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’ I “HERE’S a story behind every
story, an inspiration for -every
creation, and that’s the reason we

would like to bring to you this month, the

story of Max Brand’s life and a bit about
his many works which have inspired the
very being of this magazine, MAX

BRAND’S WESTERN.

Max Brand, the name which you im-
mediately associate with your favorite
Western fiction, was in real life Frederick
Faust. He was born in 1892 in Seattle,
Washington, and at the age of 23 started
on his writing career which was to bring
him world-wide fame as one of the most
prolific writers in the contemporary field.
His first book, “The Untamed,” which
has been filmed three times since the
published date of 1918, placed him in the
ranks of the top-flight pulp authors. After
that he turned out a steady flow of novels,
short stories and serials. It is estimated
that he wrote 27 million words in his life-
time—a record which few can rival. Per-
haps the most familiar works to most of
his readers are the “Dr. Kildare” series
which of course, were re-written for the
films. Among other well-known works
are “Destry Rides Again,” “Uncertain
Glory” and “Johnny-Come-Lately.”

(Please continue on page 8)
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(Continued from page 6)

,Frederick Faust wrote under thirteen
pseudonyms but was best known as. Max
Brand. Under this name he wrote almost
100 novels—your favorite tales of the Old
West, of Alaska, China and many foreign
lands. Under the name of George Challis
he wrote historical novels, including “The
Golden Knight,” an exciting story of King
Richard the Lion-Hearted, during the
Crusades. As George Owen Baxter he
turned out hair-raising tales of Indians on
the prairies of the unsettled West; as
Evan Evans he wrote about detectives
who could solve the most baffling of
mysteries; as Walter C. Butler he wrote
more Western - stories.  With _each
pseudonym he identified the name with a
definite field of fiction, so that his works
were many and varied—it was just as
though thirteen different authors were
writing for your reading pleasure! To
say that he was just versatile in the
writing field, would be making a gross
understatement of fact. There are few
who possess such diversity of ability!
Due to this unusual set-up of creating
completely separate pseudonymic identi-
ties Mr. Faust has had the distinction—
perhaps the sole distinction—of having
three to four of his stories run in one
issue of a magazine at the same time, but
all carrying different pen names.

In 1944 when World War II was in its
height of fury, Max Brand, or Frederick
Faust, became a War Correspondent and
went overseas with the intention of seek-
ing material for a new novel and to report
what he saw for a series of articles to be
published under his own name. He was
assigned to a division which was scheduled
to move up to the front in the vicinity of
Minturno and the Gulf of Gaeta. He was
quoted as saying to the troops with whom
he was waiting for the start of the big
push, “I want to see exactly how Ameri-
can troops act in battle. I'm going in with
you and I am going to write exactly what

I see.” But those articles and the novel
were never written, for he was killed the
following day when the. division opened
up its offensive move. The news of his
death saddened millions of his readers and
this great loss was felt throughout the
literary world.

However, it is our good fortune to
have at hand many of his most popular
and well-loved action-packed Western
tales. It was for this reason that your
magazine, MAX BRAND’S WEST-
ERN, was created—inspired by the bril-
liance of the Max Brand stories and the
ever-alive interest of his avid readers—
to bring you the best in Western fiction.
So, the King of the Pulps will continue to
reign and his works will live on forever.

In this issue we are featuring Max
Brand’s full-length novel, “Trail of the
Devil Duo” as well as a novelette by an-
other well-known author of Old West fic-
tion, Philip Ketchum.

In the April issue a complete novel by
Bennett Foster will appear along with one
of Max Brand’s famous stories.

“Open Range For Renegades” by Ben-
nett Foster is the story of Miles Trask
who was sent as an investigator for the
Cattle Sanitation Board, back to the prai-
ries where he had spent his childhood. He
was assigned to this job because he knew
the country and the people and was well-
qualified to act as a spy, for there was
trouble a-plenty. There were reports that

_cattle by the thousands were drifting into

this section from Texas and the Indian
Territory and the ranchmen over across
the Line were kicking up a row, for no
one could find the cattle once they were
gone. Miles Trask soon realized that he
had walked into a nest of dangerous cattle-
rustlers, drygulchers, and scheming gun-
slicks hiding under the badge of the law.

The April issue will be bursting at the
binding with excitement and adventure!

The Editor
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TRAIL OF THE

A Blazing Novel of Ambition-Spurred Action

Oopyright 1983, 193}
Populor Publications, 133'.

CHAPTER ONE
Horse Lightning

T THE table in the Winton ranch
A house sat three men and a woman,
All the men were more or less
formidable outside the house, but inside it
they were all in fear of that one woman.
Ned Winton feared his wife a little more

10

). 2
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Burning ambition spurred young

Ever Winton down the outlaw trail

—for he was willing to blaze a fiery -

path to hell as long as he rode the
Red Pacer’s back.

The guns in their hands flashed in
fow arcs.

e
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than did his twenty-year-old son, Ever-
ard. Ned’s brother, Clay Winton, who
had been a paying guest of the ranch
for four years, was so accustomed to being
the target of his sister-in-law’s attacks
that he had developed a great deal of skill
in making retreats from such battles.

A charge was about to be made now,

‘and all three men knew it. They could tell



DEVIL DUO

By
Max Brand

ness which, she felt, was a perfect dis-
guise, but which flecked the blood of all
the others in the family with cold. She
might have been carved in ice, and the dim
by the fixed smile on Mrs. Winton’s face blue eyes of the three Winton men were
that trouble was in the air. fixed upon her.
Mrs. Winton wore a mask of pleasant- “How was your day, Everard?” she be-
11
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gan, quietly ‘and - pleasantly enough.

He was working every day in town, in

the blacksmith shop. :

“Oh, it was a good day enough,” said
the son. “Plenty to do. We had to weld
a break in the coupling of Tom Walter’s
big iron. wagon. It was heavy to handle,
but we managed it.”

“Was that the job that made you so
late coming home ?”’ asked the mother.

Uncle Clay Winton glided in swiftly
and gently. He said:

“That was one of the biggest two-man
jobs of welding that I have ever seen. Re-
minds me of a time in Dodge City when
a new prairie schooner outfit was getting
ready for the plains, and along come some
bohunks with wagons with iron frames.
One of ’em took and tumbled over the
edge of the creek, where—"

“Dodge City, again!” sighed Mrs.
Winton. -

Her glance was as bright as fire; it
might have burned the very soul of a
person less callous than Clay Winton.

“Well, Dodge City was Dodge City, in
- the old days,” said Clay Winton. “Mighty
- few things that didn’t happen there, one
time or another. The days when Wild
Bilt Hickok was town marshal—"

“Seems to me,” said Mrs. Winton,
“that you talk as though you were there
yourself! You weren’t even born when
Wild Bill Hickok was murdering his poor
victims !”

“Now, Martha!” said Clay Winton.
“You ought to be a little kinder and
milder, when you refer to a man like Wild
Bill, that was a hero. I've known plenty
of men who were friends of his. A finer
gentleman and a truer man there never
was none!”’

He put in, genially, smoothly, “Think-
ing of the old times, I saw a sight today
that would have stirred the blood of
Dodge City—every man and woman in it.
Harry Lawson has come back from his
horse hunt, and he has the horse with

him! He has finally rounded him up.”

Mrs. Winton parted her lips tp speak,
but the family was familiar with her fits
of temper and by long practice they
had worked up perfect team-play ; so now
Ned Winton hastily broke in:

“You mean that red stallion — the
pacer?”’ ,

“I mean the Red Pacer,” said Clay.
“IWhat a horse!”

“It’s not one of those pretty things
that the ladies love the minute they clap
eyes on it,” he went on. “It’s an inch
over sixteen hands, and you can see the
whole .machine. You can see the frame
of that horse and the muscles that pull on
the bones, is what you can see. He could
take a standing jump and sail over the
moon, is what he looks like.” .

“Natural pacer, ain’t he?” asked Ned
Winton.

“He is,” said Clay. “And a natural
bunch of dynamite, too. "1 seen Buck
Sanders and a greaser puncher by name
of Miraflores, and they both tried to ride
him, today. There wasn’t nothing to it.
He just exploded ’em into the air, and
then he went sailing off to the far end of
the corral, and looked through the bars
and cocked his ears at the mountains.
They’ve built up the corral fence to nine
feet. He'll jump anything up to eight!”

“If he can’t be rode how was he
cdught?” asked Ned Winton.

- “They trapped him. A dozen of 'em
snagged him,” said Clay. “Harry Law-
son spent about every penny that he’s got
in the world to land that stallion.”

“A pile of use it’ll be!” said Mrs. Win-
ton. “A horse that can’t be rode!”

“There’s a worth in things that can’t
be used,” said Clay. “I reckon that
Harry’d give that hoss away to anybody
that could ride it, fair and square, without
pullin’ leather. But there’s a worth in
things that can’t be used.”

“What worth?”’ snapped Mrs. Winton.
“I'd like to know what worth!”
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“Why,” said Clay, “you can’t eat a
diamond necklace, can you? But it’s good
to look at, all the same. He had the fun
of hunting that red hoss down. I reckon
a thousand punchers have seen the Red
Pacer on the edge of the sky, and wished

M Winton

their. hearts out to have him. But it was
like chasing lightning to get him.”

“T’d like to put a saddle on him. I'd
like to try him,” said Everard Winton,
slowly.

He spoke so quietly that his mother
barely heard him.

“What’s that you say?” she snapped.

He shrugged his shoulders. “I'd like
to try my luck with the Red Pacer,” he
answered.

“And get your neck broke?” she in-
quired, angrily.

*“I hope not,” said the boy.

Again he looked to his uncle, and re-
ceived the warning sign. But Mrs. Win-
ton also had seen the check of the shaken
head, and she was more furious than ever.

“You can waste your time ridin’ wild
hosses—you can’t waste your time coming
home and helping with the chores, like a
right-minded hoy would do,” she ex-
claimed.

UT EVERARD rose from the table
and was already through the screen
door and stepping onto the back porch as

his father said:

“He’s twenty, and growed up. I can’t
treat him like a haby no more.”

Mrs. Winton turned on her brother-
in-law. :

“It’s you!” she exclaimed. “It's you
that has done it all! It’s you that's tak-
ing him away from his own flesh and
blood !”

Clay Winton was a long-suffering man
where women were concerned, and par-
ticularly with his brother’s wife. But now
even his patience gave way a little. He
said:

“You gotta remember, Martha, that
half his blood is Winton blood, and that’s
what runs in me.”

He stood up in turn.

“P1l be stepping out!” said he.

“And go and walk with my boy? And
raise up his heart agin me?” cried Mrs.
Winton. “Ned, are you just gonma set
there and see things like this happen under
your own roof?”

Ned Winton sighed and leaned back
m his chair with his eyes closed.

“Wouldn’t you leave it be for a while?
Wouldn’t you let it drop?” he said.

Clay Winton passed through the door
in his turn, and his footfall went across
the porch and down the steps, sounded
hollowly along the boardwalk, and then
disappeared from hearing.

A silence came over the dining room.
Mrs. Winton was still red-faced and pant»
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ing, but there was alarm in her eyes.

“There had to be a time,” she said
“There had to be a time. It's just what
I've suspected for a couple of years.
Clay’s corruptin’ our boy.”

“Martha,” said her husband, “a boy
that can be corrupted ain’t worth the
saving. That's all I've got to say. I'm
gonna go out and cool off.”

He stood up from the table, but she
ran around it and stood before him, grip-
ping him by both sleeves.

“Oh, Ned!” she said. “Suppose that
something would happen to him. I'd die!
Next thing you know hell go take and
ride that Red Pacer—and have his neck
broke!”

He put his hand on her head and wait-
ed until he was no longer choked by the
pain in his throat. And then he said:

“Well, Martha, I'll tell you what I'll do.
'l forbid him from riding the Red
Pacer.”

“That’s something!” she said, eagerly.
“It’d be something more if Clay’d de-
cide to take and live in another place.”

“I'm goin’ out on the front porch,”
said Winton. “I’ll wait there and speak
to Ever when he comes back in.”

After Mrs. Winton had washed the
supper dishes and dried them she went
out to the front porch and sat for a mo-
ment beside her husband.

“Ned,” she said, “I want to ask you
something.”

“Yes?” he sdid wearily.

“I wanta ask you where Clay really got
all his money.”

“Mining.”

“Well, Ned, you ever look at the hands
of a miner?”

“Sure I have.”

“What about ‘em ?”

“Calloused like leather. Why?”

“You remember the hands of Clay
when he came back?”

“Can’t say I do.”

“Well, I remember them, though,” said

she. “They were as white and soft as
the hands of a girl.”

“Humph!” muttered her husband.

“Can you put two and two together?”
she demanded. :

“I ain’t a suspicious sort of a fellow,
Martha,” he answered, uneasily.

“Maybe not,” she replied, “but it’s as
plain as the nose on your face. It's been
plain to me all the while. Clay never got
a penny out of the ground. Faster and
easier pay was what he was after. That's
the kind of money he’s got, and that’s
the kind of money he’ll send our boy
after!”

Ned Winton considered this idea for a
moment. Then he replied:

“I dunno, Martha. It’s hard to know
what’s on the inside of a man like Clay,
that don’t talk nothing except what he
wants to talk.”

HE hurried back into the house and

left Ned Winton squirming a little.
He disliked the duty that had been laid
upon him; on the other hand, he was not
one to shirk responsibilities.

Through the gate that opened on the
road came the figures of his brother, easily
recognized, even in silhouette, by his
slouching walk—and the erect, light-
stepping form of his son. They moved
down the path, and Ned hastily packed a
pipe and lighted it, as a means of letting
them know he was there.

“Hello, Father,” said Everard, in the
quiet voice of one who has been thinking
of important things.

“Hello, Ever,” said he. “Come here a
minute, will you?” ,

The boy came to the foot of the steps
and paused there. It was hard to see him
by the dimness of the night light, for there
was no moon in the sky; but it seemed
to the father that his features stood out
more clearly than if the sun had been
beating all around him. From his in-
fancy, there had been something clean
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and fresh and radiant about the young lad.

“It’s about that Red Pacer,” said the
father. “You know, Ever, that’s a damn
dangerous hoss.”

“I’ve heard that,” said the boy, his tone
constrained. “But you know the saying?”

“What saying?”

“Every horse can be rode—every man
can be throwed.”

“I’ve heard that,” said the father, “and
there’s sense in it, too—which is more
than there is in a lot of things. Speakin’
about throwin’, you know what the Pacer
done to Indian Murphy? He broke six or
seven ribs and smashed a leg and a collar
bone.”

“I'm sorry for that,” said Everard
Winton.

- “Well,” remarked his father, “I was
just leading up to a point. Don’t you go
and be a fool and try to ride that stallion.”

“But you see, father,” the boy replied,
“I told Harry Lawson I'd be sure to come
over and try my hand with the Pacer.”

“Then you send him word that you've
changed your mind,” said Winton.

He noticed that his brother was saying
nothing, his head turning a little from side
to side as he marked the conversation.

Then the boy was saying, “It’s hard
to send him word I've changed my mind.
He’d think—""

“It ain’t no matter what he thinks,”
said the father. “What I think and what
your ma thinks is what you oughta do,

SRS
just now. -There’s no good in a wild-
caught mustang stallion. Sometimes

they’ve been rode, but' I dunno one that
ever gave no satisfaction to his master.
Likely to turn any minute and put a hoof
through you. Likely to get you off and
savage you. Ever seen a man savaged?”

“No,” said Everard.

“Well, you don’t want to see it—and
no more do you wanta be it Don’t you
go near that hoss and make a fool of
yourself, Ever.” :

He settled back in his chair and sighed.

The boy answered, “It wouldn’t mat-
ter, Father, very much eéxcept that I've
said I'd be there. And besides—"

“Besides what?” snapped Ned Win-
ton. “I'll drop by the Lawson place, to-
morrow. And I'll tell him that I wouldn’t
let you go. I reckon I'm old enough to
know what’s right for you to do.”

“But you haven’t seen the Red Pacer,”
remarked the boy, quietly.

“T've seen plenty of hosses,” said the
father. “One’s as good as another—
pretty mean.”

The boy did not answer at once. These
pauses that he made were somehow
characteristic. They made all of his words
seem to come from his heart.

“A man on that horse,” he said, “would
be like a king on a throne, Father!”

Ned Winton struck his fist into his -

open palm.
“I tell you,” he said, “that it’s come to
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a point where you got to know that you
ain’t your own master till you're of age.
Don’t you go near that hoss! Understand ?
Don’t you dare go near it!”

He waited. He could hear his heart

thumping.

“Wait a minute, Ever,” murmured Clay
Winton, as the boy turned to leave.

“It’s no good waiting,” replied the boy.
“I'm afraid I know already that 1 have
to ride the Red Pacer—or break my neck
trying!”

Words broke out from the father in a
rush.

“Everard, if you won't obey me, then
I'm through with you! You can go your
own way, is what I mean.  Either you’re
my boy or you ain’t my boy. You been
four years followin’ Clay like a dog at the
heel. You been his shadow. He’s been
more than teacher, father,® mother and
friends to you. I don't like it, and I ain’t
gonna have it. You hear me talk ?”

“I hear you,” said the boy, coldly.

HE WAITED fo fheve words, but his
f

ather had run out of them. Those

the old man had spoken remained to ring
in his ears, and he could hardly believe
that the stern utterances had been his own.

“You_go on to bed,” he muttered in
conclusion, and heard the voice of his son
coldly bid him good night. Everard
passed from view around the corner of
the house.

With a sore heart, Ned Winton said
to his brother, “This is some of your
doings, Clay.”

“Why?” asked the other. “What have
I had to do with it, Ned ?”

“You know what you’ve had to do with
it,” insisted Ned. “He’s been around with
you all the time. He’s got your wild
ideas.” ;

“You figure,” said Clay, “that the only
way to live is to work till your bones ache.
You get the ache in the bones, all right,
but you don’t get much life.”

A

“I've got a farm and cows on it and
plenty of saddle-stock. Everything’s
fenced up and fixed right, and I started
with nothing,” boasted Ned.

“You work like a dog every day of
your life,” said Clay. “But what's the
good of owning a thing that makes a slave
of you? You don’t own the place; the
place owns you! I have enough to live on,
as far as that goes.” <

“How’d you get it?” snapped Ned.

“Why, out of the mines.”

“You never was a miner!” declared
Ned.

“Hello!” murmured Clay Winton.

“You've never been a miner,” con-
tinued Ned. “You never had hands that
were that hard.”

“Martha’s been talking to you, Ned,™
said Clay.

True accusations annoy us, always, far
more than idle ones. Ned Winton grew
hot at the mention of his wife.

“Leave Martha out of it!”
claimed.

“T'm glad to leave her out,” answered
Clay.

“She ain’t good enough to please you,
maybe?” demanded Ned.

“She’s all right,” said Clay. “I'm go-
ing on to bed.”

“All right, go to bed,” said Ned Win-
ton. “Only—Ileave your hands off Ever,
will you?”

“No,” said Clay Winton, suddenly.

He turned and came quickly back to his
brother, climbing the steps of the ver-
anda, They stood face to face, each
watching the gimmering eyes of the other.

“You won’t, eh?”” said Ned.

“As long as I stay here,” said Clay,
“I'm gonna keep on doin” what I can for
him.”

“And what good have you done him, I'd
like to know ?”

“T came back and looked at him,” said
Clay, “and I seen that he was a thorough-
bred hitched to a plough. I walked him

he ex-
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right out of the ploughing field: I put
him into training; I've got him almost
ready for the race track and the big
stakes!”

“You want to make him like yourself!”
said the father, savagely. “A hell of a
thoroughbred you ever were!”

“You're only calling me names,” said

Clay Winton, “and the names you throw
won’t break my skin. I say that when I
came back here I found Ever a poor lump
of a kid, a little bit dull and sad, and not
knowing what was the matter with him
I tell you what I've done for him; I've
started him working at books—every eve-
ning he’s been working on them. I couldn’t
tell him where to start, but he went out
and got the right advice. I started him to
watchin’ his language, till now he speaks
a good clean English. T've made him
watch out for his clothes, too, and now he
looks like something. I've taught him that
whisky is poison, but that it can be
handled. T've taught him not to boast
or talk big or loud or to swear or to use
slang.
- “I’ve used myself as a model of what
not to be. I've worked on his training, too.
He can jump higher, run faster, box bet-
ter, ride cleaner, shoot quicker and
straighter than anybody around here. A
man that he can’t throw he can knock
down. He’s fit to stand anywhere in the
world and to be taken for a gentleman,
which is what his blood calls for him to
be. I've fitted Everard for something
better.”

It was a very considerable speech, and
Ned Winton grew more and more angry
as he felt the justice and truth of some
of Clay’s remarks. At last Ned said:

“T’ll tell you how it is. You're satis-
fied with your own ideas; you think
they’re fine. Well, I don’t. I tell you just
this—keep your hands off of Ever from
this minute on.”

“I won't,” said Clay.

“Then get out of my house and get out

of my life,” said Ned Winton, heatedly.

“You mean that?” said Clay.

“I ain’t gonna have Ever dragged down
and thrown away by following your ex-
ample,” said Ned Winton. “Besides, you
are upseiting the whole family,” he mut-
tered.

“All right,” said Clay. “I’'ll leave in
the morning. And if Ever leaves with me,
I'll be sorry for you.”

He walked straight through the front
door and disappeared in the house, leav-
ing the father frozen in his place in the
darkness of the outer night. Ned's hand
was raised in expostulation. The next
word was still hanging on bis lips as he
was about to reply, but it seemed that that
final speech of his brother had robbed
him of all utterance.

For a moment he remained like this,
staring blankly before him until the dis-
tant stars seemed to dance together. Then
he turned and went sadly into the house.

CHAPTER TWO

Fountain of Fire -

when young Everard Winton rode

over the hill and down to the shack
of Harry Lawson. Early as it was, Harry
Lawson was already up. He was in front
of his house, with his face toward the sun,.
seated on a sagging cracker box and
whittling at thin sticks from which he was
constructing stretchers on which pelts
could be dried. It was said that Harry
I.awson had spent all his money on that
long, long hunt for the red horse. In that
quest he had hired many a man; many a
horse had been ridden to death; many a
month had been consumed relentlessly.
He had been almost rich. All was spent
to capture the red stallion—which he
could not ride!

To eke out a living, Harry Lawson was
trapping wolves and coyotes for the

lT WAS the very rose of the morning
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bounty and for the value of the pelts.

The time had been when Harry Law-
son had bet five thousand dollars on the
single ruffle of a faro pack—and lost—and
shrugged his shoulders at the loss. Now
he had fewer dollars than he formerly had
thousands. On the other hand, in the old
days he was merely “Half-breed Harry”
or “That Lawson Injun.” And now he
was a revered figure. Men rode scores
of miles to look at his splendid horse. The
legend of the long pursuit of the Red
Pacer filled the range.

Lawson remained the same dusty-faced,
sawed-off, bow-legged specimen of an un-
pretentious cowpuncher that he had al-
ways been. He looked very much what he
was, a cross betwéeen a stubby Comanche
squaw and a hardy Highlander.

He looked up as the boy jogged the
mustang nearer, but continued his whit-
tling, merely reducing the size of his shav-
ings as he stared at Everard Winton with
fixed eyes.

The latter approached, dismounted, and
waved to the half-breed.

“I'm Ned Winton’s son, Lawson,” he
said.

He went over and held out his hand.
The Indian took it without rising. His
curiously impersonal eyes wandered
steadily over the face of the boy, as
though he looked at a picture rather than
a human being.

“I'll take a look at the Red Pacer, if I
may,” said Everard. :

The Indian shrugged his shoulders.

Winton stepped to the corral fence. He
went with his eyes to the ground. Only
when he reached the bars did he look up,
suddenly ; and then he blinked and gripped
the nearest bar with both hands. His eyes
dimmed ; he heard a singing in his ears,
and his heart rose like a bubble in his
breast.

He blinked the moisture out of his eyes
and looked again. There was a glow, a
light, about the stallion. It was not the

sheen of his eyes or the shimmer of the
sunshine down his flanks; that was not
the light that the boy saw around the
horse. Dark red chestnut, the name was
not hard to understand. There were
three white marks—a white nose, a star
between the eyes, and one silken white
stocking drawn up almost to the knee.

The boy went back to Harry Lawson,
who remained on the cracker box, whit-
tling.

“Suppose somebody could ride that
horse, what price would you put on him?"”
asked Winton.

The half-breed looked away toward the
sky, considered for a long moment with
dim eyes, and then shrugged his shoul-
ders. -

The boy caught his breath with impa-
tience.

“Suppose I put a saddle on him? May
I try him?”” he asked, at last.

Harry Lawson nodded.

When the stallion saw' young Winton
enter the corral he came to life and swung
around the big corral with a flourish. He
made the place look small, as a circus seal
makes its foolish tub look small. It seemed
to the boy that with every stride the
monster horse rode high enough to clear
the fence, had he been of a mind to do
so. Winton snared the red horse around
the neck at the first cast. To his delighted
amazement the stallion stood still at once.
One lesson he had learned perfectly—not
to pull against the rope. 'The saddle and
bridle were worked on with equal ease,
and there was not even a protest when
Winton swung himself into the saddle,
But when he hit home in it, the action
began.

It seemed to him, a minute later, that
the great horse had risen under him,
turned into a fountain of fire, and dis-
solved as it struck the earth, dropping
its rider into a cloud of darkness.

Then Everard Winton was sitting up
in the depth'of the corral dust and spitting
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dust from his mouth. Blood came with the
dust. He put up a hand and found that
red was trickling from both mouth and
nose. There was a rip in his trouser leg
and a cut in the skin beneath the rip.
Blood trickled down that leg also, and
the wound burned like fire.

He dragged himself to his feet, but he
was so dizzy that he had to sit down again,
at once. He felt as though a club had
struck him at the base of the brain.

WHEN his wits cleared again, he saw
that the saddle was lying in the
middle of the enclosure. The stallion

As soon as Ever hit the saddle,
action began.

had bucked it cleanly off, and he was in
a far corner now, nibbling at the grass
that extended a little distance under the
fence, his ears pricking. The very con-
tented switching of his tall was like the
satisfied gesture of one who has done a
task well,

The boy waited for a full half hour be-
fore the misery was out of his brain and
the sickness out of his heart. Then he
stood up and turned to see that the half-
breed was moving away from him, work-
ing busily to fit together the pieces of a
stretcher. Harry Lawson was not excited,
it appeared, by the proceedings of this new
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aspirant. He had watched many before.

The Winton blood and the pride of the
Wintons stood up in the boy. Again he
caught the horse by the trailing lariat, and
saddled it as easily as before. Mounted
again, he was once more hurled up into
the sky. But this time he hit the saddle
when he came down. He stuck through
that and half a dozen skyrocketings. Then
the big horse spun around in a sudden
circle and Everard went off, stretched out
flat in the air and whirled as he shot for-
ward. He clicked his head agamst a
corral post and lay face down in the dust
for half an hour.

When he awakened, he was almost suf-
focating, and the increasing heat of the
sun was burning the back of his neck.

He sat up in a world that rocked about
him. He had to close his eyes, and it was
another half hour before he ventured to
get to his feet. But he could not stay on
them; he had to sit down again. Only
much later did he manage to get to the
watering trough, turn on the tap, and
drink deep. That refreshed him.

He looked toward the house and saw
that the half-breed was still whittling
sticks. Again Harry Lawson’s back was
toward the corral. For all he knew, a
dead man lay in the corral—dead with a
broken neck or a cracked skull. But that
did not trouble the half-breed.

The saddle, too, was lying in the middle
of the corral once more, though it had
been cinched up with redoubled care.

Winton went to pick it up, and found
it a loose, pulpy wreck. The stallion must
have rubbed it against the fence posts
when he found that he could net simply
shake it off. Winton’s riding was ended
for that day, but he was glad of it. Noth-
ing but the fact that the Indian was there
to look on would have induced him to
make even another trial.

So, with bowed head, he went toward

the corral gate, trailing the ruined saddle
under his arm. He did not look up until

he had reached the gate itself; and then
he saw that Harry Lawson was facing
toward him, at last, and regarding him
and the horse. It was with amusement
that the half-breed looked upon him; it
was with a smile that turned into the
heartiest, but the most silent of laughter.

The boy ground his teeth together! If
he had heen a little older, he would have
controlled himself. But at the sight of
that mockery, a madness fired his brain.
The nausea left him, all at once, and he
whirled about, fairly running to the stal-
lion. Saddle or not, he would have another
try, for the sake of manhood.

He sprang onto the bare back of the
great horse and waited for the explosion
that would hurl him at the blue sky. But
the Red Pacer merely turned his head.
Without alarm, with what seemed an air
of curious surprise, he regarded the first
man ever to sit on his naked back.

Harry Lawson was seated on top of
the corral fence. He was like a stuffed
bird ; there was not a trace of emotion on
his face.

Ever dismounted and then tried the
stallion on the lead. It was as though the
horse had learned, long, long ago, in the
days of its colthood, all the lessons that
can be taught. For it now responded quite
readily to the pull on the reins and to the
pressure on the side of the neck.

UNTIL noon the boy led the great
horse up_and down: Then he went
to the shack, hoping for lunch. But the
half-breed remained sitting on top of the
corral fence, his arms folded on his knees,
studying the stallion with a blank face.
That made little difference. In the
West, on the range, one may take it for
granted that there is a certain hospitality.
And young Everard Winton sliced up po-
tatoes with bacon, put on a pot of coffee,
and banged on a tin pan when the meal
was ready.

Harry Lawson had not moved from his
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perch all that while, but now he climbed
down to the ground and went to the
house. He pumped some  water into a
basin and took off his felt hat, time-altered
from black to green. Above the hat rim
his hair was shining black, but below the
line of the rim it was gray with dust. In
the cold water, without soap, the breed
washed his hands and face with a few
brief gestures. Then he dried his face by
slicking off the water with the edge of the
hand, and dried his hands by flicking
them together a few times and giving them
a final wipe on his greasy overalls. He
removed his felt hat from the nail on
which he had hung it, replaced it on his
head, and sat down to lunch.

Young Everard Winton finished his
meal and his coffee with haste, and went
outside to take the air.

He could still feel the effects of the falls
he had had that morning, but no pain of
body could match or master the joy that
was in his soul.

After a time, while he was smoking a
cigarette, Harry Lawson came out and
sat beside him,

“How much you want for that Red
Pacer?” asked Winton.

The other held up five grimy fingers.
And a swift, fiery hope rushed through
the soul of the boy.

“Five hundred dollars?” he asked.

Harry Lawson shook his head, and a
cold hopelessness filled the boy.

“Five thousand?”” he demanded.

The other nodded, and put down his
hand again while Everard Winton looked
desperately ahead of him, his eyes strain-
ing as though he were trying to make out
obscure print. Five thousand dollars!
The sum rang and beat against his ear
like a death bell.

“That’s a lot of money, Lawson,” he
argued. “You've got to remember that
the mustang’s not a thoroughbred.”

The Indian shrugged his shoulders,
seemed to consider, and held up three
fingers.

The world, for Harry Lawson, had
suddenly shrunk to the shape of that silken
monster ; and the price of the horse was
three thousand dollars. Not a very great
price for a man’s entire world! But an
impossible price for young Winton.

Winton picked up the wreckage of the
saddle and returned to the corral. For
hours he worked steadily, and then he
climbed tentatively, gently, into the saddle.
This time the stallion did not strike for
the sky. Instead, he sank almost to his
knees, trembled, and. gradually straight-
ened. With loose rein, Winton kept his
place, talking constantly to the great
horse soothingly. And down from his
hand, through the leather of the reins to
the steel bit and to the brain of the horse
he felt an electric current running.

It was not a conquest.

Not as a fighter was Ever winning the

HURT TO SHAVE YOUR CHIN?

Try a Star Blade on those tough stubble patches
—those spots where whiskers are wiry and skin
tender, Feel the smoother, better shave you get.
Sturdier Star Blades are precision-made to take
and hold a sharper edge. Try better shaving at a
real saving.

SINGLE OR DOUBLE EDGE BLADES 10¢ and 25¢ Pkgs.




2 ' MAX BRAND’S WESTERN MAGAZINE

Red Pacer, but as a companion and a
friend.

He dismounted, undid the cinches, and
carried the saddle back to his mustang.
Harry Lawson was again at work on the
stretchers, making them with wonderful
handicraft, binding the joints with waxed
twine. Hundreds of years before, per-
haps, Comanches had made stretchers just
like these!

“Three thousand dollars, eh, Lawson?”’
Ever asked wearily.

.The half-breed shook his head, and
ifted two fingers.

“Two thousand?” exclaimed the boy.

The other nodded. _

Two thousand dollars seemed to Ever
so little, by contrast, that it seemed for a
burning instant that the red horse was
already in his hands. And then he re-
membered ; he had net twenty dollars in
the world. His father had plenty in the
bank, perhaps; but his father had for-
bidden him to come near the horse.

Only Uncle Clay Winton might have
ideas.

Everard went to his own horse. It was
not necessary to waste an adieu on that
brutally silent animal of a man; so he
mounted and rode back over the trail
toward home. And his heart was like red-
hot steel in his breast.

IT WAS after supper time when young

Everard Winton put up his mustang
and came to the house.

He went into the kitchen and found
his mother washing dishes. She merely
turned her head over her shoulder, offer-
ing him no food, only the cold, stern
gréeting : :

“Your pa wants to see you on the front
porch.”

He went out of the kitchen, through
the dining room and down the narrow
darkness of the hall, verv slowly, and
stepped onto the front porch.

There were two spots of light in the

dusk ; one was from his father’s pipe, one
from his uncle’s cigarette. .

“Hello, Clay. Hello, Father,
Ever.

“How are things?” asked Clay Win-
ton. s

The father merely grunted.

“Mother says you want to talk to me,
Father,” said the boy.

“TI do,” said Ned Winton gruffly.

Now that the time had come, the
words came out with a surprising ease.
Ned Winton added :

“Were you at the blacksmlth shop,
today ?”

“No,” said the boy.

“Why not?””

“I was busy at something else.”

“What was"it?”

“I rode the Red Pacer,”
Everard, frankly.

“You rode him, eh?” exclaimed Clay
Winton. “Good bey, Ever!”

Ned leaned forward to face his brother.
“Are you gonna keep your mouth out of
this?” he asked, with a dangerous soft-
ness.

“Yeah. “I'll keep out of it,”” answered
Clay.

“So you rode the hoss, eh?” said the
father.

The boy was silent. It was a question
e had already answered.

“I told you not to and you went and
did it?”’ questioned the father.

“T said that I pretty near had to,” re-
plied Everard. “You know how a thin®
gets into you—and burns.”

“But I told you not to!” insisted the

said

answered

father.

“That’s true,” said the boy.

“And still you went and done it?”

t¥es

“What had I ought to do about a thing
like that?”

“T don’t know.”

“T know,” said the father, savagely.
“I'd oughta throw you out of this house
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and into the road! That’s what I oughta

do—and I got a mind to do it.”

The boy lifted his head.

“It’s easily done,” he said. “One word
will turn the trick. Just one word more
is all you need to use.”

Ned Winton leaped from his chair and
stamped until the boards creaked under
him.

“Sassing me back, are you?” he
shouted.

“] don’t want to,” said Everard. “I
don’t want to make you angry, either.
I've got a chance to get a thing that means
more to me than anything else in the
world. You can help me get it; you're
the only one who would. And if you'll
do it, I'll work out what I want you to
give me. I'll work without any pay—as
common puncher, plough-hand, anything
you say.”

“What is it you want?” asked the
father.

“Two thousand dollars!”

“Hey? What?”

The boy was silent.

The father exclaimed again, “What
you done that you need two thousand
dollars ?”

“That’s the price of the Red Pacer.”

“My gosh!” cried Ned Winton. “I
could buy twenty good hosses—I could
buy a whole herd of 'em—for that price.
Are you clean crazy, Ever?”

“Well, after seeing the Pacer twice,
I'll about die unless I have him; and
Harry Lawson wants two thousand dol-
lars for him.”

Said Ned Winton, “I ain’t that kind of
a fool !”

“T'll work six years for you,” said the
boy, steadily and quietly. “I'll waste no
more time making things in the blacksmith
shop, or fiddling around with the lock-
smith, or shooting, or hunting, or playing
foolish games. I'll toe the line every min-
ute of those years. I'll do that for the
two thousand dollars.”

“You will ?”’ muttered the father.

CHAPTER THREE

No Turning Back

’ I \HERE was a long silence. Then
the parent whispered, “Two thou-
sand dollars for a worthless hoss!

You’d be the laughin’ stock of the range,

and so would I. Folks would just laugh at

us. Two thousand dollars? You could
get that hoss for five hundred!”

“Harry Lawson spent fifteen or twenty
thousand dollars to catch that mustang,”
said the boy. “What with the hire of men
and the burning up of horseflesh, he spent
at least that much. And his place went
to pieces while he was away. He was
pretty well heeled a few years ago, he’s
broke now. But he did that for the horse.
He asked five thousand at first; but after-
wards he came down to two thousand—
after I'd ridden the Pacer. That's his
lowest price. I saw in his face that it was
the lowest.”

“Harry Lawson is a half-breed fool!”
said the father.

Clay Winton broke in. “Ned, do it.
Ever offers you six years of his life. By
the end of that time he’ll be a cattleman
in spite of himself, and that’s what you
want him to be. Let him have the money.
I'll advance it to you if you're short on
hard cash.”

That word from his brother simply
happened to strike Ned Winton at the
wrong moment and in the wrong place.

“I want none of your stolen money in
my hands!” he shouted.

His brother stood up and leaned a hand
against a wooden pillar. He felt the eyes
of the boy on him, through the darkness.

“You've said a hard thing to me,” said
Clay.

“T've said a true thing. Tell Ever if it’s
true or not. On your word of honor,
tell him true—if you dare!”
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“It’s true,” said Clay Winton. “I live
on stolen money.”

After a deadly pause Ned Winton mut-
tered, “I didn’t want to kick you in the
face like this—only—"

His voice faded into an obscure mum-
bling that had little or no meaning.

Clay said, “I might have guessed that
it would pan out this way. Well, I'll be
rolling my blankets.”

He stepped through the doorway and
into the house.

“Hadn’t you better call him back?”
asked Everard of his father.

Ned Winton exploded again. He felt
that he had done something brutally
wrong, for he loved Clay and always had.

It had been a stunning shock to him to
learn that his wife’s suspicions, after all,
were correct. Now he turned and poured
his rage on the boy.

“Are you gonna give me advice now?”’
he demanded. “You, that has been the
cause of it all?”

“No,” said Everard. “I'll give you no
more advice.”

Everard, when he entered the house,
paused at the door of his uncle’s room.
He tapped, lightly. “May I come in?” the
boy asked.

“Why, come in, Ever. Of course,” said
Clay. :

He waved his nephew to a chair; then
he closed the door softly behind his guest.

Everard went to the chest of drawers
and leaned his back against it. He lifted
his chin, and from an altitude looked down
on the work of the packing. He had
been sixteen years old when this man
came to the house, but he felt as though
the last four years had composed nine-
.enths of his life. He said nothing; he
merely watched. Everything had been
taken from the drawers and piled on the
bed. On the floor beside the bed lay a
tarpaulin ; and in it shirts, underwear and
other odds and ends of apparel were being
laid with great rapidity. It was as though

Clay Winton had planned long ago a quick
departure such as this, and knew exactly
what he would want.

He said, bending to build the pack,
“You can wear my things, Ever. You
take what I leave behind, will you?”

Emetion, with a cold and terribly unex-
pected hand, gripped Everard by the
throat. He could not answer. He could
only be thankful that his uncle did not
look up at that moment.

“T guess that’s about all,” saixd Clay,
after a time, looking carelessly about the
room. ,

He folded the outer edges of the tar-
paulin over, and with a swift twisting of
rope, made his bundle into one that would
fit behind a saddle. Then he crossed to
the table, opened a drawer, and took out
a Colt revolver which he broke open, ex-
amining its loaded cylinder, and held out
to the boy.

“I want you to have the old gat,” said
Uncle Clay. *“She’s never missed, for
me. I guess she'll never miss for you,

_either.”

Everard took it, gripped it hard, and
then put it away in his clothes. He had
used it before. He knew how Clay Win-
ton trusted that gun.

Again, swift emotion choked him, and
he could say nething.

His uncle sat down, rolled a cigarette
and lighted it.

“Don’t you make any mistake, Ever,”
he remarked. “Your mother’s right. I
wouldn’t be good for you—in the long
run.”

HE STOPPED speaking. Sitting in
silence, he finished the cigarette with
long, slow imhalations. Then he walked
to the window and threw out the butt. It
niade a little arc of sparks through the
darkness of the night. ;
“T’Hl be saying so long, Ever,” he said.
Everard paid no heed, but with lowered
head began to pace rapidly back and forth.
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Clay Winton went on, “Four years
and a half ago, I walked into the Green
River First National Bank and pulled a
gun on the cashier. It was just noon, and
everybody was hurrying out. Nobody but
the cashier noticed me and the gun. I
made him open the safe; the others were
out for lunch, by that time. He brought
me the boxes. There was a lot of cash,
and there was a lot more in convertible
securities. It was worth about half a
million. No, four hundred thousand would
be nearer. I dropped the stuff in three
saddle bags and got away. They only shot
me once. I still have the bullet in the left
leg. You know how I limp when the first
frost comes?”’

“T know,” said Everard, as he stopped
his walking.

“So long, Ever,” said his uncle, quiet-
ly. '
“What horse are you riding?” asked
the boy.

“The only hoss I have,” said the older
man. “That roan bronc.”

“All right,” said Everard. “When you
get outside the corral gate, will you wait
for five minutes?”

“Yes,” said Clay Winton.

“All right. You wait for five minutes,
that’s all. Before you ride on.”

“T’'ll do that.”

Clay Winton went to the door, picked
his sombrero off a nail, shouldered his
pack, and left the room.

Then, on the front porch, Everard
could hear the spoken goodbyes, very
brief and stilted. It was a marvelous thing
to the boy, the ease with which the ties "
of blood could be broken all in a moment.

Immediately afterwards he heard his
mother enter the house.

Then, in his turn, he went out to the
porch.

It was his father’s bedtime, but he was
lighting up a fresh pipe, and a shower of
sparks blew down the lazy wind.

Everard waited until the preliminary
puffing had ended and the red glow had
died from his father’s face. Then he said:

“Uncle Clay has gone?”

“Yeah,” muttered Ned Winton. “Clay’s
gone.”

“He couldn’t stand it,” insisted the
boy. “That’s why he’s gone.”

There was no answer.

“T'm going, too,” said the boy.

He waited. ;

“Are you?” asked his father.

“Yes, I'm going,” he said.

He waited again.

“All right,” said Ned Winton.

“About Mother—”" began the boy.

“It’s Clay that’s making you go,”
the father.

“No, that isn’t so,” insisted the boy.
“Uncle Clay said that you were right ; and
he said that Mother was right. He doesn’t
even know that I'm going.”

“Well, it’s all right,” remarked Ned

said
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Winton. “You're going because I
wouldn’t give you the two thousand dol-
lars,”

“Because you wouldn’t trust me for the
two thousand dollars,” Everard corrected
him.

The boy smiled to himself.

“Your mother, she says it’s the craziest
idea that she ever heard of—two thou-
sand bucks for a twenty-year-old kid.”

“Perhaps it is a crazy idea. I don’t
know. But I’ve got to have that horse.”

“How you gonna get it? Steal it?”

“Maybe,” said the boy.

“My son!” muttered Ned Winton.

He turned in his chair, suddenly, and
started to speak. Then he checked him-
self.

“My mother,” said Everard, “is behind
all this. But she’s not as swift and bitter
as you think. -She loves me, and I love
her. If I went to say goodbye to her
now, she’d raise the roof. [ couldn’t
stand it, and she couldn’t ‘stand it. We
understand each other. That’s why she’s
always been afraid that I'd-go wrong
I'm not going near her, but I want you
to say two things to her, for me.”

“T’'ll say them,” said the father.

His voice was a whisper. There was
nothing in his heart; it was an empty
space. Pain would come later.

“Tell her that I love her, and tell her
goodbye for me,” said the boy. “She’ll
raise the roof, mind you, but you can stand
it. For you could stand calling your own
brother a thief.”

His father puffed at his pipe, leisurely.
He could not answer for a minute, so
terrible was the pain that was beginning
to creep inside his heart.

“Yeah,” he said, “I called Clay a thief.
He is. Clay’s a thief.”

“Yes,” said the boy. “Uncle Clay’s a
thief. But do you know something?”’

“Well ?”

‘““He’s the finest man I know,”
boy, pointedly.

said the

The father continued to smoke, and
made no comment.

“T’ll be going along now,” said Ever-
ard. “Are we shaking hands, Father?”

“Why, sure,” said Ned Winton.

He stood up and held out his hand. He
said : :

“Speaking of the six years’ work, that
would be all right. The six years’ con-
tract and the two thousand dollars.”

But his son answered, “If I were in
hell and one penny would get me out, I
wouldn