Tom Mason again, speculating
about Slip Becker, wondering why the young
Texan was so dour of late. He wrinkled his
sharp nose and crinkled the corners of his
kindly brown eyes, worrying a bit. Slip Becker
worked for Lige Moran and both men were
courting Alice Maylan and therein lay dyna-
mite enough to disturb rudely the peace of
Saddleville.

Out west, in the shadow of the mesa, Piney’s
own little spread lay next to the rolling acres
of Lige Moran’s Kaytee Ranch. Piney knew
lots of things about Lige and John Strang,
his partner, which were better left unsaid.
Piney was for peaee, first, last and always.
But Alice Maylan was very sweet and Slip
Becker was a fine young lad from Texas. . . .

Lawyer Mason came bolt upright in the
chair and rubbed his chin. He drawled, “Cut
me close, didn’t you, Piney? What’s on your
mind ?”’

“Just thinkin’ about my Herefords,” grinned
Piney. The laugh wrinkles made a network
on his tanned skin and Mason smiled in re-
sponse. Piney went on, “I always look for-
ward to Sunday and Monday more’n the rest
of the week.”

Mason said, “You're a rancher in your
heart, but you're a good barber, Piney. Never
give up your razor. I know you don’t carry
a gun—so keep your razor sharp.”

He shrugged into his coat, nodded grimly
and walked out. The cold air swirled in behind
him and Piney stood, his smile frozen, his
thoughts whirling around the words of the
lawyer.

Again the door opened, this time with a
bang. Two tall, wide-shouldered men came in
and stood looking about in the light of the
lamps. The pool game immediately became
less hilarious, a waiting customer hesitated in
his progress towards the single chair.

Lige Moran moved forward gracefully and
said, “Need a trim, Piney. And a shave.”
The customer unobtrusively resumed his peru-
sal of an ancient Police Gazette, sacrificing
his turn.

IGE MORAN was a tall man, even sit-
ting down for his barbering. His lux-
urious brown hair was wavy, his regu-

lar features marred only by the twisted bridge
of his nose and the thinness of his lips. He
did not glance at Slip Becker, but Piney could
feel the tension as Slip sat upright on a high
stool, ostensibly watching the pool players,
Slip was wearing his six-shooter. When

Lige sat in the chair he failed to remove his
belt. Piney slowly picked up the shears and
let his glance rest upon the bulky form of
John Strang.

No one knew much about John in Saddle-
ville. He was silent, almost morose. He was
wide-shouldered and tapered to the tiniest feet
in the county, and he always wore the fanciest
of boots, being inordinately proud of his
shapely underpinnings. He wore two guns,
night and day. There were people who said he
slept with those guns.

The country had been peaceful for some
time—since the cattle wars of the ’seventies.
Piney Talcott had come to Saddleville because
it was comparatively settled and calm. In the
late ’eighties Saddleville was settling down
to prosperity and growth and the farmers al-
ready had their ploughs in the earth. When
Lige and John had bought the Kaytee, all had
been well enough. . . .

A figure passed the barber shop and through
the windows Piney recognized the pleasing
outlines of Alice Maylan, on her way home
from the little dressmaking shop she oper-
ated down the street. Four times a day he
saw her go by in this fashion, and each time .
he looked hard and earnestly without seeming
to, hoping that no one would notice. She was
a dark girl, but a smiling one, all curves and
full of energy and a love of life which de-
lighted the lean barber.

Slip Becker got down off the stool and
started for the door. Alice passed from view
and Slip hurried his step. Piney felt the tingle
up and down his spine which always presaged
trouble.

John Strang came from the wall, past a man
who was trying to bank the eight-ball in the
side pocket. He did not seem to move quick-
ly, but he intercepted Slip without apparent
effort. His heavy voice sard, “Hi, Slip. Want
you to do me an errand.”

The young Texan’s eyes darkened. He was .
employed by Moran and Strang; it was Satur-
day evening. He could not in all conscience
refuse an errand, as he was foreman and
therefore a responsible employee. He said
impatiently, “What is it, John?”

“Fork your cayuse and ride over to Lawyer
Mason’s ranch,” said Strang. “Give his fore-
man this note.” He handed a folded slip of
paper to the Texan.

Slip hesitated one moment. From under the
spread sheet, Lige Moran extended an arm
strong as oak, thrusting Piney aside. The
barber moved reluctantly, knowing that Lige’s
other hand was reaching for a gun.

- Slip was unfolding the note. The pool play-
ers stopped their game; one of them dove
for the rear exit. The others began melting
away. Strang’s voice said sharply, “You got
no call to read my messages, Slip !”
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Piney felt the pressure of Lige’s strength,
forcing him backwards. In a moment violence
would break forth—it was in the voice of
Strang, the strained pallidity of the fiery young
Slip, in Lige’s rock-like arm. Above all things
Piney Talcott hated violence. . . .

Slip said, “There’s no message here, John.
You're just doin’ the dirty work of your
partner.”

Slip was backing away, waving the fake
message in one hand while he made a light-
ning draw with the other. Strang, faltering
for a split second, was covered. He stood,
hands dangling, face black with wrath and
chagrin.

NDER the sheet Lige's hands moved.

Slip was saying bitterly, “I quit, John.

I know I'm in the cut with you all.
Lige and you together may be too much for
me. I’m peaceable enough, John. But don’t
push me too far—"

The lad was retreating, ready to go out
the back way and let the occasion slip by
without incident. Piney held his breath, watch-
ing Lige’s hand under the sheet. Slip wanted
peace, too, then. Piney was suddenly over-
whelmingly grateful to the Texan for not
downing Strang in the shop, when he had the
drop on him. In another second Slip would
be gone and the thing ended. . . .

Lige shoved harder against Piney, throwing
aside the sheet, leaping from the chair, his
gun drawn. Slip was almost through the door.
John said, “Get him, Lige!”

The gun went up. Piney held his breath,
his face going white. Slip was defenseless,
the open door between his gun hand and
Lige.

Piney dove forward. The sharp points of
the scissors flicked out in his iron barber’s
grip. They caught Lige’s shirt, barely scraped
the skin. The gun went off, very loudly, fright-
ening Piney by its very noise. But he hung
on, spoiling Lige’s aim. Slip went through
the door and ran for his horse as John drew
and sent a shot echoing into the darkness.

Then Lige had turned and the thin lips
were drawn back from white teeth like fangs.
In the eyes of the handsome man was a leap-
ing fire which Piney had nevér seen before.
The latent passion was like an oven of an-
nealing metal and Piney shrank back a step,
panting, “I only wanted peace, Lige. It
wouldn’t be good to kill Slip. It would only
start trouble all around.”

“You skinny, long-nosed runt!” Lige
grated. “Butting in on my business? Why,
you damned barber !”

His fist came from nowhere and landed on
Piney’s cheek, knocking him into the arms
of Strang.

“Send him back!” Lige ordered.

" of her lively, lovely features.

Strang slammed a long right onto Piney’s
nose and the bone crunched and the pain took
away his breath. He tried to fight back, but
tears blinded him and Lige was able to black-
en both his eyes with another smash at the
sore proboscis. He felt the sickness coming,
but could not quite manage to faint. His arms
flailed at empty air—the two men beat him
scientifically. Time ran into years, it seemed,
before they were gone, cursing, laughing a lit-
tle, but with ferocity.

Then he was bent over the sink, washing
himself, seeing his own blood, diluted by the
water, pinkish, running down into the pail
below. Not even red blood, he thought miser-
ably. Not an ounce of fight in him. They had
sl;.?ped him about as though he were a
child. -5

He knew now why his herd had not in-
creased. He knew why the Herefords had not
been productive. He was too close to the
Kaytee. They had been friendly enough on
the surface, but he had refused to sell to
Lige and John Strang last spring, when they
were expanding all over the countryside.
The mere saving of Slip Becker was not
enough to bring on this manhandling.

He raised his head and looked at his face
in the mirror. His nose was a pulp, his eyes
seemed slits in a puffy mess of flesh. He
steadied himself with spread hands. The door
to the street opened—he had not locked it,
he remembered.

Behind him a soft voice said, “Slip asked
me to thank you and tell you he would be in
the hills near your ranch— Oh! Piney!
They beat you!

In the mirror he could see the reflection
He saw the
concern, the momentary revulsion at the ugly
sight. Into his soul the iron bit, deeper than
the pit of hell. He mumbled through jagged

teeth, “It’s all right, Alice. . . . Got to see a
doctor. . . . I'll be all right. . . . Never was a
purty man, . ..”

Then, to his final humiliation, he did faint,
at the feet of the girl he worshipped.

HEN he saw the girl again he was
lying on the pallet in the rear of the
barber shop and she was dipping
warm water from a basin, her back turned,
the lamp turned low. There was a blanket .
over the window and the girl moved quietly,
turning towards him. He thought through
the pain how beautiful she was and how calm
and strong. S
Then there was a knock at the rear door
and she swerved, still carrying the wet cloth,
listening against the panel. Someone whis-
pered and she drew back the bolt. Lawyer
lI:@ason slipped in and locked the door behind
im,
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Alice said, “Have you heard anything ?”

The bony lawyer was solemn. He was a
slender man, past middle age, a clever man
but without violence, and Piney had always
liked him. He said, “Yes. Lige is striking
the entire countryside. He bought out the
Bar X, the Ace and the little H-E outfit. Now
he is cleaning out the nesters along the river.”

The girl said, “He will claim the nesters
rustled his cattle—why is he doing it, Mr.
Mason? Why must Lige begin a war?”

Lawyer Tom Mason said slowly, “Some
men lust for power. It is not within them
to live and let live. My little place—Piney’s
tiny ranch, the nesters—add them up and
they mean one big outfit, using grass and wa-
ter. He’ll be after us next, Piney and me.”

Piney pushed at the edges of the pallet. He
could sit up, he found, without further pain.
A momentary dizziness came and went—he
was wiry from riding Sundays and Mondays
on the ranch and working in the shop the re-
mainder of the week. He said, “Have they run
off my cattle? The sheriff—"

Mason said kindly, “I don’t know how far
they have gone, Piney. But the sheriff is
north and won’t be back. You know Lige and
John elected him.”

Alice came with the hot cloth and bathed
the edges of splints newly adjusted. Piney
breathed through his mouth and knew the
doctor had come and gone. His nose was as
large as a balloon. He said, “Thank you,
Alice—has Slip turned up?”

She frowned worriedly, “He’s watching
your outfit. He must have warned your men
by now.”

Piney got to his feet, tried a step or two.
He muttered, “They beat the tar outa me,
didn’t they ?”” He found himself steady enough.
He pulled at the buckle of his belt and reached

" for the sombrero on a peg behind the door.
Absently he knotted a reboso around his neck
and slipped on the vest which was the working
garment of the country. He said, “I'm a
peaceable barber. I'm no fighter. You’re no
fighter, either, Mr. Mason. You warned me,
I remember.”

Mason said, “What are you going to do,
Piney ?” s _

" Piney looked at the girl. He said, “It’s ’most
Sunday by now. My men’ll expect me. Got
to ride out to the ranch.” :

“If Lige’s killers are riding they’ll get yo
easy! You don’t even own a gun!” :

“Couldn’t shoot it if I did,” nodded Piney.
His face was a grotesque mask of bruises and
bandages. “But I never aimed to barber all
my life; I wanted to ranch. Me and cow
brutes—we get along. If people’d let me
alone, I'd a done all right, so if I got to get
killed, it’ll be as a rancher, not a barber.”

There was a little silence in the shop.

side was bright with moonlight and Alice

followed him to the little barn where he
stabled his fine sorrel cow pony, Jenkins. He
saddled up, trying not to move his head too
quickly, stifling the pain.

Alice said in a low voice, “Slip will be
on your side. When he finds they beat you,
he’ll be wild. He knows you saved him to-
night. Slip can fight if he wants to.”

Piney mounted and looked down at her.
He said, “I wouldn’t want Slip to fight my
battles. I got to think, Miss Alice. I'm cor-
nered, I reckon. I can think better at the
ranch, with the boys around me.”

“You're a good man, Piney,” she whis-
pered, her white face staring up at him. “You
stand for the best in Saddleville.”

He stammered, “Thanks, Miss Alice. I'll do
what I can. I'll—thanks!” He clapped heels
to the pony and rode northwest towards the
ranch.

He was at ease in the saddle, almost as
though he had been born to it, like Slip Beck-
er or Lige Moran. But it had taken years for
him to attain that seat in the leather. Things
had never come easy to him, not since his
father had died in Brooklyn, leaving him to
grow as a street urchin, a newsboy, a boot-
black and finally a runaway from a stepmother
who abused him. He had learned to barber
from a kindly Ttalian in Baltimore. . ..

At eighteen he had felt the lure of the
west. Like thousands of other homeless folk,
he had drifted, barbering his way, saving a lit-
tle when he could, seeking to find security.
Ranching had intrigued him, and in Saddle-
ville he had found his place, he thought. He
had bought the Corner Z, brought in a few
Herefords with his last money and seemed
about ready to make a start.

Meantime, the habit of barbering had prov-
en stronger than he imagined. The smells
and sounds of the shop, the pool table’s fun
and camaraderie—and the steady income
which bought feed for the horses and equip-
ment for the small but sturdy house he had
improved so well—kept him on the job five
days per week. But his heart was in the
ranch.

He rode now through the cottonwoods, then
over the hill and along the trail to the creek.
He crossed the water and knew that the two
miles ahead were fraught with the danger of
Lige Moran’s wrath and avidity. Still he rode,
healf.i high, never deviating from his straight
path.

Slip Becker should be somewhere about.
Alice had said that he was keeping an eye on
things. Undoubtedly Slip had warned Jake
and Louie and Pico, the three men who took
care of the Corner Z. Jake and Louie were
oldtimers, and Pico was a young Mexican lad.

PIN EY walked to the back door. The out-
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None of them could be called fighting men—
they were cowhands, working men. But there
were guns at the ranch and any man would
defend himself, Piney knew. Even Piney had
tried feebly to fight back against the fists of
Lige and John Strang.

Again the wave of humiliation swept over
him, remembering how Alice had come to his
aid—but she was Slip Becker’s girl, Piney
knew now.

Lige was evidently out of the running, and
Piney shrewdly figured that as the reason for
the abrupt action of the Kaytee against the
small ranches. Lige must have got his walk-
ing papers and immediately thrown off all re-
straint. The attack upon Slip was a logical
development.

E RODE down the draw and Jenkins
clattered a hoof upon metal, sidestep-
ping immediately, almost unseating his

rider. Piney reined in, dropped to earth. The
moonlight shone on a huddled figure, propped
against a boulder. Piney bent and picked up
the revolver which Jenkins had kicked.

A husky voice said, “Musta been asleep. ...
that you, Piney? Knew you had t’ come this
way.”

Piney said, “Slip! They got you!”

“Plenty, they got me,” said Slip drily. “They
got you, too. They got Jake and Louie. It
was a fight and I chipped in, but Strang was
layin’ for me with a rifle—"

Piney said, “The—the ranch?”

“Sorry,” mumbled Slip. “It’s still smokin’,
I reckon—they run off your cattle, . . Pico
got away, I think....” :

Piney stood silent for a moment, looking
up at the moon. The light fell across his gro-
tesque features, bathing him in a white glow.
His adam’s apple worked convulsively, once,
twice. A tear ran down his bruised cheek.

Then he was bending over Slip and his
voice was calm. He said, “They own the
whole range, now. Tom Mason is quitting.
They’ll be back lookin’ for us, Slip. Town
won’t be safe.”

Slip said, “I got it in the chest. I can’t live
long. You get up in the hills beyond the
mesa =

Piney said, “Sure. That’s a good idea.
C’mon.”

He picked up the Texan, not without ef-
fort, and supported him to where Jenkins
stood waiting. He listened to Slip curse, but
got him in the saddle somehow. He turned the
horse towards town and started walking., It
was not easy to walk in the boots, and Slip
kept leaning first one way, then-the other,
and finally began to rave incoherently, maun-
dering about Alice, about his lost job, cursing
Lige Moran and John Strang.

The sun was mounting the horizon when

they stumbled into town. Piney’s feet were
swollen inside the boots, but Slip Becker was

still alive. The pallet behind the barber shop

groaned beneath the tossing of the Texan,

and Piney went after Alice and the doctor.

l’f.hen he carefully unsaddled and stabled Jen-
ins.

CHAPTER TWO
Blood Bath

EEKS can fly by like swallows wing-
ing south, Piney thought. It was late
summer, now. Saddleville lay in the
hot sun and panted—waiting, fretful, changed.

Piney stood in the door of his shop. It was
Saturday and the sheriff had just left. Down
the street Alice Maylan paused in her sewing
and wiped perspiration from her brow. Law-
yer Tom Mason crossed the street to his office,
glancing up and down, hesitating as he saw
Piney, then going inside without speaking.

There was a cloud of dust at the north-
western end of Main Street. Two riders loped
along, sweaty and dusty. They clattered down-
the street and no one ventured forth to greet
them. They drew up in front of Piney’s shop
and hitched their horses to the rail.

Without a word Piney went inside and got
towels. There was soap and water and tubs
in the back—an innovation providing baths
for the riders before they got trimmed and
shaven for the night’s doings. There was a
new saloon across the street now, with a few
women and several tinhorn gamblers. In a
small way, Saturday was a big night in Sad-
dleville these days—exclusively maintained
for the huge Kaytee Ranch and its friends
and business acquaintances.

Lige and John Strang entered the shop.
Piney said, “Your baths are ready, gents.”

“Sounds like a valey, like that Britisher
told us about, don’t he, John?” said Lige.

“Sounds like a damn barber,” said Strang.
There was no humor in the dour man. His
eyes were like gimlets, always boring intg
Piney. Ever since the night of the beating
John had been suspicious and Piney had to be
very careful. . . .

When he had quietly reopened his shog
after the funerals of Jake and Louie, going
about his business as usual, people had at firs
stared, then snickered, then accepted him as a
man who had been beaten and had bowed tc
fate. It had been pretty lonely in those
months. But it had been worse to see Saddle-
ville change.

Lige said casually, “Saw the sheriff just
now. Said everything was quiet in town.
Said you wouldn’t talk. That’s smart, Piney.”

“Strang said, “Piney wants to stay alive.
Some men’ll do anything to stay alive.”
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Piney shrugged, smiling weakly. He still
bore scars which would never disappear. His
nose was, strangely enough, twisted in the
same way Lige’s was skewered. He wondered
idly who had broken Lige’s nose—then
stopped, for fear some emotion would show
on his face.

Lige said, “Shoot you a game of pool for
a dollar, John.” Lige was always cheerful
these days.

He was calling on Alice again, since Slip’s
disappearance.

Slip had recovered—at least enough to re-
move to the hills beyond the mesa. The doc-
tor had kept his mouth shut, as doctors do,
and Alice had helped packed him out to the
hidden cabin in a buckboard. Of course Alice
had not dared stay, but Slip was tough. He
was in fine fettle now. Piney handed down
the cues to the two cattle barons and went
back to the doorway.

The balls began to click and Lige kept up
a steady stream of conversation, kidding John,
openly - confident, daring break shots which
gave his opponent every opportunity to run
the table, then capitalizing on Strang’s misses.
But in the end, John won by a ball and was
paid off.

Then they went into the back and Piney
could hear Lige railing at his luck and the
splashing of water in the big tubs as the two
bathed. In a moment he would trim Lige’s
hair, then shave both of them. He would
stand over them with the razor in his hand,
the sharp edge at the jugular. . ..

And one would be watching while the other
submitted to his ministrations. Lige and John
were smart. He was the only barber in town
and they needed him—but even after these
months they did not wholly trust him.

Especially Strang. The big man was suspi-
cious of everyone and everything. He was
hardbitten, though not as brilliant as his
partner, He was the bulwark upon which
f)hel ever-increasing Kaytee holdings were

uilt.

And the Kaytee was growing by leaps and
bounds. Piney’s own Herefords were helping
to improve the stock and the new calves would
be good ones. The grass was good and there
was plenty of it. Round-up would find the
herd numbering thousands. There was no one
to stop its increase.

The sheriff had believed what he wanted to
believe—that the nesters were rustlers and
needed running out, that Piney had been the
victim of a hit and run band of thieves; that
Lawyer Mason had sold out of his own free
will, that Lige and John, his patrons, were
running things for the best. A cut on the
gambling proceeds of the new saloon, the Key-
hole, had much more than made the sheriff
happy. :

eral of the blades, Sheffield and Toledo,

and he was very careful and proud of
them. He tested this one on a hair and found
it satisfactory. He held out his hand—it was
steady. Barbering developed phenomenal
hands, of course. Slip had spoken of that
often, in the visits Piney had with him in the
hills, through the long weeks of waiting.

‘He heard John Strang say, “You can laugh
it off, but we’re losin’ cattle.”

Lige’s reply was lost in the splashing, but
Strang said stubbornly, “There could be rus-
tlers in the hills. I’'m sendin’ some boys out
Monday to look around. Now that we'’re big,
we're fair game.”

Lige said plainly, “We can afford to lose
a few head. But you're right—a hangin’ or
two will warn others.”

Piney folded the rabor and slipped it into
its case. He stepped out to the street and
glanced down towards Alice’s tiny shop. After
a moment she came out and looked his way
and he made a metion with his left hand. She
touched her hair with the fingers of her right
hand and turned back into the shop.

Piney went past the pool table and to the
back window. He waited, timing the bathers
behind the thick partition he had put in to
close off the baths. Alice came in very quietly,
along the back way, concealed by a fence
Piney also had caused to be erected to shut in
the yards behind the row of stores.

He bent close to her and whispered, “Mon-
day. Tell Pico to run out now and have Slip
move the cattle and lie low.”

She said, “He’s scarcely begun. They caught
on awful quick.”

“They keep close track, now they’re big,”
said Piney regretfully. “Slip’ll have to drive
those he has.”

She nodded, smiling at Piney. “You're very
smart,” she whispered. “Don’t let them harm
you.”

Then she was gone. Piney wandered back
to his chair and was waiting when Lige came
out and sat down. John Strang wore his gun
and waited on a straight chair, tilted back,
his hat over his eyes, disdaining to read the
papers. Piney patiently cut Lige’s hair, then
shaved him with consummate speed and skill.
The rancher got up and said, “You're a swell
barber, Piney. I got to give you credit.”

Strang lowered himself into the chair and
said harshly, “And you should stick to it.
Never forget that.”

Piney dropped Lige’s money into the drawer
and said humbly, “I learned a lesson once.
That was enough.”

He looked straight down into the cruel
eyes of John Strang and began shaving him,
Lige whistled, watching, a crooked smile on
his lips.

PINEY stropped his razor. He had sev-
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there was the clatter of hoofs and a

shout. Lige wheeled to stare through
the window. A gambler was having trouble
with his mount. Lawyer Tom Mason’s small
boy, Junior, had run off the sidewalk directly
into the path of the bolting animal. Lige swore
and reached for his gun.

Piney went past Lige, folding his razor,
thrusting it into his pocket. He was wearing
walking boots, with ample heels. He ran flat-
footed, but with great speed. He bent and
snatched, never losing a stride. He caught
Junior’s clothing in his grasp and was on his
way as the horse reared and struck with fore-
feet, wildly.

One hoof smashed directly at Piney’s head.
He saw the shadow, ducked, and tossed the
child for the safety of the boardwalk. Junior
landed on his feet, sat down and began to
squawl. His father came running, pale as a
ghost. :

Piney ducked, whirled and grabbed. He
caught the bridle of the animal, clung to it,
although lifted off his feet. He spoke to the
horse soothingly, bringing its head down,
holding onto one ear, forcing the animal to
his will. The gambler reeled in his saddle
and fell off, drunk, into the street.

Piney hitched the quieted animal to the

OUT on the street a dog barked. Then

rail next to the Kaytee horses and went into
the shop where Lige stared open-mouthed and
John Strang sat upright in the chair, his
sharp eyes burning. Lige said, “That was
pretty fast work, Piney.”

Strang said harshly, “Six months ago he’d
never had tried that.”

Lige said, “That lesson he learned must've
put him in better shape.”

Piney wiped his hands on a damp towel,
plunged his hot face into its coolness. His
voice was weak and calm. “Always liked
Junior. I’'m ready to shave you now, John.”

Strang stretched slowly in the chair, Lige
fidgeted, his eyes going out to where lawyer
Mason was smacking his child and sending
him home, then back to Piney’s bowed shoul-
ders. The scrape of the razor was the only
sound.

At last the job was finished. Strang threw
a coin to Piney and picked up his hat. Lige
turned at the door and said, “I dunno, Piney.
Seems to me you’ve got quite active. You
wouldn’t have any ideas, would you? If you
want satisfaction, I could take off these guns
—seein’ you don’t tote shootin’ irons.”

Piney said quietly, “I told you I learned
a lesson.”

John Strang said viciously, “You’d have
been dead long ago if I had my way, you
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snivelin’ little character., I don’t trust you,
understand? And if I ever catch you one step
off the reservation—you’ll get it and quick!”

Piney said, “I’ve always known that,
John.”

They went out, Strang across to the Key-
hole, Lige down to Alice’s shop. Piney auto-
matically cleaned the floor and went in back
to straighten up. The lesser men of Kaytee
would be in for their big night, and he would
be busy until midnight.

He felt uneasy. He knew he had given
himself partially away to his enemies. There

had been no time to think—Lige might have:

shot the horse and still been unable to pre-
vent the animal’s falling ‘upon Junior.

He went back outside and Lawyer Tom
Mason was there, his bony features pale.
Mason said, “All right, Piney. You can count
me in.”

Piney said mildly, “Not because I saved
the boy. There’s no use your coming in un-
less your mind is made up.” _

Mason said, “I was thinking of Mary and
the kid. - Now I can see that because of them
I must throw in with you.”

Piney said, “We just want you to be ready
to defend us when something breaks. And to
look up past records. And to be ready to say
I was robbed and you were forced to sell.”

“l know what to do,” said Mason impa-
tiently. “If we get into court I can handle it.
But how are we to live long enough to get
them into court?”

Piney said slowly, “We aim to stir them
up, hurt them plenty when they fight us—beat
their ears down and then take them to law!”

Mason said weakly, “The Kaytee? That
big outfit? Just you and Slip and that Mex-
ican boy ?”

Piney said, “It’ll take some time. Is Junior
all right?”

Mason shook his head. “Junior’s all right—
but his father is shaky right now!”

ICO was a smooth-faced lad in his
teens, slant-eyed, silent. He had been
very fond of Jake and Louie, who had
taught him so much about ranching. . . .
It was midnight and Pico was closing up
the shop, turning out the lights, putting up
the blinds against the drunks who loved to
hear the crashing of glass. Piney said quietly,
“Get the horses around back. I’ll do a scout.”
Piney went out on Main Street and Saddle-
ville was a red riot of bawdy sounds. The
Keyhole was going full blast. At the bar he
had a drink, alone, his eyes going over the
crowded saloon. Lige and John were sitting
in the big poker game, others of the big Kay-
tee outfit were drinking, dancing with the
raucous women, bucking the monte and faro
- games. Piney counted noses. He knew to the

man the gunslinging strength of the Kaytee.

He finished his drink and went outside.
It was a clear, cool night and he met Alice
near her own small house and, in the shadows,
she said, “You shouldn’t go out tonight.
They are getting on to things.”

Piney said, “The time has got to come.
In the open.”

“We're not strong enough,” she said. “I
talked with Lige about the Kaytee. Without
bragging, he told me of its strength. There
are too few of us.”

Piney said, “Lawyer Mason is in.”

She spread her strong white hands. “This
is a fighting matter. The courts will never
settle this.”

They could hear the hurdy-gurdy, the
curses of the gamblers, the shrill laughter of
the light women. Piney said, “It’s for the
town as much as anything. I could stand the
beating, the loss of the ranch. I thought the
ranch was everything in the world. But it
was my shop, the kindliness of our people,
the gossip of the farmers, the little ranchers.
It was home—and now it’s not home any
more.”

She breathed, “I know. You’re a builder,
Piney. You want the land to belong to all,
each according to his industry. You're right,
as always, Piney.” 2

He said, “You got a message for Slip?
Pico says he won’t slope with the herd ’til
tomorrow.”

“Tell him to be careful—and to shoot
straight,” she said helplessly. “I know there
will be shooting.” She pressed his hand a
moment, then walked away. Someone was
coming, and Piney kept in the shadows until
the homecomer passed by. Then he went
swiftly to the passageway between his shop
and the new fence and there were Pico and
Jenkins and a sturdy little black pony.

They mounted wordlessly and rode out of
town, following the remembered route. They
came to the draw and rode out on the far
end. It was a bit out of their way and they
were in haste, yet by common consent they
always rode past the blackened ruin of the
Corner Z. It put iron into their spirits to see
it lying there, awaiting rebirth.

They ascended the mesa, then turned and
rode down an arroyo. They made a sharp
turn and paused. Piney whistled and a man
arose from behind a rock, trailing a rifle.

Piney said, “Hi, Slip. You ought to be
gone. Strang’s after us.”

Slip Becker came forward. In the dim
light he seemed older, stooped; a menacing

. figure. He said, “They got a herd slung over

in Lost Canyon. Only two men watchin’ it
I could only handle sixty, seventy critters
myself. The three of us could run that herd
and be to hell and gone before the weekend
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carouse is over. ... You always take Sunday
and Monday off, Piney. They wouldn’t
know.”

“They might suspect,” said Piney. He
thought of the incident of the runaway horse
and Junior Mason, of John Strang’s glitter-
ing, suspicious eyes.

Slip said sharply, “Otie Heath and Mack
Summer are the two watching this herd.
TheyZ were both in on the burnin’ of the Cor-
ner . Z.”

Pico hissed between his teeth, like a snake.
Piney slowly nodded his head.

He reached into the saddle bags on Jenkins’
haunches. He withdrew two well-oiled, shiny
Colts 44 revolvers. He found the worn car-
tridge belt Pico had supplied him. The two
watched as he buckled on the guns. Then Slip
nodded and said, “I threw the cows I swiped
over in the valley beyond Lost Canyon. We
can pick them up whenever the Kaytee wants
to palaver. ...’

CHAPTER THREE
Six-gun Shave

LIP led. He had been lurking in the
S hills all through the months, so that now
he knew every foot of land, every tree,
every mesquite thicket, every chaparral. They
dismounted as they came to the canyon and
Slip sent Pico up along the ridge with a rifle.
Piney said, “We got to give them a show.”
“Like they gave Jake and Louie?” snarled
Slip. The bitterness of waiting, the pain of
his old wound had made Slip a different man,
Piney thought, not for the first time. He lived
only for revenge, now. He scarcely asked for
Alice any more. He just wanted to know
about Lige and John. He only wanted to de-
stroy them.

Piney said quietly, “I'm giving them a
chance.”

“If they get away we’re ruined,” warned
Slip.

lginey did not answer. He rode Jenkins
down into the canyon. He could see the cattle,
quiet in the night. One of the herders was
sleeping in his blankets. That was Otie Heath,
because tall, lank Mack Summer was astride
a pony, humming to the cattle, cowboy fashion.

Piney said sharply, “Mack! Reach for your
gun! It’s Piney Talcott!”

The lank man straightened, said, “G’wan,
you yella barber. Run away!”

The blankets stirred. Heath, a real gun-
man, came awake baring his hogleg, looking
for a target. Piney, his attention upon Sum-
mer, backed off a step and said, “Fill your
hand, Mack! We mean business.”

Slip was still on his horse, Piney was afoot.
Heath leveled his gun at Piney. Slip drew

He would stand over
them with the razor in
his hand, the sharp
edge at the jugular. ...

like lightning and threw down on Heath.
From above, a rifte cracked.

Mack Summer pitched forward, rolled over
the neck of the his horse and hit the ground.
Otie Heath died in his blankets, his gun un-
fired. Slip thrust the smoking revolver back
into his belt and cried, “The cattle! Get 'em
movin’!”

Piney ran for his horse. He had not worked
it right, he thought despondently. He recog-
nized his mistake—he hadn’t allowed for
Otie’s waking up and taking instant action.
It was all on account of his not being used to
gunfights. There was, he found, a technique
which had to be learned. He had meant to
fight it out with Mack—and he had nearly
been killed. He was grateful to Slip and to
Pico—but now he had to ride.

The cattle, disturbed by the shots, were
milling. Pico came down with his black and -
headed them westward. Slip was riding be-
hind, crying out, waving his quirt. Piney
took the left flank and began working them,
using their terror as a spur, chasing them
over to the valley where the others waited.
It would make five hundred head, he reck-
oned, a neat blow at the Kaytee, although not
a damaging loss to them. Slip had maybe
stolen five hundred previously, in small bands,
which he had sold to the obliging Mexicans
for over-the-river resale. That number was
still less than the cattle taken at the burning
of the Corner Z!

He had cause to be elated, yet he was not.
He did not, in his simple soul, enjoy taking
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justice into his own hands, even when the
case was as clear as this one. Even when
the cows taken were his own, He rode hard
and long with the faithful Pico, but still un-
easy.

IGE MORGAN and his men were riding
furiously on the trail of the stolen
cattle, but John Strang remained be-

hind. He saw to the burial of Heath and
Summer, he studied the sign. Long ago, in
Indian country, John Strang had learned how
to read sign very well indeed. Many things
he had learned from the fierce Comanches. . ..

He mounted the ridge to the north of Lost
Canyon and found the place where Pico had
fited his rifle shot. He came down and read
the evidence that there had been three men
in the attack. He tilted his hat back upon his
head and brooded, his eyes slitting, rage ris-
ing within him. Heath and Sunmimer had been
good gun-slingers, valuable men.

He leaned down to pick up a bit of cloth
fast in a bush. He held it in his fingers, turn-
ing it over and over. He frowned, shaking
his head. Anyone could be wearing blue jeans
in this country, The jagged piece he held was
worthless as evidence unless he found the
pants from which it had been torn. He again
examined all the tracks of the men who had
marauded his herd.

He stopped dead at a certain spot. A heel
mark was very plain in the soft earth. He
got down on his hands and knees, putting his
face close to the imprint.

He got up, pale with passion. He caught
up his horse, mounted and spurred viciously
back to the Kaytee. He drank a pint of whis-
key, nursing his knowledge of that flat, wide
heelmark, remembering how Piney Talcott
had run so swiftly in his flat boots to save
Junior Mason. He pondered the accurate gun-
fire, knowing that Piney never wore weapons
and was supposedly without knowledge of
their use.

When Lige came back he recited his belief,
ending, “If there’d been razor work, we could
be sure. I’m for taking care of that damned
barber right now.”

Lige said slowly, “We can take a look for
those pants. If we find ’em—the sheriff can
do the job. We're respectable now. We're
gettin’ rich.” :

“We won't be rich long if it keeps happen-
in’ like this,” said Strang darkly. “The bar-
ber, his Mex kid—and someone else. Now, I
wonder who the third rat can be?”

Lige said, “It don’t matter. I'll send a man
after the sheriff—it's Wednesday and Piney’ll
be in the shop.”

Strang went out to where the men lounged
about, hunkered down on their heels, discuss-
ing the cattle raid and the death of their

friends. He said, “Okie, Texas Joe—Rannie.
Saddle up. Pick six others. We're goin’ to
town.”

He had named the three closest to Heath
and Summer. He knew his tough outfit to
the core. He saw to his guns and turned to
Lige. His partner said, “Get the evidence
first. We got to have the town on our side,
this time.”

Strang swallowed a hot retort. The rage
within him was growing to a white heat. The
urge to kill was on him, a virulent thing, driv-
ing him. He caught up his own horse, trying
to still his burning desire. He was a man ac-
customed to rule, unwilling to accept affront.
The thought of the lean barber stealing his
cows, killing his men was choking him.

INEY fingered the hole in his blue jeans.

He remembered backing off from Mack

Summer, stepping momentarily against
the mesquite’s jagged points. He shook his
head, carrying the trousers, walking out back
of the shop.

Pico said, “We sew them up?”

“No,” said Piney. “We get rid of them.”

Pico said, “S7, senor,” and took the pants.
Piney went back into the shop and began shav-
ing Lawyer Mason. But Pico was a Mexican
and thrifty. He carried the pants down to the
adobe hut where he lived alone and proceeded
to mend them with care. They fit him very
well indeed and he grinned, donning them,
anxious to show his boss that he had saved
the price of a new pair.

Tom Mason was retying his necktie when
Pico came beaming into the shop. Lige Moran
and John Strang clattered up and dismounted.
Although it was mid-week, there were a dozen
Kaytee riders along the street. Mason turned
and stared at Piney, paling.

Piney said, “Go slowly.
bluff.”

The sheriff was a blustering big man. He
stayed on the other side of the street while
Lige and John came into the shop. Pico was
brushing the pool table, his slant eyes blank,
his back turned to the action.

Piney said, “What do you gents want to-
day?” His voice and hands, he found, were
very steady.

Lige’s eyes fell at once upon the patched
jeans. He took a great stride, wheeled Pico
about in heavy grasp, jerked out the bit of
blue stuff and thrust it at the patch. Allowing
for trimming, the fit was correct. Lige’s fist
slammed into the boy’s face, knocking him
out through the barber shop door. He yelled,
“Sheriff ! Here’s your damned murderer.”

Piney licked at dry lips. He said mildly,
“Now wait, Lige. What’s this all about?”

John Strang’s hand fastened on Piney’s
shirtfront. The big man shook Piney back

This may be a
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and forth, slowly, his sharp eyes probing.
He said, “Maybe you know damn well. Maybe
you were there, too. Three men killed Mack
and Otie, and rustled Kaytee cattle. Maybe
you want to deny you were there?”

Piney said, “I sure wouldn’t admit it!”

The sheriff had handcuffs on Pico. There
was a bloody streak on the lad’s face where
Lige had struck, but he had not changed ex-
pression and there was no fear in him. Lige
said, “You’re wearing those flat heels, Piney.
Nobody else around here wears them.”

The sheriff drew forth another pair of
handcuffs. Strang hurled Piney against the
doorjamb. He bounced, turning. He heard
‘Lige bellow, “I demand the arrest of this damn
barber !”’

Slip was far away in the hills. Lawyer Ma-
son was no bulwark of defense. Piney’s mind
raced. He staggered, purposefully. Lige’s big
black horse was not securely tied to the rail.
Piney’s quick, strong hand snapped loose the
reins.

He made one jump and landed in the saddle.
Bending low, he kicked at the amazed horse’s
ribs. He heard the singing of the first bullet,
then he had the black under control and came
around. He put the animal straight at them,
into the teeth of their drawn guns. He stayed
low, on the neck of the animal and drew out
the razor he had automatically folded into
his pocket when the ruckus started.

The big sheriff made a leap to grab the
bridle, while Lige and John Strang, caught
unawares, were scrambling for safety. Pico
came around, slipping his thin wrists from
the awkward, ancient handcuffs. In one jump
he was up behind Piney.

HE razor licked out. The sheriff’s arm

showed red, he fell away, howling more

in fright than in pain at the sight of
the opened razor. The black horse made two
jumps and turned a corner. Piney immediate-
ly slid down from its back and with a slap,
sent it kiting for home.

Pico, rubbing his wrists, said, “We run
now, eh?”

Piney was already racing for the rear of
his shop. The stable door was open and in a
trice they had saddles on Jenkins and the
pony. They could hear the yelling and ex-
citement outdoors as the Kaytee formed a
posse for pursuit. Piney reached in the bag
and got his guns. He pulled the belt buckle
tight and said, “You better ride and get Slip.
He'll want in on this. We’re in the open,
now.” ;

Pico said, “I no stay with you?”

“Take the short cut, evade the draw and
give the signal from the mesa top. Slip’ll be
around,” said Piney. “I’'m not running from
Saddleville. You take Jenkins along so they’ll

think I’ve gone even when they find the black
is riderless.” :

Pico said reluctantly, “You plenty smart,
senor. But I no like to leave you.”

Piney said, “Get Slip. It’s important, Pico.”

The Mexican youth shrugged and mounted.
Dusk was not far away and the lad could
ride like a ghost, Piney knew. The two horses
disappeared past the fence which Piney had
erected for just such an emergency.

Piney drew a deep breath and examined
his guns. The months of practise would have
to pay off now, he thought. If Slip could get
in, striking with the vantage of surprise, there
might even be a chance. . . .

But if he had submitted to arrest by the
sheriff, with all those Kaytee riders in town,
there would have been a lynching and he
knew it well. The tinhorns and hangers-on
of the Kaytee and the Keystone bar would
have seen to that, while Lige and John re-
mained in the background. The Kaytee, he
realized, meant to do things legally—up to a
certain point. The sheriff was a fine tool in
their hands.

He walked cautiously along the fence
towards the shop where Alice would be wait-
ing for some word. He had to be very care-
ful not to involve her. Lige would not be
able to save her from John Strang’s vitriolic
rage if she were suspected of complicity in
the war Piney had started.

On Main Street the gamblers were yiping
and the Kaytee men left to keep the pot boil-
ing were swearing that Piney and Pico would
dance from the end of ropes that night. Piney
wished that the sun would go completely to
rest. He needed time to wait for Slip, to make
plans against this sudden and unfortunate turn
of events.

He scratched at the back door of Alice’s
shop. There was no reply. He tried again.

The door opened. One of the Kaytee men
was holding Alice’s mouth, throttling her at-
tempt to- warn Piney. Okie laughed and said,
“Come on in, barber. John’ll be tickled to
know you walked in on us. It proves he was
right 1”

- HE thing they did not know was about
the guns. They were accustomed to
seeing him unarmed, to the belief that

he never carried weapons and was not a
fighter. He had been slapped around with
impunity by Lige and John and they expected
no trouble from him.

It was scant advantage, against two men.
But Piney had the right hand gun out and
was steadying it, not making a flashy attempt
‘at a quick shot, aiming it to kill. He pressed
the trigger and the gun boomed very loudly
in the little back room of the shop. Okie
bounced against the wall,
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The second man could have had him, but
Piney had counted upon Alice. She threw her
weight to one side and the Kaytee hand went
off balance as he tried to get in his shot.
Piney cut him down with ease.

He stood there, the gun smoking. His pulse
was going like a race horse. He said numbly,
“First time I ever shot at a man, Alice. It—
it kinda makes me sick—but he—they—were
maulin’ you !”

Alice said rapidly, “John Strang sent them.
He suspects that I've been pumping Lige for
information. He has seen you and me to-
gether. He’s very smart—smarter than we
thought.”

Mechanically Piney filled the empty cham-
bers of his gun. The two Kaytee men lay
awkwardly upon the floor. One was not quite
dead and his low moans were terrible in
Piney’s ears. But Alice seemed not to listen,
or to care. She said, “This is war. If Slip
could come in, it would be better.”

He told her about Pico. She nodded. “Lige
and John rode out with the posse. But they’ll
be back. Strang is the best sign reader in
the country.”

Piney said, “I'm not running. I'm through
with sneaking around.”

She said, “They’ll kill you, Piney. You're
no crack shot. You’re no killer.”

Piney put the gun back in the holster. He
said, “I’m good enough. Slip said so. Barbers
have steady hands, Alice. I may not be so
swift on the draw—but I won’t miss Lige or
John.”

She insisted, “You should ride out, circle
them, and bring Slip and Pico back.”

“I’'m going back to my shop,” said Piney
grimly. He bent and seized the heels of the
nearest dead Kaytee man. The corpse was
amazingly heavy, but he tugged it through
the back door and into the alley. He dragged
the other one after, piling them neatly. He
panted, “Stay close and don’t let Strang near
you. Have you got a gun?”’

She said, “You must have gomne crazy,
Piney. You can’t stay in the shop. . . .”

Piney said, “It’s time to come out and fight
them. They’d have hanged us all. They came
after you!”

“They wouldn’t have really harmed me,” she
said. “Piney, you must—"

He saw the real concern in her and it gave
him a warm feeling. He said, “Thank you,
Alice.”

He went out before she could say any more.

He stepped gingerly around the two dead
men and proceeded along the alley to his
shop. He went through the rear door and
there were four men playing pool, local fel-
lows, not Kaytee men. Their eyes bugged at
:ihfi sight of him, then they turned as one and

ed. :

He put up the pool cues and straightened
the balls in the rack. The cue ball rolled about
on the green cloth. It stopped near the side
pocket. Piney grinned at it, then went to his
razors and began stropping the one he had
nicked upon the sheriff’'s forearm.

He finished the task, put the razor in his
pocket and looked at his watch. It was his
regular closing time, so he reached up and
turned off the lamps. The friendliness of the
dark, familiar shop was a comfort. He sat in
the chair with his feet propped up and waited.

HEN he heard the sound of the

horses he stretched, dropped his feet

to the floor and listened, hunched, a
slight, insignificant figure. The word would
be out, spread by the pool players, that Piney
Talcott was in town, in his shop. He heard
loud voices, then footsteps. He hitched the
guns into place and took a place near the
pool table.

In the rear were other, stealthier sounds.
He wheeled and called in a low voice; “Slip ?”

“Yeah,” came the reply. “I'll lay low.
They’re on their way, a passel of ’em!”

Piney said, “It’s all right, Sip. Don’t get
hurt and take care of Alice. I'm ready for
’em. I'm tired of—" :

The door shattered under a sudden attack.
Kaytee men surged, yelling. Piney drew the
right hand gun and held it on them, steady
as a rock. The left gun was for use only when
the other was empty, as Slip had taught him.
He said:

“Back up there, you all!”

Lige came pushing through. The Kaytee
men stood under Piney’s guns, unbelieving,
hesitant, unable to see plainly in the light re-
flected from the street lamp.

Lige said, “You dirty little murderer!”

His hand dipped down. His big body
hunched, his eyes flashed, the Kaytee men
came to life.

Piney fired once, twice. He said clearly,
“Get your gun out, Lige. I'm givin’ you
evens I” :

Lige whipped out his weapon. Two Kaytee
men were staggering. From the rear of the
shop there was a rattle of fire. The other
gunslingers were milling, caught in hot wa-
ter, surprised by the crossfire. Lige stepped
forward as if to throw his bullet with the
strength of his big body.

Piney held the gun at hip height, aiming
by pointing a metaphorical fingertip. He
pressed the trigger evenly, watching Lige.
Then he stepped aside, quickly.

Lige’s gun burst into flame. Piney’s left arm
spun, the gun dropped from his fingers,

He saw Tom Mason coming across the
street. The other Kaytee men were stopped,
for Tom was carrying a shotgun, menacing
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the crowd. Lige took another step, then seemed
to buckle at the knees. Upon his face was an
expression of utter amazement and disbelief.

Piney heard the shots from the doorway, but
only his left arm seemed damaged. He saw
John Strang leap away from the mob and
managed to duck aside as the big man began
blasting with two guns, smashing glass, send-
ing the lead through the shop.

Piney put down the gun to steady himself.
The shock of the bullet wound in his arm was
wearing off. His hand touched the cue ball
and some instinct bade him pick it up.

He held it in his right hand as John Strang
came through the door, brave as a lion, going
to the attack without thought of anything but
the kill. His wolfish, thin lips curled back and

he balanced on his tiny feet, seeking Piney in’

the whirl of black smoke and the sound of
popping guns. Piney drew back and threw
the pool ball with all his might.

The gun in John’s hand flew wide. The ball
struck the side of his head, driving him back,
shutting off his vision.

Piney reached for the gun on the table.
Pico wailed, “John got Sleep! It is bad,
senor !”

Piney got the gun up. Strang was coming
about, drawing a weapon from his waistband.
Strang said, “I'm finishin’ you now. It

shoulda been done long since, you damn
barber !”
Piney held the gun steady. He fired.

There was an empty, horrible click.

INEY doubled over, his left arm dan-

gling useless. His right hand found the

razor and he dove forward, into the fire
of Strang’s gun. He felt the lead whack into
him, but he could not even tell where, now
that he was going to finish it, once and for
all. Tom Mason, Junior, Alice—the quiet little
people of the town—they would have peace
again, if he could only go on.

He locked his wounded left arm over John
Strang’s gun. He deflected the muzzle,
whipped the razor once, twice. He staggered
away, collapsed over the pool table.

He heard Strang go down, heard Tom
Mason saying levelly, “There’ll be no more
violence. I’ll blast the first man who moves.
There’s a new deal coming to Saddleville!”

He would have to get a new cover for the
pool table, he thought, if he did not stop bleed-
ing all over it. He essayed to move and knew
then that Strang’s bullet was in his shoulder
muscles, on the left side, and he could get
along pretty well. He had to see Slip. .

He got to the back of the shop and Alice
was there, trying to stop the bleeding. But
there was a hole in Slip’s chest, on the left
side. Strangely, Slip’s face looked young
again, like it used to, before the Kaytee made
an outlaw of him. He looked up at Piney and
said clearly, “We did it. Both Lige and John.
You got ’em both, Piney. Guess I taught you
to hold that ole hogleg steady, didn’t I? Guess
you’ll rebuild Corner Z pronto, huh?”

Piney said, “The doc’ll be here . . .
be all right.”

Slip smiled and said, “Now it’s you who will
take care of Alice . .. so—long, folks, It was
a good fi—"

He died, smiling. Pico sobbed once, then

was still. Piney lurched away, leaning against
the wall. But outdoors he heard Tom Mason
saying, “That’s right. You Kaytee riders fork
your broncs and get out. And don’t come back.
The undertaker’ll clean up for you!”
- The little farmers -and the ranchers would
be coming back. Out to the mesa, the land
would be peaceful again. Slip was dead and
Piney was feeling ill himself—but Saddleville
was cleared of unrest.

There was still work to be done. Piney
had to go help Tom Mason. . He actually
made four steps towards the front door before
Alice caught him and eased him into the barber
chair. He murmured, “Got to have peace—no
matter how hard we fight for it.”

She was weeping, but she was holding on
to him. The doc was coming and Piney knew
he would live, all right. He could feel it in
his aching bones and in the pressure of Alice’s
strong hand. He would' live to see peace over
Saddleville—his town,
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He stood in front, facing their guns.

strapped to his side. He had just turned

nineteen and had never worn a gun into
Twin Forks before. He rode stiffly, his
patched Levis tight against his long, young
legs, his square, unfilled shoulders held back
and challengingly erect.

He saw the surprised eyes of the loafers
before the saloon follow him, and he heard
one say in astonishment, “That Tom Larkin’s
kid?” He rode on, eyes straight ahead.

Down the street he saw a man and a girl
ride out of the livery yard and toward him.

RAG LARKIN was conscious of the .45

When you wear a dead

man’s guns for the first

time to take up where a

better man left off—you’re

buying into a solo game where you
fill your hand—or die!

They hadn’t seen him and Rag Larkin want-
ed to turn down a side street to avoid them,
but he rode on down the dusty main street
of Twin Forks. He didn’t hate Don Perry
as his brother, Steele, did. And as for Jean
Buckley, he knew his place.

He rode wooden-faced toward them,
breathing deeply, trying to fill the worn leath-
er vest that had been his dad’s. Stiff pride
showed in his every movement.

Don Perry saw him first. He spoke to the

23
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girl and reined in. She drew up beside him.

Perry said, “Hello, Larkin.”

Rag nodded. He touched his hat to the
girl, “Lo, miss.” He started to ride past.

Perry put his horse before him. “Wait a
minute.” The foreman of the Broken Spur
was smiling. He had a nice, white smile. He
had nice eyes. Rag remembered Steele had
always said everything about Don Perry was
too nice to be honest.

Perry said, “You haven’t heard anything,
that you’re totin’ that iron?” Rag didn’t un-
derstand the undertone in the question. He
looked into the lean, handsome face, and
some of the tight bitterness that had come
over him since he’d been left living alone
on the Arrow spread tightened his throat.

“They’s a reason, all right,” he said curt-
ly. “Arrow cattle don’t wander off the range
by themselves. I’ve seen plenty of hoss tracks
amongst ’em. And there’s only two spreads
up at that end of the valley; mine and the
Broken Spur.”

“It’s a lie, Rag Larkin,” the girl burst
forth, “How dare you insinuate Broken Spur
punchers are shoving your stock! Where
would”we hide it? We aren’t shipping. Don’t

ou—

“The boy has hallucinations,” Perry cut
in, apparently relieved. “Go ahead, kid—
shoot hell out of any Broken Spur men who
show up that way.” Thinly veiled amuse-
ment shone in-his sky-blue eyes. And under-
neath the amusement Rag saw the contempt.

He felt his bony cheeks warm with the
anger in his throat, The range considered
him just a kid, and a gutless kid at that, be-
cause he didn’t follow in the footsteps of his
dad and older brother, Steele—drinking,
gambling, wearing a sixgun and having time
only for fine horses and letting the ranch
go to hell.

Rag loved fine horses as the close-hitched
young Morgan under him showed, but as for
the rest of it, it wasn’t in his blood. Steele
had carried a six-shooter since he was fif-
teen; Steele had never been out of scrapes.
Steele, the range said, had more sheer guts
and deviltry than any two men in Twin Fork
valley. Maybe, they said, that was why Rag
Larkin had none.

AG looked Don Perry in the eye and
said, “I ain’t got no hallucinations,
Perry. There isn’t a track I can’t read,

and they all head for Broken Spur range.
Now git that hoss outta my way or I'll ride
over you.”

With an easy laugh Perry pulled his horse
out of the way and Rag rode past them down
the street for the hardware store.

He dismounted, noted there was an un-
usual number of horses at the rail. There

was a crowd in the hardware store. Some
saw him. There was a bustle of excitement.
Rag swung his gun free, awkwardly but de-
liberately, and pushed open the door.

When he had been a kid of seven or eight,
he used to watch his dad, Long Tom, fetch
the black-butted .45 that was his dad’s con-
stant companion from its holster and blaze
at rocks and things. And his dad was
lightning fast—and deadly.

But his dad had died—at the hands of a
faster man in that very saloon up the street.

Then his brother, Steele, began wearing
the black gun and blazing away at rattlers
and poplar stumps, and Steele got to be
pretty fast with the Colt.

Then, one night three weeks ago, when
Steele was on a bender, having had words
with Jean Buckley and been ordered off the
Broken Spur by Don Perry, the stage carry-
ing the gold from old Sage Buckley’s mine
on Little Claw mountain was held up. The
driver was shot and two miners riding in
the stage swore the leader of the band rode
a horse with a white blaze and four stock-
inged feet.

The horse had come home that night, rider-
less, and later Steele came on foot, cursing,
half drunk, a heavy welt of a gun bruise on
his forehead. :

“Somebody clouted me as I left the saloon,”
he told Rag. “I woke up down by the can-
yon.”

The next day the sheriff came and Steele
went off to jail cursing and vowing vengeance
on the men who’d framed him.

After that, the black Colt hung unused
in its holster above the kitchen door and
Rag, just turned nineteen, had decided a man
could get along without a .45 belted to his hip
—until his meager herd had begun dwindling.

He pushed into the hardware store and saw
Sam Daley there, Joe Bender, Tom Reed;
then his eyes widened a little for old Sage
Buckley, boss of the Broken Spur, was in the
midst of the group and he had been doing
the talking.

Rag walked to the counter and all eyes,
in the sudden silence, followed him. Judd
Beaver, the proprietor, hobbled forward on
his wooden leg. Rag said:

“Four boxes shells. Forty-fives.”

UDD BEAVER glanced at Sage Buckley;
then put the shells on the counter, Ray
took silver from his Levis, paid for the

shells, and with them in his big, bony hands
started for the door.

“Hold on, younker,” Sage Buckley’s harsh
voice boomed forth. “Who you getting them
shells for?”

“Who do you think?” Rag said evenly,
He eyed the solid, prosperous rancher with
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unfriendly eyes. In his heart he knew Sage
Buckley to be an honest man and one who
would never order his men to rustle a steer
if it cost him the Broken Spur. But Arrow
cattle had been disappearing. And then there
never had been any love between Tom Larkin
and Sage Buckley. Buckley was the thrifty,
hard-working, solid ranch-owner.

Now Buckley’s square face tightened omin-
ously. “I reckon I got a right to know. Last
night my stage was held up again and both
guards killed. It come in empty of the gold.”

Rag felt his lips twitch. “Guess that proves
Steele didn’t do it in the first place, doesn’t
it?” He looked stiffly at the ring of older
men. They thought him just a kid. He could
tell it in their eyes. And it made him angry.

“It proves something, all right,” the grizzled
Buckley said. “Last night your brother,
Steele, hit Sheriff Proudy over the head, stole
a gun and a horse and fanned out.”

ag felt his fingers grow limp. Steele—
escaped! He heard Buckley go on:

“He got a gun, but only six shells. What
you going to do with them cartridges?” His
voice was very even now, and hard, and
Rag, to prevent the boxes from slipping to
the floor in his stunned amazement, gripped
them suddenly.

They saw the movement.

Rag spoke, stumblingly. “I—I been prac-
ticing. My cattle been disappearing and I
figured it’s about time I protect ’em.”

Snaggle-toothed Joe Bender guffawed. Rag
forced the quick anger back into his chest.

“That’s what I said,” he answered grim-
ly. “I’'m through having my stock run onto
Broken Spur range an’ disappear. Take it or

lump it, Sage Buckley, but that’s what’s hap-
pening. An’ I aim to do something about it.
These cartridges shoot at Broken Spur punch-
ers.”

Buckley turned white, then red with fury,
and finally he choked the knots out of his
thick, wind-tanned neck. “We’'ll settle that
some other time, Rag Larkin, but jest for the
moment you put them shells back on the
counter and git!” His voice was harsh from
his fury.

Rag stiffened. He had a gun. Some of the
others wore guns. They were old men, but
he had a right to these shells—

A door creaked to his right and Don Perry
stood there smiling. In his soft-leather boots
and soft gray shirt he made a fine, six-footed
picture. His sky-blue eyes were laughing to-
ward the gaunt, ill-clad Arrow spread kid.

“I reckon you heard the boss,” Perry
drawled.

Rag looked at the ungloved hand on the
silver-butted Colt at Perry’s right thigh.
Perry was good at throwing iron. Damned
good. Even Steele had grudgingly admitted
that.

Rag spoke finally through tight lips, “I
got six cartridges left in my gun, the same
number as Steele has got. I reckon that will
be enough.” He put down the shells, wheeled
and strode from the store,

T THE side door he saw Jean Buckley
A sitting on her pinto, waiting with Don

Perry’s horse, and by her frightened
eyes Rag knew it had been Perry who'd de-
cided to come back, probably to force him into
a gun-fight.

NOT SINCE
/ USE

STAR BLADES/
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The thought fanned Rag’s already flaming
anger. He gung his lean, ragged-clothed legs
over his Morgan and spurred before her.

“Steele didn’t do any robbin’ and killin’
and you know it! He wouldn’t hurt you or
no one—unless riled!” He felt like a ragged
uncouth kid before her brown, womanly eyes,
although he knew she wasn’t as old as he
was. “‘And what’s more,” he went on hotly,
trying to choke down the feeling with a rush
of brave words, “We’ll show you Buckleys!
We'll—I'l1—”

He snapped his teeth together as he real-
ized he was making kid-like boasts. He jerked
the Morgan around on its haunches and,
spurred, the horse leaped for the open street.
He clattered out of Twin Forks in a furious
storm of dust that settled over the wondering
loafers before the saloon. And the one who'd
spoken before, said, .

“T reckon that Larkin younker’s come alive
3t lz’l’st. I allus figgered he’d bust loose some

ay.

Rag rode the mesa trail home. If Steele
were loose he’d be more apt to run into his
brother up there, than on the valley road.
Broken Spur used the valley road almost ex-
clusively. :

But he didn’t meet Steele, even when he
passed the wilderness of rock and granite
that in some age-old past had been spewed
down the side of Big Claw Mountain to form
a practically impassable barrier up and over
the formidable mountain to the range on the
other side. It was called “The Rocks.” When
Tom Larkin and Sage Buckley had staked out
in Twin Fork Valley, it had been the hide-
out of renegades and outlaws, but years ago
it had.been cleaned out and its myriad trails
and thousand hiding pockets had long since
been forgotten.

Rag skirted Broken Spur range, rade the
mine road for a piece until it entered the
deep forest of Little Claw, then struck out
across the scrub pines and lush pocket
meadows for his own ranch.

The mountain twilight was thick over pine-
clump and trail as Rag shoved through the
last screen of jackpine to dip into the long,
shelving slope that was the headquarters
of the Arrow spread. He peered intently at
the drab, rambling ranch house in hope of a
light, before he remembered that Steele would
be foolish to light a lamp. He would be fool-
ish even to come home, but in his heart Rag
knew Steele would come. The Larkins stuck
together. And with the thought he spurred
down onto the flat.

Steele wasn’t there. Rag lighted the kero-
sene lamp, shined the chimney and put it pur-
posely near the window. Then he began
rustling some grub.

. Steele would be hungry.

kitchen range. The rising wind com-

ing off Little Claw sucked at the great
ranch chimney. The light shone bright and
steady in the long room that once had seated
a dozen cowpunchers.

Rag stood at the open door, where he had
thought and dreamed his plans scores of
times as he gazed over the moonlit range,
but tonight he wasn’t thinking of cattle and
fencing and range grass; he was thinking of
Steele and what he could do to help his
brother,

A lawyer over in Chilcoot had said he could
get Steele a new trial if more evidence was
brought up—but the lawyer said he’d have
to have five hundred dollars in addition to
the new evidence, and Rag had neither. He
hadn’t even had the cattle to sell since the
rustling had begun.

It began raining softly as he stared into
the wet night and it came to him with a
startling flash that none of their meager stock
had been rustled before Steele had gone to
jail. It was after! Someone knew the case
could be opened up! Someone didn’t want a
new trial! Rag grew rigid with the thought.

The click of a horse’s hoof against rock
brought him up sharply. Steele? No. If it
were Steele, his bother would come fast,
hallooing.

Rag’s hand went to his father’s gun at his
hip and he stepped out of the doorway light
into the shadow and listened, eyes boring
hard into the darkness up-trail.

Then a blue flicker of mountain lightning
came and in the glimmer Rag saw a horse
approaching, its rider slumped over its with-
ers, The blue light was gone and Rag heard
the click of hoofs again and knew the horse
was moving slowly, hesitantly, unguided,
drawn by the smell of woodsmoke. And with
a curse Rag rammed the gun tight into the
holster and ran out into the rain. They’d got-
ten Steele. . . .

A squall of rain broke over him. Another
blue flicker of lightning, He saw the horse
alone now, anchor-tied by reins to the man
at his feet. The man had fallen from the
saddle,

Rag scrambled in the mud to the man’s side
and rolled him over. It wasn’t Steele!

He peered closer and in the blue light saw
it was Jeb Kimball, a Broken Spur puncher.

“Kimball!” he muttered, then his fingers
touched wet stickiness on the man’s chest and
he knew the Buckley man had been riding
a long time with a bullet wound. He leaned
close, got the unconscious man on his power-
ful shoulders, then walked steadily through
the rain for the ranch house kitchen,

Kimball was still alive. He put the moan-
ing rider on a cot besides the range stove

THE fire began crackling in the big
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and opened his shirt. He saw an ugly mass
of coagulated blood low in the left shoulder;
it spewed blood slowly in the center, with
faint, measured pumps—it would soon be all
over for Jeb Kimball. The lead had blazed
too close to the heart.

He looked to the elderly man’s ash-gray
face and the lips moved. Rag bent low to
catch what they said.

“, . . I was chasing strays in The Rocks
. . . they robbed the coach . . . tried to stop
’em . . . plugged me . .. I got away—holed
up—" His voice gasped fainter. “Steele Lar-
kin was with ’em . . . tell old Sage ...” The
voice sank and Rag could make out no more.
He looked at the graying lips upon which
death was fast implanting its seal, and he
felt numb with horror at what he had just
heard.

A man wouldn’t lie on the doorstep of
death!

E STRAIGHTENED. He looked

down at the dead puncher, And an

unseen weight seemed to fall onto his
shoulders. The wind soughed through the
pines outside and the rain slapped against the
windows and Rag fought the bitterness, the
loneliness, the doubt in his young soul, and
finally he turned away and dragged out his
slicker and began making up his pack. He’d
go to Steele.

The man on the cot lay still when he’d
finished. Rag looked. Jeb Kimball was dead.
Rag took out Kimball’s gun, put it in his
pack. He took off Kimball’s gunbelt and shift-
ed its cartridges to his own. He put on his
slicker, then wrapped the man in a blanket
and carried him out into the rain to his horse.
He tied the dead puncher onto the saddle with
the man’s own lariat, then he got his own
horse and swinging into the saddle he headed
the Morgan across the flats and down deeper
into the Valley toward the Broken Spur ranch
house, leading the other pony and its grue-
some burden.

the Broken Spur headquarters loomed

in the wet night and Rag rode around
to the front porch of the great house. A light
shone and Rag was surprised; it was almost
midnight,

He dismounted in the drizzle and with the
gutt of his .45 he pounded on the heavy oak

oor.

Sage Buckley opened it. At the sight of
Rag Larkin, Buckley’s grizzled eyes showed
his surprise. “What do you. want?” he asked
grufily.

Rag looked past him. Don Perry and Jean
Buckﬁey were ‘seated at the oilcloth-covered
table ; evidently they’d been poring over some

HOURS later the sprawled buildings of

:-lanch papers. Both were looking toward the
oor.

“I got a rider of yours out here strapped
to his horse. He’s dead.”

“Dead ?” Buckley said.

“Who is it?” Perry asked, suddenly com-
ing forward. He'd now recognized Rag. The
girl had, too, for she was standing with her
hand to her throat. Rag saw she still had on
blue jeans and riding boots, but her hat was
off and her hair was a mass of brown gold
in the lamplight. Her dark eyes were on him,
wide, slightly terrified. Rag was puzzled.
She’d looked at him like that when he’d come
out of the hardware store after having been
faced down by Don Perry.

He took his eyes from her and looked at
Buckley. “It is Jeb Kimball. He was riding
near the mine road along the Rocks when
he busted into the stage hold-up. Somehow
he got mixed in it and plugged. He lay some-
where tryin’ to stop the blood for a day, then
made a try for here but got only as far as the
Arrow.”

“How do you know all this?” Buckley
asked hard with suspicion.*®

Rag flushed. “Think I plugged him?”

Buckley’s bulldog jaw was working. “I
heard you talkin’ today, seems to me.”

Rag said angrily, “He told me before he
died, that’s what.”

“Sure—sure,” Perry drawled beside his
boss. His blue eyes, a little greenish in the
shadowy light, flickered with the hint of a
sneer. “Sure, we couldn’t do anything but
believe you.”

Rag caught the import—Perry was calling
him yellow! Anger glinted in the Arrow
kid’s deep gray eyes as he swung to the fore-
man.

“Keep at it, Perry. Some day I'll draw
on you. And I won’t be the slowest.” His
voice was low for suddenly, like his brother,
Steele, he hated this man, He couldn’t rightly
say why.

“What did you come here for?” Buckley
cut in harshly.

“I came for some men,” Rag said. “Those
robbers are holed up somewhere back in the
Rocks and they can be hunted out by some-
body who knows the trails. I know a few
on the Arrow side. How about it?” In his
heart he wanted to get his brother away.

The two Broken Spur men exchanged
glances, then Buckley said, “Why don’t you
take your own?”

“I haven’t any any more.”
~ “What?”

“T let ’em all go, “Rag said simply. ‘I
ﬁgtlxred on saving money to get Steele out of
jail.”

Buckley stared at his neighbor. Then he
shook his thick shoulders. “An’ you began
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losing stock then, is that how you figure it?”
Rag shrugged. “Let’s not go into that
again. Do I get the men? Nic Jason, Bill
Todd, Ranny Jones—they’re good men.”
“Not by a damn sight!” Perry cut in. “We
ain’t turning over any waddies to a Larkin,
you can bet your hat on that. If the boss,
here, says go, I lead ’em, not a gutless kid.”

ley. He stared out into the rain, a
fierce smile on his lips. He, laughed
harshly. s

He heard Buckley say, “So at last the
proud and mighty Larkins are down to their
uppers. Whiskey and gunfighting has got the
best of them. Raisin’ fine hosses and hell fin-
ished them. And now this younker comes to
me and asks for my men—when probably his
own brother shot Jeb Kimball.”

“You liel”

It rang out, torn from Rag’s white lips.
He stood there quivering before them. He
didn’t notice the girl had gone. He said bit-
terly, in a strained voice, “Some day, Buck-
ley, 'l make you eat those words. And
some day, Perry, I'll burn out those devil-
eyes of yours with hot lead and stamp your
dirty tongue back down your throat. I'm go-
ing into the Rocks myself.”

He turned and swung onto the wet Morgan
and galloped off into the night, tears of rage
flying from his eyes.

He was dipping over the bank of Frog
creek when the muffled thud of wet hoofs be-
hind him made him pull the Morgan into a
thicket of willow and wait. Was it Perry
coming to shoot it out?

A moment, and out of the blackness a
slender figure appeared on a horse that
showed white spots in the darkness, and Rag
recognized, with a start, Jean Buckley and
her pinto.

He moved the Morgan onto the trail.
“Where are you going?”

She jerked the pinto so sharply it slipped
to its haunches. “You startled me,” she said.

“Where are you going?” he repeated.

“I wanted to catch you.”

“What for?” He said it harshly. She
spoke fast.

“Hal Evars was combing for steers with
Kimball. He escaped and fanned home, and
got all the men. They are in the Rocks now,
chasing—" She stopped as if out of breath,
but Rag knew it had been for another rea-
son. He said sharply, “What’s that?”

“Chasing your brother, Steele, and the out-
laws,” She blurted it. “Evars left a note tell-
ing us.”

Rag sat still. .He didn’t show his surprise
that they knew. But the knowledge struck
deeper the knife of bitterness in his heart.

THE foreman’s fiery words stirred Buck-

They, too, believed Steele had robbed the
coach and murdered. Everybody was against
the Larkins.

He cried out suddenly to her in the dark-
ness. “Steele didn’t do it! I tell you he
didn’t! If he was there, he had some reason!
Don’t—you believe in him?”

And then Rag didn’t know how it was but
she had her horse up beside his and her
hand was on his arm. “Rag,” he heard her
say. “For your sake, I believe in him.” She
said it softly.

He stared. It was the first time in his life
he’d heard her call him that. He'd never
heard a woman speak in that tone of voice
before. She was only eighteen, he knew. He
was nineteen, almost a man. But she wasn’t
;slpeaking for Steele. She was speaking for

im!

He looked at her. He bent forward.

And suddenly he couldn’t still the queer
racing fires that sprang up in him. He was
so close to her that he could see the bright-
ness of her brown eyes wide in the paleness
of her smooth face. He trembled and he want-~
ed to put out his hand and touch her face,
but he withdrew it and at his knee pressure
the Morgan moved away a step.

He said, “You're a Buckley. I'm just a
no-good Larkin, You shouldn’t have come out
here. Go back. Steele didn’t rob that coach,
but we Larkins have to stick together. I'm
going to find him and help him.” His voice
was ragged. It hurt his throat.

She tried to move her horse closer. “Don’t,”
she cried. “Can’t you see they’ll kill you?
They’ll mistake you for Steele—and if he
isn’t in with the robbers, the robbers will
shoot.” He laughed bitterly. “I know all
that. I know there’s been a plot against us
Larkins on this range ever since Steele had
enough courage to come to the Broken Spur
and ,court you. And you can’t tell me differ-.
ent.”

He wheeled his horse and angrily put spurs
to it.

“Rag,” she cried. “It wasn’t dad! I swear
it—” Her voice was lost in the splash of
water as the Morgan took Frog Creek in
frenzied, spurred plunges. And he was glad
to lose it. He spurred the horse on.

HE rain had let up when Rag entered
the Rocks. He went into them from

the Broken Spur side. Buckley’s punch-
ers would be combing the Arrow side in their
search for Steele; they would figure he’d hole
up in territory he knew best.

But no one knew the Rocks. And the deep-
er one got up into their tangled fastness
where Little Claw and Big Claw came to-
gether the more he was lost in its miles of
rock canyons, blind gullies, sheer drop-offs
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and thousands of mountain, rock-choked
streams where the touch of a loose boulder
would send tons of landsliding shale onto
the wayward cowboy. Rag plunged onward.

He knew the danger—he leaned forward,
patted the neck of his sure-footed Morgan.
“It’s up to you, boy.”

The night wore on. The Morgan toiled up-
ward. In the darkness Rag let the big horse
choose his own way. Around great columns
of rock they moved, twisting, turning, boring
deeper and deeper into the wild fastness.
And Rag kept twisting his head up and to all
sides, listening above the mournful sound of
wind in the canyons. It sounded like a knell,
giving forth a sad, ominous sound, and Rag
shivered, strangely.

But no other sounds came to him, nor the
scent of burning wood or the flicker of a
campfire from far-off rocky walls. All was
wet blackness with the wind crying and the
Morgan toiling obediently forward. Hours
dragged by.

Then he saw it. It was a momentary, tell-
tale flicker from a great gash of red rock high
in the blackness. There was a camp fire deep
in that canyon! And with a murmur he urged
the horse forward. This trail must lead to it.

A half-hour later he slipped from the Mor-
gan and snakebellied to a little rim of rock.
He looked down into a saucer-shaped gulch.
Two men were crouched around a red fire.
A third lay, half in the shadows, in a cavern
behind them. Horses stood in the darkness
to the right. :

,Rag looked and, as the firelight leaped
momentarily, his heart turned over sicken-
ingly.

There clear, in the red glow lay his brother
Steele, asleep.

For a long minute Rag lay there trying
to fight down the feeling in his throat. That
these men were the outlaws there wasn't a
doubt. He could see the heavy saddle packs
lying on the ground; he could see additional
pack horses. And Steele—he’d timed his
break to coincide! He'd broken jail and
joined them!

How long he lay there in the wet rocks
wishing the Colt in his hand was a Win-
chester, he didn’t know, but a sound behind
him that wasn’t the Morgan aroused him.
He started to turn.

“Reach, hombre,” a hard voice said. “An’
drop that gun.”

The 45 clattered to the rocks. Rag swore
through tight lips. He’d never dreamed they’d
post a guard in this wilderness.

“Back up now,” the man said. “Go around
that big rock an’ take the path down.” A
gun poked Rag’s wet shirt against his skin
and he walked as directed. It was an easy
trail down into the saucer.

two men by the firelight had dived for
rifles and to posts in the darkness. Now
they came forward.

One was a little, pot-bellied man who had
a black patch over one eye and a scar run-
ning across his nose as if a gun had blazed
in his face. The other was gaunt, with a
long bony face and horsey teeth. Both wore
whiskers. Both were incredibly dirty, in torn
shirts and hanging Levis.

“What did you find, Tad?” One-eyed
called out.

Rag was walking forward. His eyes were
on his brother. Steele hadn’t moved. Then
they came closer and Rag saw Steele was
gagged and bound hand and foot! And, al-
though his eyes were open, he had a great
gash over his right eye and there were a
dozen bruises about his head. He'd put up a
hght ;

Steele’s gray eyes lighted with recognition.
Rag started to go forward when his captor
yanked him back.

“Hold on. Who the hell are yuh? What
you doin’ up here?”

“He’s Larkin’s kid brother!” One of the
others shouted. “That’s Rag Larkin.”

Rag looked at the man who’d spoken—
the tall, gaunt one, He didn’t know the other.
Rag said, drawling: “I was just traveling
through—"

“The hell you were!” The man behind him
spun him around and Rag saw his captor
was the largest of the trio, a great giant of
a man with a flowing red beard. A hand
closed around his throat. “Why did you come
up here? How did you find your way?”

Rag looked at the raised gun. He was
scared; he knew it, but he couldn’t show
them he was. He said, “I’m looking for my
brother. A cowpuncher came to the ranch,
wounded, said he was up here.”

“You come alone?”

Rag nodded. And a little bitterness crept
into his voice. “I tried to get some of Sage
Buckley’s men but he wouldn’t let them
come.”

The bitterness made it convincing. The
leader gave him a shove to the other two.
“Tie him up,” he said curtly, and he cursed
something unintelligible about being held up
here which Rag couldn’t get. Horse-face and
One-eye pushed him toward the cave and the
little man gave Steele a kick. “Roll over an’
make room for your kin.”

The blow stung Rag. He had his hands
free. With one motion he sent a right fist
against the man’s good eye. The outlaw
dropped. Rag choked out:

“Kick my brother, will you—"

A blinding, whirling darkness closed in
on him and he pitched senseless to his face

q T THE first sounds up on the rim, the
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from the hard blow of Horse-face’s gunbutt.

E OPENED his eyes. They hurt.

There was a tearing pain running from

his temples to the back of his head.
He tried to focus his aching, misting eyes, but
couldn’t, then he heard something close to him
and memory came back. He was tied up. He
was in the same cave with Steele. He tried to
fight the fiery cobwebs dragging over his
brain. He turned his body. And his eyesight
cleared.

Steele was speaking in a whisper from
under a loosened gag. “You put up a good
fight, kid, but you shouldn’t have. It was two
agin one and they had guns.”

Rag tried to answer but the filthy neck-
erchief knotted through his mouth prevented
him. Steele went on quietly:

“They’re waiting for someone, been here
two days. I knew they’d spring another job.
That first one didn’t give them enough dust
to make a haul.”

Rag nodded, signifying for Steele to go
on, and the older brother continued, as if
eager to clear himself,

“A month ago I met these three gents in
Twin Fork and was drinking with them.
When I left someone slugged me. Remem-
" ber I told you about the three strangers? In
jail T got to thinking back and remembered
one let slip something about Perry. I began
putting things together in jail there. Kid,
Don 'Perry is at the bottom of the whole damn
mess !” %

One of the men at the fire half-turned as
if listening. Then the wind began to moan
once more, and Rag was glad.

“Perry came here four years ago, a grub-
liner on the move,” Steele went on. “Perry
ain’t his real name, but no one knew that
and he dug in. When he got to be foreman
of Broken Spur he begin getting ideas. But
I put a crimp in his plan. I was a no-good,
but Jean always sorta distrusted Perry an’
I knew it. So what’s he do but bring in some
of his old pards an’ frame me, one guy us-
ing my horse during the hold-up, then lettin’
it loose to come home alone.”

Steele’s muffled voice went on in the dark-
ness of the cavern. “They got them box can-
yons yonder jammed with steers ready to
make their break-away,” Steele whispered.
“An’ a lot of Broken Spur stuff Perry doesn’t
know about.”

Rag’s eyes asked the question and Steele
read it. He answered, “What they waiting
for? They need papers to ship them cattle,
I figure, and Perry is forgin’ em, probably
to tie up with some crooked shipper he knows
across the range.”

Rag nodded. Now he understood why Hal
Evars and Jeb Kimball were rummaging

in the Rocks., The Broken Spur punchers
had been missing stock also; they’d acci-
dentally run into the outlaws just at the mo-
ment Steele was trying a one-man-posse ar-
rest on his own. There’d been a three-way
gun-battle. The outlaws had captured Steele.
Jeb Kimball and Hal Evars escaped in dif-
ferent directions but with the same story:
Steele Larkin was with the outlaws!

AG moved, trying the rawhide that bound
his hands behind him. It was stiff and
hard. He strained and pulled the leath-

er into his flesh.

Steele whispered, “Good kid. You came
to me, Rag. But you can’t get loose from
that damn rawhide. I've tried all night.”

Rag’s eyes showed his fear momentarily,
and Steele said, “If we get a break, kid, T'll
kill that Perry with my bare hands!”

Rag looked down at Steele’s leg which
lay in a peculiar pesition. He’d thought
there was an odd grayness about his brother’s
face when he first entered the cave, and
Steele saw his glance. Steele said, ‘“‘She’s
busted all right. But we’ll get a break be-
fore they chuck us over one of these canyons.
By God, I’'ve got one coming.”

Rag heard the shaking desperation in his
brother’s voice and knew that if there was
a break coming, he would have to make it.
Steele with a busted leg was helpless.” He
began straining at the rawhide, which now
he could feel was softening with blood.

Suddenly there was a scuffle on the rim
above. And again both renegades by the
fire grabbed rifles and dove for the shadows.

In wonder the two Larkins watched from
the cave and in a moment the big, red-beard-
ed outlaw came down the path. And shoved
i;,he'ad of him at gun muzzle was Sage Buck-
ey!

Rag lay back, limp with astonishment.
Buckley! What was he doing way up here?

“Right popular place around here,” the
leader growled. ‘“Who the hell’s this gink?”

“Gink! Why thet’s old Buckley! He owns
the Broken Spur! He’s Trask’s boss—"’

“Shut up!” The outlaw leader spun,
cracked One-eye across the mouth, and in
the cave Steele swore. Rag heard him say,
“Trask! That damned murderous killer! So
that’'s who he is. Sam Trask from Abi-
lene !”

And then Rag knew Steele meant Don
Perry.

One-eye crawled to his feet whining. “What
the hell’s the difference? They all go over
a cliff fer buzzard’s bait anyway.”

“This guy, too?” Horse-face asked. “Hell,
Tad,” we're gettin’ into pretty high stakes
now.

The leader looked around the rimrock,
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where the gray of dawn was beginning to
touch, “I don’t like it,” he muttered. “Too
many’s been gittin’ in here.”

One-eye said, “Hell, let’s toss these nosey
guys over an’ drag.”

“Yeah,” Horse-face said.
swag. To hell with the cattle.”

Avarice- gleamed in the big man’s eyes.
“No,” ‘he said. “Them beeves will bring as
much as twice the gold. He said he’ll be
here at sun-up, an’ he will. He'll be damn
glad to be shut of us. Tie Buckley up.”

He returned to the rim and the other two
tied a cursing Sage Buckley and threw him
into the cave, Then silence once more was
over them and over the camp of the outlaws.

RAG was working furiously on his bonds.

“We gét the

He felt pain no longer. Once loose—his

thoughts raced on—maybe they hadn’t
searched Buckley. He knew the rancher al-
ways carried a pistol in a shoulder holster.
Once his hands were free—

He looked up to the jagged peaks of Big
Claw. Gray light was softly beginning to out-
line the slopes. In a few minutes dawn would
break.

He wrenched savagely, One hand was com-
ing free. He pulled again and brought it
forth. He looked at it and it was bleeding,
unfeeling. Disregarding the pain he forced it
to claw off the rawhide from the other hand.
Buckley and Steele watched him.

Rag lay still a moment as One-eye got up
and walked toward them. The man looked
at them in the darkness and Rag thought his
heart would give him away, but then with a
curse One-eye returned to the fire. “Damn,

Thought I heard something moving out there.”

Quickly Rag reached up and ripped off his
gag. He got Buckley’s .45. Then Steele
whispered. “There’s a khnife in my hip
pocket.”

Rag silently got it. He ripped Steele’s
bonds and Buckley rolled over for his to be
slashed. The movement of his big body on
the gravel of the cave bed, brought the two
at the campfire up fast,

But not fast enough.

“Drop those guns,” Rag said.

“You first, Horse-face,” Rag continued.
“Unbuckle your belt and let it slick to the
ground; then step away. You next, One-
eye.!’ .

They obeyed. Rag gave Steele the .45.
“Cover ’em, while I get those rifles.”

He started out of the cave when some-
thing burned his left shoulder and he spun
back into the cave involuntarily as the crack
of a Winchester echoed from the rim.

“Damn. I thought he’d be down the trail,”
Rag muttered.

“We need them rifles,” Buckley said, “or
he’ll pot us from the other side like rats in
a grain barrel.”

Steele said, “Like hell he will. You two!
Come close here. Lay down in front of us.”

In the dawning light, both paled. “He’ll
shoot us!”

“What the hell you think he’ll do to us!”
Rag said, tearing his shirt away from the
bullet crease on his shoulder. “Make ’em roll
those rocks here, Steele. One at a time.”

“Hello down there,” the leader’s voice
called.

“Throw out that gun and come out.”

———————————————————_———————_?
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“Git us out,” Steele flung back at him.
He'd crawled to the lee of the cave’s mouth,
Rag saw he was white with pain. He went
over and without taking his eyes from the
two renegades frozen between two fires, took
the gun from his brother’s hand.

“Ease back,” Rag muttered. “I’ll handle
them.”

Rag stepped before his brother and crouched
there. “Buckley, you git back of me, too. All
right, you two wolves. Pack them boulders
over here pronto.” His voice rasped.

The sharp explosion of a single gun shot
echoed from the rim. :

Rag jerked as if he’d been hit. “What
was that?” It had been a light, clear crack,
as if of a small caliber gun. Buckley’s voice
broke behind him in excitement.

“Jean! It’s Jean’s thirty-eight! She fol-
lowed you an’ I followed her.”

Rag half turned. “What’s she doing up

here 7’
The half-turn was a fatal mistake. Both
renegades dived for their guns. Rag came

around, sighted on Horse-face. The gun ex-
ploded in his hand. Horse-face fell groveling
to the sand, but One-eye had dived in a dodg-
ing, twisting run. The gun in Rag’s hand
kicked back again but One-eye’s craftiness
saved him. Rag missed, and then One-eye
had his gun. Rag felt rock chips hit his
cheek inches to the right; then he saw One-
eye going down.

The man was trying to bring his gun up
again., Rag ran forward. He kicked, sent it
flying.

Buckley came out breathing hard. “Larkin,
that was good work.”

Rag looked back. Steele had fainted.

AG put the smoking Colt back into his
holster, “Get some water for Steele,”
he ordered. He bent over the dying

outlaw.

The man’s eyelids winked. Fear shone in
his face. “I'm dying. I’'m dying,” he mum-
bled. He clutched the blood welling from un-
der his belt.

Rag grasped his “Tell me
about—"

“Do you really want to know?” a soft
voice drawled behind him, and turning Rag
saw Don Perry, And Perry had twin silver-
butted sixes aimed at his heart.

Perry’s white sombrero was cocked jauntily
back on his black, curly hair. His lean, hand-
some face was smiling and the sky-blue eyes
were smiling; he was like a deadly cat
crouching there.

“I’'l tell you all you want to know, Larkin—
because it won’t do you any good. I was the
brains of the outfit. I wanted old Buckley’s
daughter. Then your brother began stepping

shoulder.

on my toes. I saw she didn’t go so much
for me and thought it was him, so I decid-
ed to break him and the Arrow spread. An’
it was easy, him being a fighting, reckless
sort, wasn’t it?”

Rag stood there, staring. He said noth-
ing. He knew Perry didn’t see Steele, uncon-
scious in the shadowy cave. Buckley was
out of sight.

Perry laughed throatily. “You know I
had never figured you in this, kid. It wasn’t
me or your brother she wanted. She wanted
you! A gutless punk! Old Buckley calls you
that.”

He chuckled.

“Put them guns up, Sam Trask, and I'll
draw with you,” Rag said. He was shaking
with his anger. :

Surprise showed momentarily in Perry’s
eyes; and Rag went for his gun. He saw
Perry’s twin sixes belch fire and he felt slugs
tearing into his body, but his own .45 was
kicking in his hand and a little round hole
appeared in Perry’s brown, laughing face,
and Perry’s guns stopped.

The surprise deepened into utter astonish-
ment in the sky-blue eyes. The silver-butted
sixes dropped. Then Don Perry sprawled on
the ground. He was dead when he hit,

Rag stared through the growing haze of
red. He’d shot down Sam Trask with both
Trask’s guns trained on him? Impossible!

Running footsteps came from his right.
Two slender arms were around him, holding
him up. She was crying.

“He got you, Rag! 1 should have shot
before! Why did you go for your gun?”
She was sobbing, clinging to him, shaking.

He straightened, and felt the new pain for
the first time. It was in his left shoulder,
high. “Shucks,” he said with a slow grin.
“That kinda lets me out bein’ a hero. You
did the shootin’.”

The haze cleared before his eyes and he
saw Buckley come running around some far
rocks, drawn by the shooting.

At the sight of his daughter clinging to
Rag, he stopped. Then he saw the body of
Don Perry. The hatful of water dropped from
his hands.

Rag grinned. He put his right arm around
the girl. “Jean,” he said. “Do you reckon
yo&lg old man will put up with the gutless
kid ?”

She looked up. She spoke heatedly through
her tears. “He’ll have to. You’ll tell him!”

“You bet I'll tell the old buzzard,” Rag
said loudly. He saw his brother stirring in
the cave, and his arm tightened around her,
He knew Steele would understand.

He bent over her. She lifted her lips. And
the pain went from his shoulder to his heart.
But he liked it.



BULLETS AND BLOOD
MAKE A TROOPER

“Take him away, some-
body!” Rand yelled.

C.
WILLIAM
HARRISON

Rand Clary had licked everything
in his life—both lawmen and gun-
men—why not the U. S. Army?
But even Rand was surprised when

he finally did it!

Fort Sandy two hours ahead of the
sheriff. The day was hot, and the
slow plodding of the mules through the dust
of the rutty road had built up a head of im-
patience in Clary.
“Can’t you push those broncs a mite?”
- The teamster was a gaunt, weather-red-
dened man with sun-faded gray eyes. He
spat placidly at a fly droning around the hams
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of his gray left wheeler and flicked his whip.

“T reckon I could, but it’s hot, and they’s
no rush. The fort’s been here for twenty
years, and I reckon it’ll last until we pull
in.” He eyed his passenger with quizzical
interest. “You say you’re joinin’ up?”

“That’s what I said.”

The freighter nodded gravely. They were
rolling out of a cottonwood grove toward the
Army fort built in the crook of a creek bend.
The teamster’s glance took in Rand Clary’s
hand-stitched boots and white felt hat, the
brace of ivory handled Colts. There was a
flash and high-handed arrogance about Clary
that the oldster didn’t miss. Clary looked
more like a spoiled brat than good soldier
material.

The freighter was careful to keep his tone
impersonal. “I reckon you’re old enough to
know what you’re doin’, but punchin’ cows
ain’t much like soldering. The Army ain’t
exactly an easy life.”

Temper streaked in Rand Clary’s dark eyes.
“I can hand out my share of trouble,” he an-
swered shortly.

“Uh-huh; I reckon you’re big enough. Only
sometimes it ain’t so much what a man can
hand out as what he can take.”

The guard passed them, and the freighter
pointed to a frame building that fronted on
the broad parade grounds.

“That’s the adjutant’s office—"

Rand Clary had just been sworn in by
the officer in charge of enlistments when the
sheriff’s posse rode up. The company clerk,
an old campaigner whose face had been
moulded by long years of hard living, stepped
outside at the slowing rattle of hoofs, and
Clary could hear the heavy voices that came
through the open door.

“Clary?” came the clerk’s voice. ‘“Yeah,
there’s a Rand Clary inside. You’re a law-
man, ain’t you?”

“Sheriff Sam Cloud—from Cinco County a
hundred miles south of here. I want that
man Clary!”

In the adjutant’s office, Randy Clary looked
at Lieutenant Bill Lodge, and saw anger stir
in that man’s eyes. Clary grinned at the
officer.

“I thought you said you left no felonies
behind you,” the lieutenant said sharply.

“I didn’t—just a sore-headed sheriff.”
Clary’s answer carried dry, flat mirth, “I
reckon I’ll go out and see what the old coot
has on his mind.”

“You’ll stay in here!” Lieutenant Lodge
snapped.

There was a stubborn, wilful streak in
Rand Clary. His grin at the officer became
a thing of perverse mockery, and he turned
on his heel without a word and stalked out
of the room.

Behind him, as he left the office, he hea;ﬂ
Lieutenant Lodge say brittlely, “Sergeant, go
get Delaney and Hulber !”

UTSIDE the white glare of sunlight

O was hot and unbroken, slanting from

over the Emigrant Mountains. Across

the way a column of troopers was coming

into the parade grounds from the day’s patrol
through the hills.

The posse, four dusty men, sat their mounts

“in a line behind Sheriff Sam Cloud, and

grim satisfaction narrowed their eyes as they
saw Rand Clary.

“Here’s that snake-blooded hellion!” one
of them grated.

The speaker was tall and heavy-shouldered,
and Rand Clary stared at him with barbed de-
rision.

“You always had more talk than nerve,
Selby,” he drawled bitingly,

Lee Selby came out of his saddle fast, fury
darkening his heavy face.

Sheriff Cloud yelled, “No guns!” but there
was no thought of guns in Lee Selby’s mind.
He was a man who weighed trouble before
it came, knew its worth in possible returns.
Gunplay would have been foolish against a
man as fast and reckless as Rand Clary. So
Lee Selby chose fists, shrewdly counting on
his advantage in height and weight. He
threw his first blow with cruel suddenness.

The blow was like a hammer sledging the
side of Rand Clary’s jaw. He only partially
avoided it; he could have avoided it com-
pletely had it not been for Lieutenant Lodge
striding in from behind him.

“You're in the Army; and the first thing
you’ll learn is to respect authority.” I said,
stay inside my office !”

The officer tried to spin Clary back to-
ward the door of his office, but he might as
well have tried to move a‘barn: All he did
was prevent Clary from escaping that first
smashing blow. He heard the impact of the
fist, saw Clary’s head snap back. Then he
fele Clary’s open hand against his chest, shov-
ing him back roughly.

“Stay out of my way, mister!”

There was a wild, almost animal eager-
ness for battle in Rand Clary. His forward
lunge crashed him against Lee Selby, and
they locked together, slugging each other with
cold fury. But that kind of a fight was a
mistake for Clary—Selby had the advantage °
of height and weight, and behind his heavy
shoulders was the strength of a rock-crush-
er. Clary broke away, his body aching where
the big man’s blows had landed.

Lee Selby followed him, a ruthless ma-
chine built for bruising and battering. But
there was cunning in Rand Clary. He baited
Selby off balance, then lunged in to slam .
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his right into the man’s middle. The blow
hurt, washing the dark fury out of Selby’s
face, and leaving only raw hatred.

Clary laughed harshly, and faded away
from Selby’s murderous swing. He leaped
close again, ripped his right again to the
man’s body. This blow kinked Selby for-
ward, lowering his guard, and gave Clary his
chance. He took it, swift and implacable in
the way he did it.

He tilted Selby’s head back with a curv-
ing left, then put everything he had in the
slam of his right against the shelf of the
man’s jaw. Selby went down as though his
legs had been chopped from under him.

Someone muttered, “Sure, an’ it was a
mighty neat job!”

Clary turned, finding an intangible thread
of menace in those words. The sergeant—
Mike Doone—stood near the corner of the
adjutant’s office, flanked by two grinning
troopers. They would be, Clary guessed, De-
laney and Hulber, the two men Sergeant
Doone had been ordered to bring up.

Lieutenant Lodge said, “Arrest him, Ser-
geant!”

Clary slanted a quick hot glance at the
officer. “What’s the matter,” he asked con-
temptuously, “aren’t you man enough to do
the job?”

One of the troopers, a short, square man,
started forward, frowning against a set grin,
“You got manners to learn, bucko!”

Sergeant Doone said sharply, “No rough
stuff, Delaney, unless he asks for it.”

Rand Clary asked for it. He struck De-
laney as the latter reached for him. Delaney
stumbled backward, tripped and fell, came
up quickly, still grinning. The three of them
closed in on Clary, and he tried to break
away, but they held him as if in a trap. They
crowded against him, pinning his arms down,
and when they were finished he was power-
less to move. .

When they swung him around, grim sat-
isfaction was in Sheriff Cloud’s weathered
face. “You've had that comin’ a long time,
Clary.”

The lawman slanted his irony at Bill Lodge.
“Let 'me tell you somethin’ about this hellion,
Lieutenant. He was a spoiled brat when he
was a kid, and he got worse as he growed
up. He thinks he’s the tin god with the red
wagon. He’s a trouble-maker to the core,
but when he wrecked a saloon down in Rock-
ville the other day he got into a scrape he
couldn’t buy out of with all the money he’s
got. I chased him for two days just to give
him the taste of a jail for a change. It’s
what he needed.”

Anger still lurked in Lieutenant Lodge’s
eyes. “He joined up just before you got
here, but it’s not too late for me to tear up

his papers. You can take him if you want
him, sheriff.”

Sam Cloud laughed mirthlessly. “He’s a
good riddance, and I know when my coun-
try’s well off.”” He backed his horse away.
“No thanks, Lieutenant,” he said grimly.
“Rand Clary is your worry now, and you’re
welcome to keep him.”

AND CLARY spent that night in the

guardhouse. His first move after be-

ing locked in was to test the bars in
the two small cell windows. He turned away
with the knowledge that this place had been
built more efficiently than most cowtown
jails he had seen. Then, too, there were the
two guards patrolling the building.

They brought him food, but he stubbornly
refused it. His temper had never known the
curbing influence of a hickory stick during
his childhood, and as he grew older it had be-
come a thing that could not be reasoned with,
hardening the crust of his arrogance and false
pride. It never occurred to him that he might
be in the wrong, because never in his life
had his will been opposed.

Later that night he was grudgingly sorry
he had not accepted the food. He hadn’t eaten
since the day before.

Once the sun was down behind the Wyom-
ing mountains, darkness came quickly, and
life in the post settled into its old groove.
Across the chilling air, he could hear a not
too harmonious quartette singing in one of
the barracks and, when the tune was gone,
the good-natured bickering around a penny
ante poker game. Somehow those familiar
sounds reminded him of punchers ending a
hard day around a range campfire. Later, a
bugle sounded, and lights dropped out of bar-
racks windows.

A bugle’s music broke Clary’s deep sleep,
then a short while later someone shook his
shoulder. .

“Hit the floor, soldier.”

Rand Clary rolled over on his bunk to
stare up at the weather-reddened face of a
trooper.

“Go away, mister.”

The trooper grinned tightly. “You’re in
the Army, cowboy! You’re already late for
roll call. Hit your boots!”

Clary said, “Are you going to let me sleep,
or do I have to bust your nose?”

The trooper’s grin faded. “Soldier, you’re
finished with your sleep whether you like it
or not. We can give you more trouble than
you can hand out.”

Clary rolled his feet off the bunk, stood up.
“You troopers seem to have a habit of call-
ing in help for a fight. What do you use for
guts?”’

Wrath darkened the man’s eyes. “My name
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is Castleton,” he said levelly, “and I’m never
hard to find around here. Anytime you want
to get personal, just let me know.”

“T’ll put you on my list,” Clary said grimly.

He stood the formality of roll call, then
heard the first sergeant hand out the morning’s
work details.

“Private Clary will report to Lieutenant
Lodge,” the non-com completed, “after he is
given an outfit.”

In the uniform they issued him, Rand Clary
stood in front of the officer’s desk. There was
a faint smile of contempt on Clary’s lips. That
rebellious streak in him was a dark heat run-
ning through his nerves. He didn’t like author-
ity, unless it was his own, and he liked noth-
ing that threatened to curb his own will.

Lodge said without a trace of malice,
“You've got a lot to learn, Clary.”

“That’s a matter of opinion,” he answered
dryly.

Sergeant Doone, standing at one side, grunt-
ed at this, but the officer said without a change
of tone, “One thing you’ll learn is to say ‘sir’
when you’re speaking to a superior.”

Clary slid his derision home in a cold, flat
voice, “I’ve never yet run up against a man
who’s better than me. When I do, I’ll let you
know, Lodge.”

ESENTMENT clouded the lieuten-
ant’s eyes, but he rode that down. He
knew he had a problem before him

and he was tackling it in the best way he knew.
Clary had been spoiled by too much money,
and too much of a father’s indulgence. He was
like a wild horse that had never known any-
thing but the whims of his own will. Maybe
it would take brute force to tame him; maybe
careful playing at the end of a loose rope.
Rand Clary would be a hard man to break.

Lodge said with quiet force, “The trouble
with you is you’ve got the idea no other man
can walk on the same.earth with you. But
you're in the Service now, and you'll play the
game according to the rules.”

Clary snorted sardonically. “You might as
well get this straight, Lodge. I signed on with
this outfit to have a laugh on Sheriff Cloud.
I won’t be here long.”

Grimness hardened the lieutenant’s mouth.
“If you ever try going over the hill, I'll send
men after you. That’s something for you to
get straight.”

“You and your crowd are tough, ain’t you?”
Clary said acidly. “I’ll buy my way out.”

The officer nodded slowly at this. “From

what I've heard from Sheriff Cloud, you've
got the money and influence to do it at that.
You probably will buy yourself out. It takes
guts to be a soldier.”

Heat got into Clary’s eyes, and anger thick-
ened his voice. “Maybe you've got the guts to

argue that matter with me personally. I'd like
to see how well you'd stand up to knuckles,
mister.”

“You may get that chance,” Lodge said
grimly. He said to Mike Doone, “Take him
out and give him his first training, Sergeant.
As long as he’s here, he'll soldier like the rest.”

Doone waited until after Rand Clary had
left the office. Then the noncom said, “Sir,
most of these cowhands are tough customers
to handle, and this one is worse than any I
ever ran up against. How far may I go with
him?”

“Use your own judgment, Sergeant.”

Mike Doone grinned. “Thank you, sir.”

It was just before mess call that Doone re-
turned to the lieutenant’s office. His clothes -
were dusty, and there was a rip over one shirt
pocket. There was a trace of dried blood near
a split in the corner of his mouth, and a lump
was swelling dark beneath his right eye.

“Well, I took him out and started givin’
him his first lessons in drilling, sir,” Doone
said.

The officer waited, his face expressionless.

The sergeant smiled with rueful mirth,
“I brought Delaney and Hulber along to show
drill examples. Everything went along pretty
smooth for about ten minutes: Clary seemed
to want to show he could learn anything we
knew. Then he right faced when he should
have left faced, and him and Hulber bumped.
It didn’t take Clary three minutes to make
Hulber lose all interest in drilling. And Hul-
ber is tough!”

Lieutenant Lodge said,
that.”

“That ain’t all, sir. An hour later Delaney
and Clary tied into each other, but I broke
that up before he got very far. One of the
patrols came in, and I used it to help Clary
learn how to drill. It didn’t take Clary any
time at all to get half of that crowd on his list
for some knuckle bustin’, and I’ve got a hunch
he can take them on one at a time and do
everything he promised to do.”

The lieutenant’s eyes were cool and intent
on the sergeant. “You seem to have had a
little trouble with him yourself.”

Doone nodded. “Things sort of worked out
that way,” he said. “Me and Clary went back
of the stable for ‘a session.” He added de-
fensively, “But I lasted longer than Hulber,
and that’s something with that hellion! He
can throw more fists than any man I've ever
obliged, unless it’s Pat Delaney.”

Lieutenant Lodge asked quietly, “What was
it about, your fight?”

"Mike Doone shrugged blocky shoulders.
“You don’t need any reason to tangle with that
jigger.”

“What was it about, Sergeant ?”

Doone hesitated.

“T was afraid of
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Lodge said, “It was about me,. wasn’t it?
He was making remarks in front of the men
about my nerve?”’

Doone nodded uncomfortably, “But we’d
have had it out sooner or later, anyhow,” he
argued.

Lieutenant Lodge sat there quietly behind
his desk, a slender man with whiteness around
hts tight mouth,

Then he added, “You tell Clary I'll be glad

to meet him tonight behind the commissary,-

after mess.”

Doone said, “All right.” He looked down
at his own big hands, and he tried to keep all
expression out of his face. But his face red-
dened when he brought his eyes up. He seemed
to find it hard to get his words out.

“TI’ve soldiered for twenty-five years, sir,
and I never yet tried to tell an officer what
to do. But this ain’t a job for you, Lieutenant.
Kick Clary out of the Service, or let the en-
listed men handle him.”

Lieutenant Lodge said nothing, and Doone
went on roughly. “I’'m meanin’ no offense,
sir, but I just want you to know you ain’t got
a chance against that man.”

“You go tell him, Sergeant.”

TRIPPED to the waist, Rand Clary
waited. It seemed to him the entire per-
sonnel of the company had heard of the

coming fight, and had drifted to this spot be-
hind the commissary. AN of them watched
him silently, with no expression in their faces,
no trace of excitement.

Lieutenant L.odge came alone around the
corner of the commissary. He shook his head
as the men started automatically to snap te
attention. He moved through them without
haste, into the arena they had formed, and
there he pause to glance at them briefly. When
he spoke his voice was peérfectly calm.

“T’l1 consider it a personal favor if you men
don’t discuss what is about to happen here
around the Fort.”

All the same except one . . . which is
the odd picture ?
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That was all he said. Every man there
knew he was breaking regulations in fighting
an enlisted man. The officer was risking his
commission, but felt that his company was
made up of men who would not add to his
risk by gossiping.

Lieutenant Lodge took off his hat, coat and -
shirt. And then Rand Clary realized for the
first time the deception the uniform had played
with Lodge’s body. The officer was tall but
not strongly made, his shoulders and arms
neither bony nor muscular. Lodge turned to
Clary, and squared off.

“Are you ready?”

Clary smiled sardonically, “You haven’t got
one good fight in you.”

“Tll do a%l right,” Lodge said calmly. He
waited, then said, “I suppose you want me to
start it.”

He brought his hand up in a cracking slap
across Clary’s cheek. It was a sharp, stinging
blow. It cut into Clary’s control, and released
a hot rush of fury. He whipped a fist toward
Lodge’s mouth, but he missed. He threw his
right, swift and hard, but that blow missed,
as the officer faded out of the way.

Then Lodge came in again, using his fists
with straight, stabbing movements. Neither
blow hurt much, but the man possessed a cer-
tain amount of skill that only served to whip
up the heat of Clary’s rage.

Clary started after his man, stalking Lodge
savagely, Lodge tried to keep his distance,
using his feet and arms swittly, but Clary
took two of those flicking blows to land one
of his own.

Lieutenant Lodge went down, He got to his
feet, a thin worm of blood crawling through
his frozen smile. He maneuvered, using all
the skill he had, but is wasn’t enough. Clary
caught him with a left and right that seemed
to cave in Lodge’s middle.

Lodge slipped to his knees, but not for long.
He came up, and put everything he had into
a blow against Clary’s mouth.
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He tried to get away, but now his speed
was gone. Clary caught him, pumping his fists
to the man’s face and body. He drove Lodge
to the ground twice more, but still the man
managed to get up. An impotent fury ham-
mered through Clary. The man was whipped,
and he knew it, but still he wouldn’t stay
down. He kept getting up and taking punish-
ment in silent stubbornness.

Clary threw a wild glance at the men around
him. “Dammit, drag this fool away! I don't
want to kill him!”

Lieutenant Lodge panted, “You wanted this
fight, Clary,” and stumbled in close again,
throwing futile, powerless blows.

Clary pushed the man back. He whipped a
hot glance to Sergeant Doone. He yelled
harshly, “He ain’t got the sense to know he’s
licked! Take him away, damn you!”

But Doone didn’t answer. No man uttered
a sound; their silence was ugly with contempt.
Lodge’s fist slapped against Clary’s mouth.
Clary spun to face the lieutenant, cursing
savagely. He chopped his fist to Lodge’s mid-
dle, and saw agony streak through the man’s
" battered features. He brought up his left in
a quick slashing blow to the jaw. Lodge’s
head snapped back. He stumbled, tripped and
fell. He hit on his back, and rolled over.

He looked at Clary through red-shot eyes,
blood coming from his nose and from a cut
over one cheekbene. But through the blood
he was still smiling in his stubborn, set way.

He pushed up from the ground, propping
his weight on his arms. His nerves must have
been like jerking strings, so much did the
muscles of his arms quiver. He wanted to
get up, and he showed that in his eyes, but he
just didn’t have what it took.

“Not through yet,” he gasped. “Give me a
minute, and I’ll get on my feet.”

Clary turned then, and ran. . ..

T WAS again the chill of dawn. Rand
Clary stood roll call with the rest of the
company, too weary to be disagreeable.

He had slept little that night, unable to get
Lieutenant Lodge’s battered features and un-
broken will to fight out of his mind.

Always before he had met a man, fought
him, and whipped him. That was all there
had ever been to it. But it was different with
the lieutenant. Rand Clary had a deep shock-
ing conviction that he, not Bill Lodge, had
been defeated in that fight. After all it was he
who had broken away and run.

And the attitude of the men rankled him.
Before his fight with Lodge, they had looked
on him as a handy-fisted newcomer who would
give them the pleasure of many exciting mo-
ments. They were tough, campaign-hardened
men who relished a good healthy fight, without
holding a grudge when they were beaten,

But now they were different. They eyed him
with a cold hostility that was almost contempt.
It was a thing he didn’t understand, and didn’t
like. It angered him and unsettled his way of
thinking.

Doone finished the roll, and shoved the
company roster into his pocket. He about-
faced, saluted, and made his report to Lieuten-
ant Lodge, who stood behind him. After that,
the sergeant wheeled, and gave his orders to
the company. Clary noticed with a strange
feeling of impotent anger that he was not
named in those orders.

When Doone was finished, the company
broke up. Clary strode across the grounds,
and cornered the sergeant.

“I reckon I want a few words with Lieuten-
ant Lodge.”

For a moment Mike Doone eyed Clary in-
tently, then he nodded curtly. “All right.”

Doone swung away, and Clary followed
grimly. He had been angry with himself for
approaching the sergeant for leave to see
Lieutenant Lodge, and now an irrational anger
was riding him because Doone had not tried
to make anything of it. He had expected

‘Doone to remark that Clary had always taken

what he wanted, without asking. But the man
had neither said that, nor hinted it in his ex-
pression. Clary felt that he was being given
the same careful leeway that they would have
given a coiled rattlesnake. He didn’t like it.

In the lieutenant’s office, Clary faced Lodge
with his mouth a thin, hard line. He noticed
the marks of the fight on the officer’s face, a
cut and dark bruises, swollen and discolored
lips. But he noticed no trace of anxiety in
Lodge’s eyes, and that made him feel strange-
ly on the defensive. He countered that by try-
ing to fan heat into his temper.

The officer nodded. “Well?”

Rand Clary hesitated, searching for some-
thing to fasten his anger on.

“What are you plannin’ to do with me?” he
asked harshly.

Lieutenant Lodge shrugged his lean shoul-
ders. “What would you suggest?”

Clary swore impotently. “If you think I'm
stayin’ with this outfit of tin soldiers, you're
crazy |”

“I hadn’t given it much thought.”

“lI got money and influence. I'll buy my
way out.” .

Lodge said quietly, “All right.”

Clary jerked his hand savagely. He said,
with forced venom, “Yesterday you had pretty
definite ideas how I would act as long as I'm
here, and now all you can do is pussyfoot
around. If you think I’m going to loaf around
here until I get my discharge, you’re loco!
Doone gave some of the outfit the job of mov-
in’ beef into the hills to the reservation In-
dians. I reckon I’ll ride up there.”
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Lodge nodded gravely, “That’s all right
with me.”

Clary grunted nastily. “Everything I say
seems all right with you! What’s the matter,
have you turned chicken ?”

Lodge said calmly, “I'll be glad to meet you
behind the commissary again tonight if you
think that.”

Clary sneered.
chance.”

“The offer still goes.”

“You’re a damn fool!” Clary spat out.
There didn’t seem to be anything more to say.
He was galled by the belief that in coming
here he had succeeded only in making a fool
of himself, and he couldn’t understand how
it had come about.

“I’m still ridin’ with them beef,” he chal-
lenged.

“Go right ahead,” Lodge said. Then to
Doone, “See that he gets a horse, Sergeant.”

Clary swung away. He stalked to the door,
halted there, wheeled around abruptly. His
stare at the officer, and the curt tone of his
words that followed, were brassy with de-
fiance.

“Whatever I said about your lack of guts,
T’ll eat.”

Then he stomped out of the room, even more
surprised by his statement than were the men
behind him. Sergeant Doone rolled his big
eyes at the lieutenant.

“Did you hear what I heard?”

Lieutenant Lodge smiled queerly, “I think
he’ll make us a good man, Doone.”

Doone’s grin was broad as he rubbed his
knuckle-bruised lips. “Maybe he will at that,
if he don’t get himself killed first.”

Lodge said dryly, “From what I’ve seen,
he’ll more likely beat up half the company
before he gets more than he can handle. See
that he gets a horse, Sergeant. And maybe
you'd better ride along to see how things work
out.”

~NHE day grew hot once the night chill
was out of the air. Riding in the trail

dust of the small herd of cattle which
were to furnish food for the reservation In-
dians, Rand Clary watched the working of the
troopers with ironic amusement. They knew
soldiering from reveille to tattoo, but not one
of them knew cattle,

“They’re keeping them bunched too much,
and they’re driving too- fast,” Clary said to
Sergeant Doone.

“Maybe you’d like to tell them how,” Doone
suggested pointedly.

“T could teach you gobblers a lot of things,”
Clary answered stiffly.

He kicked his horse away from the sergeant
at a jogging trot, There was an unfamiliar
feel to the Army saddle under him, but he

" “You wouldn’t stand a

absorbed the gait of his mount with balanced
ease. They were off the flat land, in the hills,
nearing a granite-walled cut that soon would
pinch the herd in tight. Drawing ‘closer, Clary
saw the nervousness of the cattle, as though
the animals sensed danger. They would be
easy to spook. Clary threw a quick glance
toward the narrow pass, but he saw nothing
in the rock rubble and brush groves that
warned of trouble. He swung in toward one
of the troopers heading the herd.

“Don’t bunch them so much!
string out their own way !”

The man turned hot eyes to Clary. “I know
who gives me my orders, mister !” he knifed
back.

Temper flared in Clary. “The devil with
you, then!”

He whipped his mount around, reined in
angrily, letting the herd go past him. He
picked up one of the drivers, and tried again.

“You're asking for trouble, shoving these
cattle this fast. Let them set their own pace.”

The trooper hipped around in his saddle
with slow and deliberate hostility.

Clary tried to take a hard grip on his tem-
per, but it slipped, jumping into its old thin-
edged groove.

Clary wheeled his horse away, Here was
something he didn’t know how to combat. He
could fight every man in the company, maybe
whip him, but he knew with a strange empti-
ness, that would not raise their estimate of
him. They thought him neither big nor im-
portant, and they didn’t care how much they
showed it.

But there was a stubborn streak in him that
wouldn’t quit. He angled his horse over, and
picked up the man who was chousing the
drags. It was the trooper, Delaney.

“Look, Delaney, they’re moving this herd
too fast. You're ridin’ the drags too close.
Something up ahead has got these cows spooky
enough for a stampede, and if they bust back
this way you might get caught.”

Delaney turned a dusty, sweat-streaked face
on Clary. His stare was raw with contempt.

“Well, if it ain’t the trouble-eating cowboy !
Are you tellin’ me what to do?”

Clary held his voice steady. “I'm glvm you
good advice. I know cows, Delaney—

“But you don’t seem to know when you're
well off !” the trooper rapped frigidly. “Stay
away from me, fellow ! I don’t like your kind !”

Let them

was stronger talk than he had ever be-

: fore taken from any man; but this time
he took it.
you_),‘ 3
Delaney swore with sultry venom. “You
listen, bucko! You may be high and mighty
in your home camp, but to this outfit you're

GRAY washed into Rand Clary’s face. it

“Listen—I'm only trying to tell
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low enough to crawl under a snake’s belly!
What you did to Hulber and Doone was all
right; we like a good fight as well as any man.
But when you took on Lieutenant Lodge, you
stepped out of bounds. He’s the best dam’
officer in this man’s army, and he’s got more
guts in his little finger than you'll ever have.
The best thing you can do, Clary, is buy your
discharge quick, and get out of here while
you're still in one piece!”

Rand Clary whipped his mount away from
Delaney, his mouth a thin, hard line. He rode
out of the trail dust, reined in, slanted a bit-
ter glance toward the herd now leading into
the narrow pass. He had-tried to do them a
favor, but they didn’t want any part of him.
Then to blazes with them!

Sergeant Doone came jogging up to Clary.
Doone said, “They’re a tough outfit, Clary.
It takes a good man to make them follow an
order.”

“T can lick any man-jack in the company,”
Clary said harshly.

“Maybe,” Doone answered. There was a
quiet force behind his words. “But that
wouldn’t change anything.” He was silent a
moment. Then he said:

“Let me tell you something, Clary. It takes
more than hard fists or fast guns to get along
in this man’s army. Take Lieutenant Lodge,
for instance. He can’t fight worth a hoot, and
any man in the company can out-shoot him.
But he’s got what it takes. A year ago Lodge
and a patrol he was leading were jumped by
a-bunch of renegade Indians. We were in a
tough spot. But Lodge rode in alone on them
Sioux like they were a bunch of school kids.
He bluffed their leaders into givin’ up, and
saved us from a massacre. When you called
Lodge yellow, then beat him up, you got every
man in the outfit against you.”

“All right,” Clary rasped. “I'm quittin’
as soon as I can make arrangements.”

“I reckoned you would,” Doone grunted.

COMMOTION broke out at the head
of the herd. Twisting around in his
saddle, Clary saw panic strike the
leaders, heard the wild shout of one of the
troopers up ahead.
“Grizzly I” -
Then he heard the full-throated roar of the
bear punching through the confusion. Terror
whipped through the ranks of the cattle. They
bellowed and began fighting each other. The
stampede began, as swift and violent as a
thought, fear-maddened cattle wheeling and
rushing back out of the pass.
Doone yelled, “Look out, Delaney
Through the thick, boiling waves of dust,
Clary saw Delaney sheer his mount around
and kick it into a wild run. But he had been
too close to the drags, and already the cattle

'”

were upon him, racing in witless panic across
the rocky ground. Delaney was caught up by
the head of the tide of flesh and bones sweep-
ing through the valley.

“If he goes down, he won’t have a chance!”
Doone shouted.

Clary grabbed the Colt from the sergeant’s
holster as he kicked his horse into a run.
Doone yelled, “Clary, come back here!”

Clary slanted in on the head of the stam-
pede, racing his mount beside the leaders.
Now he could hardly see Delaney, yards deep
in the herd. He threw out his voice in a
piercing shout. .

“Don’t try to get out now! Ride with
them !”

But Delaney didn’t hear that through the
chaos of bellowing cattle and thundering
hoofs. He was trying to oblique his horse
against the current of the herd, fighting to
reach the edge of the stampede, and that was
his mistake.

Clary found an opening, and drove his
mount deeper into the herd, closer to the
trooper. It was a touch-and-go thing to do,
with all the odds against him. The ground was
rock-studded and rough, and to go down now
would mean certain death. He fought his way
closer.

Delaney saw him, and squawled some un-
intelligible word. Cleary made motions for
what would have been futile to put into words.
Delaney understood, and straightened the run
of his horse. Dust boiled up from smashing
hoofs, cattle bellowed madly, horn clashed
against horn. Now Cleary had his horse be-
side the trooper, and it took all his skill to
keep his mount on its feet.

The trooper had skill, but he didn’t have the
understanding of what he was up against. A
steer lunged against his horse, and Delaney
tried to give away. That threw him against
another steer, and his horse was knocked off
balance. The animal tripped. Delaney sent
out a thin, wild scream, as the realization
struck him that he was going down.

Clary twisted around in his saddle, and
jerked up the Army Colt. From the edge of
his vision, he saw Delaney’s horse sliding
inexorably down in that close-packed mass of
flesh and bone.

The gun in Clary’s hand roared. He planted
his slug between the eyes of the steer close
behind the trooper’s falling mount. He shifted
his gun, firing now with swift deadliness, pick-
ing the steers on either side of his first kill,
forming a break-wall against the tide of the
stampede. He saw those steers go down and
emptied his gun into the animals behind them,

- as he reined in beside Delaney’s fallen mount.

‘Delaney’s horse was coming up again, kick-
ing in terror, but its saddle was emptied.
Clary leaped to the ground beside the trooper,
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but there was no time left for anything he
might have been able to do.

As he reached out his arms, Clary saw
Delaney roll a glance of horror toward the
wall of dead steers Clary had made. Clary
threw a glance ‘in that direction, and he saw
the steer, threshing, pitching, plunging over
the bodies of the dead cattle. He had time to
see those smashing hoofs, the panic-reddened
eyes, the way the steer stumbled and started
to fall.

Clary shoved the trooper down, then threw
himself flat on the ground. That was all he
could do.

Then slowly the world itself seemed to spin
and come down upon him, a huge crushing
weight. Utter darkness followed. . .

ICTURES from the past first came into

into Rand Clary’s mind. There were pic-

tures of his childhood when he had
learned that tears and temper always won his
way over an indulgent and never-firm father,
Then there were pictures of later years, after
his father was gone, when he had learned the
power of his money, the power of his fists to
lt-:gtter down the will of any man who opposed

im,

He had had his way then, as always be-
fore, but in the fading darkness of his mind
Clary realized he had never owned the loyalty
of a friend. His fists and money had never
been able to win him that.

Somewhere a bugle blew, and brought new
light into Rand Clary’s mind. What did that
tune mean?

Was it mess call? Hungry men rushing
to the mess hall? Men who could feel a
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blind loyalty for Lieutenant Lodge, a man
who couldn’t fight worth a hoot, who worked
hard for the little money he earned, but who
had enough guts in his little finger to win the
respect of such a tough crew as this outfit?

Maybe the loyalty Lodge owned, the friend-
ship of those campaign-hardened troopers,
was the thing that really mattered. Clary
found it tough to realize that, and know that
the realization had come to him much too late.

He opened his eyes and the first man he
saw was on the next Army hospital bunk to
his—Delaney.

Delaney grinned.

“Howdy, Clary.”

Clary nodded. There was something in
Delaney’s eyes, a healthy friend-to-friend look.

“The doc says you and me ought to get well
about the same time,” Delaney said. “I like
a man who’s handy with his fists. I think 1
could lick you in a good friendly fight, How’s
about it ?” ,

A grin ironed the stiffness out of Clary’s
mouth.

“It’s a deal.”

Lieutenant Lodge came into Clary’s vision.
“I never was worth much in a fight, but I'd
like to learn. Think you could give me a few
pointers, Clary?”’

“P’ll try,” said Clary, and he added, “Sir.”

Then he saw that the room was crowded
with troopers, and he saw that those few who
weren’t smiling no longer had that old hostility
in their eyes.

A trooper said, “How about a cigarette,
soldier.”

“T could do with one,” Clary answered.

'------------------------.---—--------------------------------l’
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“You ain’t scarin® me, mister!
Grat’s the only family I've got—
and if the law wants him, reckon I’ll
have to ride the long trail, too. But
Pll never be the skunk you are, law-
man! Pm playin’ it straight!
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_:This was not the sheriff
) he’d seen in town.

OWLHOOT DEPUTY

By JAMES SHAFFER

OUNG JEFF CLANTON was stand-

ing in the alleyway near the bank. He

was watching some kids playing in the
empty corral a few feet down the street. They
were playing a game called sheriff and out-
laws. Jeff’s eyes grew misty with the thought.
He wondered how it would be to play a game
that was just make-believe about a sheriff and
outlaws. ;

The kids were about fourteen or fifteen
years old; just about Jeff’s age. And they
were making a terrible racket. Jeff wondered
how it would feel to make all the noise you
wanted to. Old Grat Clanton gave him a cuff
every time Jeff made too much noise.

“You gotta learn to speak when you're
spoke’ to,” Grat said.

Yeah, Jeff thought, and also you gotta learn’

how to be a lookout man for a bunch of long-
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riders when they rob a bank, or rustle a herd.
You have to learn everything, except how to
be a good, law-abiding citizen, And that was
what Jeff wanted to be. You have to play it
straight to be a good citizen, and Grat played
it every way but straight.

Jeff couldn’t keep from thinking about those
kids. They. didn’t have a care in the world.
They weren’t standing around with their
nerves on edge, waiting to give the high sign
to Grat Clanton and his bunch when the sheriff
left town. They weren’t wondering whether—
when the shooting started—your horse would
be shot from under you while the rest rode
on out of town without you.

Those kids weren’t worried about whether
they’d get any sleep that night; or whether
there’d be a posse so close on their back trail
that they’d have to ride all night to lose it.
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Nope, when supper time came, they’d go home
to a good home-cooked meal, then set around
on the front porch awhile and listen to their
Maw and Paw talk before they hit the blankets.
;l‘hat was the way good law-abiding citizens
ived.

Something welled up in Jeff’s throat and
he had to choke it back. He gulped, then dug
a grimy fist into his eye to scrub away the
mist that threatened to form there.

“Crying like a baby !” Grat would jeer, if he
saw Jeff do that.

Then he saw the sheriff. A gray-haired
hombre with a drooping mustache, the lawdog
was. He came out of his office, climbed on a
big sorrel and trotted out of town.

Jeff felt his belly tie up in a knot and his
mouth was all of a sudden real dry and hot.
He threw a quick glance at the kids in the
corral. All they had to worry about was a
Saturday night bath. .. .

Jeff Clanton took his hat off and ran his
fingers through his hair three or four times.
He saw Grat looking at him from the saloon
across the street. Pretty soon Grat strolled
over. Then Eb came up the street from an-
other direction; Puff Moeney and the rest
showed up. . ..

“Git the horses,” Grat said as he passed
Jeff. “Back door. Git!”

Jeff went along the alley to where six horses
were tethered. He gathered up the reins and
led them back up the alley. He tried to keep
his mind off what was going on inside the
bank, but he couldn’t. Eb Clanton was crazy
with a gun. Eb might—

The muffled roar of a shot cut his thoughts
off. He jerked on the reins, dragging the
horses along faster. Another shot, then hoarse
yells drifted from the bank. Grat came through
the back door, carrying two bulging sacks. A
racketing blast of gunfire rolled through the
door. Puff Mooney came running, then the
rest of them. Eb Clanton was last. Eb’s guns
were out; and smoke dribbled from the muz-
zles. He yelled a curse, turned and slammed
a couple of shots into the bank.

“C’mon,” Grat yelled, “save some of that
lead for the main street!”

The six of them swept out of the alley.
Grat’s high-pitched Comanche yell rolled along
the main street. People darted into buildings;
reappeared a moment later with guns. A
rifle cracked. Shotgun blasts shook the street.
The sleepy little cowtown was coming awake
with vengeance. :

“Pour it to ’em!” Grat Clanton roared.
“Clear the streets!”

Jeff could see Eb standing up in his stirrups.
Eb’s two guns were flaming. Grat had the
sacks cuddled in one arm. With his free hand
he was thumbing his Colt. The guns of the
others were blazing. Jeff rode low in the

saddle, the new rifle Grat had given him still
in its scabbard.

Jeff saw a man go down, and two more duck
inside a building. The firing from the street
died down, and the six riders swept out of
town, guns still flaming red.

WO hours later, Grat called a halt to
let their horses blow. He stuffed the
two sacks in his saddle bags while Frank
Clanton rode to a hilltop to take a look back.

“Not a soul in sight,” Frank reported.

Grat guffawed. “Bet they ain’t even started
yit! But ain’t no use crowding our luck. We'll
make it to the hills before we stop again.”

Jeff felt a little sick. He was wondering
what had happened back there in the bank. Eb
was a dead shot, and crazy with a gun in his
fist. Maybe one-of them playing kids had a
Paw who worked in that bank. He was glad
when Grat started again, and he could drop
back to the end of the line.

“Hey, look, one rider follering us,” Grat
said. They were high in the hills now, and
far below them, a lone streak of dust lifted
along their trail,

“The rest of you ride on,” Eb said. “I'll stay
here and handle—"

“Naw, wait a minute,” Grat snapped. He
turned his eyes on Jeff. They were funny eyes.
Green, almost. And unblinking, sorta like
a snake’s. The way Grat looked at him, sweat
popped out all over Jeff and made his body
itch. He wanted to squirm around and get
away from Grat.

“T gotta better idea,” Grat said, and kneed
his mount closer to Jeff. His voice was soft.
“Whyn’t you use that rifle I give you while
back? "Nother gun woulda done a lotta good
when we rode outta town.”

“Fergot to,” Jeff said, letting his eyes drop.

“Fergot, hell!” Grat bawled. “You're jest
a yaller-livered skunk, that’s all! Here I've
took all the trouble to bring you up—and today
when you coulda helped us out of a tight, you
wouldn’t even lay a finger on that rifle I’

Jeff opened his mouth to speak. He felt like
telling Grat that he didn’t want to be an out-
law; that he wanted to live like them kids in
town—even go to school and git some learn-
ing. But he didn’t say anything. Grat was

-against the law and all it stood for. So were

Eb and Frank Clanton, and they had their
hands on their guns right now. No, Jeff knew
better than to say what was in his mind.

Grat jerked his head toward the rider fol-
lowing along their trail down there. His scrag-
gly whiskers cracked in a grin.

“I’'m leaving that little chore to you,” he
chuckled. “You make sure that lawdog don’t
go further than right here!” He wheeled up
the trail. “We’ll see you at camp—and don’t
come in till you've finished the job!”
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There was an ugly sound to Grat’s words,
and he swung his short quirt suggestively. The
skin of Jeff’s back crawled with the memory
of that quirt. He nodded, knowing that if he
tried to speak, his voice would wobble and
squeak like a baby’s.

He watched them up the trail, then dis-
mounted and led his horse behind an out-
cropping of boulders, Feeling sick, he jerked
the rifle from the scabbard and moved a little
way down the trail. He wasn’t going to have
a long wait. The rider was coming fast. Al-
ready, he had left the rolling plains of the
valley and was moving up the mountain trail.

Jeff was remembering the gray-haired sher-
iff as he had looked when he stepped out of
his office and rode out of town. He hadn’t
seemed like the kind of a man that Grat said
all lawmen were. This hombre had looked—
well, nice. Jeff felt all hollow inside at the
thought of shooting anybody. But he remem-
bered Grat’s quirt, too.

He looked down the trail. Every now and
then he caught a glimpse of the rider as he
wound around the narrow, twisting trail.
The man drew nearer and Jeff gave a long
sigh of relief. This was not the sheriff he'd
seen in town. Jeff figured he must be a deputy,
for this hombre wore a badge, all right. And
with each passing moment, he drew closer.

He raised the rifle to his shoulder. The
front sight blurred. If he pulled the trigger he
might’s well kiss good-by to ever living in a
real town, like law-abiding citizens, He'd be
just like Grat and Eb and the rest of them
after that. . .. Then he remembered the feel
of Grat’s quirt on the bare skin of his back.
He squinted down the barrel and squeezed the
trigger.

The rider gave a hoarse yell and went tum-
bling out of the saddle. The horse reared once,
squealed and went down. Jeff ran down the
trail, dry sobs jerking at his throat.

“Don’t get up, mister!”

The man on the ground froze, his hand
stopping halfway to the .45 Colt that lay in
the dust nearby. His back was to Jeff.

“Jist lay still,” Jeff said. “Jist like you was
dead.” He worked the lever of the rifle and
stepped cautiously around the man, to kick his
gun out of reach. He could see the man’s face
now. He wasn’t old, like the sheriff, but
middle-aged ; and his face had a hard look to
it, sorta like Eb Clanton’s. His eyes were
black and mean as he glared at Jeff.

But Jeff wasn’t thinking about that now.
He was just glad the man wasn’t dead; and
that the hard knot had gone out of his stomach.

“I oughta take the price of that horse outta
your hide, you whelp I’ the man snarled. “You
mighta killed me!”

Jeff glanced up the trail. 'Wa

up there,
a solitary rider was watching

em. Grat.

While Jeff stared back at him, he disappeared
around a bend in the trail.

“You're lucky you ain’t dead—stead of the
horse,” Jeff retorted, trying to stomp down
the quaver in his voice. “I—I just couldn’t do
it, mister—so I dropped my sight just as I
pulled the trigger.”

“Wha-a-at?” the man’s jaw sagged. “You
were aiming at me?”

“I—uh—well, yeah,” Jeff said. “But it
wasn’t my idea, mister. Honest. I—Grat made
me do it.” .

“Grat Clanton?”

Jeff nodded. “Grat was sore ’cause I didn’t
bust a cap today when we rode out of town.
He thinks I’'m yellow.” He paused. “But I
ain’t, mister. I ain’t yellow. I just want to live
like other folks, and not always be on the
dodge.”

“Sure, sure, kid. I understand.”

“Then quit trying to reach that gun! Don't
get me wrong,” Jeff’s voice hardened. “Just
’cause I didn’t put a bullet in your brisket,
ain’t no sign I'm letting you take me in. 1
ain’t done nothing wrong—'cept live with
Grat and I couldn’t help that.”

“Why, kid,” the man’s voice was persuasive,
“I wasn’t thinking of taking you in. If you
want to live in town—then just ride in—I
could fix you up with a job.”

“Huh?” It was the first time in Jeff’s life
anybody had offered to do anything for him.
“You—you mean it, mister ?”

The man laughed, a short bark. “Why sure,
kid,” he said. He got to his feet, clapped Jeff
on the shoulder, then stepped over and picked
up his gun. He shoved it in his holster. “You
got nothing to worry about from me, kid.
You Grat Clanton’s boy ?”’

“I don’t know whose boy I am,” Jeff said.
“Grat raised me.” Jeff suddenly felt happy, so
he told the deputy all about living with Grat;
how he’d been wanting to get away and get
himself a job. He told him how Grat had
made him stay behind to shoot the deputy with
the rifle Grat had given him.

“Hell, kid!” the man exploded. “That was
a dirty trick for Grat to pull on you. Tell
you what you do, kid. You come on back to
town with me—ain’t no use you even going
back to Grat’s camp.”

“Gee!” was all that Jeff could say.

LL the way to town he nearly talked
Deputy Amos Greer’s ear off. Jeff
told him how he hoped to get a job
and live with law-abiding folks, and not have
to dodge every lawman he.saw. Hoped to git

* him some learning, he told Greer, and save

his money when he got a job, so maybe he
could own a spread of his own some day.

The deputy listened half attentively and
grunted once in a while, but Jeff was too
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happy to notice. He was going to be a citizen!

It was dark when they rode in, and the
corral was empty. Jeff had sorta hoped the
other kids would still be playing, but then,
that was a little too much to hope for. There
were a lot more days coming!

They stopped in front of the saloon where
Grat had been drinking that day. The deputy
led him straight through the saloon and into
a room in the back. A couple of men followed
them into the room. They eyed Jeff coldly.

“The posse got back an hour ago,” one of
them- said. “We never could find you.” He
jerked his head toward Jeff. “Who’s this ?”

Jeff perked up. Greer was going to tell
these men that Jeff was a law-abiding fellow
who wanted a job; maybe he’d even put in a
good word for him. Greer hooked a chair
with his spur and pulled it to him.

“Grat Clanton’s brat,” was all. that Greer
said. “Is the old man back yet?” Jeff figured
that must be the sheriff,

“Nope. Somebody rode after him and told
him about the robbery. He just took the trail
from there—didn’t come back to town.”

Amos Greer snorted. “Going after the whole
gang by himself, huh? Guess he thinks he’s

~still hell on wheels.”

‘“Reckon the town does, too,” the man re-
plied. “They keep reelecting him.”

“They won’t this time,” Greer snorted,
“when he fails to bring the Clantons in, and
I do bring them in!” He fastened his eyes on
Jeff. It made him feel uncomfortable, like
it did when Grat looked at him. “Here’s our
ticket—straight to the Clanton hideout!”

Jeff swallowed. “What you talking about,
Greer ?”’

There was a hint of impatience in Greer’s
voice as he leaned across the table. “You want
to be a law-abiding citizen, don’t you?” Jeff

-nodded. “You want to do the right thing, so’s
you won’t have to dodge every lawman you
see, don't you?”

“Yeah, but—" :

“Well, all right,” Greer continued. “Then
you got to string along with the law, kid. And
stringing along with the law means helping
them bring Grat and his outfit in.”

Jeff thought that over, squirming nervously,
conscious that all eyes in the room were upon
him.

“You told me yourself you were sick and
tired of Grat and his ways,” Greer said
angrily.

“That’s right, I did,” Jeff said slowly. “But
—well—Grat brung me up—took me in when
I’d of starved to death—" He shook his head.
“T don’t owe Grat nothing good, but I don’t
reckon I owe him anything bad, either.”

“Yeah? Well, you owe the law something.”

Jeff shook his head stubbornly. “Don’t
guess I do. Law never done nothing for me.”

Greer’s fist smashed down on the table. “I’'m
through arguing. Git the horses ready, boys.
C’mon, kid.” The men in the room hesitated.
One hombre frowned and started to speak,
then changed his mind.

Jeff scrooched further down in his chair,
gripped it with his hands. “Ain’t going. I
didn’t make no bargain like that with you.”

“Bargain !” Greer snarled. “Think I'd make
a bargain with the likes of you? You'll do as
you’re told, savvy ¢’

“Don’t reckon I will,” Jeff said.

“Get me a razor strop,” Greer told one of
the men. The man hesitated, looking at Jeff
expectantly,

“Twon’t do no good,” Jeff said through stiff
lips. “Can’t hurt no worse than Grat’s quirt,”

Greer leaned across the table. “Ever hear of
reform school ?”

Jeff whitened. He had—plenty! Eb Clanton
had been in one for almost a year. Jeff still
remembered vividly the wild ride that night
Grat helped Eb escape, and the tales that Eb
told about the treatment he got. His jaw tight-
ened. He could stand anything Eb could, and
Eb had stood it almost a year. Yeah, he could
take as much as Eb, more maybe. Grat had
seen to that.

“You ain’t scaring me, mister,” he told
Greer. “Grat’s the only fam’ly I ever had. ¥d
like to beat the stuffing outta him with my fists
—aim to if I git the chance—but I ain’t turn-
ing skunk, law or no law!”

“After you git outta reform school, kid,”
Greer said, “no honest man will want to hire
you—you’ll wear the convict brand. Won't
nobody trust you.”

Jeff gripped the chair till it hurt his fingers.
He wanted to tell this law hombre that he
wasn’t scaring Jeff Clanton, but somehow the
words stuck in his throat. He wanted to tell
him that he might hate Grat and the way Grat
made him live, but he wasn’t going to turn
skunk and trick Grat into the hands of the law.
He wanted to tell Greer a lot of things, but
the words wouldn’t come. He couldn’t say a
word,

“Git the horses, boys,” Amos Greer said.

T WAS dark when the posse swept out
I of town. Amos Greer led the way. He set
a swift pace across the valley and up
the trail to where his dead horse lay. Jeff rode
in stunned silence between two members of
the posse. His mind had stopped working and
he handled the rein mechanically. Greer called
a halt beside the dead horse.
“Git in front,” he told Jeff. “When the trail
widens enough for two horses, I'll ride with
ou.” :
. Jeff didn’t reply, just kneed his horse into
the lead. He thought wildly of clapping spurs
to his mount and trying to get away. But
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escape was impossible, he knew. The trail was
steep and twisting, and it worked a horse
plenty to negotiate it at a walk. The stars
were brilliant, giving enough light for short
range shooting. Greer had as good as called
him an outlaw when he mentioned reform
school ; he wouldn’t hesitate to shoot if he tried
to make a break.

At the crest of the mountain, Jeff left the
trail, cutting sharply to the right. There was
a swift flurry of hoofs, and Greer was right
alongside.

“How much farther?”

“Not far.” He glanced sideways at Greer.
“What’ll they do with Grat—when they get
him?”

Greer shrugged. “Hang ’em all, I guess.
Why? You got nothing to worry about. We'll
forget your stubbornness.” -

Yeah, nothing to worry about, with Grat
gone. Jeff had seen a man hanged once. He
hadn’t known a man’s neck could stretch that
much. And the way he danced and jerked. He
shut his lips tight and wondered how Grat
would look. He wondered if a fellow could
forget something like that after a while. It
had been a long time since he’d seen that man
hanged but he still remembered it like it was
yesterday. Suppose it took that long to forget
Grat’s hanging? Suppose he never forgot it?

“How much farther?”’ Greer was riding.

close to himh now. The stock of Greer’s rifle in
its scabbard was digging into Jeff’s legs. He
could hear the man’s heavy breathing.

“Not far.” Jeff was peering to the right
of the trail, leaning forward in. the saddle,
scanning the brush. He heard Greer’s breath
quicken as Greer followed his gaze.

Jeff jerked the rifle from the scabbard, neck-
reined his mount to the left and jabbed vicious-
ly with his spurs. The horse snorted and
plunged.

“Hey—dammit—" Greer’s startled yell fol-
lowed him. A six-gun blared, then Jeff was
plunging through the heavy brush. He guided
his horse toward a small opening in the brush,
then along a dim trail. The trail disappeared
around an outcropping of boulders. Jeff flung
one leg over the saddle and slid to the ground
as his horse plunged through the opening.
He hit the ground solidly, rolled over on his
belly, rifle against his shoulder. He sent a
shot whistling through the brush toward the
posse, then lifted his voice.

“Grat!” he yelled. “The law, Grat, the law!
Make a run for it—I’ll hold ’em till you get
a start—"

He could hear Greer cursing back in the
brush as the posse retreated. He slammed a
couple of shots after them, and was satisfied
when their retreat became faster. He scram-
bled to his feet, ran up the trail into the small
clearing.

“Grat!” He was almost sobbing now. “It
was all my fault, Grat—I didn’t mean to—I
<(i;idn’t wanta go to reform school— Hey,

I

IS voice trailed off into stunned silence.

There was the campfire, all right.

And back in the shadows, were the
horses. One man sat by the campfire, Three
still, blanket-covered figures lay there behind
him.

“Howdy, son,” the gray-haired sheriff said.

“Grat?” Jeff said. “Did—"

“Was he your Paw, son?” :

“Not exactly,” Jeff said, awkwardly. For
the first time he noticed that the sheriff was
wounded. He was wearing three crude band-
ages. “Kin I help—" He stopped, his lips
tightening. This man was the law. Grat had
been right about the law! To hell with it!
It was dirty, rotten—oh, Grat had been right,
all right!

“Hey!” Jeff and the lawman whirled,

One of the possemen had sneaked through
the narrow pass. He yelled to the rest of the
posse and a moment later the little clearing
was filled with me. Amos Greer strode over
to one of the blanketed figures and flung the
blanket back with the toe of his boot. His face
was red when he turned to the sheriff,

“Got ’em all, huh? You were lucky.”

“Yeah, Amos,” the sheriff nodded and re-
peated in his quiet voice, “I was lucky.”

Greer turned to Jeff. He hit Jeff with the
flat of his hand and Jeff went sprawling. “You
whelp !” he snarled. “Reform school’s the place
for you!”

Jeff sat there on the ground and rubbed
the side of his face. Hot tears welled up in
his eyes. Grat had been'right about the law!
When he got out of reform school, he'd get
himself a gun— :

“Son,” the sheriff said, “come over here.”

Jeff got to his feet. Amos Greer backed
away, looking at Jeff sort of funny. The sheriff
motioned to the saddle beside him, and Jeff sat
down.

“Wanta be a good law-abiding citizen,
huh ?” the sheriff asked.

“Dunno,” Jeff said surlily. “Don’t think I'd
make a good citizen. Don’t reckon I'm skunk
gno,}:gh to do what the law wants a fellow to

0.

The sheriff looked hard at Amos Greer, then
back at Jeff. “Nope, think you're wrong, son.
Don’t think any reform school is necessary.
Believe you'll make a good citizen. You done
exactly what the laws wants you to do—you
played it straight.”

Jeff looked into the calm eyes of the lawman,
Straight in there, back of the gray shine was
a promise of the kind of life he’d always
dreamed about—and had now found.
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By HALLACK McCORD

(Answers on page 79)

How’s your knowledge of Western things in general? Below are listed twenty questions—
all dealing with wildwest topics. If you call the turn on eighteen or more of them, you can

amble up to the boys perched on practically any western corral fence and say,
If you can answer sixteen or seventeen, then you're pretty good. If fifteen...
Best of luck pardner . .

not exactly in the tenderfoot class.

1. In the old days cowpunchers riding the
range hailed or greeted each other in a char-
acteristic manner when passing. What sort
of greeting was usually given?

2. What was an old-time Texan named
“Fabens McCord”—no relation to the author
—ifamous for?

3. What was the cowpuncher’s word for
the slang term “pillow chaser ?”

4. Match up the following locations with
the appropriate states:

Buffalo Bill’s grave Arizona
Squaw Peak Colorado
Giant Joshua Monument California

5. How would you write out, in cowpunch-
er fashion, a brand described as the “Lazy
Edie?”

6. In the old days there existed a ceremony
in which a cowpuncher was thrown into the
ranch watering trough. What would be the
circumstances ?

7. Natural fireworks in the form of a flam-
ing pillar are made by setting fire to what
desert plant?

8. If, while bunking out on the prairie,
you were informed one evening that there was
“a lost soul in camp,” you would: Ride hell
bent for leather for the sheriff’s office? Reach
for the nearest six-gun? Hunt him up and
ask how the ore was running?

9. Which of the following western indi-
viduals would be most likely to wear which
of the following articles of clothing?
Mexican vaquero Wooley chaps

“Move over!”
well, you're still
. and keep your aim straight !

Northwestern cowpuncher Red sash
Puncher in “formal” dress Two six-guns
Dude Flat-topped Stetson

10. True or false? Camelback Mountain
near Phoenix, Ariz., is known for a natural
rock formation that resembles a monk.

11. What is the reason for the ‘“grooves”
inside the barrel of a puncher’s revolver?

12. Why would one hesitate to take a blind
cow along on a cattle drive?

13. If a westerner referred to a man or an
animal as being “silver-shod,” what would you
think he meant?

14. The word “lick” has two slang mean-
ings in the language of the cowboy. Choose
the correct words from the following: Syrup.
Whiskey. Chewing tobacco. Animal salt.

15. A typical old-time fort found in south-
western United States would be made of:
Wood? Iron? Adobe? Madero? Stone?

16. True or false? Two well known west-
ern trails are the “Chisum” and “Chisholm.”

17. True or false? In certain states it was
once illegal for the new owner of cattle to
obliterate the earmark of the old owner,

18. What is the difference between a ‘‘fast
brand” and a “slow brand?”

19. If while meandering through a western
town you were introduced to a “lightning
Jim” you would: Try to beat him to the draw?
Turn down his invitation to poker? Ask for
the job of shoeing his horse?

20. Can a seasoned Westerner read every
livestock brand correctly on sight?
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WESTWARD
THE
FREEDOM

A giant from over the seas—a ter-
ror-on-wheels riding W estward—
that was John Grant, until he found
a land great enough to hold him—
and a girl who could shoot her way

into a man’s heart!
48

CHAPTER ONE

New Land

HE boat was large and the people ex-
citing and the muddy river was new to

the eyes of John Grant, He stayed for-
ward for hours, listening to the chant of the
pilot’s man, “Mark twain!” and the babble
of the people behind him through which, like
a ritualistic symbol, ran the magic syllables
“Oregon !”

John turned at last and went among the
crowd of passengers. He was a giant of a
youth, almost six and a half feet tall, with
bulking shoulders threatening his linsey jacket,
with hands still showing traces of Pittsburgh
<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>